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COLIN CREWE
COLLECTORS BOOKS
12B WESTWOOD ROAD, CANVEY ISLAND, ESSEX, SS8 OED

TELEPHONE: 01268-693735 EVENINGS BEST
OLD BOYS AND GIRLS BOOKS SOLD, BOUGHT AND EXCHANGED
WITH ENTHUSIASM YOUR WANTS LIST WELCOME.
SUITABLE COLLECTIONS WANTED

SIZZLING SUMMER ON CANVEY ISLAND. Delighted to see so many of you on the Island this
summer and how we enjoyed cricket on the sands at low tide. LOTS OF GOOD THINGS TQ HAND 1o
suit all pockets. LET ME HAVE A CHASER FOR WANTS 1 will do my best. COLLECTIONS
WANTED top prices paid on guality books and papers. FAST POSTAL SERVICE PAY {TS plus

postage on your satisfactory receipt of books. Happy reading Colin.

MODERN BOYS GEN. VGC BETWEEN 1929
1938 @ £3 each. 10% discount on 10 or more
issues.
55,56,57.58,60,62,65,66,67.69,70.71.72,73,76,77.86,96,
103,106,107, 108,132,133,139,155,156,158,159,160,161,
162,180,186,187,189,190,191,192,193,219,220,221 280,
281,285.302,303,304,309,310,312,313.314,315,316,322,
323,347,348.349,352,353,354,355, 357 415,426 427,504,
517.519,520.522.
UNION JACKS OF 1932, 479, 1485,1486, Each
£3.00
THE SCOUT ISSUES BETWEEN 1935-1939
QUALITY BOYS STORY PAPER FROM THE
HOUSE OF NEWNES @ £2.25 EACH 1%
DISCOUNT ON 10 OR MORE [ISSUES.
1431,1432.1435,1436,1437.1440,1 442,1443, 1 445,1 446,
14471 448, 1 449.1450,1451,1452,1453,1454,1455,1457,
1459, 1460, 1 462,1463,1464,1 465, 1 466,1 467, 1 468, 1 470,
14711472, 1473, 1474, 14891490, 1491,1494,1495,1503,
1516,051 7. 151 8,1521,1522,1523,1524,1525,1526,1527,
1528.1529,1531,1533,1534,1535,1547,1549,1551,1552,
1553.1554,1556,1558,1559,1560),1561,1562,1577,1578,
1579, 1580,1581,1582,1585,1586,1 587, 1588,1589,1593,
1594, 1596, 1598, 1599, 160116021604,
THE SCOUT ISSUES BETWEENI1924-1932
LOVELY RED, WHITE AND BLUE COVERS
@ E£2.75 EA. 10% DISCOUNT ON 10 PLUS
ISSUES.
KAR.BT6.967. 1001, 1003, 1004, 1005, 1007, 1008, 101 1,101 3,
JORO MO8 T, 1083, 1150,1259 1260,126]1, 1265,
THE SCOUT RARE EARLY [ISSUES
BETWEEN 1912-1916 @ £3.25 each. 10 %
DISCOUNT ON 10 OR MORE.
232,235.237.239,241,242,243,247 248 394,396,397 395,
399,403 .404,405.406,420,421,422 424 425 426 428 429,
430,432,433,434.435,436.
RALPH READER REMEMBERS VG copy in diw
his life in the RAF, Scouting & Show Business £7.50
BOYS WILL BE BOYS BY E.S. TURNER, VG
in diw story of Sweeny Todd, Deadwood Dick Sexton

Blake, Billy Bunter, Dick Barton, et al, £8.50
GREY SHADOW MASTER SPY. Geo Rochester Ace
Series Publ, John Hamilton red cloth (rare ] £1(1.00
SONS OF THE LEGION, Geo Rochester (Good) £4,50
ROY ROGERS ON THE TRAIL OF THE ZEROS. VG
pict, caver 182 pages nice ilustrations £395%
MERION PLAYS THE GAME. May Wynne VG in diw
£2.50

THE BESSIE MARCHANT OMNIBUS BOOK. A VG
copy contents "The Gold Marked Charm' 'Sally Makes Good',

Three girls in Mexico', 900 pages. £8.50
THE SKY BANDITS Geo Rochester Ace publ. £7,50
THE TWIN CASTAWAYS. E Hurcourt Burrage pictorial
cover & 4 colour plates book plate 1917, £3.50
SHERLOCK HOLMES LONG STORIES. A Conon
Dayle publ. John Murmay 1946, 650 pages VO £3.95

SUN WEEKLY 509 8/11/1958. AMAL Press VG, £4.00
SUN WEEKLY 520 24/1/1959. AMAL Press VG £4.00

COMET WEEKLY 550 31/1/1959. AMAL Press VG £4,00
COMET WEEKLY 555 7/3/195%. AMAL Press VG £4.00
CUTE FUN NUMBER 5. Publ. Gerald . Swann VG.
£7.50
COURAGE STORYPAPER. Published L. Miller & Sons
Issues 1.2, & 3 all VG (Very rare) Lo, £15.0600
PLUCK STORYPAPER. Published L. Miller & Sons. Issue
1.2, &3 All VG (Very rure) Lot £15.0(
HORNET No. 4 & No. 57 DC THOMSON, The Two
£5.00

CRACKED No, 4. Special O1d Time Movie Nostalgia lssue
(Great fun this one! ), £4.50
DOCTOR WHO RADIO TIMES SPECIAL 1973, Publ.
by BEC fine copy for fan of series, £20.00
CHUMS, JANUARY & APRIL ISSUES 1934 1/-
NET.
FULL COLOUR COVERS. The 2 jssues, £4,00
GEM HALF YEAR BOUND VOLUME FOR YEAR
1920 YGC. Jan-Junc 621-646 Inc. 26 Issues. ETR.00
SUNNY STORIES (LITTLE PEOPLES MAGAZINES)
VGC. 50 issues 195758, M. Saville editor each £1.95
TREASURE CHEST ITEMS FROM YEAR 1909, 6
issues of 'BOYS REALM'. All contain a story of school and
sport, BY CHARLES HAMILTON. Each. £12.00
HOWARD BAKER EDITION OF THE ORIGINAL
GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY ANNUALS. Near Mint copies
in diw Years 1935, 1940, (94 Each 12.00
Years 1920, 1924, 1915, 1927, 1928 Exch 1400
HOWARD-BAKER GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY
ANNUALS, VG/IMinG  copies  n diw
197319770978, 1979, 1980, (98 |, 1982, 1u8d 19KA

Euch £10.00
1974, 1975 & 1976 (Long out of print) Each £16,00
CASSELL-SKILTON BUNTER HARDBACKS |IN
SUPERB  YELLOW DUST ACKETS. 24 jitles
republished by Hawk Books as fuithful facsimies of the
originals mint @ £12.00 cach 105 discaunt on three or more
books
BILLY BUNTER OF GREYFRIARS SCHOOL
BUNTER THE BAD LAD
BESSIE BUNTER OF CLIFF HOUSE SCHOOL
BUNTER DOES HIS BEST
BILLY BUNTER IN BRAZIL
BUNTER AFLOAT
BILLY BUNTER AND THE BLUE MAURITIUS
BILLY BUNTER'S BANKNOTE
BILLY BUNTER'S BEANFEAST
BILLY BUNTER BUTTS IN
BILLY BUNTER'S BODYGUARD
BILLY BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS PARTY
BILLY BUNTER'S BENEFIT
BILLY BUNTER'S BOLT
BILLY BUNTER'S BARRING-OUT
BILLY BUNTER'S POSTAL ORDER
BILLY BUNTER'S FIRST CASE
BILLY BUNTER THE HIKER
BILLY BUNTER'S DOURLE
BILLY BUNTER AMONG THE CANNIBALS
BILLY BUNTER'S BARGAIN
BUNTER THE CARAVANNER
BUNTER COMES FOR CHRISTMAS
BUNTER THE VENTRILOQUIST
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SUMMER READING - AND TRAVELLING

As | write this editorial, my husband and I are preparing for a holiday in
the Bernese Oberland. In June we visited the English Lakes and, walking
each day in perfect weather, were once again struck by the outstanding beauty
of that region. There is something extraordinarily satisfying about being in
mountainous country but, as both the Lake District and Switzerland can often
provide rain as well as sunshine, one's choice of holiday reading in those
areas is of particular importance. I always take both new books and old
favourites, and spend as much time choosing these as in selecting which
clothes and other items to pack in my case.



As you will see. in this number of the C.D. I am reviewing several
books with holidays very much in mind. Mr. Holman's article, Easy on the
Ears, reminds me too that I must sort out one or two cassette-story readings to
take away with me and hear on my "Walkman' type recorder. When I'm being
read to in this way I find that old favourites are definitely best; my holiday
choice this year will probably be Robert Powell's reading of THE SCARLET
PIMPERNEL and Glenda Jackson's rendering of PRIDE AND PREJUDICE.
I might also be tempted, for snatches of light relief, to pack Martin Jarvis's
reading of BILLY BUNTER OF GREYFRIARS SCHOOL and his HOME
FOR THE HOLIDAYS (which is the cassette version of the fairly recently
published 'mew' William book, WHAT'S WRONG WITH CIVILIZASHUN).
I would be interested to hear about other collectors' choices of holiday
reading and listening.

GREYFRIARS IN UNUSUAL GARB.

