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Quite soon after the BOYS' FRIEND
(Weekly) ended, stories of Rookwood appeared
in the back pages of THE GEM. However, these
stories were obviously not written by the real
Owen Conquest. Another run of similar
Rookwood stories followed three years later.
Then, when the St. Frank’s stories by Edwy
Searles Brooks ended in THE GEM, late in
1935, Rookwood returned once more. This time
there were stories written by Charles Hamilton
himself under his pen-name of Owen Conquest.

There were two quite lengthy serials. The
first one introduced a new boy named Dudley
Vane. Before this boy’s arrival Mr. Richard
Dalton, the Classical Fourth master, requested
Jimmy Silver and Co. to accommodate this new
boy in the end study and to give him any help
that he might need. Apparently Vane had been
ill since being involved in an aeroplane
accident. The fistical Four, of course, readily
agreed to Mr. Dalton’s suggestion though,
privately, they were far from enthusiastic about
having an “invalid” landed on them.

They needn’t have worried. When Dudley
Vane amrived he looked rcmarkably fit and
strong. He had an early tiff with the bumptious
Lovell which ended with a very surprised Lovell
being floored.

The Boy Who Walked By Night §

Dudley Vane quickly settled in with Jimmy
Silver and Co. who were pleased to discover that
the new boy was a good footballer. One

afternoon a junior games practice was
interrupted by Mark Carthew of the Sixth. He
was looking for Lovell who had failed to hand
in some lines. The impatient Carthew strode on
to the field amongst the players to seek out
Lovell. He was struck on the ear by the football,
neatly kicked by Vane. Momnington then
tripped him up and several other juniors
gleefully seized the opportunity to fall on top of
him. Unfortunately for the footballers Mr.
Dalton arrived on the ground, just at that
moment, to discover a school prefect clambering
up, smothered from head to foot with mud. The
result was a detention on Saturday afternoon for
all the players. This was a heavy blow, for a
house-match was fixed for Saturday.

The hot-headed Lovell crept down from his
dormitory to chalk a message on the mirror in
Mr. Dalton’s study suggesting that he should
“wash out” the detention. As he entered the
room he was bowled over by some person
coming out quickly. He got up and promptly
tripped over some article of furniture. The light
flashed on as Mr. Dalton came in, awakened by
the noise from his study. The room was a

THE MYSTERY MIDNIGHT MARAUDER OF ROOKWGOD SCHOOL!

)

As Mr. Dalton entered his study Lovell could « .
at him In astonishment. Ho was falr: u.l:gu::l‘y, ."#;:
> was complehlly wrecked ] ¢ l.ovo“
expolied for this " sald the Fourth Form master.
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40 GLORIOUS YEARS STH NOVEMBER 1998

YES FOLKS OUR RUBY WEDDING ANNIVERSARY. PATRICIA AND I

THE USA TO CELEBRATE AND HAVE A L
1 HOPE YOU LIKE THIS ADVERT, LOTS OF

WITH THOSE CHRISTMAS ORDERS. SEASON’S GREETINGS TO ALL MY CUSTOMER FRIENDS.

DREADNOUGHT BOUND VOLUME Superb in dark green cloth-
bound decoration of years 19/12/1913 contains the following 22 issues,
some Sexton Blake content, price £95: 8, 11, 13, 15, 16, 17, 19, 20, 21,
22,23, 24,25, 28, 48, 52, 55, 56, 59, 62, 64, 66.

DREADNOUGHT - BOYS’ JOURNAL MIXED PLUCK BOUND
VOLUME half year July-Dec of 1913 issues 453-478 inc. red cloth gold
lettering. (This is Amal. Press file copy and states the volume should be
retumned to Mr Kent Bear Alley.) What a pedigree! Price £98.

THE POPULAR BOUND VOLUME Mint chemy red cloth gold
lettering containing following 20 issues from 1926/1929 (Rio Kid,
Rookwood, St. Jim’s plus much more. Price £75. 391, 399, 458, 504,
506, 507, 509, 530, 531, 532, 533, 534, 535, 536, 538, 539, 540, 543,
545

THE POPULAR BOUND VOLUME Mint cherry red cloth gold
lettering, containing following 29 issues from 1928/1929 (Rio Kid,
Rookwood, St. Jim’s plus much more) Price £98. 508, 510, 511, 512,
513, 515, 516, 519, 520, 522, 523, 524, 525, 526, 521, 528, 529, 533,
537, 541, 542, 544, 546, 548, 549, 550, 551, 552, 553

