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Author’s Note 

 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

places and incidents are either the product of the 
author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any 
resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, 
living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

Unit are works of adult fiction based upon the real-life 
fantasy games played by the author, R. Humphries 
and his wife, the inimitable Jojo.  
 

It is the author’s intent to create the Woody 
Back to School Unit as an imaginative world peopled 
with a believable cast and set in familiar surroundings 
within which the readers will become comfortable.  

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

combination of the phraseology derived from writing 
such as the British penny comics from the nineteen 
thirties, current language, slang and idioms, and the 
invented parlance known as Woody Jargon. 

 
As such references to ‘beating’, ‘thrashing’, and 

‘flogging’ have no context to the use or avocation of 
physical violence, with the exception of controlled 
corporal punishment, against the characters of the 
stories. 
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The Petition 

 
 
On the Sunday afternoon following the Yoof 

Repellant incident, Joanna Heyworth and Deborah 
Morton were sent up to the library to be beaten by 
Sally Cobb on House Business.  

The two chums were furious. Lately Sally had 
become increasingly anal and autocratic in her 
administration of Red House matters and there were 
considerable grumblings amongst her sub-ordinates 
about her dictatorial manner. 

Jojo and Debs had listened to an untold 
number of complaints from the inmates about 
undeserved dustings and lickings all delivered under 
the guise of House Business.  

Encouraged by her sponsors on the Radical 
Right, Ms Hodge, Katie Beck and the Wart, Sally Cobb 
had become extremely well versed in the minutia of 
the House Captain’s Charter and was highly skilled at 
interpreting the protocols and policies to her own 
advantage. 

Although the Radical Right acknowledged that 
she was not cut of the same mettle as such vicious 
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predecessors as Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell 
she was the closest facsimile to a serious Serial 
Spanker that they had at their disposal.  

Her mentors watched with delight and Ms 
Wharton, acting in her role as Mistress of the Red 
House, cynically approved every punishment Sally 
delivered. Lady Victoria was suspicious and constantly 
interrogated Sally over the validity and justification of 
the lickings. However, Sally could always smugly 
produce the approved paperwork from the Wart and 
there was little the Red-shirt could do. Sally Cobb 
warmed to her work and under the autonomy of her 
patrons embarked on a caning spree. 

Jojo and Debs were sympathetic to the 
complaints of their fellow housemates. Neither gal 
had any time for Sally Cobb. In her co-role as Phase 6 
monitor she had made plenty of trouble for both of 
them. She had sent Jojo up to the Grand Master on 
several occasions when she could have cut some 
slack. Deborah had even more reason to dislike Sally. 
Since she had been installed to oversee the Phase 6 
inmates behavior during assembly she had red-carded 
Deborah on six occasions already that term making 
Debs extremely unpopular with Mr Humphries. She 
had also successfully applied to the Wart to beat 
Deborah under the auspices of House Business on 
three occasions on highly spurious charges. 

During the post-Yoof-repelling celebrations 
Jojo had hit upon the idea of drawing up a petition to 
declare Sally unfit for office and to call a referendum 
of all the gals in the Red House. Debs had 
enthusiastically agreed to act as a lobbyist. 
Throughout the morning the two chums had 
circulated the facility collecting signatures at the 
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mimosa and bloody mary stands Cassie had set up to 
assist the inmates to overcome their hangovers. It 
was Jojo’s plan to present the petition to Lady Vix 
who would pass it on to the Grand Master. 

Collecting signatures had proven easy. The 
members of the Red House universally despised Sally 
Cobb and by early afternoon Jojo and Debs had 
nearly completed the task. With just a few gals with 
town passes yet to sign up they decided to wait until 
after curfew and lock-up to collect the remaining 
names. 

Late in the afternoon the two gals were 
surprised when Linda Ash called upon them and 
informed them that the Wart needed to see them and 
required them to cut along in double quick time to 
boot. 

What made the request especially unusual was 
that the Wart and her cohorts generally spent Sunday 
afternoons languishing in the saloon bar of the Bunch 
of Grapes, leaving the facility under the supervision of 
the Elite. 

 
Jojo and Debs had no intention of cutting 

along in double quick time and indulged in a fag and 
a glass of bubbles before ambling across the quad to 
the Brass accommodation quarters on the north side 
of the central Woody compound.  

Mr Humphries had proven to be a persuasive 
fund raiser and the increased influx of generous 
donations had allowed the facility to undertake a 
program of renovations. The Brass quarters had 
recently been outfitted into swanky suites. Jojo and 
Debs took the elevator to the fourth floor. 
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“You know in all the years I’ve been here I’ve 
never seen the Wart’s digs,” said Jojo as they 
approached the Wart’s lair. 

“Come to think of it, me neither,” said Debs. 
 
Outside the elevator Jojo gently encouraged 

Debs to straighten her clobber. Even though Mr 
Humphries had relaxed the Sunday clobber 
constraints Jojo counseled that for a visit to the 
Wart’s private lair it was probably prudent to fasten 
her collar and cover her top button with her tie. 

Deborah pouted; she was notoriously 
capricious about her interpretation of the Politics of 
Clobber and often made reckless misjudgments that 
resulted in her ending up wearing stripes under her 
bumbags. 

“Come on Debs, better safe than six,” Jojo 
forewarned her chum. 

Debs continued to pout but finally shrugged 
and followed Jojo’s advice. 

 
The two chums were surprised when Sally 

Cobb opened the door. She glared at them and rudely 
gesticulated with her thumb towards a door at the 
end of the corridor. 

“She’s waiting,” the House Captain snapped. 
Jojo and Debs exchanged glances and then 

followed the prefect.  
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The Wart’s Lair 

 
 
The living room of the Wart’s Lair was rather 

austere, resembling a cross between a catholic church 
and a witch’s coven. Dark drapes were drawn across 
the windows and the only light in the room was from 
a candle on a sideboard. 