Rummaging recently through my Frank Richards 'file' (actually a very
large box), I came across the 1953 PUNCH article called Greyfriars
Nationalized which is reproduced after this editorial (in fact it seems to be
only half of an article, and I'd be extremely grateful if any reader could
supply me with a copy of the missing part).

In a variety of pastiches, Greyfriars has frequently been used as a
yardstick of changing values in our society. In the early 1950s, of course.
there was great emphasis on nationalization, and apparently the author of
Greyfriars Nationalized had some misgivings about the wisdom of
contemporary policies. It is surprising to find Gussy installed at Greyfriars
instead of St. Jim's, and intriguing to see that his father, Lord Eastwood, is 'a
Labah peer' with a seat on the Coal Board while Vernon-Smith's tycoon father
has supposedly also switched his political allegiance to the left. But perhaps
'history' is just repeating itself: I seem to recall at least one early St. Jim's
story in which D'Arcy was - briefly - embracing the cause of socialism, and I
believe Frank Richards used this theme occasionally at Greyfriars too.

Happy Holiday Reading to you all.

MARY CADOGAN
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WANTED: ALL pre-war Sexton Blake Libraries. All Boys Friend Libraries, ALL
comics/papers etc with stories by W.E. Johns, Leslie Charteris & Enid Blyton.
Original artwork from Magnet, Gem, Sexton Blake Library etc. also wanted.
I will pay £150.00 for original Magnet cover artwork. £75.00 for original Sexton
Blake Library cover artwork. NORMAN WRIGHT, 60 Eastbury Road. Watford, WD1
4JL. Tel: 01923 232383.
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ARRY Wharton & Co. stond
H in a wrathy and worried

group. The Famous Five
were in the soup. They were landed
aud stranded, diddled, dished and
done, Billy Bunter, his mouth full
of cake and treacle, managed to
gurgle out the news. “Have you
chaps heard? Greyfriars is to be
nationalized "

“Late as usual, you thumping
ass!” echoed Bob Cherry. “Only
just discovered that! Why, next
term even the name of the school is
to change! The Grey School, iti's
tn he called! The Grey School of
Soceial Significance, of course! Mare
in keeping with Modern Thought 1™

“1 knew we'd have a lot of
bother after that giddy essay George
Orwell wrote about us in Connolly’s
[rabjous mag,, saying we were what
everybody wanted to bel™ groaned
the fat Owl of Greyfriars, lapping
up a mug of cocon and straw-
berryade, as he stuffed several
back-numbers of The New States-
man into the seat of his striped
Lrousers,

“Bunter, you fat ass, what are
vou doing with that merry paper ™
velled Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of the Remove, whose father was a
millionaire.

“Got to see the Head about
the disappearance of the soya-bean
jam!” Bunter grunted, adding a
copy of Tribune. 1t ebuld ouly just
e contained in the space availablel

“But he’ll twig those at once!”
shouted Harry Wharton, planting
a hearty kick well and truly on
Bunter's ample anatomy.

“The Head is staying on, and
he'll be jolly pleased at what I'm
reading, and let me off!” Bunter

gasped, taking some lollypops and
liquorice on board. “And if he don't
notice, that stuff is so thick I shan't
feel a giddy thing!"

“Oh gum! " Bob Cherry groaned.
“Here's o go! We'll be losing
Gussy anyway! The Honourable

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy won't
do at all at Greyfriars in the Century
of the Common Boy!" I
Arthur Augustus adjusted his
monocle and began to pummel
Cherry’s ribal i
“You

fearful outsidah!|" he

PUNCH, April 15 1953

gasped. " Weally, have none of you
taken the twoubble to find out that
my father, Lord Eastwood, is a
Lahah peer?”

“Ooogh!”

“Urrggh!"”

“What!" expostulated the
Deovaendne af b Do e WML e T
AMULIUSE W T Avel Ve, ERTL- T )

suppose you thought it a rich jape
to boast all these years about your
father's old title and broad acres!™

“He's got a seat on the Coal
Board! That isn’t a bad bizney, is
it, bai Jovel!” retorted Gussy.
“What about your storwies of your
own father's sur-tax? Why is he
standing at the next election in the
Labah interwest, deah boy? I see
I've thwown you into quite a
fluttah!”

“If anyone goes it will be
Fisher T. Fish!™ asserted Bob
Cherry. “They won't want a bally
American witch-hunting the new
masters!"

“T do hope we have some fellow-
twavellers!" put in Arthur Angust-
us. “I'll wagah the Stinks Beak will
be & Party membah!"

“Waal, I guess it won't be me
that’s quittin’ this durned consarn!”
drawled the American boy. “I'm
a sartin New Dealer, that's so, and
my Pop's currency is cute and hard.



VALUES THAT LAST by Des O'Leary

Three recent articles in the Press have paid tribute to what we in our Hobby have
always believed to be important,

In the SUNDAY TIMES of 9.6.96 under the heading: CRICKET CRUSADE TO
TAME MEAN STREETS OF L.A. we learn of the efforts of a campaigner for the
homeless to inrroducc cn’ckct to the city slum areas. The "Justiceville Crickets" seek to

e
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and so combat the mindless violence of the youth gangs. Armed with a letter from
Prince Edward praising "the endeavours to introduce cricket to L.A.'s inner city" of
organiser Ted Hayes. Mr. Hayes led a playing tour of England last year when he said:
"The game is good not just because it's a sport but because of its ethics. It teaches you
respect and dignity, on and off the field". He also backs emphatically the judgement of
another surprising advocate of the sport's value, Mr. Robert Mugabe. The Marxist
leader of Zimbabwe affirms: "Cricket civilises people and creates good gentlemen."

Despite questionable but maybe understandable efforts to "jazz up the game" by
changing innings every 15 overs and adding cheer-leaders while introducing a break
after every 6 balls (these could all prove ideal for T.V. commercials) we can, however,
surely sympathise with Hayes' concluding thoughts: "A group of homeless people are
bringing the noble English game into the notorious gang-infested ghettos of L.A."

On 18.5.96 the Daily Telegraph featured the longest-running girls' comic, D.C.
Thomson's BUNTY, which is still running since its first number in January 1958, The
article emphasises that BUNTY has a simple ethos: try hard, don't follow the crowd. be
loyal to your friends and play the game: dishonesty does not pay, nor does bullying.

v Caroline finds a photograph af the mysterious Gloria. ¥ ;
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Hlustrations from BUNTY in the early 1960s.
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The current editor is only the fifth incumbent in four decades. "There is no written
code or policy at D.C. Thomson regarding BUNTY's content." he says. "the editor is
expected to use common sense in deciding what is or is not acceptable. We do try to
feature contemporary themes in our story-lines, such as divorce, boy-friends. computers
and the like, but there has never been, nor ever will there ever be, any overt sexual
content." Editor Davies iis reassured by the letters and phone-calls he receives from
"BUNTY mums", women who used to read the comic as girls and now buy it for their
daughters.

One more cheerful item in the Daily Telegraph of 11.5.96 celebrates the benign
influence of Charles Hamilton in a most interesting profile of Jack Cardiff. This great
British cinematographer, cameraman on such superb films as BLACK NARCISSUS,
THE RED SHOES, THE AFRICAN QUEEN and many more, could apparently become
"a formidable auto-didact. especially knowledgeable in painting. ballet and music: but he
charmingly attributes his wider schooling to his discovery of THE MAGNET, the
tuppenny comic (sic) that introduced Greyfriars School. 'After that. I turned every
school 1 attended into Greyfriars..... That's where 1 learned about self-discipline and
loyalty, to tell the truth and never to sneak - all the public school code of honour.' he
smiles 'I'm not sure it was the best preparation for a career in the film business.""

Jack Cardiff also found that the Greyfriars curriculum was remarkably wide-
ranging: 'There was Greek mythology in there, bits of French and Latin and literature.
I started to look things up for myself and 1 learned something new every week.'

Greyfriars stalwarts such as Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry still crop in his
conversation. as if he'd actually shared a form-room with them, but it's clear that he was
destined to find some sort of niche in a métier barely invented when the MAGNET first
flourished. And when he talks of past travels, Cardiff has a quotation from Cowper
ready: "How much a dunce that has been sent to roam, Excels a dunce that has been left
at home."

It was from Greyfriars that he learned it, of course!

In these 3 items we see that high standards and values still persist and can survive
even in our 'trendy' times. I am sure Charles Hamilton would be pleased to know that
his school stories still set standards in behaviour worth living up to. And he, a notable
example of the powers of self-education. would be gratified by the inspiration and
incentive to learning which his writings supply.

D.C. Thomson in their comics still provide boisterous and healthy entertainment for
our children, and the ghetto cricketers of Los Angeles would certainly deserve a
benevolent smile from Frank Richards. that great devotee of King Willow.

(EDITOR'S NOTE: Mr. Roy Whiskin of Cambridge sent me a copy of the article about
Jack Cardiff to which Mr. O'Leary refers. Roy mentions that Cardiff's 'many credits
include THE AFRICAN QUEEN, THE RED SHOES and BLACK NARCISSUS, for
which he won an Oscar'.)
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WANTED: Original Magnets, not printed in facsimile, between numbers 204 and 702.
Must be complete. Also "The Boys Magazine" 1922 to 1934, "The Pink One" and
"Boys Friend Library" by Charles Hamilton, Edwy Searles Brooks, Murray Roberts,
Murray Graydon. W.L. Bawden, 14 Highland Park, Redruth, Cornwall, TR15 2EX.
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DISCOVERING ST. FRANK'S by Martyn Neal

As a recent convert to The Nelson Lee Library and ESB., I am
concerned that articles about them seem to be in short supply. I only became
aware of their existence a few months ago and it seems unfortunate if this
coincides with everybody else forgetting about them. My first experience of
St. Frank's was in a Howard Baker Holiday Annual, the story being "The
Ghost of Travis Dene" (1NS188) which I found enjoyable and frustrating at
the same time. It was frustrating because 1 could not find, and still cannot
find, the concluding part of the story and still do not know how it ends.
Despite this I was determined to find more stories of St. Frank's to read and
this led me to original issues of NLLL. Up to this point my experience of old
papers had been the Bunter books as a child and, more recently, the Howard
Baker reprints. As a lot of the reprints had been supplied by Colin Crewe |
asked him for some NLL's and he sent over a hundred!

