













































































LOOK OUT FOR “ HIGH JINKS AT ST, SAI“ %EXT WEEK'S SPECIAL HUMOROUS STORY!

1

g ke OME in, fat-

.ﬁf O head ™ growled

% ) the Head, es a

sharp ratier-iat

A sounded en the door of
T his study,

y.. The next minnit

; Doctor Bircherhall

flushed as pink as a pony, for it was the

Houss Dame who waddled into his

study.

** I—1I beg your pardon, Mrs. Buxom ! "
stammered the Head, rizing v his feet.
*1 should not have addressed you as
“fathead,” had I been aware of your
eye-dentity. I thought it was one of the
mastors who had come to pester me, [
trussed there is nothing amiss, ma’am "'
added the Head, for Mrs. Buxom was
looking very grave.

' Bomething ia very much amise, sir,”
said the House Dame. 1 have bad news
for you. 1 am about to drop a bom-shiell!”

“ ¥Yaroooo! " yelld the Head, in mortle
terrer of being suddenly blown .inio little
bits. ‘““Have you turned Bolshevvist,
ma’am ! Have I been harbering on my
staff a dissiple of Lenin opd Trotsky 1"

Mrs. Buxom larfed—rather skornfully,
for the Head was quaking in every lim.
It was clear that he wap eggepecting her
to produce a bom-shell, drop it on the
carpet, and hurl him into eternalty.

' Composa yourself, sir,” said the House
Dame. *'I don't mean the sort of bom-
“W‘MM_..“;% goes off with a bang, I sm

(ing meta—meta—""

“I'hie Head helpad her out.

‘“ Meta-figgeratively 1" Lo suggested.

"That's the word, sir. I have some
dregdful news for you——""

“Tell me the worst at once, ma'am ! "
muttered the Head, horsely.,

Mrs. Buxom guiped hard, and averted
har ayes, Then she
dropped her bomshell.

“Doctor
Birchemail,”

Binding, the page, was loafing in

the passidge, berried In a commick

paper, and the Head deait him a
torsifick cuft.
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A bhare-raising

eggsitling nara-

tiff of the boys
of St. Sam’s,

she said, * thbre will be no cabbage for
your dinner to.day!"
The Head recoiled as if from & blow.

. “Nun-non-np cabbage " he cried
increddulusly. “* Why, how is this, Mrs
Buxom t Thero are rows and rows of

cabbages in gy garden—duzzens and
duzzens of themi |

“There waa!'' corrected the House
Dame. ** But they ain’t there now. You
wor't find 80 much sa & single cabbage-
leaf, sir 1™

" Grate pip 1 " gasped the Head, turning
quite pail. Do you mean to tell me,
Mrs.. Buxom, that the sharp frost we had
early this mourning las destroved my
cabbages 1

" No, eir; Jack Frost ain't the giity
party. The trooth of the matter is, your
cabbages have been eaten by rabbits”

‘Rats ! ' said the Hoad increddulusly.

" No, sir—rabbits. They've had a fine
old beanfeast in your gardeni. Thay'va
been gorging on your greenstuff ever
since yesterday afterncon; end what
they couldn't eat, the gost helped them
out with.”

 The—the goat 1 ' stuttersd the Head.,
“ What wild talk is this, ms'am ? Do you
suppose I keep rabbits and gdats in the
sacrod presinks of my garden ¥ ™

* I supposes nothink but what I sees
with my own eyes,” said "Mrs. Buxom
tartly. ‘' Come witlt me, sir, and you will
soe for yourself.”

Grately wondering, the Head followed
the House Deme to his. garden. He
felt rather conserned about Mre, Buxom,
and ‘wondered weather ‘she was all there.
But a vecond glanse at her very ample
figger convinceéd him that- she was. Al
thepe, anid lois bo spare-!

At the garden gate the Head pawsed,
apd turped to Mrs. Buxom. It wos a
sunny spring mourning, and he felt rather
poetical.

“ Come into the garden, ma'sam,
Ere the carty-night has flown,
If someone’s sneaked my cabbages,

') flog him to the bone!"

“Look ! ecried the MHouse Dame,
pointing a podgy fourfinger towards the
garden. ' ‘“Look for yourseli, and verri{y
the trooth of my words |

The Head turned and .looked, and his
brow grew black as thunder. ' His eyes
rolled in their sockitis, ‘and he tore st his
bald hair like a man demented.

Rupuing” wild in the garden were =&
number of rabbite —very plomp and well-
fed-loeking- rabbits—who -were having no
end of larks in the moumning sunshine.
Not far away was a  billygoat, grezing
plassidiy among the 's artychokes.

For one bretiiless ipoment, the Head
looked as #"he was sbout to throw a fit.
He gazed at the barren patches where
bis cabbages had been, sind roared with
rage. He gazed  at his  disappearing
artychokes, and gave a harty choke,

Gy, Som!