Jojo and Debs squinted into the gloom. Ms 
Wharton and Ms Hodge were seated on tall wooden 
cathedral chairs; Sally went over and sat primly on a 
third chair. 

“You wanted to see us, Ma’am?” asked Jojo 
rhetorically. She couldn’t help noticing a half empty 
bottle of gin on the coffee table and both Dames had 
full glasses in their hands. The two inmates were not 
invited to be seated. 

“You are both articulate young ladies,” 
snapped the Wart. “What do you understand about 
the word subversion?” 

Jojo and Debs glanced at each other out of the 
corners of their eyes. 

“Um, the noun or the adjective?” asked Jojo. 
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“Comes from the Latin subvertere if I’m not 
mistaken,” said Deborah brightly. 

Ms Wharton glared at the two gals. “Where is 
this seditious petition you have been touting about all 
day?” she snapped. “Hand it over this instant!” 

“Seditious petition?” Jojo said in a slow and 
thoughtful manner. “Seditious? Ain’t that akin to 
subversive Debs?”   

“Too right,” agreed Debs earnestly. “Except it 
comes from the Latin seditiosus if I remember 
rightly.” 

Ms Wharton leapt out of her chair and tottered 
somewhat unevenly across the room and stuck her 
face in Deborah’s. 

“Silence, silence, you asinine fool,” she slurred. 
Deb’s recoiled slightly at the smell of juniper on the 
Dame’s breath. 

The Wart turned and glared at Jojo. She held 
her hand out pointedly. “Hand it over Heyworth,” she 
snapped. 

Through the gloom Jojo could see Sally Cobb 
sitting primly on the edge of her seat, a hint of a 
smug grin on her puss. Jojo considered her options. 

 
Ms Wharton considered her options. Jojo and 

Debs were standing in the middle of her living room 
with their hands on their heads. A full body search 
had failed to uncover the petition and Sally’s search 
of their studies had produced nothing. 

“We should button down the Phase 6 landing 
and search everywhere,” demanded Sally. 

For once Ms Wharton and Ms Hodge appeared 
cautious. 
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“A formal button down would need the Grand 

Master’s approval,” warned Ms Hodge. 
“It might be better to keep the Grand Master 

out of this,” agreed the Wart. 
“We’ll step up before the Beak and take our 

chances,” said Jojo defiantly. 
“Be happy to,” agreed Debs. 
Ms Wharton glanced at Ms Hodge, looking for 

guidance. The Deputy Grand Dame busied herself 
replenishing the glasses, pouring Indian tonic water 
over lavish shots of gin, and then filling the glasses 
with ice. 

“I suggest that they are caned on House 
Business,” Patty said finally, “perhaps a licking will 
convince them to hand over the petition.” 

Ms Wharton looked dubious. Having Jojo and 
Debs beaten on House Business would require her 
sole authorization on the paperwork. She suspected 
this was the motivation behind Patty’s suggestion. 

“What should we put on the paperwork?” she 
asked nervously. 

“Subverting the Red House and bringing it into 
disrepute,” snapped Patty. “I’m sure you’ll find the 
appropriate articles in the Red House Charter. I’ll 
leave that to you and Miss Cobb. After all, this is 
strictly house business. My advice is strictly off the 
record.” 

The Wart sighed. She knew when she was 
being stitched up like a kipper but she also knew that 
if she disobeyed Patty the Commandant of the Radical 
Right would make her life miserable. 

“Take them up to the library and beat them 
soundly,” the Wart snapped at Sally. “Make sure the 
paperwork is absolutely fool-proof and I should 
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remind you Miss Cobb that you instigated this 
complaint. Be sure to make that quite clear in the 
application.” 

Sally Cobb looked deeply unenthusiastic about 
this turn of events. She had rather hoped that the 
Wart would have dealt with the matter herself. 
However, she had little choice but to comply with the 
instructions of the Mistress of the House. 

 
Jojo and Debs were furious. Neither of them 

could care two figs about a licking from Sally, but 
they knew that while they were up in the library the 
two Dames would be conspiring to find the petition 
and destroy it. 

Jojo had been surprised that Sally hadn’t been 
able to produce it when she went up to the landing. 
Joanna had made no attempt to conceal it and as far 
as she remembered the two sheets of paper had been 
in full sight on her desk. 
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An Intervention 

 
 
Sally Cobb had burst into the study that Jojo 

shared with Nixdown. 
“Place your hands on your head, Nixon,” she 

barked, “I’m authorized to carry out a full study 
search under the House Captain’s Charter.” 

Nix narrowed her eyes. “Not my area, you’re 
not,” she responded coolly. “I’m in the Blue House 
and you ain’t got any jurisdiction over me.” 

Sally glared at Nix. 
“I’m going to search Heyworth’s desk,” she 

said, “I have authorization from the Mistress of the 
House.” 

Nixdown shrugged. “Search away you 
pompous be-yotch,” she chuckled. 

Sally pushed her chest out at Nix. “I should 
beat you for rubbishing a pre,” she said aggressively.  

Nixdown laughed. “Yeah, rock on Cobbers, see 
if I care. I might even enjoy it and if I don’t I’ll just 
hack you in the shins.” 

“Grrrrrrrrr!” growled Sally and hurried over to 
Jojo’s desk.  
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Lady Victoria Brompton watched as Sally Cobb 
escorted Jojo and Debs out of the Brass quarters. She 
flipped open her cell phone and hot-keyed a number. 

 
“You first Heyworth, remove your blazer and 

step up to the fireplace. You know the form,” 
commanded Sally Cobb imperiously. 

Jojo glared at her and then shrugged off her 
blazer. 

“That won’t be necessary,” said Lady Vix as 
she stepped out from between two bookcases. 

Sally Cobb looked bewildered. “What are you 
doing here Victoria?” she asked. 

Vicky Brompton shrugged. “I was just reading 
this document,” she said, showing Sally two sheets of 
paper. “Would you like a gander?” 