I was lucky in that the first story I chose to read was a superb one
"Fooling the School"” (OS513) which had both a cleverly worked plot and
introduced a character, William Napoleon Browne, who has become one of
my favourites. I have always loved the stories of P.G. Wodehouse and the
similarities between Browne and Psmith are obvious. As I always felt there
were too few Psmith stories. I [ind that this similarity adds to my enjoyment
rather than detracts from it.

I then continued with the next few issues taking in "The Return of
Nelson Lee and Nipper" (OS515) and then the Cricketing Series. 1 found the
stories of rivalries and plots and counterplots both funny and intriguing.
These stories convinced me that ESB. of whom I had never heard until a few
weeks earlier, was an author well worth investigating and I have since set
about trying to build a collection of NLL's. If anyone doubts the standing of
ESB as an author of school stories then I would simply refer them to the
episode where Browne is shown round the School, or the one where he takes
over the captaincy of the Fifth, or where the girls rearrange Nipper's study to
the disgust and alarm of Watson and Tl’t"“&“l\ West. I could go on with
many more examples and all from a mere nine issues. The only qualification
I would make is that I could have lived without the sub-plot involving
mysterious Indians and underground workshops. When I come to read these
stories [ will probably skip over these episodes.
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I am certainly going to pursue the stories of ESB and I hope they will
form an appropriate part of the Digest in the future. I am only beginning to
find out about St. Frank's and have little to offer at this stage other than
enthusiasm, but 1 hope that others with more experience can add to my
enjoyment through the pages of the Digest.
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ON THE FASCINATION OF SOME TITLES by Derek Hinrich

From time to time I browse through the Sexton Blake Index, thinking ruefully of
the gaps in my collection. In particular, I run my eye over the lists of the First and
Second Series of the Sexton Blake Library.

There are always some titles which excite my imagination. For example,
SBL1/52, The Mosque of The Mahdi - plots and conspiracies in the Sudan? Well no,
it's about espionage and derring-do in Palestine during Allenby's advance (so |
discovered when [ at length obtained a copy).

I was a schoolboy when 1 first encountered Sexton Blake in 1939, and by then his
very best days, I think, were over. 1 barely encountered any of the great adversaries of
his heyday and so stories of the recurrent master criminals were amongst the first |
sought out when I took up Blake collecting. In particular my interest was kindled by the
concept of the Criminals' Confederation, so The Mysterious Mr. Reece, SBL1/41. of
1917, is one story that [ have long wished to read. for this is the first appearance of the
evil genius of the Confederation. two years or so before the Confederation and its
possibilities apparently occurred to Robert Murray Graydon.

Then there are a pair of geographical titles that tickle my fancy for no better
reason that when I was a lad 1 lived in Merton, sandwiched between the sites of two
pieces of criminality - SBL2/141, The Mystery of Mitcham Common and SBL3/113,
The Wimbledon Common Trap. Wimbledon and Mitcham are such respectable places -
what can be going on there?

There there is SBL1/335, which 1 see featured Gunga Dass, The Loot of the Nana
Sahib. Now that is a title to conjure with. The Nana Sahib, the great hate-figure for
Victorian Britain of the Indian Mutiny, the man responsible for the massacre of
Cawnpore, who was neither caught nor killed as the Mutiny was suppressed, but who
fled and disappeared: and was probably the inspiration of every villainous raja to come
out of Hollywood in the days when they made adventure films about the Raj - easterns
with the Bengal Lancers taking the place of the Seventh Cavalry. No doubt any loot
would in reality be an illusion but a splendid McGuffin for an adventure of Sexton
Blake.




Another case of Blake's in which he faces Gunga Dass has another title full of
eastern menace: SBLI1/317, The Shrine of Kali. Gunga Dass and the thugs? Now
there's a devilish combination fit to threaten the very foundations of British India. Is
that what it's about? Perhaps one day I shall find out.

In the same way | am intrigued by the sound of SBL2/491, The Secrer of the
Armaments King. Ah those Armaments Kings! Such a staple of thrillers of the
'twenties and 'thirties, always plotting ways to start a nice little war in the Balkans or to
foment trouble somewhere for the Empire, all men of vast wealth and mysterious
antecedents with names redolent of Eastern Europe - their creation all inspired by that
extraordinary man, Sir Basil Zaharotf, who began his career in Constantinople and
ended as head of Vickers Armstrong. SBL 2/491 is by W. W. Sayer and features
Granite Grant and Mlle Julie so one may expect a rattling good tale of secret service
work.

There is another case in which they figure - SBL1/363, The Mystery of The Lost
Bartleship, which I have yet to read which has the same fascination. Jolly awkward sort
of thing to mislay, a battleship so does the title mean sunk or stolen? Now to steal a
battleship would be an enterprise indeed and would surely involve a foe worthy of
Blake's steel!
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A VISIT TO BAKER STREET by W.0.G. Lofts

I was ten years old and the year was 1933, 1 sat at my desk at the school in St.
John's Wood. London -- a small, slim boy with unruly brown hair. wearing a red jersey
and listening to my teacher telling his usual Friday afternoon story. This particular
week his tale was entitled "The Blue Carbuncle", written by Arthur Conan Doyle and
featuring the immortal Sherlock Holmes. [ sat with my head cupped in my hands,
listening open-mouthed in wonder at the sheer genius of the great detective. 1 had heard
of him before and I knew he lived in Baker Street. only about ten minutes away.

Such was Holmes' brilliance that he could solve mysteries by means of the
slenderest of clues. In the story in question, merely by looking at an old black battered
hat, he had deduced all there was to know about the owner --- even the fact that his wife
had ceased to love him!

"Any questions?" asked my schoolmaster, at the end of the enthralling story.
"Please, sir.'' I said. in my then piping treble voice, "could you tell me the number in
Baker Street where Sherlock Holmes lived?"

"Number 221B" he replied, with a look of amusement on his usually stern face
"Which is at the top end of Baker Street. near Regents Park."
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In my childish innocence 1 believed that Sherlock Holmes was a real live detective
and after school lessons had finished, I would go to see his house on my way home.
Who knows? 1 might even be able to get a glimpse of the greatest detective that England

It was early November and it was already dusk when I went out of the school
gates. In those days we always had the traditional London fogs. Fog was everywhere;
dense, yellow and choking. It filled the cobbled streets, courts and alleys, and even
found its way into houses. It seemed to cling with damp, cold embrace around every
object, animate and inanimate; nothing was usually visible more than a few yards and to
an observer beyond that radius the world was hidden in a murky pall.

Arriving at the top end of Baker Street 1 groped along the side in which number
221B was supposed to be. Instead of the house 1 found a huge grey stone building which
belonged to the Abbey Building Society. Thinking I had made a mistake somewhere, |
went along further to enquire at the familiar coffee stall which stood on that corner of
Marylebone Circus. Despite the gloom, I could see the yellow oil lamp flickering on the
side of the counter, and the usual crowd of down-and-outs and working-class labourers
huddled in front to keep warm.

Approaching near enough to be heard by the proprietor, busily serving behind the
high counter, I shouted out to him:

"Can you tell me where the house is where Sherlock Holmes lives?"

"Get off with you!" he shouted, brandishing a large carving knife which he had
Just been using on the hot pies and sandwiches. He probably thought I was cheeking
him, so feeling rather crestfallen and with the guffaws of several of his customers
ringing in my ears, I made my way once more towards the direction where 1 thought the
celebrated detective lived.

The large imposing figure of a policeman suddenly loomed out of a doorway and
shone his bullseye lantern (which he wore attached to his belt) into my face.

"What are you looking for, sonny?" he asked, not unkindly.

"I'm trying to find the house of Sherlock Holmes," I replied.

A twinkle came into his blue eyes. "Well, I'm afraid that Mr. Holmes is away on
a case just now,”" he said. "And anyway. the house is very ordinary to look at from
outside." He added: "And as no doubt Mr, Holmes would also tell you, a night like this
is no time for a young lad o be wandering the streets, and I should get off home straight
away if [ were you."

So with these comforting words in my ears and still with a faint hope that I might
possibly catch a glimpse of the detective arriving back from a case with Dr. Watson, 1
made my way homeward. Every horse-drawn cab which clopped its way through the
fog-laden streets in passing may have seen a small boy trying to peer into the interior, in
the hope of seeing the greatest of all sleuths - the one and only Sherlock Holmes.....

d %k ok ok ok

(This article was originally published in the October 1972 number of the ARMCHAIR
DETECTIVE.)
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ALL TALES ARE FAIRY TALES
Extracts from Charles Hamilton's views on the Art of Writing
by Una Hamilton Wright

'"There is no better background for a fairy tale than a school scene. It is so utterly
unreal, even its realities are unreal." Charles Hamilton was writing to his brother-in-
law. Percy Harrison, (my father) in December 1935. They were collaborating on the
idea of a musical show based on school life, and were also contemplating a revue. When
they first met. in the Edwardian period. they had collaborated on songs, uncle supplying
the words and father writing the music. Later, in Italy, they had hit on the idea of
writing a travel book, my uncle declaring that a good one had never been written. They
were both gifted with keen powers of observation and a sharp sense of humour, as well
as having extensive experience of travel. So ideas of different types of writing figured
largely in their correspondence.