UNION JACK BOUND VOLUME of 1929/30. Cherry red cloth (lots
of ER. Parker) containing the following 26 issues. Price £78. 1355,
1356, 1359, 1360, 1363, 1367, 1371, 1372, 1373, 1374, 1375, 1376,
1377, 1378, 1381, 1383, 1384, 1386, 1387, 1394, 1403, 1404, 1411
UNION JACK BOUND VOLUME of 1928/1929 chemry red cloth.
Many superb E.R. Parker covers, containts the following 31 issues. Price
£08. 1264, 1265, 1266, 1271, 1275, 1276, 1279, 1282, 1283, 1284,
1285, 12 88, 1289, 1291, 1292, 1294, 1295, 1296, 1297, 1298, 1300,
1302, 1303, 1304, 1305, 1306, 1308, 1311, 1312, 1316, 1317

YOUNG BRITAIN BOUND VOLUME of 1920/1921 issues 33-87
(total 54 issues). Famous Amal. Press boys’ paper with Charlie Chaplin
comic strips on back cover. Price £95.

DETECTIVE WEEKLY BOUND VOLUME beautifully bound in
royal blue cloth decorated in red and gold from 1934/ 1935 containing 25
Sexton Blake issues as follows, price £98: 51, 64, 68, 69, 70, 71, 82, 87,
102, 103, 115, 120, 121, 122, 123, 126, 127, 133, 134, 135, 136, 141,
142, 143, 146

DETECTIVE WEEKLY BOUND VOLUME. Luxurious binding in
royal blue cloth decorated in red and gold 26 issues as follows from
1937/1938 price £98: 248, 249, 250, 251, 252, 253, 255, 256, 257, 258,
259, 260, 261, 262, 263, 264, 265, 266, 267, 268, 269, 270, 272, 273,
274,275

NELSON LEE MONSTER LIBRARY. COMPLETE RUN OF ALL
19 ISSUES AS TWO (2) HANDSOME BOUND VOLUMES. Gold
decoration red and black cloth (16 issues bound with covers) 2 vols  £225
TRUE BLUE BOUND VOLUME of year 1900/1901 issues 53-78 inc.
VG with covers £45.
TRUE BLUE BOUND VOLUME of year 1905, issues 261-288 inc. VG

with covers £45
SEXTON BLAKE ANNUAL NUMBER ONE (1) OF YEAR 1938,
Sundowner Secret etc. £85

SEXTON BLAKE ANNUAL NUMBER FOUR (4) OF YEAR 1941,
Under Sexton Blake’s Orders £55

THE ORIGINAL MAGNETS, SEVEN BOUND VOLUMES FROM
m EARLY 1920s IN VERY GOOD CONDITION. Includes rare
issues not republished by Howard Baker. Bound in soft covers and not
timmed. Would easily break down to single issues if preferred. Many
famous series from the early years, I commend them to you.

MAGNET VOLUME 1. Issues 688-730 inc. 16/4/1921 - 4/2/1922

Price £165

TERMS: PAYMENT ON YOUR SATISFACTORY

COLIN CREWE
COLLECTORS BOOKS
12B WESTWOOD ROAD, CANVEY ISLAND,

TELEPHONE: 01268-693735 EVENINGS BEST

OLD BOYS' AND GIRLS' BOOKS

SOLD, BOUGHT AND EXCHANGED WITH ENTH USIASM
YOUR WANTS LIST WELCOME

SUITABLE COLLECTIONS WANTED

ARE DOING A COAST TO COAST TRIP IN
OT OF FUN. HENCE OUR NOVEMBER ABSENCE FROM THE ISLAND.
NEW RELEASES HERE. STILL PLENTY OF TIME TO CHASE ME

COLIN

MAGNET VOLUME 2. Issues 731-777
inc. 11/2/1922 - 30/12/1922. Price £150

MAGNET VOLUME 3. Issues 778-802

inc. 6/1/1923 - 23/6/1923 Price £115

MAGNET VOLUME 4. Issues 803-830

inc. 30/6/1923 - 5/1/1924. Price £115

MAGNET VOLUME 5. Issues 882 - 907

inc. 31/1/1925 - 27/6/1925 Price £115

MAGNET VOLUME 6. Issues 908-933

inc. 4/7/1925 - 26/12/1925. Price £115

MAGNET VOLUME 7. Issues 934-958

21/1/1926 - 26/6/1926 Price £115

THRILLER BOUND VOLUME. A sclection of

21 issues from 1935-1939. Issues as follows:

THIS ONE IS A STAR! Mint binding in cherry red.
Papers in fine condition. Price £95. 356, 368, 370,
372, 382, 394, 397, 398, 429, 434, 439, 442, 443, 44,
470, 472, 488, 492, 493, 510, 529.

THRILLER BOUND VOLUME. A sclection of 23 issues

from 1939-1940 issues as follows: SCRUMPTIOUSLY APPEALING!
Mint binding in cherry red. Papers fine. Price £98. 532, 535, 539, 540,
541, 542, 543, 544, 546, 547, 548, 551, 552, 553, 555, 558, 559, 560,
562, 568, 570, 573, 575.