Sally snatched the sheets. “Where did you get 
these?” 

“Well that’s for me to know and you to find 
out,” grinned Vix. 

“Well when I’ve finished here I’m handing 
these over to Ms Wharton,” snapped Sally. “This is all 
the evidence she needs to sanction a Formal House 
Beating.” 

Vix just smiled. “You have finished here Sally,” 
she said quietly, “and you will not be turning this over 
to Ms Wharton.” 

“Just try and stop me,” growled Sally. “And I 
have Ms Wharton’s approval to cane Heyworth and 
Morton for subversion, so step aside. I’ll apply for a 
Formal House Beating when I’m finished.” 

Victoria cocked her head. “Subversion? Is that 
what you just said? Last night these two were the 
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first to volunteer when we were under siege. I didn’t 
see you stepping up to the plate.” 

“I had other duties!” 
“Like hiding your arse under the bedclothes in 

your study!” said Lady Victoria Brompton coldly. “No 
Sally, I don’t think I’ll be stepping aside.” 

 
“Miss Cobb,” said the Grand Master, “might I 

take a peek at those papers?” 
Sally was taken by surprise when a table lamp 

was suddenly clicked on revealing Mr Humphries 
sitting calmly in a wing backed leather armchair in the 
corner of the room. The prefect turned a deep shade 
of red. 

 
Sally Cobb watched uncomfortably as the 

Grand Master casually perused the names on the 
sheets of paper. 

“It would seem that you are not very popular 
Miss Cobb?” he commented. 

“I just try and do my job,” the prefect retorted 
angrily. “It ain’t easy being Captain of a house full of 
reprobates who keep trying to undermine my 
authority.” 

The Grand Master smiled, turning to Jojo and 
Debs. “Are you undermining Miss Cobb’s authority?” 
he asked them. 

“Damn right,” said Jojo emphatically. “We want 
the be-yotch stood down.” 

 
Sally Cobb and Ms Wharton looked on as Mr 

Humphries meticulously browsed through the dataset 
of lickings and dustings delivered by Sally and 
approved by the Wart. He had to admit Sally had 
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been thorough; each report was painstakingly 
referenced back to the House Captain’s Charter and 
he was unable to find a single punishment that could 
not be justified.  

Mr Humphries sighed. At worst Sally could be 
accused of being over-zealous but she had not 
actually done anything that merited a stand-down.  

 
“I’m sorry ladies,” the Grand Master told Jojo, 

Debs and Vix. “I know it’s not the result you were 
hoping for but there’s no place for rough justice 
around the facility. At least now she knows I’m going 
to be monitoring her and she might become a little 
less zealous.” 
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The Wailing Wart 
 
 

Ms Hodge and Ms Wharton consoled 
themselves with copious quantities of gin. Although 
the act of subversion had gone unpunished at least 
their pawn was still in place. They had counseled Sally 
to be extremely cautious for the remainder of the 
term, assuring her that in the helter-skelter world of 
Woodys the matter would be quickly forgotten. 

 
Ms Wharton and Ms Hodge’s consolatory 

drinky-poo was rudely interrupted by the arrival of Mr 
Humphries. 

“Subversion?” he demanded. “Heyworth and 
Morton manned the gates last night when we had 
yobos storming the ramparts and you’re calling them 
subversive?” 

Ms Hodge squinted at the Grand Master in the 
darkness, “Well, shubveshion may have been a little 
harsh Grand Mashter,” she said squiffily. “But they 
were certainly guilty. Guilty as shin.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” said the Grand 
Master. “Upstairs the pair of you! My office in five 
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minutes!” With that he turned on his heel and strode 
out of the apartment. 

 
Ms Wharton gaped at the Grand Master. “This 

is blatant manipulation,” she objected.  
“Ms Wharton, you are the Dame of 

Manipulation,” the Grand Master said harshly, “and 
you have manipulated yourself into a twelve-stroke 
bare bender. Now bend over the chair.” 

The Wart wrung her hands and gnashed her 
teeth. “It’s just not fair, Grand Master,” she wailed. 

“Oh just put your bumbags in it will ya,” 
growled Patty. “Bend over the goddam chair or pack 
your bags!” 

 
Ms Wharton wailed. The Grand Master had 

taken his time selecting a cane from his collection. He 
had flexed them and swished them through the air 
until he found an instrument with the perfect pitch 
and whistle as it sliced through the air. 

The GeoDame had unenthusiastically assumed 
the position over the back of the straight-backed 
chair.  

Ms Wharton was a cruel and malicious woman 
and one of her greatest pleasures was to cane a gal, 
but she was failing to enjoy the irony of being posed 
in the manner that she had sentenced many inmates 
to assume over the years. 

Ms Wharton howled. The long slender cane 
had sliced her across the crown of her buttocks and 
the heat was excruciating. 

 
Beside her Patricia Hodge looked resigned. The 

Deputy Grand Dame had sobered up in a New York 
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minute when the Grand Master had bluntly sent the 
Dames up to his office. The Wart’s vocal 
accompaniment to the unfortunate contact of rattan 
with her naked flesh was giving Patty the pip. 

Mr Humphries lack of compunction about 
beating the Brass had initially come as a shock to 
Patty but she was very aware that he held the trump 
card. The Society of Teachers Opposed to Physical 
Punishment was gaining momentum and had won 
several recent victories. Use of the cane in 
government run schools had been abolished and 
many fee paying schools were following suit. If Patty 
objected to being beaten and elected to resign her 
whopping days might well be over.  

 
Patty Hodge limped into her apartment. She 

double-locked the door and wearily crossed to a full-
length mirror. Raising her skirt she inspected the 
damage. 

“Good grief,” she muttered. Her bottom was 
red and swollen. The stripes of the cane were neatly 
transposed on her pallid flesh in a series of vibrant 
tramlines.  