Continuing the fairy tale theme. "Up to ten," my uncle wrote, "man is satisfied
with Jack the Giant Killer under that name. After ten, he is not but feels older. and Jack
the Giant Killer is then re-christened Buffalo Bill. After fifteen, he is not but feels older
still, and Buffalo Bill then has to be re-named Bulldog Drummond or D'Artagnan or
something of the sort. But the great point is, that under whatever alias, he must remain
Jack the Giant Killer! Once approach reality, and you are done for....... A certain
fleeting resemblance to life must be observed - about as much as there is in Jack the
Giant Killer or Puss-in-Boots. For instance, a true school story, about real dirty little
swine, would make people ill. But a fairy tale about school, like the Loom of Youth or
the Harrovians. is the most delightful kind of fairy tale. ...... To be livable, life must be
like a fairy tale. as near as possible."

Regarding his own method of writing he claimed to be guided by instinct rather
than by thinking. In another letter to my father, in 1935, he developed the theme,
"Thinking is peculiar to the individual brain: instinct is the same with all.  When,
therefore. one does a thing without thinking. one can depend on it that a lot of others
will do precisely the same thing. So when I leap at the radio to wash out a crooner just
beginning through his blasted nose," (my uncle loathed crooners) "l imagine that ten
thousand others are performing the same acrobatic feat at the same moment, the

movement being instinctive........ I have always noticed that in writing a story, as soon as
I begin to think. it goes wrong. I do not know what the process is, but it proceeds from
something deeper than thought..... 1 have an idea therefore of going ahead with our

revue and writing straight on, as if it were a story."

Charles Hamilton frequently advised beginners to go over their work with a pen
"mending and amending, then type it out again spotless..... But, after twenty years or so
the right words get automatically into the right place." He produced the final copies of
his own work at the first attempt with no major rewriting or alteration. His publishers,
Cassells - who published the Bunter Books - said of him, ""He was thoroughly business
like. utterly reliable, and always on time."

"The stories just come," he once told an interviewer, "Often [ do not know the
second line until I have written the first, and that is how it should be. That way a story
is easier to read."

Actually the stories did not always 'just come', Charles used to pace up and down,
like a caged lion, sometimes with a wet towel wrapped round his head, when the ideas

12



would not come. He applied to his family for plots; mother was particularly good at
supplying suggestions. When he was first asked to write a story in a school setting he
walked up and down growling "What can happen in a school? What could happen in a
school?" His mind was bent on adventure stories and he could not see how adventures
could take place against a confined background. Mother pointed out to him that human
beings were still human beings even at school, and that their characters and interactions
would be basically similar whatever the backdrop.

Charles Hamilion believed that the author "goes into all his characters more or
less..... every character's character being one facet of his own." His heroes are what he
would have liked to have been, while his bad lads are what he would nor like to be, but
might have been but for the grace of God! Certainly some of the vices of the baddies
show the temptations which Charles Hamilton had to fight. 1 am thinking of the
gambling and of Billy Bunter's addiction to food. Charles Hamilton had a very sweet
tooth. The logical conclusion is that "there is a Bunter inside Frank Richards
somewhere - happily not developed!" On the subject of character weakness he told me
that people never recognised unflattering portraits of themselves.  He used his relatives
in not necessarily admirable characters - but none of them ever knew!

My uncle was essentially an escapist and he said of himself as a writer: "the world
of his imagination was much more real to him than the humdrum world
outside......Fiction is always an improvement on reality."

My father was somewhat highfaulting and tended to be abstruse, and to write over
the reader's head. Uncle sought to bring him down to earth with the following advice:
"I think that the chief object to be set before the author's eyes, is to make the meaning
absolutely clear to the least observant reader, even at the cost of substituting dullness for
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that light sparkle which pleases ourselves so much and which we appreciate so keenly in
our own works. It is no use saying that the reader is a damned fool, when you want his
penny. If you do not want his penny, it is not worth the trouble of typing at all: if you
do want it, it has to be extracted from him. I[f he gets what he thinks he wants, it
droppeth like the gentle dew from heaven: otherwise, it remains in his trousers pocket.
Therefore, make thy meaning clear even unto the commonest understanding - fool-
proof, in fact.

"The Egyptians used to set up a skeieton at the feast. An author wouid do weii io
set up a mental image of a cod-faced man with dull glassy eyes and sloppy mouth. This
is the average reader of adult literature. His intellect cannot deal with a sentence
containing more than seven words. He searches the page for allusions to sex, like a dog
nosing in a dung-heap. He is a putrid animal and it is a great pity that writers cannot
live without getting his penny off him....Flashing wit flashes past him unseen. You have
to say it very loud and clear. in fact about in his ear. So in any work intended for the
general public, 1 suggest going over it carefully, and washing out anything not
immediately comprehensible to a boy of ten."" Uncle enjoyed letting himself go, in no
other context could he have dared to exaggerate so much. He believed that children
started life as bright and intelligent beings and then 'went off' at the beginning of their
teens. due. largely. to faults in the education system. He much preferred to write for
children and [ think this accounts for the fact that he did not write for the General
Reader. He once stated that he would not write a novel for adults unless a publisher first
commissioned him to do it and crossed his palm with silver beforehand!

His citing of the boy of ten as the limit of the reader's understanding may explain
why his work was equally popular with grown-ups and children. Perhaps he hit the
right mental level - the common ground for all the generations, so that, on re-reading
his work as adults, we. who have put away childish things, may enjoy taking them out
again and be thereby transported back to our youth to re-enjoy our own youthful
feelings, when life was much more like a fairytale.

(Copyright Una Hamilton Wright)
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EASY ON THE EARS by Ernest Holman

Nowadays, when reading becomes a more difficult process because of ageing
eyesight, there is great comfort to be found in the many Stories on Tape productions.
They are. in fact. in abundance. Shops such as W.H. Smith have many shelves devoted
to these items. Mostly. they are abridged versions of many well-known stories, usually
retailing at about £8.00 for two cassettes. A few long versions of the stories appear at
times in boxed sets, but at a higher price. of course.

By far the most welcome are the large coloured-cover Albums with the
completely unabridged versions of many stories. These do not appear on public shelves
but can be obtained from the appropriate Publishing Company. Here, we come up
against the fact that such items are more than a little pricey. However. if one can raise
the cash for a story that one would want to hear again at different times, they are well
worth the expense.

For those who may like to listen once only to a favourite yarn, these will most
likely be found in the Audio section of your Local Public Library. Here one can find
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both abridged and unabridged versions of the same story. What is more, they can
usually be reserved for collection at a later date.

Of the readers themselves, no praise can be less than splendid for these actors and
actresses who can convey so many different changes of voice so rapidly. Robert Hardy
comes over very well indeed in his Sherlock Holmes readings; Gwen Watford is equally
well-versed in the Fairacre and Thrush Green stories of Miss Read: Jonathan Cecil
cannot be faulted in any way for the difficult task of describing the events of many
Jeeves adventures.

Even then, I hand the palm to Martin Jarvis. Here is a very versatile reader
indeed, equally at home with Wodehouse, Doyle or Richmal Crompton. His excellence
is shown particularly in his rendering of 'His Last Bow' and the many short stories of
Just William.

We all like to regard ourselves as good readers, in a general sense. The Tape
Story readers would be considered inferior if merely classed as very good. Believe me,
they are positively brilliant.
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IF ONLY THEY WERE TRUE........ by Donald V. Campbell

A recent reorganisation of my minuscule library caused me to review what | had
on hand. The reorganisation has meant that most books and magazines are now more
accessible.  THE WINDSOR for February, 1914 caused some hilarity among the
Campbell clan. Page xxi - one of those advertising pages that vanish when these
magazines are bound into yearly volumes - gave the most precious advice for those with
"flat chests'. She (presumably the lady in the "before and after" pictures - photographs
they are NOT) has changed out of mind. Not only can she now freely expose her bosom
but she looks happier and has lost at least twenty years in the transformation.

FLAT CHESTED FOR 15 YEARS

SHE DEVELOPED HER BUST SIX INCHES IN THIRTY DAYS.

These pictures show the wonderful bust development
referred to in this article.
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Such incredible claims have been around for
many decades and the classic legal case of THE
CARBOLIC SMOKE BALL COMPANY is still
referred to in spurious advertising cases at law.

On the opposite page we find yet another
young lady who can "...compel others to obey her
will....'"" Lucky she! Telepathy is what is to be
mastered via the free book available form the
"National Institute for Sciences'. As many of our
hopeful forebears will have sent off for this booklet
is it surprising to find that the promised
" _.(revolution of) the mental status of the human
race....." does not appear to have materialised.

The advert for "Saxone" shoes is quite jolly -
in fact the boots would be acceptable as a fashion
accessory today. Opposite the shoe advert we find
"Glymiel Jelly" - used heavily by my mother in my
boyhood, where has it gone now?

FOR CHAPS

Roughness of Skin, &c.
I ALWAYS USE

“GLYMIEL
JELLY."