PICTURE SHOW FOUR HALF YEAR BOUND VOLUMES OF
THE EARLY 1920s Rare and precious with love, romance, action and
comedy. Such glamour, such style. Pickford, Fairbanks, Gish, Chaplin,
Swanson and Valentino.

PICTURE SHOW 1923. July -Dec inc. £175; PICTURE SHOW
1924. July-Dec inc. £175; PICTURE SHOW 1925. Jan-June inc.£175;
PICTURE SHOW 1926. Jan-June inc. £150

GIRLS’ CINEMA. THREE BOUND VOLUMES OF THE 1920s.
How we enjoyed those days when we went to the pictures!

GIRLS’ CINEMA 1. 1924/1925 28 issues 195-222 inc. Be
emotionalized! £85; GIRLS’ CINEMA 2. 1925, 17 issues 247-263 inc.
Sparkling! £55; GIRLS’ CINEMA 3. 1929, 20 issues 434-453 inc.
They can talk! £65

YOURS TO OWN, A LITTLE BIT OF HOBBY HISTORY, THE
FOLLOWING 7 BOUND VOLUMES OF COMICS OF THE
1940/1950s WERE AMALGAMATED PRESS FILE COPIES AND
WERE HONOURED RESIDENTS OF THE LEGENDARY BEAR
ALLEY AT FLEETWAY HOUSE. BOUND IN RED CLOTH
MOST COMICS ALMOST MINT.

PLAYBOX July-Dec 1951, 13 issues £45; PLAYBOX Jan-June 1952,
26issues  £85, PLAYBOX July-Dec 1952, 26 issucs; £85i
MNBOW Jan-June 1946, 13 issues £55; RAINBOW July-Dec 1947,
13 issues £55; RAINBOW Jan-June 1949, 13 issues £55; RAINBOW
July-Dec 1949, 13 issues £55; RAINBOW July-Dec 1950, 13 issues £55
THE MARVEL. 6 LOVELY VOLUMES OF 1910/1919. THESE
ARE ALSO FILE COPIES FROM BEAR ALLEY WHO HAVE
DONE TIME AT 84 BELVEDERE ROAD. NORMAN HOW YOU
ARE MISSED! BOUND IN RED CLOTH COMPLETE WITH

ggg;axs. (JACK, SAM & PETE, SIDNEY DREW, A.S. HARDY

MARVEL JAN - JUNE 1910 310-335 inc., £75
MARVEL JULY - DEC 1918 754-779 inc. £15
MARVEL JAN - JUNE 1919 780 - 805 inc. 13
MARVEL JULY - DEC 1919 806 - 831 inc. £15
MARVEL JULY - DEC 1920 858-883 inc, £75

RECEIPT OF GOODS PLUS POSTAGE AT COST. 4 ROOMS OF STOCK,

VISITORS MOST WELCOME BY APPOINTMENT. YOU WILL BE AMAZED.
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Memories of Uncle Charley
B}I UNA HAMILTON WRIGHT

(One Foot in the Cradle)

Let me begin by saying that I am very

1 X I deep blue eyes sparkled as he i \¢

happy t.o Wr;t% ab]outcrhny 1favoume topu:' - my all the characters and his dictiox:nvlvﬁrsd(;:gneg
memories o1 4 ncle ':111' ey. I am going to and clearcut. He sat on a chair beside my
take several themes an enlargg on them so dropside cot and later beside my miniature
that I can give you an in-depth picture of what i

bed, relaxed and unconcerned about the
passage qf time. He enthralled me just as he
did all his young readers of the Magnet and

it was like to have Charles Hamilton as a
member of one’s household. He lived with
my parents in London when I was very small

Genm.

and only moved to Kingsgate, where we spent AsI e

our holidays, when I was four years old. He s I grew older I became less willing to
was a man of many facets and so my go 1o bed and thought that I could have the
childhood memories of him embrace many ti)tcd‘illde s;}t)qry without having to go to bed for
different subjects and situations. Therefore g;owrfsupsls:e?isel\}:étoi;?e.bgﬁ[gaszggzg ogl.né
this will not be a straightforward = >
chronological reminiscence as the themes ;ggd%hlleh:(\i/;?ﬁitmmt& t&)amtm;el grd
were all evolving contemporaneously and = & O i