In the privacy of her chamber she reached 
back and rubbed. 

 
Jojo and Debs considered their day’s work to 

be successful. Even without unseating Sally Cobb her 
authority had been challenged and indubitably 
usurped.  

Many of their chums passed by the landing to 
congratulate them on bringing the House Captain 
down a peg or two. 
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The Bounder dropped by with a few bottles of 
Bollinger to help with the celebrations. 

“Bottoms up,” grinned Jojo. 
“Hey, and bumbags intact, don’t forget that” 

giggled Debs. 
Jojo winked at her chum. 
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Katie Campaigns 
 
 

Ever since the finale of the Great Spank-off, 
Katie Beck had been promoting a ‘Campaign Against 
Wanton Clobber Abuse’. 

She had studied the photo albums posted on 
the GalGab web-site to celebrate the great night and 
had become apoplectic at the number of inmates who 
were posing for pictures wantonly wearing their 
collars unfastened and their ties loosened. Many 
inmates had idly removed their blazers and hung 
them willy-nilly about the hall. She was spitting mad 
at the sight of grubbys, who were waiting tables, 
taking an equally casual attitude to their clobber. 
Katie had carefully compiled what she considered to 
be irrefutable evidence and show it to the Grand 
Master. Katie Beck had been deeply disturbed to find 
Mr Humphries completely disinterested in reviewing 
her evidence or even discussing the matter.  

 
Nonetheless, Katie determinedly embarked on 

the ‘Campaign Against Wanton Clobber Abuse’. Katie 
knew that she would have to be careful. Mr 
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Humphries had already demonstrated on several 
occasions that he did not share his predecessor, Ms 
Lawton’s, zero-tolerance attitude towards the 
imposition of the Politics of Clobber. His 
demonstrations of his political bent on the subject 
had proven most disagreeable for Katie Beck’s 
bumbags. 

 
Katie instructed her outside laundry contractors 

to be particularly vigilant in their inspections and 
hosted a workshop to remind them of the detailed 
rules related to the state clobber should be in when 
handed in for laundry. 

 
Each morning she pitched up at the Grand 

Master’s study clutching her uniform abuse dossiers. 
She showed him photographs of blouses with partially 
frayed collars and cuffs, buttons with hanging threads 
and innumerable other minor infractions to the rule 
that all clobber should be fully repaired before it was 
placed in laundry.  

Mr Humphries pointed out that they were 
nearing the end of term and that most of the abuses 
were the result of natural wear and tear. Katie 
disagreed and challenged the Grand Master to make a 
check at morning assembly. She promised him that a 
Full Clobber Stand-down would prove the extent just 
how rampant clobber abuse had become around the 
campus. 

Mr Humphries promised that he would consider 
her proposal. 

 
During the past eight months that Mr 

Humphries had presided over the Back to School unit 
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the balance of power had changed. He rarely 
consulted with the Radical Right on the rules, 
regulations or protocols. He was far more disposed to 
listening to the opinions of Jojo, Victoria and Cat. He 
invited the three gals for after-class cocktails. 

 
Jojo mixed vodka martinis, very dirty and 

perfectly chilled. 
“The Politics of Clobber are part of the Woody 

culture,” she was saying. “Nobody likes getting a 
bumbag dusting from Katie Beck but as long as she 
plays by the rules nobody objects.” 

Lady Victoria Brompton nodded. “It doesn’t 
take long to check and fix your clobber each night 
before you hand it in.” 

Even Cat was in agreement. “Back in the day I 
was one of the most clobber challenged,” she 
laughed. “It was sheer laziness on my part so I 
deserved to be slippered.” 

Mr Humphries sipped his drink thoughtfully. 
Sometimes the gals surprised him with their opinions. 

“So you’re saying that I should sanction a Full 
Clobber Stand-down?” he asked.  

The three chums shook their heads firmly. “Of 
course not, sir,” said Jojo. “We’re just saying that if 
you think one is warranted then there won’t be any 
complaints.” 

The following morning Katie arrived at the 
Grand Master’s office clutching an armful of blouses. 
She placed them neatly on the desk and separated 
them into two piles. 

“These garments were all tagged by the 
inspectors as being in an abusive state,” she told Mr 
Humphries. “But I took into account what you had 
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said about it being close to the end of term,” she 
continued unctuously, “and I inspected them myself.” 

She pointed at one pile. “These three, sir, are 
unquestionably in violation of the clobber rules and 
regs.” She picked one up and shook it out. “This has 
a button replaced with the wrong color thread,” she 
said distastefully, “another had a totally mismatched 
button.” Katie folded the blouse and replaced it. She 
pointed at the other pile. “However, Grand Master, 
these over here, although abusive they are not so 
wanton. As you say it is nearly the end of term and 
I’m prepared to overlook a faded button or some 
minor fraying on the inside of a collar so I have set 
them aside,” she said smugly. 

Mr Humphries looked at her evenly. He pointed 
at the first pile. “You may proceed with the 
punishment of the owners of these garments,” he told 
her. “But I am still not ready to sanction a Full 
Clobber Stand-down.” A smile flickered across his 
face. “I’m sure I’ll see you same time, same place in 
the morning. Now go forth and slipper.” 
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The Brompton Plan 
 
 

Katie’s afterglow resulting from the successful 
slippering of the three inmates resulting from their 
wanton clobber abuse was rudely interrupted by the 
arrival of Patty Hodge. 

“I want a full report on the Cobb situation,” 
she said imperiously. “Bring it to the Bunch of Grapes 
this evening so Ms Wharton and I can review it.” 

Katie narrowed her eyes suspiciously. “Every 
thing is under control,” she told Patty. 

“I shall be the judge of that,” snapped Patty, 
“just prepare the report.” 

 
In the aftermath of the petition incident Sally 

Cobb had pitched up at Katie’s quarters with a bottle 
of Chardonnay that the Bounder had sold her at an 
outrageously inflated price. 