I8 DELIGHTFUL

Al B CTinndata il
stopn 4, g Motedtne Tola 4
Gil,, @ o= pepivd 18, nt
rIJ ree fup s
Sale Prapielaee

.~ 0SBORNE,BAUER
‘.'” "' & CHEESEMAN,

' N 10 falden Agunre, Benenl
- = Btroct, London, W

Rather like the "flat chest" adverts there
would be tremendous excitement if "Edward's
Harlene Company' really had the answer to the hair
problems that have been around for so long. A
quick glance at the ad makes one initially wonder

why pennies should be floating over the heads of
the two men. The incredible "carrying power' of

the newly developed hair as demonstrated by the
lady with the preposterously luxuriant growth takes
some believing. But if Mr. Edwards says it is so,
ergo it must be so.
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New SAXONES in the
Spring-time delight the
EYE, but the FEET ask
for new SAXONES
NOW for
protection against bad
weather still to come.

The Saxone Winter morlel, shown above,
assures fool comfort and wartnth in_snow,
frost  or downpour, and the ‘\\IF‘Crh
SAXONE Style and permanent shapeli-
ness will still satisfy the eye when the
hright weather comes

Saxone Aoots and
Shoes for Men 104
Styles. 119 Fittings
in cach style

PRICES
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measarement.

SAXONE SHOFE CO, Lid.
Kilmarnock, Scotland.




THE "HARLENE HAIR-DRILL" QUTFIT
COMPRISES -

1. A Trial Bottle of Edwards' * Harlene '
for the Hair. This delightiul preparation
feeds the hair and
stimulates  the
hair - roots. It
makes the hair
soft and glossy,
amd  invests It
with a beautiful
lustre and luxuri-
ance.

2. ATrial Pack-
nge of Edwards'
“* Cremes " for
the Scalp. It
dissolves Scurf |
and banishe
Irritation of th
Scalp. LA
3. A Copy of Mr, Edwards' ** Hair-Drill "'
Manual, containing the secret rules which
made his fame, the toilet rules which,
practised for (two minutes every day, minke
and keep your hair healthy and luxuriant,
free from the shichitest sign of Baldness,
Gireyness, or Man Payecry,

The piéce de resistance of
the magazine is on page Xxxv.
Here we have another advert
from J. Foot & Son (elsewhere
we can find Foot's Thermal
Bath Cabinet). The benefits
available with The "Burlington”
(PATENTED) chair-cum-
lounger-cum-table-cum-light-
cum-desk are legion. Add to
the foregoing the leg-rest that
can be used as a footstool and
even slides away when not in
use, and our day must be
complete. They don't make any
of 'em like wot they used to!

By the way, the magazine
proper contained stories by:
E.F. Benson, Dornford Yates,
H. Rider Haggard. and Eden
Phillpotts. What a line-up!

R

A NEST ro

T
When

¥ 2 Rest b adjustalile
Wk i v B silailex nnder

hutomailc
Adjustable
Back,

illy rises oy g

-

atalogue C5 of
Adjusiable

Chales Froe,

J. 00T &30

LTD.
{Dept. C5),
1il, NEW BOND STREET,
LONDON, W.

(Editor's Note: I often wonder whether and how the adverts in The Magnet to cure

blushing and red noses worlked!)
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DEAR PATER.......... by Ted Baldock

He does me double wrong
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.
Shakespeare. King Richard I1.

(Being extracts from a letter written by William George Bunter to his father. Found by
the latter while giving his desk at Bunter Villa a long overdue 'spring clean'.)

* k % ¥k

...... Would you believe it Pater, the other day in class following my 'construe'
Mr. Quelch was moved to exclaim. "Splendid Bunter, that will do my boy, would that
certain other boys" - here he swept a meaningful glance over the form - "could follow
vour example and apply themselves as diligently as you so obviously have done in
preparing their lessons. You are a credit to the form, my boy. I would, however, feel
easier in my mind if you would devote a little more time to leisure pursuits, and not
over-tax yourself. I have great hopes of you, Bunter, and I am sure you will not fall
short of my anticipations."

Those. so far as I can recall, were his very words, Pater. Perhaps I do read and
study rather more than is necessary: you know your son sir, and [ know that you will
approve.

* % k& &

Last week Mr. Quelch was high in his praise of you. "Bunter, my boy," he said,
"Always endeavour to emulate your father whom I know to be a worthy and diligent
gentleman. The city has need of such skilled and resourceful business-men, where
rewards of a pecuniary nature may be high."

I walked over to Cliff House the other day to see Bessie, I like to keep a brotherly
eye on her. She invited me to stay to tea, and borrowed my last ninepence to pay for the
buns. Consequently 1 am completely without funds now. I wonder, Pater, if you would
send a postal order when you write next time? A small amount to tide me over until the
end of term.

% ok ok ok ok

Dear Pater,

Sammy is forever pestering me for small sums. He has no idea whatever of
laying out' his pocket money. I have spoken to him sharply on several occasions
concerning his excessive eating habits. If only he would try to model himself on his
elder brother who has discovered and long practised the art of abstinence!

Mr. Quelch remarked to me the other day that you were far too indulgent in the
bestowal of 'tips', Pater. But T know you would not have me unable to pay my 'whack'
with the other fellows.

My best 'Pal' Harry Wharton desires me to send his best regards.
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He often enquires after you. He once remarked that he wished Colonel Wharton was
half as generous as you.......

B

George Wingate says that if I keep up my present form a place in the first eleven
is absolutely certain. He has been watching me closely at the 'nets' for some time. Do
you recall, Pater saying that if I should get my 'Colours' you would 'spring' a fiver?
Wharton and Bob Cherry are rather sick about my success, but of course they are hardly
in my class on the cricket field......

® % kK

Love to the Mater. Tell her I am looking forward no end to one of her special
plum pies when I come home. Bessie and Sammy are well, but are always complaining
of a lack of cash. I tell them to try and be a little more like their brother.

Your affectionate son
William

(Note: Extensive spelling and grammatical corrections have been made to facilitate the
perusal of this letter which must surely be something of a classic in Bunterish naivety.)

A PRIDE OF BUNTERS

Just one more tart before I go,
A slice of cake maybe,
[ eat but little as you know
I'm here to slim you see.
We Bunters are a Spartan breed
Hard, fit. and trimly taut.
Unhealthy eating we'll not heed
We set such things at naught.
My sister Bessie leads the field
At hockey, netball, gym.
Her prowess she will never yield.
She'll lead the field - and win.
My brother Sammy though he's young
Bids fair to be a man,
To gather laurels he's begun
To boost the Bunter clan.
Let: Loder hoot, and Coker roar.
Let Quelch reach for his cane.
We've heard the cry so oft before
Yet we remain the same.
For we are Bunters true and bold,
With roots steeped in the past
Much as the courtly knights of old,
A truly noble caste.
Ted Baldock
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With holiday and garden-deck- RICHMAL CROMPTON
chair reading in mind. I am glad to

have received the volumes mentioned jgr WEEHAM

here. An obvious choice for packing
in holiday cases and luggage is @N H@LD&Y
Macmillan's latest paperback collec- -

tion (from existing books) of some of Ten Classic Stories
Richmal Crompton's ever-exuberant :
William tales. JUST WILLIAM ON
HOLIDAY,. (£3.99) comprises ten
short stories. all drawn from books
published during the heyday of the
series, Even if you know them well
already, you will find that re-reading
is still enjoyable. As the back-cover
'blurb' suggests. whether William is
'rescuing a damsel in distress, sailing
the high seas to discover an uncharted
island, or capturing a dangerous
smuggler on the beach', our hero
always manages to turn his, and his
family's, holidays into unforgettable
and often chaotic adventures. The
original Thomas Henry pictures have
been retained to add to the book's
sparkle. and there is the added bonus
of a happy Mag picture in full colour
on the cover.

THE OXFORD BOOK OF TRAVEL STORIES, Edited by Patricia Craig (O.U.P.
£17.99) is a bumper book of stories and what are described as fragments of
reminiscence 'imbued with the shimmer of fiction'. These range in time from the
middle of the nineteenth century to virtually the end of the twentieth: there are
contributions from Dickens and Trollope, from Elizabeth von Arnim, Elizabeth Bowen
and Rebecca West, from Jack Kerouac and William Trevor, and many more eminent
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writers. As Patricia comments in her introduction, each of the thirty-plus items
'illustrates, in its own way, how travel has to do with stimulus, enrichment, a sense of
achievement that is everlasting. "We shall certainly cease to be here", observes the
protagonist of a Henry Jarnes story, referring to Venice, "but we shall never cease to
have been here." This is indeed an enriching anthology, offering both recapitulatory
pleasures and many new discoveries. Buy, beg or borrow it; then sit back and savour
the atmosphere of the French Riviera or California during the 1920s, of nineteenth-
century Palestine, of a trip to Greece that is touched by the surreal. of contemporary
India's challenges and culture-contrasts......