how to make his little niece willing to retire at

there was much overlapping. the end of the day? He tried all sorts of games

1. In the very beginning there were the Bed- with the large stuffed animals, making them
time Stories, “Red Riding Hood” making the talk to me with suggestions about going to bed
deepest impression. I loved it so much it to get my beauty sleep and waking up fresh in
eventually made me want to be able to read. I the morning. To no avail. Little niece still
heard it for the first time before I was two, wanted to stay up and play with uncle and
enthralled as Uncle emphasised the drama of listen to the wonderful stories while still up,
the wily wolf devouring the poor old just like the grown-ups. Finally, Uncle hit on
Grandmother and then impersonating her. the idea of installing a huge stuffed elephant
He changed his voice for the different on wheels, big enough for a small person to
characters in the story and acted the parts so ride on. This did the trick - I was happy to
well that I was actually frightened for Red ride in state all alox}g .tl}e ]andmg to the
Riding-Hood’s safety every time! There were bathroom where an inviting steaming bath
many other tales, including the “Three awaited me. The little niece was happy but
Bears”, “Cinderella” and the “Sleeping there were murmurings from the grown-ups,
Beauty”, “Hansel & Gretel” and many others “Charley, you do”mdulge 'her so.” “You're
from Grimm’s Fairy Tales, Rhymes from sure to spoil her. The big elephant ﬁnall,y
Mother Goose and later on, Aesop’s Fables. retired to Kingsgate, to my mother’s
: bungalow called Mandeville, where he

.Then, when I was a little older, _about five appeared at one of the garden parties conded

or six, Uncle began to make up stories for me on 16 mm. film which some of the 0.B.B.C.

and there was a series about Silverwings, the
Fairy in the Great Green Forest. In these
stories she encountered various animals who
were presented in a humorous and
unfrightening way. [ think they were
introduced to show that they were not really
fearsome beasts, and even wolves were all
right really. There were other moral tales to
demonstrate that little girls were really
happier if they did what their mothers told
them,

members may have seen.

2. Next to stand out in my early memories
of my uncle is Caution - “Mind you don’t
bump your head, my little dear” - the words
are recorded in my memory and long years
Jater I can still hear them in my mind’s ear
still warning me to be careful. When 3 was
very small “Mind you don’t fall over” was
another regular warning. 1 grew up very
cautious and with a considerable amount of
forethought for a small child. Uncle was very

Uncle read or told stories in a very safety conscious. When we first moved :1m°
mellifluous but clear voice - a soothing sound Mandeville, when I was seven, he had borders
that would have been conducive to sleep ha.d dug and planted under all the ;)pfmntg
not the subject-matter been so interesting. His windows, because, as he wrote in etter
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: i i , he managed to have
g ureen, on special leave from Mexican, Mlguel Huescas
;:}:ho;’]l?: ?ow Isvellqiid to be 13 -l;emerc year older Ray imprisoned oln _fe(l)lxs](lz c‘lz)a:g:s.capt]i;:; ng
o si1e ya “’.I‘he bk y o'fﬂa Sﬁgﬁ{"' gstzill))?ldrygﬁ:inﬂ%lzgcas at Lhyeir hideout across the
OeI: stl}::txsb i’:ér?biﬁl :2 ‘\‘vﬁ?:lgaxg;?s d}z’\:ce?"’. The bord;r in Mexico. Fomnatt]::y, Dme]S(e was able
Zuthor has surely telescoped the timescale to n'de to the' rescue on horseback, and th.e
Mexican police took Stanbury and his
s confederates into custody.

The new serial took the Four Mummers and :
Maureen to the U.S.A., on a transcontinental A week after the last instalment of the

i to Pasadena in Los Hollywood story, the Mummers were back in
gi?el::?mlhg'e}ﬁdgﬁ invited by the Supreme England‘ for a new phase of thel.r careers, in the
Color Film Corporation (by this time last series of ten short stories. Tired of
Technicolor was all the rage), and “once the ’ travelling on tour, the)f had bought a fine old
necessary screen tests had been successfully house in Che'sterley which they r‘z}n as a country
made, there could be contracts for all of them, club. But in the final story The_ Frock of
the chance of reaching world-wide audiences, Fortune” (March 25th, 19‘:’;9) Dcmss: is abqut to
and gaining universal fame. A dazzling return to the film world. “So for a lm_le }}’hl]e at
prospect for young and ambitious people.” least we say farewell to dancer Denise” - that

was what the Schoolgirls’ Weekly wrote at the
end. Sadly, she was never to return, and the
paper itself suddenly shut down two months

Arrived in Hollywood, they were shown
around the film company’s studios. They were
noticed by “a clean-shaven man” with a snarl in

his voice - Mark Holstein. Denise and Ray did later.
not see him. If they had, they would have That was not quite the end of the Laxton
recognised him as Andrew Stanbury, or family. The Popular Book of Girls’ Stories had
Lenfield, who had served “a long term of published a Denise adventure, “Denise and the
imprisonment” for his attempts to blackmail Mrs Rival Dancer”, in 1938, and in the 1941 edition
Laxton. “A long term”? - but the Lynsand Bay there came “The Threat to her Dancing Hopes”.
episode was only a year ago. Again there is But that was about Maureen. Charming, gifted,
something amiss with the chronology. resourceful Mrs Faulkner was never seen again.
If denounced, Stanbury/Lenfield would have In writing this article, 1 have been greatly
been in further trouble, for he had obtained his helped by Ray Hopkins, who provided me with a
job with forged passport and testimonials. To detailed list of every Laxton story; and by Mary
remove the threat to his livelihood, he resolved Cadogan, who painstakingly photocopied many
to have the Four Mummers sent packing, in of them for me. - D.L.B.