Katie had just finished boffing one of the hard-
bodied bodyguards and was in a fine mood.  

Sally on the other hand was iridescent with 
anger at having her authority undermined by Lady 
Victoria. Over a few glasses of chards she ranted and 
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raved about the Red-shirts and promised Katie she 
would serve Victoria’s bumbags up on a platter. 

Katie listened cheerfully, she liked nothing 
better than conspiring a little conniving and 
skullduggery and cheerfully approved the Brompton 
Plan. 

 
In the cold light of day, while she nursed her 

hangover, it occurred to Katie that she may have 
been a little hasty in her sponsorship of the plan.  

Over brekker, in the Brass dining room, she 
had been alarmed to hear Patty and the Wart lament 
their unfortunate encounter with the Grand Master’s 
cane. Foolishly she tried to console them with 
promises that she had primed Sally to seek retribution 
on Victoria. She promised to keep them posted. 
However, it quickly became obvious that Anti-Sally 
sentiments were running high. Her inept attempt to 
thrash Jojo and Debs had accentuated her 
unpopularity amongst the inmates. Even Katie sensed 
that this was not the time to be seen spending time in 
the company of the Captain of the Red House.  

Patty’s demands for an update on the progress 
of the Brompton Plan filled her with alarm. 

 
“I need your support,” wailed Katie in the 

saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. “I interrogated 
Sally this morning and she just made excuses. 
Personally I don’t think she has any intention of 
making trouble for Brompton. I think she’s in a funk.” 

Patty glared at Katie. “This is totally 
unacceptable,” she growled. “I gave you direct 
responsibility for running Sally and you gave me your 
word that we’d be seeing results. Victoria Brompton 



23 

 
continues to stick her nose into our business and she 
needs to be stopped.” 

Katie scowled. “What do you expect me to 
do?” she retorted. “Sally’s terrified of Brompton.” 

“Then we’ll just have to show her that she has 
far more to fear from us,” snarled Patty. 

 
Sally Cobb was not sleeping well at night. 

Despite her bombastic outburst about discrediting 
Lady Vix, reality had set in. Victoria was a formidable 
opponent with friends in powerful places. Mr 
Humphries had clearly elevated her to a position of 
trust and influence. She now wielded more authority 
than Katie Beck and the Brass combined. Sally Cobb 
was beginning to think that she might have selected 
the wrong political bedfellows. 

 
Cat Cassidy coolly stamped her high-heeled 

shoe onto the arch of Sally Cobb’s foot causing the 
House Captain to squeal. 

“Whoops,” apologized Cat, bringing her arms 
up in an apologetic gesticulation that biffed Sally 
squarely on the nose. “Oh shit,” gasped Cat. “Are you 
okay sis? I’m so sorry!” 

Sally almost fell over trying to rub her foot and 
nose at the same time. 

Cathryn Cassidy patted her on the head. “We 
need to be so careful Cobbers, accidents happen 
when you least expect them. I guess that’s why 
they’re called accidents.” 

“You fucking be-yotch,” howled Sally. “I’ll get 
you for that!” 

“Yeah, just like you’re gonna get Victoria?” 
laughed Cat and blew smoke in Sally’s face. 
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“I want her flogged,” demanded Sally. “She 
stamped on my foot and biffed me on the sniffer. It 
was pre-meditated assault.” 

Katie groaned. “Sally, I don’t think that you are 
the Grand Master’s flavor of the month. You might 
not have noticed but he hold’s Cathryn Cassidy in 
high esteem. I’m not sure that presenting an 
application to have her flogged would be well 
received.” 

“Don’t I have rights?” wailed Sally. 
“I think some of your rights might have been 

temporarily put on hold,” counseled Katie.  
“You promised me protection,” complained 

Sally. 
“When we made those promises we had not 

anticipated that you would turn out to be such an 
inept buffoon,” snapped Katie. “Now put on your big 
gal’s blouse and go and find me some dirt on Victoria 
Brompton.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Sally Cobb. 
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Sally Feels the Heat 
 
 

Sally Cobb gaped at the note in her laundry 
pigeonhole. Her blouse was missing and in its place 
was a curt note instructing her to cut along to Katie’s. 

 
“You’re going to slipper me?” gasped Sally. 
Katie Beck held up a white blouse. “I have no 

choice,” she said coldly. “Your blouse was bagged and 
tagged as having a missing button. I have shown the 
inspection report to the Grand Master and he has 
approved the slippering. Now place your hands on 
your head I intend to inspect your clobber 
thoroughly.” 

 
Mr Humphries had given Katie’s application to 

slipper Sally considerable thought. The punishment of 
members of the Elite for clobber abuse was extremely 
rare. However, as Katie pointed out the protocols 
made provision for prefects to be slippered if they 
submitted clobber for laundry in a zero-tolerance 
state of abuse. Missing buttons met the criteria.  
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Mr Humphries was well aware that Sally was 
notorious for her strict interpretation of the House 
Captains Charter to justify beating inmates on House 
Business. He figured Sally might benefit from a lesson 
in strict interpretations. He unscrewed the top of his 
pen. 

 
Sally was sweating bullets. Katie hadn’t been 

kidding when she said she was going to be thorough. 
She took almost five minutes to inspect every thread 
of Sally’s clobber, muttering to herself and tut-tutting 
as she ran her fingers along each seam and hem.  

 
Sally wriggled and squirmed and kicked her 

legs in hopeless abandon. Katie Beck had Sally pinned 
down with her nose only inches from the carpet. Katie 
was no slouch when it came to doling out a slippering 
and she was really putting her arm into it.  

 
Sally Cobb stood red-faced at the end of the 

row of seats inhabited by the Phase 6 inmates. She 
had chosen to cut brekker after the slippering and 
had gone to the orchard, sullenly chain-smoking. She 
knew that the news of her spanking would have 
already spread on the gossvine. 