We can travel in quieter mood through the pages of THE COMPLETE LONE
PINE by Mark O'Hanlon, which is the author's perceptive exploration of Malcolm
Saville's twenty books about the group of children who formed the Lone Pine Club. 1
was asked to contribute an introduction to this. 1 wrote that Mark O'Hanlon's book: 'As
well as providing a meticulously detailed "Who's Who", "What's What" and "Where's
Where" of...... Malcolm's rnost celebrated series...... provides an interesting account of
his literary life and achievements, and of his long-lasting influence on several
generations of readers.! THE COMPLETE LONE PINE includes a synopsis of every
Lone Pine story, plus an A to Z of all the characters and places that are featured. Most
of all, there is a detailed examination of the geographical settings of the Lone Pine
books. Malcolm Saville so vividly described areas of countryside in Devon. London,
Shropshire. Suffolk, Sussex and Yorkshire, in which the adventures take place, thal
many child and adult readers have set out to visit these. With the help of Mark
O'Hanlon's detailed settings;, and the use of the book's sketch maps, it is now possible for
such visits and explorations to be considerably more detailed and appealing. THE
COMPLETE LONE PINE is both a warmly affectionate companion to Malcolm
Saville's books and a most useful work of bibliographic scholarship. It is obtainable
from the author, Mark O'Hanlon, at 10 Bilford Road, Worcester, WR3 8QA., and costs
£9.99.

George Beal has now revised and published THE COMPLETE MAGNET
COMPANION 1996. This makes an attractive complement to his 1994 MAGNET AND
GEM FACSIMILE EDITIONS which concentrated on the Howard Baker editions. The
present volume which, like its predecessor, is attractively illustrated. lists all the
Greyfriars Magnet stories, first chronologically and then alphabetically: it provides
information about which stories were reprinted by Howard Baker and, in a separate
Schoolboys' Own Library Greyfriars list, which Magnet tales were republished in the
S.0.L. In another list the Holiday Annual tales are also linked to their Magnet originals.
THE COMPLETE MAGNET COMPANION'S other features include a plan of the
Remove studies and list of the occupants of each, and articles on the Editors, the
Ilustrators and the Substitute Stories. There are also interesting Greyfriars School
Floor Plans (showing the various form-rooms in relation to each other and to Big Hall,
Chapel. the Head's Study etc.), and six pages on Who's Who at Greyfriars. This
extremely useful addition to the Greyfriars saga can be obtained by post from
Quartermain Publications, 48 Kings Drive, Berrylands, Surbiton, Surrey. KT3 8NQ at
£8.50.

Further bibliographical detail for collectors is provided in THE WIZARD
INDEX: 1944- 1963, which, compiled by Martin and Hazel Trouse. is available from
them at 32 Leyfield. Worcester Park, Surrey at £7.99 plus £1.00 for postage and
packing. The first 21 years of the paper are not covered by this index. mainly because
the authors' complete run only began in 1944, but, in their opinion. 'the best stories ever
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published in the Wizard' appeared in the years now indexed. One-off stories have not
been included but serials, which represented the main body of the Wizard's fiction, are
listed with starting and finishing numbers and a short resumé of each plot. Repeats are
noted too, and Wilson the Wonder Athlete has a list of his own. D.C. Thomson
enthusiasts will find this Index helpful, and will relish its attractive, full size and full

colour cover. THE WIZARD INDEX
1944 - 1963
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BIGGLES & Co.

The W.E.Johns Quarterly Magazine

Farst prucblished ton Cotober V89 Bigples & Cois a oo peofit making AS sized
hustrated magazine, m full colowr covers, with forty four pages of articles amd
staries by amd ahowt W I tohs, the creator of Biggles. Now in our seventh year,
the Wenter (995 ediion frwmber 280 sncluded @ complete Riggles story and a
seewnr=fictionn aeticle by Johos The Sprosg 1996 edition will be published oring
March

UK Al Suhoscriptoon (fie pones) £12 Stngle copy Bock isswes £4.00

Furope Aneed Subveription £03 26 Single copy Rack ixswes £4.30
Fdsewhere Anpnal Subwcription L1700 Single copy Back isswes £5.25

Froow mvre detmils on the mogazine please write fo.
Sk Trendler, 3 4shendene Road, Bayford, Herts 5013 8PX,

29



FORUM

J.E.M. (Brighton): I have much enjoyed the occasional pieces you have used on the
'Penny Blacks' (Larks, Chips, Funny Wonder, etc.) and wonder if more of these might
be popular. The Thomsons too (Wizard, Rover et al) might also be worth a more
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Blakians, Lee-ites - but, as you've rightly said, the magazine must develop and we all
need to be stimulated by the: introduction of less familiar topics from time to time.

DES O'LEARY (Loughborough): It is very difficult to find the right rone in which
to write about the stories we loved when young. Audrey. who types much of my
writings, says she thinks, I am very often too solemn. Margery Woods, while treating
her stories and characters with respect. treats them lightly and amusingly. Not an easy
achievement.

C.D. 595 is another thought - and nostalgia-evoking issue. Articles like Una
Hamilton Wright's on Charles Hamilton's views on education make one think.
Regarding these, on the radio NEWS AT ONE today was an item about West Indies
families sending their youngsters to the West Indies schools to get a proper disciplined
education! I remember the East African Asians, expelled from Kenya, arriving in my
school. Excellent youngsters. keen and conscientious, with superb family backing. By
the time I retired. 'problem' Asians had appeared. They had seen the bad example given
by British youngsters around them and some of them had copied it...... Maybe it's as
well that Charles Hamilton isn't around today to see the result.

Bob Whiter's contribution on Cuneo really interested me. I immediately dashed
to my C.D. file to look at his 1986 article on Cuneo again..... | would only add to his
excellent accounts that there are two books on Cuneo's railway painting published since
the 1980s and, of course, his own charming auto-biography. THE MOUSE AND HIS
MASTER.

I enjoyed Donald Campbell's tribute to the trolleys. Why ever did they disappear?

E.P.H. CLUTTERBUCK (Addlestone): The following SCHOOLBOYS' OWN
LIBRARIES were published under the name of Owen Conquest but in fact were written
by substitute authors. Does anyone have knowledge of the names of the substitute
writers?

1)  S.O.L. 100: HIS OWN ENEMY 2) S.O.L. 112: FOR THE HONOUR OF
ROOKWOOD.  3) S.0.1.. 198: THE ROOKWOOD SECRET SOCIETY.

I'd be grateful for any information.

CLARICE HARDING (Sidmouth): At the beginning of May T had selected one of
the SCHOOLGIRL numbers to read, 'The Secret of the Island'. and was very much
enjoying it. Within an hour the post arrived. bringing the C.D. which contained,
amongst other treats, an excellent Cliff House article by Margery Woods concerning
"The Secret of the Island’. Wasn't that a co-incidence? 1 was so pleased to find another
of her articles in the June C.D., this time about the castaway Grace Kelwyn. The C.D.
cover and wonderful illustrations brought back many memories,

GEORGE BEAL (Surbiton): [ daresay you have seen The Daily Telegraph article
mentioning the Thomson paper Bunty. It was never my childhood reading. but I think it
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still has a wide following. It's better than today's offerings, anyway. I am one of those
old men who say sorrowfully, "It was better in my day". I wonder if that's just an
illusion? Was it really better? People were poorer, and less well provided for, but my
memory is of a gentler landscape, despite the every-present shadow of grim horrors like
Hitler. and so on.

I think. in general, though, it always was better. The old men who said it to me
were right after all!

Someone rang me the other day: said he'd heard about me on the Internet, which I
find extremely unlikely. However, he said had some Magnets, which might interest me.
It turned out that they were those coloured things that people stick on the outside of the
fridge!
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JEMIMA'S VITAL HOLIDAY MISSION by Margery Woods
PART TWO

Chapter 2

Jemima looked down into Toby's worried
face and said confidently:

"Nobody is going to take your home away
from you. Now do calm down, old spartan ----
you're frightening Oscar!"

A shaky grin trembled on Toby's mouth.
He scooped the bit cat up into his arms. "Oscar
isn't frightened of anybody or anything in the
world. Are you, Oscar?'' Oscar gave a prompt
Siamese response and Jemima grinned, recalling
Oscar's handiwork earlier that day.

She recounted the incident to Toby while
she opened a tin of baked beans----Jemima being
the first to admit that she still had a few minor
details to master in the art of cooking----and
slipped bread into the toaster. Toby informed her
that the girl was his cousin Millie, as Jemima had
surmised and that she lived at the Home Farm with her parents. "They're my Uncle
Perc and Aunty Gloria but he's really horrid, you'd never think he was my Dad's
brother if you didn't know. And he says this is his house now because the year is up."
Toby nearly choked on indignation and too big a mouthful of toast and baked beans.

Jemima broke in quickly. "Carefully, Toby, give those beans space to breathe on
the way down, then explain what you mean about the year being up."

"The year since Dad died." Toby said impatiently. "It's the entail, Uncle Perc
says, and the lease title, and Mum got a horrible letter yesterday warning her. That's
why she had to go up to London. But Dad said he'd broken the entail, just before he
died, to make sure everything would be all right for our future. As if he knew, Mum
said, that the accident would happen." Toby's face went taut again, and not even Oscar's
appearance on the Kitchen table to nuzzle the boy's hand and and demand attention could
stop the desperately controlled tremble of Toby's mouth.

24



Gradually Jemima drew from him as much as he knew of the facts behind that
urgent summons----was it only this morning?--- that had brought her post-haste from
Cliff House.

It seemed that the late Peter Lincliffe, husband of Louise and father of young
Toby, was the oldest of the last two male Lincliffes and heir to the manor and its estate,
The Lincliffe line stretched back nearly five hundred years, during which span it had
acquired a strange entail which passed the property down to the oldest male only if he
were twenty-one years of age or over. A minor could not inherit. There was a reason
for this. the details of which Toby was vague about, that seemed to have concerned two
young brothers and an unsolved murder of one of them, much of which story had
become garbled through the misting effects of time. But that had been why, Toby told
her, and the other thing was the lease of the land, all nine hundred and ninety-nine years
of it, the title deeds of the estate and the title to the lease having to be presented exactly
one year and one day after the death of the holder by the new claimant to the heirdom.
who must bear the name of Lincliffe and have attained the age of twenty-one.