disgrace. Working in secret with a rascally

R
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Harry Wharton took the last sprig of holly in the hall had been similarly embellished by the
from the' dusky hand of Hurree Singh and red berries and green leaves of the season. In
fastened it secpre]y to the top of the tall gilt contrast to the age-darkened panelled walls,
frame before him. The painted likeness of his festoons of coloured balls of many colours

ancestor, clad in a cavalier’s dress of old, stared dipped and swayed on their limits of gold and

m]\:tet:]y bz;l](’:k and Harry round himself wondering silver tinsel.

whether there was any truth i

Pt it e Tod gye l;;, i g;:’o::ogo;f :22 In pride of place stood a massive Christmas
Civil War. tree, dragged into position by a panting Wells

and a perspiring Thomas, both of whom had
since repaired to the butler’s pantry the better to
assuage their respective thirsts. It was too good

The two friends stood back and surveyed the
results of their endeavours. Every other picture
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more common to a farmyard than a suburban villa. In
brief, Mrs Bunter was dissatisfied with her lot. She
was also missing her son Billy, and had lost count of
the number of Christmases he had been absent at
‘Wharton Lodge.

It was only natural that her favourite son would
be popular among his schoolfellows, although there
seemed a peculiar absence of proper invitations for
definite periods of stay. After all, Bunter himself was
never quite certain how long each stay would be as his
kind hosts seemed inclined to the belief that the
shorter the visit, the better.

Bunter’s mother also felt that the shorter his stay
at the Lodge the better, but as she asked the exchange
for the Wimford number she little guessed the happy
meeting of minds that the call to the Lodge would
engender. It was Colonel Wharton who took the call
and listened carefully as Mrs Bunter explained the
reason for it.

“T understand that my son is a guest of your son,
Harry, and am wondering when Billy will be returning
to us.”

“My dear Mrs Bunter, your son could return to
you almost immediately. As you know, he has made it
his custom to stay with us for several Christmas
holidays, but this year we find that our guest
accommodation is limited and, as you wish him to
return, that will ease the situation. My driver is due to
collect Mr Quelch, your son’s form master, from an
address in the Reigate area and taking your son home
afterwards should present no problem at all.”

“Thank you so much for your kind help. It will

be such a blessing to have Billy with us for the
holiday. I am sure that you will have observed my

son’s many redeeming qualities which his absence
from your own home will make sadly felt. T cannot
thank you enough for your kindness . . .”

“Not at all Mrs Bunter,” replied the Colone]
courteously, no doubt wondering whether they hag
both been talking about the same person. “I will see
your son now and explain things to him. May I take
this opportunity of wishing you and your family the
compliments of the season.”

Mrs Bunter expressed her gratitude once more
and replaced the receiver. It was just possible that
Colonel Wharton felt even more grateful than she did.
Certainly all the Greyfriars fellows did.

Later that evening Mr Quelch had the doubtful
pleasure of Bunter’s company for the short remainder
of the journey to the Bunter household. The farewells
were not protracted but there was relief in the mind of
the Remove master that there was to be an interval
before he would meet his least promising pupil at the
commencement of the new term.

Mrs Bunter excelled herself as never before.
There was a huge Christmas pudding, with its aroma
of brandy and spice, flanked by a veritable forest of
mince pies on which sparkling caster sugar rested like
the delicate touch of frost. A giant turkey that would
take pride of place at the festive table. At tea time
there would be the Christmas cake, a masterpiece if
there ever was one, its dark fruit mixture hidden by
two layers - one of marzipan, the other of white icing
with its greeting in deep red. There was more - much
more, as the advertisements tend to claim.

And there was lots. Plenty for everyone,
especially for the time when Bunter Came Home For
Christmas.

&AL AN S e N e S

It was an unusual Christmas by any standard. The
fellows of the Remove at St. Frank’s had arranged to
spend the Christmas of 1923 together. By tradition the
festive season was spent at one or another stately
residence. This year it was to be Handforth’s place
and a party of ten were preparing to accompany him.
But trouble, it is said, comes in threes. First,
Handforth fell down the side of a cliff and was lost in a
large snow drift. His friends were fearful of the worst
and were digging away with growing alarm when
Handforth himself appeared at the top of the cliff and
asked what the fuss was about. He had managed to
extricate himself and climb back up the cliff by another
route. His injuries were short lived, the worst effect

80

being that the fellows missed the train. All the same,
the ill luck was ominous, and problem two soon
evidenced itself - the weather. Snow was falling so
thickly that the following train was first delayed and
then, as the snow continued to fall, the service
suspended. The final blow came when Handforth
received a telegram to say there had been a fire at the
Handforth home, and the party was off.