She had no choice but to turn up for assembly 
to perform her duties and she stood glaring down the 
row, daring one of her charges to goof or gab but she 
was disappointed. Even Deborah sat with her hands 
primly clasped in her lap and stared straight ahead, 
managing not to smirk. Sally’s cheeks burned with 
humiliation. 
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Lady Victoria Brompton almost burst out 

laughing. Sally Cobb looked as if she might faint. The 
Wart was standing over her brandishing a red card. 

“Good grief Cobb, look at the state of you,” 
she said irritably. “How dare you come into my 
lecture room looking like this?” 

Sally gaped at the Wart. “Wadayamean?” she 
spluttered. She had barely sat down before the Wart 
had barreled down upon her. 

“Your top button is completely exposed,” 
snapped the Wart. “I’m sending you up for zero-
tolerance collar and tie abuse. Inform the Grand 
Master that I want you soundly thrashed.” 

Sally gaped. “But Ma’am, it’s not my fault. My 
tie must have slipped while Katie was draping me,” 
she wailed. 

Ms Wharton sneered. “You shouldn’t have 
needed a spanking in the first place,” she retorted. 
The Wart pulled out her cell phone and pointed the 
camera at Sally and snapped the offending top 
button. “I’m sending the evidence up to the Grand 
Master just in case you try a cover up.” She pointed 
at the door. “Red card!” she said somewhat 
unnecessarily. 

The inmates exchanged glances. The Wart was 
always an unpredictable cove but this was a little 
queer even by her erratic standards. They struggled 
to remember the last time anybody was red carded 
out of a lecture for an exposed top button, let alone a 
prefect. 

Sally looked a picture of dejection as she 
trudged towards the door with her head bowed.  
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“Remember, Cobb,” said the Wart nastily, “tell 
him I want you soundly thrashed. Or you’d better 
make it very soundly thrashed to be on the safe side.” 

Sally felt tears trickling down her cheeks as she 
hurried from the room. 
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The Exposed Top Button Scam 
 
 

“I need to be inspected,” moaned Sally. 
“What’s going on Katie, first you slipper me and now 
Ms Wharton’s red carded me?” 

“We do everything in our power to protect you 
Sally,” Katie said smoothly. “But you really only have 
yourself to blame for this. I mean didn’t you at least 
look in the mirror before you went to the lecture 
room. You must have known that being draped often 
results in some clobber rumpling.” 

Sally Cobb shook her head in despair. “But I’ve 
never heard of a prefect being caned for having her 
top button showing,” she wailed. 

“Well you have now,” said Katie firmly, “now 
go next door and bend over the desk.” 

 
Mr Humphries studied Sally. In keeping with 

the protocols she had done nothing to correct her 
delinquent tie and her top button was fully exposed 
just as it was in the photograph he had just received. 
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Sally Cobb looked miserable, it appeared she 
had recently been weeping and she remained on the 
verge of tears.  

“Ms Wharton told me to inform you that she 
wants me very soundly thrashed,” Sally had muttered 
barely audibly. 

 
The Grand Master clicked on a pull-down menu 

and looked up the Collar and Tie Protocol. Although 
the rule regarding exposed top buttons remained on 
the statute he had always encouraged the Brass to 
take a tolerant view and to ask the gals to correct 
their neckwear unless the button was actually 
unfastened. He scanned the protocol. When Ms 
Lawton had drafted it she had made no special 
dispensations regarding the Elite. 

He clicked on the punishment database and 
ran a search. In the past punishment for exposed top 
buttons had been quite frequent, especially during the 
year of Operation Scorched Arse. Yvonne Godfrey and 
her SS cronies had found it an ideal excuse to thrash 
the hapless inmates. However, since he had taken 
office the Brass and the Elite appeared to have 
heeded his request and cut the gals some slack. He 
was just about to dismiss Sally unpunished when he 
noticed something. For some reason his search had 
erroneously selected half a dozen records relating to 
beatings on House Business. Out of curiosity he 
pulled up the first record and discovered it was by no 
means erroneous. He clicked on the second and then 
the third. 

“So Miss Cobb, perhaps you could show me in 
the House Captains Charter where an exposed top 
button is defined as House Business?” he asked her. 
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Sally’s mouth dropped open and her eyes 

opened as big as saucers. 
“Isn’t technology wonderful,” he smiled. “Quite 

a little scam you’ve concocted but the devil’s always 
in the detail. I see that you’ve beaten Deborah 
Morton three times on House Business based on 
having her top button exposed. No wonder she wants 
you stood down.” 

“She’s a serial clobber abuser,” objected Sally. 
“I felt that she was in danger of bringing the house 
into disrepute and Ms Wharton agreed that we should 
make an example of her. All those applications were 
fully endorsed.” 

“Deborah may be seriously clobber 
challenged,” said the Grand Master, “but I hardly see 
how that can be interpreted as bringing the house 
into disrepute.” 

“She flagrantly abuses the Politics of Clobber 
and other members of the house were beginning to 
follow her lead. Ms Wharton and I felt that she should 
be beaten and we sent out a notification to the other 
house members that they should smarten up their 
acts or that they would be next,” explained Sally. 

“And you needed to repeat this three times?” 
asked Mr Humphries. 

“As I said, sir, she is a serial abuser,” 
responded Sally defensively. 

Mr Humphries frowned slightly. He didn’t like 
what he was hearing in the least bit. 

“Well at least Ms Wharton has some sense of 
poetic justice,” he told the prefect. “Now remove your 
blazer and bend over the chair. And Miss Cobb I 
intend to honor Ms Wharton’s request. You should not 
anticipate sitting comfortably for some time to come.” 
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Sally Cobb turned white and she began to sob. 
The Grand Master sighed. “Miss Cobb I shall 

not ask you again. Please remove your blazer and 
bend over the chair or I shall be compelled to 
summons Lady Brompton to have you held down.” 
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A Necessary Evil 
 
 

Mr Humphries leaned back in his chair and 
looked out of his office window across the rambling 
downs. 