DICKY
NUGENT.

" This i3 monstruss—outrajeous ! >’ he

cried. ' My garden has been turned into
& yabbit-warren }. My cabbagos—my
perfectly  pricelens cabbages—to  say

nothing of niy lettices and spring onions,
and other kinds of froot—have all boeen
oonsumed ! And I am consumed mysali
—with viclent and savvidge rage | Leave
me for & [ew minnits, Mrs. Buxom. T
wish to unburden mvse and say a few
words which might jar upon sensitiff eard.”

The House Dame hurned away, and then
the Head gave his anger {ull vent. -He
stormed, and he raved, and. he remped,
and he ustered all sorts of mallydietions
and vallydictions. The mallydictions wera
for the bennyfit of the rebbits snd the
goat—and their owner ; the vally-
dictione—sad words of farewell -
wore addressed to his cabbaghe.

Then the Head ruag his
hands in despare,

'* My garden is ruined 1"’
he groaned. ** For yeara
past 1 have made
on honnesst penny
by making sallads,
and selling them
to the masteys at
0 tAannor & time,
I have put in hours
and hours of hard
worle in this gar-
den, when I ought
to have betn

“Joily you are flogging. It Ia my

Feariews.’
t Juok
- |

Motly flu he between ihe Heas “ '
" Pop, .qa...-d ?un“o-:!- me ! " -she

hiag haad the temerrity to let them loose in
my garden! He shall pay %s—._ﬂ for all
this dammidge. 1 shall send thae bill in to
his father—and a hefty bill it will be !
Meonwile, T will summan the young welp
W my study, and deal with him as he
richly desserves !

The Head gave one last long lingering
lock at his dessgerated gardon, then he
turned on his hoal and stamped furiously
away to his study.

Binding, the , was loafing in the
passidge, berri m & commick psper.
Tho Head dealt him a terrifick cuff.

" Binding ! How many times have I
told you not to resd such a pernishus
papor aa “Cackles ' ' I you want a paper
that will edducate you and eddify you,
why dor't you tako °‘Sniggers '—every
Friday, price tuppence ' My brother is &
hall.porter on the staff of it. But never
mind that now, Go and find Fearless of
the Fourth, and tell him to wait upon me
in my study !

Binding scuttled away with alackrity.
He found Frank Eparless in the tuckshop,
standing treat to all and sundery. For
the new boy, whose pater was the manu-
facturer and patenteo of Fearless's Fatten-

,_%1

ing Foods
for Frail
Feeders,
WaS. sim-

\ : “uwm rolling in

f] i uKer.
| ** Master Fear-

less 1" said Bind-
ing. * Which
the ‘eadmaster
wanta you to
wait on him in ‘i study.”

My hat ! " said Frank.
“ Hasn't he got a maid to
sorve his brekker ! Surely
he duzzent eggspect a new
kid to act as waiter 1"
“You don't quite compray, old
fellow,”” said Jack Jolly. * The
Head duzzent want you to wait on
him at table. He wants you to go
and report to him. 1 eggspect it'sa
licking ! " he added, comfortingly.

§
y

taking the Bixth at Lattin and Greek.
And now—all is ruin and-dessolation 1"

The Hesd glared at the frisky bunnigs
who were scampering round in. cireles
chasing each others’ tales. He glared as
the billy-gost, who was enjoying his brek-
fast, of artychoke= ; and agaan he rung his
hands.

“ Now what shall I do for pocket-
mumy ! "' he groased. ' No more salads
for the masters ; no more cabbages for my
own dinner. 1f only 1 knew who waa
responsible for this outrage, 1—1'd flog
him until he howled for mersy 1 "'

And then, in a flash, reckerloction came
to the Head. He recalled that when
Frank Fearless, tha new boy, had come to
St. Sam's, he had brought & small men-
nagery with him, konsisting of rabbits,
white mice, a goat, end a parrot.

Frank Fearless had travelled with these
pets in an open car; and the Head, who
had ridden in the trader behind, had had
ample opportunity to :study the pets.
Now, in & flash ef revvelation, he recogg-
nised them egain: The goat, paweing for
mmoment in his attaclk on the artychokes,
{turned and nodded to the Head quita
{armanuiarly.

Doctor Birchemall fairly danced with
rago.

X Why, good grashus ! "' he ejackulated.
** Thess creetures are the property of that
rascolly new boy—Frank Fearlussi Ho

“Eht Why should the old
buffer want to lick me 1"

“* Goodness nose ! But I shouldn’t keep
Lim waiting, if I were you. Wos the Head
ooking very waxy, Binding 1"

“'KE was, an' all!” said Binding.