And so the boys were stranded, and Christmas was
to be spent within the ancient portals of St. Frank’s
itself. The Headmaster, Dr. Stafford, rose to the
occasion and offered to accommodate Handforth and
his friends in his own house, situated in the grounds of

























































: : He died in Jan
¢ Christmas Story in Which You Can Join 19%6, baving had uaﬂz
—— satisfacti ing hi
the Big Stiff's Class of Carol Singers | son, Gr:l;lﬂ::lf s::;llg(;el:
; in AP. comics like Sun
and Comet.

I think we can say
after looking at R G
Thomas’s work in the
Hotspur that here was a
man ahead of his time in
teaching. His methods of
encouraging boys to
enjoy  leaming, to

A Grea

approach Britain’s
history through
experiencing  it, to
participate

wholeheartedly in

“learning by doing” and
to enjoy their schooldays
without fear of the cane,
all this shows the Big Stiff as the sort of
He was certainly a favourite author of William schoolmaster that boys would have loved.
Blain, Managing Editor of Thomson’s Boys’ Papers, It seems to me that R G Thomas must have
been a fine teacher as well as an excellent writer.

who persuaded him to move to Dundee in 1941.
There, as paper shortages decreased his work for (This article could not have been written without

Thomson, he worked for the Ministry of Information generous help from Colin Morgan, that connoisseur
and became later a regular contributor to of Thomson's story papers. Pictures copyright D.C.
Amalgamated Press publications under a host of pen Thomson.)

names as well as his own. Typically he was an

active Sea Cadet Officer throughout the war.
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WANTED: EARLY B.FL.S BY CHARLES HAMILTON, IN P/:/RA'I}'{ICCI)JSé\g KINGSCRTI(C)g;,Igg;’ :fgggl{
'DER CANVAS AND THERS.

A NAME, RIVALS & CHUMS, SCHOOL UN. SN OKIS, A "ILANTIC OIL PTY. LID.,

EXCELLENT COPIES & ALL POSTAGE CHARGES.
13 RUBY STREET, GUILDFORD, NEW SOUTH WALES, AUSTRALIA 2161

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

Hotspur and their Red Circle and Big Stiff stories
which were big factors in that paper’s success.

seeekokskskskskkcok kR
esfestesfesfesesfesesfe sk sk ke sk ks ok

UR DEAR EDITOR.
JOY FOR THE FESTIVE SEASON TO ALL HOBBY FRIENDS m%&? v% oS, HARLEQUIN
STILL WANTED: SCHOOLGIRLS' WEEKLIES WITH VALERIE D R: o/ % 0 osa76
COTTAGE, SOUTH STREET, SCALBY, SCARBOROUGH Y013 0QR E=-
ek
*********************************************

. 667- 4,836, LION: 155-
WANTED: TRIUMPHS: 564, 566-9, 586-90, 592, 594-5, 597-01. m&%ﬁsﬁow' 82 e '
6. POPULARS: GAPS TO FILL 162 ONWARDS. BRIAN SAYER, , 20 HEREW VENUE
MINNIS BAY, BIRCHINGTON, THANET CT79LY.
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Mauly had not been the only early departee - with
mission - that morning.  Tom Redwing had
received 2 phone call the previous evening from his
father telling him that all plans for Christmas were
cancelled because of the sudden death of an old naval
colleague. It seemed there was no-one else to call on
to help the widow see.to everything. so with the
Head’s ready co-0pe_ranon Tom had hastily packed
and gone to meet h1§ father. The planned holiday
with Smithy in Brittany was not to be, which
explained the Bounder’s gloomy mien that morning,

«you're not listening,” yapped Bunter. “Where
are we going?”

“Anywhere you're not!”

«you’ll be able to accept Smithy’s pressing
invitation after all,” taunted Skinner. “He’ll be
needing someone to . .

“Who's taking my name in vain?”

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars,
stood at the door, his face dark with anger, and silence
fell on the Rag. Bunter piped down, deeper into his
chair and out of the Bounder’s line of vision. All
thoughts of Christmas invites seemed to have left his
fat head.

“Come on, Smithy, old man.
have a cookie.”

The Famous Five shuffled along the window seat
to make room for the Bounder.

"‘Tough, what,” said Wharton as Smithy stared
fingrlly through the window before sitting down. “But
it’s tough on Tom as well.”