 
The thrashing of Sally Cobb had been a 

predictably trying affair. A review of her record 
showed that she had no previous experience of being 
caned across a recently well-slippered behind. The 
Captain of the Red House had made a muff of herself 
and howled up a storm. 

 
He considered the intelligence he had gained 

during his interview with Sally. Clearly she was a 
mere puppet of the Radical Right and had been 
trained to exploit every chink in the rules, regulations 
and protocols.  

The beatings of Debs Morton were a prime 
example of the Radical Rights modus operandi. She 
was a serial clobber abuser and had already been 
slippered or caned four times this year for full-blown 
collar and tie abuse. Sally and the Wart had little 
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difficulty in making a case for the beatings, especially 
when they could bury the true reason deep in the 
back-up to the application where it was unlikely to be 
audited. 

The Grand Master felt that he had made giant 
strides in reducing the power and influence of the 
Radical Right. However, he was cognizant that it was 
a slow process that needed to be carefully stage-
managed. 

In a correctional institution like Woodys the 
likes of Patty, Katie and the Wart were a necessary 
evil. It was the task of the principal to maintain the 
fine balance between strict judicial discipline and 
disciplinary malpractice by whophead junkies. 

He lunched regularly with Ms Lawton. The 
former Grand Dame believed that she had managed 
to maintain the appropriate status quo during the first 
nine years of her tenure. She was the first to admit 
that in her final year she had suffered from burn-out 
and ceded far too much power to Patty and her 
cronies. 

He considered the organization at the facility. 
Patty had held the position of Deputy Grand Dame 
since the unit’s inception. She was a fine educator 
and a wicked martinet. She was the unequivocal 
leader of the Radical Right. 

The Wart and the Dyke had been Mistresses of 
the Red and Blue Houses for years. Ms Wharton was 
hard-core Radical Right and Patty’s closest ally. The 
Dyke was a brilliant academic and an extreme 
disciplinarian. Although she sometimes palled around 
with Patty, the Wart and Katie Beck she was only a 
periphery supporter of the far right wing element of 
the Brass. Her reports always contained indisputable 
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justifications for the thrashings that she meted out 
with her two-tailed tawse. Katie, of course, was 
Patty’s pawn, foot-soldier and fall-gal.  

The Grand Master considered his 
demonstration that he felt no compunction about 
inflicting corporal punishment on the Brass when they 
abused the protocols was effective. Likewise, his 
overt support of Lady Victoria as his de facto aide de 
campe was also proving successful. The Radical Right 
was proving wary of the pugnacious aristocrat, 
although he had it on good authority that they were 
secretly plotting her downfall.  

Mr Humphries mixed himself a bloody mary 
and considered his next move to further usurp the 
power of the Radical Right. 

 
Sally Cobb did not return to the lecture room 

after her thrashing. Instead she slunk off back to the 
orchard and smoked half a pack of fags. Her backside 
was on fire and she was still sobbing miserably. 

She was now in an impossible position. She 
had powerful enemies on both ends of the spectrum. 
Patty, Katie and the Wart had sent her a clear 
warning that they would terrorize and humiliate her if 
she did not deliver on the ill-conceived Brompton 
Plan.  

On the other hand her untoward meeting with 
Cat Cassidy filled her with dread. Cat and Lady 
Victoria were as thick as thieves and were dangerous 
adversaries. Cat would be watching Vix’s back and if 
she smelled any signs of skullduggery Sally felt 
certain that the consequences would be most 
disagreeable. 
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Sally Cobb desperately tried to think of a plan 
to disentangle herself from the wicked web that she 
had woven but her backside throbbed so badly that 
she couldn’t think. 

Sally put her face in her hands and continued 
to weep. 
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All for One and One for All 
 
 

“Man I need a drink bad,” grinned Nixdown as 
she wriggled into the room. She unbuttoned her 
hacking jacket and threw her riding hat onto a chair 
in the study that she shared with Jojo. 

Johanna didn’t need telling that her best chum 
had just been visiting with Penny Ann down in the 
stables. 

Jojo giggled, “Well like they say, if you play 
with fire you get your bumbags burnt. Speaking of 
which have you thought any more about helping out 
Debs?” 

Nix took a sip of champagne and looked 
thoughtful. Finally she nodded. “I’m in,” she said. 
“After all we are the Famous Four. All for one and one 
for all; and all that claptrap.” 

 
Jojo pulled back the elastic of her high-

powered catapult and zinged an inky missile towards 
the front of the music room.  

Deborah Morton was sprawled out across the 
piano stool with her skirt turned back. Ms Whitton 
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had the violin bow, known as the Morton Special, 
poised to strike when the pellet zapped her in the ear. 
Seconds later other pellets struck her on the back of 
her head and neck. She span around incredulously 
and was instantly hit by more pellets as they winged 
through the air. Jojo, Nix and Rosemary stood in a 
line snatching up pellets, loading their catty’s and 
firing as fast as possible. 

 
Debs had done her best to hide her anxiety but 

as the last music practice of the term approached she 
became increasingly glum.   

“You know she’s going to beat me,” she told 
her chum morosely. “I know its only whops but it 
seems so unfair that she can thrash me for no reason 
and get away with it.” 

Jojo hugged her chum sympathetically. The 
feud between Deborah and Ms Whitton dated back to 
the incident of the Famous Fart. During the Year of 
Operation Scorched Arse Ms Lawton had sanctioned 
the music instructor to declare open season on 
Deborah’s bumbags, an assignment that she had 
executed with relentless enthusiasm. She had even 
gone so far as to commission a customized bow made 
from Brazilian wood that she called the Morton 
Special and used exclusively to beat Debs. She had 
subjected Deborah to a series of cruel punishments 
including an extended bacon slicing and beating her 
twice during the same orchestra practice. On one 
occasion she had beaten Deborah in front of the 
orchestra for tardy timekeeping. Ms Whitton had been 
fully aware that the reason for Debs’ delay was that 
she had been chucked out of assembly and had spent 
the past twenty minutes up in Ms Lawton’s study 
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having her face chewed off and receiving a bare 
bender. She beat Deborah anyway. 