"Perhaps it was something like the dreadful business of the Princes in the Tower,"
surmised Jemima thoughtfully. "So that no child would be murdered because it stood in
the way of some relative who coveted the estate."

"Maybe," Toby mopped up the last of the bean sauce and offered the morsel of
soggy toast to Oscar . who declined with obvious distaste, "but Mum never dreamed that
Uncle Perc could claim it because Dad said he'd managed to get it broken o that it
would come to me. It took him ages and cost a fortune in legal fees and---" The
imperious summons of the telephone silenced him. He raced Jemima to the phone and
won by a fingertip. Then the expectancy drained from his face. "It's for you. Aunty
Jimmy." He passed the phone to her.

It was Babs, with anxious enquiries as to the journey, and was everything okay
because Primmy wanted to know that Jemima had reached her destination safely,
Jemima gave assurances and a brief summary of cause and event, o be reassured in turn
that assistance would be forthcoming if needed and Primmy would also help and advise
if necessary. Big guns were lining up! Jemima beamed at Toby, then giggled as Babs
had to cut short the conversation: it was ten minutes past bedtime at Cliff House and
Connie Walker was on the warpath. But for once Connie would be unlucky; Babs had
the Head on her side.

Jemima turned back to Toby. "Is there a locksmith m the village?" she asked.

Toby looked vague. "Don't think so. But there'll be one in Kindlesford."

"Not to worry" said Jemima briskly. "I'll insult---ahem--- consult the Yellow
Pages first thing tomorrow. Now, time for bed. young man."

Toby was instantly distraught. "I can't-----not till Mum phones. I've got to stay
up Lill she does."

A typical argument ensued been youth and authority. one not entirely successful
owing to the authority not being sufficient in years despite being more than sufficient in
logic and intelligence. Forfunately. Aunt Louise ended the argument. She was speaking
from York Station and anxijous for an update. giving a sigh of relief to hear that Jemima
was in charge and Toby safe. At this point Toby seized the phone, agog with questions.
only to have the phone revert to dialling tones almost immediately. "Her phone card ran
out," Toby wailed, "and the London Solicitors were horrible to her, saving thev'd never
got the documents from the branch here, and telling her that as they were acting for
Uncle Perc she should seek advice from another firm. That's why she's in York 1o see
her own family's solicitors, because Dad had said something about going to see them
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just before he died, because he'd found something out that worried him. But she'll be
back the day after tomorrow and we have to hold the fort till then."

After Jemima finally succeeded in packing Toby off to bed and seeing to Oscar's
demands, she retired to bed herself, to review the day and plan the next one. First job
must be a locksmith, to make sure the Manor was made inaccessible to mtruders, no
matter what they possessed in the way of keys. Next must be some shopping, and then.
lemima's tace grew more thoughtful. perhaps a visit to Great Aunt Millicent was
indicated. Just to sound out which way her sympathies lay. And if Great Aunt Millicent
was like many other elderly ladies. she could prove to be a fund of information on the
family, its past history. and in particular its secrets, scandalous or otherwise. Yes, that
was the plan, and then.....

"Jemima!-—--sorry-—-Aunty Jimmy----!"" Toby burst into the bedroom. 'There's
a light in the old Folly! Look!" He was pulling the curtains open. "There's somebody
in there. Come on! Let's go and see!" He was out of the room in another whirl of
movement.

"Put some clothes on!" Jemima cried. snatching up a sweater and a pair of
elegantly tailored grey trousers. donning them as she peered out of the window. The
moon was riding high, silvering the lawn and the shrubbery. The old Folly was clearly
visible. its tower dark in silhouette against the silvery night. And yes! there was a glow
in the narrow upper window. But was it a light? Or was it a reflection? Tt was difficult
to tell. Then suddenly it flickered twice, and went out.

"Come on!" urged Toby from the doorway. "They'll get away!" Without
waiting to see if Jemima was following he raced downstairs and wrestled the bolts and
lock open of the back door. He vanished into the garden by the time Jemima reached the
open door, only the flying cream streak across the lawn showed that Oscar was on the
trail. determined not to miss anything. Jemima hesitated. What if it proved to be a
ruse? What if they returned to find Uncle Perc and family in residence?

Jemima looked round for a torch or lantern before deciding to take a chance and
stepped outside, locking the door behind her. Instantly she felt enfolded by the utter
silence that can descend on the countryside at night. But once in the denseness of the
shrubbery small disturbed sounds could be heard. rustlings and stirrings as the small
unseen inhabitants went about their nocturnal business. Of Toby there was now neither
sight nor sound. He was probably hiding. or teasing Oscar, Jemima assured herself,
even as she knew that Toby was too worried a small boy to be in a teasing mood.
Suddenly she was in a clearing and the grim stone bulk of the Folly loomed up in front
of her. There was no sound.

"Toby!" she called sharply, "where are you?"

No reply. Jemima pushed at the ancient door. It gave to her touch, creaking
eerily. Cautiously she looked in, shining her torch. The big gaunt square room that
formed the base was deathly silent. Not even a mouse scuttered, and she knew that Toby
was not here. "Come on, old spartan, British bulldog spirit and all that." she adjured
herself, looking at the dark stairs that climbed the wall to her right. Torch held like a
weapon, she ascended until the stairs ended at a square landing, from which two doors
opened. The first gave onto what looked like a storeroom for all the unwanted lumber
deposited there by generations of Lincliffes. The second opened into a room that
showed signs of recent use. There were a table and chair, shelving, a couple of cabinets
and quite a number of books, some of which had been thrown on the floor. Two
drawers in one of the cabinets were open. Obviously someone had been here.
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Jemima rushed down the stairs and into the night, alarmed now for Toby's safety.
Suddenly she thought she heard a muffled cry, and shouted Toby's name. Still no
response. She hurried in the direction of the sound then froze as she heard a car engine
throb into life some distance away. Jemima ran, but by time she reached the road the
unnerving silence had closed in again--—- except for one unearthly wail she was
beginning to recognise. scar emerged from the shrubbery, wailing piteously and
trying desperately in his own language to implore her to do something. She gathered
him up in her arms and returned to the house, knowing that no Toby awaited her.
There was only the imperative ring of the phone and the harsh voice at the other end
that demanded to know if she was the trouble-making chit who had assaulted his
daughter.

"I am." Jemima responded. "Are you the trouble-making old apology for a
spartan who has been hounding Aunt Louise for possession of this estate?"

"Got it in one," the rasping voice sneered. "And we've got Toby. You'll get him
back when you clear out and stop interfering. Understand?"

"Your purpose is clearer than ever," she retorted, "and so is your crime,
Kidnapping is illegal. It carries serious penalties. Bring Toby back immediately or
shall have to call the police."

There was a snigger across the line. "A long way that'll get you, my girl. Go on,
try it." The line clicked and silenced.

Jemima had a wry suspicion that the enemy might be right. Despite this she dialled
the number of the local police station and met a flat, somewhat humouring response.
Was she sure that Toby hadn't just run off on some lark? Boys did. Kidnapping? Had
she seen any assailants? Received a demand for money? But the constable dutifully took
down details. promised to put out a call and keep her informed. A few minutes later the
same voice kept the promise.

She needn't worry. Toby was quite safe. He'd played a bit late with his cousin
Lennie and his aunty and uncle at Home Farm said he could stay the night. They'd tried
to ring her to let her know but her line was engaged. Didn't she know he often stayed
with his relations? Okay. Miss Carstairs? No trouble. Goodnight,

If only it was so simple!

Jemima polished her monocle and retired back to bed. accompanied by the doleful
Oscar who took up residence on her feet. She did not doubt that Toby was safe enough,
for the time being. It was doubtful if Uncle Perc would risk any police investigation
while his own nefarious plans were at the crux of their execution. All the same. she had
no intention of letting him get away with kidnapping. Tomorrow was fully mapped out.
Get the locksmith, Get Toby back. See Great Aunt Mildred. Make some more phone
calls. Jolly useful. the old blower, Jemima mused, saved a lot of time, too. Jemima
shifted the foot that was going into cramp under the weight of a large and powerful
Siamese cat. Oscar protested vehemently and Jemima apologised.

One other thing remained for tomorrow: dealing with Uncle Perc. Of course she
could call on all the heavy artillery that was standing by on call. She had only to pick up
the phone. But Jemima was a great believer in self-reliance. It would give her the
greatest of satisfactions to bring about the downfall of the obnoxious Uncle Perc.

And she had every intention of doing so.

(To be continued. )
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News Of The 0Oid
Bo_ys Book Clubs

NORTHERN O.B.B.C.

A small group met for informal lunch in Wakefield along with our guest Bill
Lofts from London. OQur evening meeting had 17 present with Drs. Nandu and Lisa
Thalange (with their baby son) from Norwich. Other members travelling from afar
included those from Chester-le-Street, Liverpool and Thailand.

Congratulations were extended to Harry Blowers on his recent 84th birthday.

Bill Lofts spoke about his meetings over the years with various editors and
authors, especially those of the detective papers. His main item was on Leslie Charteris
and The Saint. Bill and Derek Adley had met this author on a number of occasions and
their book concerning the Saint had proved very popular. A highlight was the
presentation of a silver dagger made to Leslie Charteris at the House of Lords some
years ago.