“Think I don’t know that?” snapped Smithy. “I
wanted to go with him but he wouldn’t hear of it, said
it would be a sombre Christmas and he wouldn’t
dream of expecting me to share it.” Smithy’s mouth
compressed bitterly. “Doesn’t Reddy know me better
than that after all this time? Does he really think I'm
incapable of sharing the rough times as well as the
smooth? I’m no fair-weather friend.”

The chums were silent. They knew this was true.
Despite his faults, and they were many, the Bounder
was intensely loyal to Tom Redwing and would not
have hesitated one moment before accompanying Tom
to what would doubtless be a chill and cheerless
Christmas amid strangers.

Smithy hunched moodily by the window while the
chums made sympathetic noises. “And now!” Smithy
ﬂung round. “My father has just informed me that he
is staying over in L.A. to wrap up some new business
deal in Silicon Valley. Oh, he’ll have a great time,
knowing American hospitality. But I am to stay here.
Here!” The Bounder seemed on the point of
exploding with rage. “He says he doesn’t trust me left
to my own devices in town. And the Vemnons don’t
want to know. As if I do! He says it won’t hurt me
for once. Boys often have to stay here for hols and the
Head makes arrangements for a good nosh-up and a
trip to the panto in Courtfield.” Smithy’s expression
showed plainly his opinion of this Christmas
programme. “Of course he wouldn’t have worried if
you lot hadn’t finalised your plans.”

Take a pew and
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“You know you'd have bee
. i 1
been playing host at one of our ov?n ::xlicso’?): g Ty
awkwardly, “but it’s out of our hands lhis'tim:,l %

“I know, but thanks f
you off to, anyway?” or the thought. Where're

There was a silence, then Bob Ch

; 5 erry gl
warily dox}m the Rag before he said: “It’g lg)itm:)cfe:
mystery trip. No vacancies, I'm afraid.”

Smithy’s frown darkened agai

1 i gain. There was
sor.nethmg almost like smug satisfaction in Chemry’s
voice. Then .the Bounder’s sharp wits made one
Instant connection. “Is that fat thieving frog in here?”

There was a chuckle, then a squeak of alarm from
the far end of the Rag. In a few strides Smithy
reached the fireside where the fattest form in the
Bemove was endeavouring unsuccessfully to shrink
itself to the size of an invisible atom. One look at the
chocolate and crumb encrusted face told its own story.

“Here - somebody keep him off!” Bunter
quavered. “I never saw your old hamper arrive,
Smithy, old bean. I...”

“And you never followed Trotter up to my study!”
the Bounder snarled. “And you never dipped your
thieving paws into it, you fat, pilfering porpoise.”

Rage gave Smithy added strength. He grabbed
the back of the chair and with one furious heave
toppled it over. Bunter crashed to the floor, yelling,
while over him showered the contents of a large box of
chocolates he’d endeavoured to conceal in the
cushions behind him. A tin of biscuits followed,
encountering Bunter’s head on the way, and revealed
beside the chair were a large tin containing a fruit
cake from Harrods and a pot of strawbemy jam.
Nemesis descended on Bunter.

“Ow! Yow! Gerroff you beast! Inever...Ow!
These came forme .. ."”

“And you’re going to have them!” The Bounder
began to force cake and chocolate into a normally very
capacious mouth. But Bunter, for once, did not seem
in the least bit peckish. He spluttered and struggled as
the furious Bounder stuffed more cake and chocolate
down his fat neck and as the final epicurean highlight
of this unconventional feast Smithy wrenched open
the pot of jam and upended it.  Rich, luscious
strawberry preserve cascaded over Bunter’s head,
trailing affectionately into his ears _and eyes and
pomading his hair with glistening pink, as though
ensuring he should have the full benefit of its
succulent vintage.

“Now you’ll have to have your annual bath!”
Bunter spluttered and choked and gasped while
waves of mirth echoed round the Rag. No-one had a
great deal of sympathy for Bunter. Most of them had
suffered his predatory attentions at one time or
another, Bunter’s philosopi}y “h'r;;'l:l,g yﬂ:{:&'& m:

erous - along the lines of W at’s
ig:l:; what’s minf is my own”. Then Wharton ste;'pped
forward. “That’ll do, Smithy. Don’t choke him.

«f know what I'd like to do,” grated Smithy,
aiming his boot at the tighte_st.check trousers at
Greyfriars. He tipped the remaining chocolates over

Bunter’s head and snapped: “Now clean that mess up









“We mean it,” Harry warned, keeping his voice
low. “You are only here through moral blackmail,
because the girls think more of your sister than we do
of you.”

“Now go and meet your host,” added Smithy,
with a final painful grip, “and mind your manners
because we’d love to mend them for you.”

