


Yorkshire’s Dreadful Dictator

ANY of York's citizens have
squeezed past him in parrow
Petergate. or as he loitered in

tiny Whip- ma. Whop- ma Gate.
Perhaps the word “dictator’” calls
up images of things military, and
you remember that York is the head-
quarters of the Northern Command.

You would be right, for that is
Herbert Leckenby's address, but
here is no military ﬁguj He is
exactly what 1 wd—-a readful’’
.dictator!

The explanation > Tf you read
book reviews at all, you can scarcely
have failed to notice—for they have
appeared under "‘banner’’ headings
in most of the National and Sunday
press—eulogies of a new hook called
“"Boys Will Be Boys,” which is a
history of all the boys’ p('rlod\cah
which' delighted our vouth,

But the redl]y authoritative review
is yet to be wnitten—and samewhete
ia York City Herbert Leckenby will
he writing it in that minute, not too
legible, bandw:iting that is so
familiar to his several hundred
subjects. For Herbert Leckenby is
the world-recognised authority on
the papers which we have' all Tead
under opened desk- lids, or in
serluded aitics; the papers: which
our pamnts stlgmahsed as “‘Penny

Ewry month, the "'C ollectms
Digest’ of which he is the editor

by J. Stewart Hunter

goes out from York to collectors all
over the world; every day before he
goes ta work in the Telephone Ex-
change of Northern Command  he
has skimmed through a thick bundle
of “fan mail."

What kind of people are they who
s enthusiastically collect this class
of literature 2 There will be a
twinkle in Herbert Leckenby's light
blte vves, us he answers the politely
un:pukt‘n question,

“No, thev're not crazy! Among
us is the headmaster of a well-
known public school; an actor whose
name is & houschold word;
men: several writers and artists and
of course, many varieties of ordinas
John Citizen—clerks and <o

-heavch -soldiers and shog ke(’pers,

manufar turers and musici

for the collect-

“Coll.ctor's Digest”
ing of boys' papers is fast becoming

a "'big business.” The “Gem' and
*‘Magnet’" on which you spent your
reluctant  Saturday penny in the
days before the first World:- War
now costs the collector éunr or five
shﬂlmgs—ud 1,711 “Gems''

1,683 ""Magnets” were issued! itr?1
quite as expensive fo collect the
Victori dreadfuls’; the complete
""Bineskin"—a. hefty Volume rival:
Jing a family pible in size—is worth

e pounds, and such rarities as
"The Wild Boys of London' or

“‘Sweeney Todd, the Demon
Barber" considetably more. Indeed,
much of Herbert Leckenby’s curres-
pondence deals with the vexed
question of prices—is No. 149 of the
“*Marvel” to be considered a special-
ised number, or would it be
unethical to offer thirty shillings for
a missing number of the “‘Sexton
Blake Library"?

You need not, with memories’ of
glittering  uniforms and outthrust
chins, fear to meet this dictator,
Spare, and of medium height, in
uncbstrusive tweeds, fiftyish (umesu
you glimpse the perennial boy jo
those light blue eyes), hé could
pass you, unrccognised. That was
what he hoped to do on a recent visit
to London, but he had reckoned
without his enthusiastic subjects,
who, from the initial reception. at
the railway station whirled  him
through 3 series of meetings, visits,
dinners, thcatres, and collection
viewings until the very moment he
was breathlessly hustled on to a
north-bound train.

So, if you meet Herbert l.eckenby
in the ncar future, you must antici-
pate a slightly dazed expression—it
is, after aﬁ an urmen'ihg experience
to.discover suddenty that ¥qu have
become: a_‘‘Dreadful Dictator.”





























































