Dr. Nandu Thalange then gave his diagnosis of Ponsonby the Psychopath - tongue
in cheek of course, but still based on medical knowledge. Firstly, we had definitions of
various psychotic disorders. He then commenced to "analyse" Ponsonby, detailing his
cruel. vindictive attitudes and his belief that nothing was his fault - all signs of
Ponsonby's psychological problems. With lots of questions asked by members. it was
obvious that this was yet another superb presentation from our doctor member which
was much appreciated by all.

Our August meeting is free and easy, with members presenting their own items,
Our informal September gathering in Wakefield at the home of our secretary for lunch
will welcome our guests for the day. Clarissa Cridland and Anne Macki-Hunter.
organisers of "Friends of the Chalet School". All welcome - please come along.

JOHNNY BULL MINOR

LONDON O.B.B.C.

Sunday. 14th July saw a gathering of 26 members at our Ealing meeting. We
were delighted to welcome Jean and Arthur Brunning, from Norwich, their first
appearance for some 3 years, because of an unfortunate accident which has left Arthur
with limited mobility. Nevertheless, his sense of humour and knowledge of the hobby
are unimpaired. It was also the first appearance of a new member, John Cunningham of
Alperton, who will obviously be a welcome addition to our ranks.

The theme of the meeting was Edwy Searles Brooks. We began with a discourse
by Norman Wright, concentrating on the period between the cessation of the NELSON
LEE and publication of the author's first hardback novels (1933-1936).
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Next on the agenda was a Quiz, from Arthur, ranging over a wide variety of
books, characters and authors. Roger Jenkins and Peter Mahoney tied for first place,
with Roy Parsons hot on their heels. This was followed by tea and the usual chit-chat.

Roger then read an article in THE STORY PAPER COLLECTOR for January
1960. This was 'Babbling on Brooks' by Bernice Thorne, who, we are told, was only
about 18 at the time. She wrote a really absorbing assessment of our author. This was
followed by a reading by Roy of a chapter from the famous Ezra Quirke series in the
Neison Lee (/S Nos. 542-549), probably one of ihe besi known of aii his seriais.

Next meeting at Eltham on 11th August. Please let Dorothy and Peter know, well
in advance, if attending (0181 850 9316). It looks as if our November meeting at
Chingford will include a Buffet Lunch.

BILL BRADFORD
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SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT

GOING BACKWARDS IN TIME: Sharp-eyed readers will have noticed errors on
the cover and on page 3 of last month's C.D. The mast-heads gave incorrect
information, regrettably not noticed by me at the time. The volume number was shown
as 49 instead of 50 and the year as 1995 instead of 1996! Also the old price of £1.10
instead of the current one of £1.20 was printed on page 3. You may wish to correct
these errors, especially it at any time you are sending your C.D.s away for binding.
M.C.
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WANTED: original artwork W.E. JOHNS related, Biggles, Worrals, Gimlet. Space,
drawn by H. Leigh. Stead, Studio Stead or of course by Johns. Christmas cards or
prints advertised in Popular Flying in the 1930s illustrated by Johns. Leigh or Stanley
Orton Bradshaw. Playing cards, with Aircraft design signed Johns. British Air
League albums illustrated by Leigh. Skybirds magazines. models. Skyways
magazines. Murder at Castle Deeping by W.E. Johns, J. Hamilton Edition. JOHN
TRENDLER. 4 ASHENDENE ROAD, BAYFORD. HERTS, SG13 8PX. Tel: 01992
511588,
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CLEAROUT SALE! Magnets 1656-58, Coker Expelled Series £10, Nos. 1150, 1490,
1518 £3 each. Gems 1181, 1499 £2.50, 1417 £1.50 (sellotaped). All in good condition.
JOHN CONNOLLY. 2 CRISPIN CLOSE. ASHTEAD. SURREY, KT2I ILG. Tel.
01372 278-251
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WANTED: "THE PLAYTIME ANNUAL" 1928 (6/-) issued by Amalgamated Press
(front cover shows animals in motor boat). SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY, No. 431, 2nd
series Oct 1934 "The Living Shadow" by Pierre Quiroule. BOYS FRIEND LIBRARY
No. 465, 2nd series, Feb 1935 "The Earthquake Maker" by Murray Roberts. Please
contact: E.P.H. CLUTTERBUCK, 18 OLD ROAD, ROWTOWN. ADDLESTONE.
WEYBRIDGE, SURREY, KT15 IEW. Tel: 01932 846302.
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4 8, This litthe lot was Hght duty right enough, although it seemed more like hard work to our cheeky chappie. However, he'd dabbed 4
shout half-a-dozen when he spotted a burglist climbing into Mra. Parkitt's prems. ' He means to make s quick getaway," murnured
Max, seeing the scooter ‘nesth the window.sill, * T think I'll paint the wheels black, and then I'll get well on the way to getting into my
landlady’s gond beook Later the thiefist climbed out of she window, complete with swag. “I've been robbed," streamcil Mrs. P,
“L F {176 A AR aop’ = T4LThKE Tt GWAG B YouR'F R HERO, M MILLER! You EAN STAY .
Thi f"‘ I.I‘lTLV' BACH CONGTABLE' = 5F ED:R’EqEEINT

Y B O .

to follow them.
Y Follow me,” quoth our chirpy one, We'll soon cateh him.” So Max and the bloebottle cantered off on the trail, and preity soon
they came scross the bad lad gloating over his swag., 1l take the goods back,” said Max. " You can take the thief to the cop-
shop.” So gur cheeky chap collected e swag, slung it over Lis shoulder-blade and doubled back 1o Mrs. Parkitt's abode.  Needless to
suy; she was most overjoyed to park her peepers on the property, snd told Max be could stay the rest of the ssason rent-fres. Swell |
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GEMS OF HAMILTONIA from Peter Hanger

"Cheer up, old chap!"' said Bob Cherry soothingly. "It will wear off in time.
"We're fearfully sympathetic! Sit down to tea---"
"You silly chump, I shan't be able to sit down to supper!" MAGNET 1538

There were studious fellows in the Form. like Mark Linley and Dick

Penfold, who really wanted to learn French. But this odd taste was not shared in the
Lower Fourth, MAGNET 1540

Waiting for Prout to leave off talking was rather like waiting for a river to flow
by. MAGNET 1539

Coker gave an angry snort.

"Blow Prout!" he said. "Making out that there's something wrong with my
geography. 1 suppose. You heard him in the Form-room this morning. you men. He
was saying that Samarkand was in Asia. Form-master, you know, and he doesn't know
that Samarkand is in South America."

"I'll bet he doesn't!" agreed Potter; and indeed it seemed very probable.

MAGNET 1416

Billy Bunter, of the Remove, was no great climber. If his remote ancestors, as is
related in the fairy tales of science, had climbed trees and dwelt therein. Bunter had not
inherited any of their activity, MAGNET 1336

...."Is it possible that any boys have taken advantage of the late occurrence to disperse?"

"[ guess they had the wind up, sir---" began Putnam

"If you cannot speak to your Form-master in English. Van Duck. do not speak at
all. T noticed. Van Duck, that you placed your hands above your head when that ruffian
uttered that extraordinary word which I did not, at that time, comprehend. You should
not have done so."

"I guess he had us with his hardware, sir--"

"1 have told you to speak English, Van Duck, or to be silent. Such an absurd
action could only encourage: the man. Do not let it occur again?" MAGNET 1475

Bunter was not distinguished as a sprinter.

Certainly, there had been occasions when he had covered the ground quickly - as
on the occasion when Coker of the Fifth had been pursuing Bunter and a purloined pie.
On occasions like that, Bunter had been known to resemble the hare in its flight. But
there was no doubt that on most occasions his motions resembled those of the tortoise -
and not a common or garden tortoise, so to speak; but a very old and very tired tortoise.

MAGNET 1197

A Form-master who made a lot of fuss if a fellow mixed up Thomas Cromwell
with Oliver Cromwell, who gave a fellow lines for asserting that it was Pontius Pilate
who said '"Take away that bauble"; was. in Bunter's opinion. capable of anything - from
cracking cribs to cannibalism. MAGNET 1144

How could he explain to his Form-master that he was an old donkey, whom a
fellow like Coker was entitled to disregard? Coker was not bright. but he was bright
enough to know that such an explanation would not improve matters.  MAGNET 1630

.......Bunter did not miss them. He had a bag of toffees to keep him company: and better
company Bunter did not desire. MAGNET 1545
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(LONG AWAITED

Jhe COMPLETE

AGNET

COMPANION 1996

EDITED BY GEORGE BEAL

e D
OMPLETELY REVISE
f,IANY NEW FEATURES

B

Here is the book for all fans of THE MAGNET!
Listing all 1,683 stories in chronological order and alphabetically, it also
acccurately defines and lists all the series, as well as stories in Holiday An-
nuals and 5.0.Ls. It's totally revised and re-typeset. Details of the writers
(including Charles Hamilton himself!), the artists, editors and characters.
Truly a MAGNET compendium with maps, lists, plans and a Who's Who!
96pp., many nostalgic illustrations! Size A5, THE COMPLETE MAGNET
COMPANION 1996 costs £9.00 inc. postage (overseas £10.00).
This limited edition is available now from

L Quatermain Publications (A), 48 Kings Drive, Surbiton, Surrey KT5 8NQ v
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