Something of this seemed to get through to
Bunter’s fat intellect. Or perhaps it was the
sumptuous tea awaiting them. None of them knew.
that Diana and Smithy had each been fired by the
same idea and hastily ordered huge hampers of
goodies to be sent to the Rectory as their contribution
to the festivities. Nor did they know until all the
introductions had been sorted out that the Rector’s
band of loyal parish ladies were all superb cooks who
had baked a truly wonderful spread of cakes and pies
and savouries and great platters of mince pies. They
bustled round making sure that everyone was being
looked after. Their officer in charge seemed to be Mrs
Benson, of the immaculately coiffured silver hair and
frilly blue apron. At one point she drew Marjorie
aside to explain something that brought a flicker of
worry to cloud the gentle girl’s face. Marjorie
rejoined her friends.

“I don’t know how to tell you this, but . . .”

“Now, my dear,” Mrs Benson broke in, “don’t
alarm them! It’s simply that we had several last
minute guests and we’ve run out of sleeping space. So
we’ve arranged for two of your party to sleep at Mrs
Connor’s next door at Glebe House. She’ll make you
very comfortable - she takes in guests during the
tourist season and runs a gift shop in the High Street.
But of course you’ll be here from first thing until last
thing at night. Now I'll leave you to decide which of
you is going there, then I can take you and Mr Draco
to meet Mrs Connor.”

“I’m sorry,” said Marjorie, “but the roof’s been
leaking badly after that last storm and two of the attics
are too damp to use. And there’s Mr Draco, a friend
of Uncle Ben’s who coming with him.” Marjorie
looked on the point of tears and repeated, “I'm so
sorry.”

“Shall we sue her under the misrepresentation
act?” said Clara.

“Getting us here under false pretences?” laughed
Babs. “Oh, you idiot girl!”

They fell on their young hostess, laughing and
teasing and hugging her while arguing over who was
to be boarded out.

“No problem,” said Hamry and Frank Nugent.
“We will.”

“No you don’t.” Diana said firmly. “I was last in,
so I insist.”

“And I was last in,” said Smith, “so I insist.
That’s settled.”

Mrs Benson loomed again. “I’m sure Mr Draco
will keep you in order.”

Diana and Smithy exchanged glances, and the
chums suppressed grins; anyone who thought they
could keep the Firebrand and the Bounder in order
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was likely to discover that they had met not one but
two Waterloos. At that moment Uncle Ben arrived, to
a joyous reunion with his niece and to introduce the
thin, rather sallow-faced Wallace Draco.

up’s enter-the-villain time,” whispered Smithy.

«I don’t like the look of him, either,” responded
Diana softly.

“Appearances can be deceptive,” cautioned Harry.
“He’s probably just bewildered at the sight of us and
the Bunters!”

The evening passed in a friendly whirl, finding
their way around, getting to know Mr Hazeldene and
making Christmas plans. Marjorie had planned a
Victorian or Dickensian Christmas, to start on
Christmas Eve, dressing up and playing old-fashioned
charades, acting out their favourite classics.

“Bunter will make an ideal Tiny Tim - he looks
so frail,” said Smithy cruelly, eyeing the recumbent
Fat Owl, who was now full to bursting point and
asleep beside the fire.

It was nearing ten when the redoubtable Mrs
Benson announced it was time she was going and she
might as well marshal the sleepers-out to their night-
time quarters. It was then that Diana and Smithy
appeared to be among the missing. Their collection of
distinctive designer luggage still stood in the hall,
except for two small overnight bags.

“Typical,” said Clara.

“Typical,” agreed Harry.

“And Mr Draco seems to have vanished,” said
Mrs Benson. She gave her jolly laugh. “I suppose
he’s old enough to look after himself. I'll just cut
through the back garden and see if your chums are
there safely.”

Mrs Benson, knowing of the narrow cutting
between the gardens of the Rectory and Glebe House,
got there just as Diana and Smithy, unaware of this
convenient short cut, had walked quite a distance
round by the road and were studying the name plate
on the door as Mrs Benson came round the side of the
house.

“Oh, there you are.” she said rather sharply.
“We’ve been looking for you.”

Diana decided to smile sweetly. “We didn’t want
to bother you so we just ambled round to find the
place.”

“We are_let off our leashes for an hour on Sunday
afternoons, just to practise directional sense,” said
Smithy, deadpan.

Mrs Benson looked taken aback. Perhaps it was
just as well that the door opened at that moment to
reveal a tall, bespectacled woman with pale,
authoritarian features. Hastily Mrs Benson made
introductions, adding that Mr Draco would be along
later, and said she would let them know at the Rectory
before she went home.

Mrs Connor admitted them into a dazzling white
hall and a powerful emanation of furniture polish.
She opened a door. “The visitors’ sitting  room,
although I don’t suppose you’ll require it.” They
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