‘Foamin' at the mouth, 'e was, an’
rampin’ an' ragin’ like n madman ! Looks
w5 il Master Fearlos$'js goin' to get it in
the neek !

Frank Fearless Jarféd.

" I'm not afraid of old Birchomall,'” he

said. "' A Vearless is always Frarloas as |
ong a8 ho lives. I'll go and beard vhe Jion
a1 his den.”

" Better barrycade your baggs first,”
suggestod Merry,

" Rats! "

So saying, Frank Fearless elbowed
coy through the crowd in the tuckshop,
snd marchéd away to the Head's sindy,

1T,
“ OOD-MOURNING, pop !
O‘ Molly Birchemall tripped

cheorily into her fathor's study.

The Head's daughter looked

the very picture of dainty and ellygant

girl as she stood there, with a crosky-
niallet over hor sholder,

The Head was striding up and down,
swishing & birch-rod through the air and
snorting hke a fiery draggon. He ususlly
had o kizs and a smile for his dainty
daughter, but even Molly's interruption
was not welcome now.

** Run away, my dear ! ** he said rufily,

“ But aren’'t you coming out to play
L. ¥, pop, before mourning lessons 1"

e doctor shook his head.

“I'm going to take my eggsorsise in
another form,” he said, ‘' I have & aeveer
birching to adminnister ! "

“May I stay and look on?" asked
Molly, eagerly.

“No, no! Such paneful sitezs are not
for innosent lambs to witness, I have
sont for a certain young rascal, in order
to give him the lesaon of hias life ! '

" Who is he 1 " asked Molly, curiously.

The Head hezxitaied. He was on the
horns of a dilemmer. He dared not tell
Molly that he was about to punnish
Frank Fearless; for Frank was Molly's
hero, and she had already intersoded for
him suxxessfully on a previoua occasion.
For it was ¥Frank Feacless who had
reakewed the Head's daughter from the
clutches of & pgang of gipsies, who had
tried to kidnap her and hold her to
ransum,

Molly Birchemall had a grate inflewence
over her fether, and she would certainly
not stand by and see her hero flogged,

Tho Head realised this, and lie deemed
it proodent to tell & whopper,

*The boy 1 am about to punnish, my

dear,”” he said, " is Jolty of tha Fourth.”
“Jack Jolly ' ecried Molly.  Why,
what has he done "
* Oh—er—lota of things,” said the
Head wvagucly. * He's always getting

into mischeef. Jolly is one of those boys
who ought to be hirched reggularly thiree
times a day, just to keep him in order.”

Molly nodded Lier pretty head.

“H Jolly has been reslly naughty,
pop, I've na objection to.his being flogged, '’
sho said, " But don't be too esveer, will

ou?! Just & cupple of cuts on each
iand ! "

The Head larfed grimly.

* A duzzen of the hest on each paw i
what I propose 1o sdminnister,” hie said.
“That's the stuff to give 'em! Tt's the

little daily duzzen that does i, But,
hark ! 1 belecve the mizzerable hoy s
now approaching ! "

‘ootmarks sounded in the passage,
The Head darted acrosa to the eubberd

and threw the door open
wide,

" In hare, Molly —quickly !”
he eped. 1 do not wish

you to witnesa tlus pansfol
eggshibition,”

.

Dr. Birch Al  fairly d d with

rage as the goat, pawsing for a

meoment, turned and nodded to him
quits fammHiarly.

Moliy squeezed herself into the cubberd.

“Prommis moe!"” hissed the lead.
“ Promumis me that you will a0t comw
out until I say the word !

1 prommis, pop " said Molly.

And the Z_ru_wa_i door waa slammod
upon her, just as Frank Fearlass, withouy
trubbling to nock, strolled into thae stady,

The Head turned upon lim in a fury,
with black rage seething in hiz brest
as ho thought of his cabbages, and hiz
artychekes, and all the green things of

the earth which had flurris in s
garden, and which now—a lasg!—
flurrished no more,

“Fearlesz ! " he said, in a husky

wigper, not daring Lo raisr his voies in
case MoHy sbould hear. " Your gilty
conshence will tell you why 1 hmve sum.
moned you to my study !

Frank Fearleas was abont to reply,
when the Head, veabising the danger of
Frank's voice being heard and recog-
nised, promptly snatched up a dus
and tied it round the mouth of
wstonnighed junior,

“Not & word !’ hissed the Head, T
can do all the talking that is Becessary.
You are at my mersy now, yon yoiuug
seamp ! My daughter saved you before
from getting your desserts, hut she
is not here to save you now.”’

Tho Hend darted a vervuss glance

tho

(Condinued
on the
veal page.)

Dr. Birchemmal! tore at his bald hair jiks & rean demented. '* This }s monstruss—outrajecus | ' he oried. - My m!._a.:.-

has been turned into a rabbit-warren |’