Since the arrival of Mr Humphries and his 
moratorium on hostile targeting, Ms Whitton had 
been forced to scale down the vindictive attacks on 
Debs bumbags. Nonetheless, there was one ritual she 
refused to give up. For the past four terms during the 
final music session she always found a reason to bend 
Deborah over the piano stool and beat her with the 
violin bow. 

Jojo had offered to intervene with Mr 
Humphries but Deborah had forbidden her; somehow 
the specter of the Fabulous Fart loomed over her like 
a cloud and she didn’t want the long-buried incident 
dug up again. 

 
Ms Whitton yelped as the pellets bombarded 

her. “STOP IT! STOP IT THIS INSTANT! I’LL FLAIL 
YOU ALIVE!” she bellowed. 

Jojo, Nix and Rosemary calmly reloaded their 
catty’s. Suddenly out of the blue the other Phase 6 
gals started to bang their desktops and snatched up 
rulers, firing inky pellets at the Dame. 

Ms Whitton stared at them, then stopping only 
to turn and swipe the cane down viciously across 
Deborah’s bumbags; she strode from the room, 
muttering darkly, “I’m fetching the Grand Master. 
You’ll all be sacked. Sacked the whole damned lot of 
you, you mark my words! You’ll all be in prison before 
nightfall!” 

 
“I want the truth Joanna,” the Grand Master 

said not unkindly. “This riot was clearly pre-
meditated.” 
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“The truth is sir, is that Debs didn’t do 
nothing,” Jojo told Mr Humphries insistently. “She’d 
hardly walked through the door before Ms Whitton 
had her bending over. We all knew it was going to 
happen and we had to do something. It’s been going 
on too long and it had to stop.” 

“So you thought assaulting a member of the 
Brass and provoking a riot was an acceptable course 
of action?” 

Jojo pulled a face, “Well we didn’t know the 
others would join in and the way we saw it, it was 
Debs who was being assaulted.” 

“Ms Whitton assures me that Morton was being 
insolent,” said Mr Humphries. 

“Bollocks! Utter and complete bollocks! Debs 
didn’t do nothing I tell you and I’d never tell you 
porkies, sir. You have to believe me,” Jojo said 
earnestly. 

 
Debs hugged her chum, “Oh Jojo how can I 

thank you enough. It’s over; she’ll never beat me 
again. Plod is charging her with assault. A separate 
charge for every beating dating back to the Fabulous 
Fart. Mr Humphries says she may go to chokey.” 

Jojo grinned happily, “I just wish you had let 
me help before.” 
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A Heavenly Furlough 
 
 

Jojo grinned happily. As usual the study that 
she shared with Nix was the center of activity as the 
inmates said their goodbyes before departing for the 
three-week spring furlough. Cassie Cassy was 
distributing hand made canapés and the Bounder had 
donated a good supply of champagne. 

Every thirteen weeks the inmates were granted 
furloughs where they were free to leave the Woody 
compound. They were placed in the custody of family 
or friends approved by the System and their 
movements were monitored by their Court Appointed 
Guardians. 

The inmates were required to keep in daily 
contact with the Court Appointed Guardians and 
demonstrate that they were not abusing the strict 
curfew requirements. 

The curfew required that the Woody gals had 
returned to their nominated domicile no later than 
midnight. However, once they were home safely what 
they did was pretty much up to them. 
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Even though the inmates were banged up 
together for most of the year the camaraderie that 
they had developed was so strong that many of them 
planned to spend time together during the furloughs. 

The inmates would generally spend some time 
with friends or family but would eventually gravitate 
to the many safe havens offered by their Woody 
chums. 

Lady Victoria Brompton’s father always 
extended an open house invitation for Vix’s chums to 
stay at the castle. The Brompton family pile was a 
popular hangout. His Lordship always ensured that 
there was a steady stream of writers and poets in-situ 
to entertain his daughter’s guests. 

Cat and Cassie Cassidy’s chaps’ Belgravia town 
house was another favored stop-off. Chris Cassidy 
hosted nightly jam sessions featuring jazz musicians 
from his extensive stable of stars.  

Gals with a taste for sun, sea and sand could 
stay at Nixdown’s waterside compound with its own 
private beach and quayside. Barbeques and late-night 
grooves in the privacy and safety of the Nixon beach 
always hosted an extensive list of guests. 

Numerous other gals offered equally attractive 
getaways for the inmates. With so much homegrown 
entertainment available the Woody gals found little 
need to tempt fate by breaking curfew or publicly 
defying any other anti-Ladetting laws. 

 
Jojo generally liked to spend furloughs visiting 

her family first and then join up with Nix. The two 
chums would spend most of the furlough visiting their 
chums, traveling in the comfort of one of Nixdown’s 
father’s extensive fleet of helicopters. 
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 However, for the spring furlough she had a 

different and exciting plan. She had been delighted 
when Mr Humphries had suggested a trip to Paris. He 
had enrolled her in a two-week art master class up in 
Montmatre and promised her a fortnight of fine 
wining and dining. 

 
They stayed in a small boutique hotel with a 

four hundred year old façade and exquisite interior 
refurbishments. Mr Humphries had arranged a private 
chauffeur to ferry Jojo back and forth to Montmatre. 

The drivers name was Jules and Jojo liked him 
because he ferried his bulldog, named Colette, who 
had a face like a toad that had recently been 
squashed, on all their excursions. 

In his window he had a poster reading, ‘Lost: 
one mignonne patterphysical puppy, black Belgian 
sheepdog, intelligent (speaks, or understands seven 
languages, has rudimentary grasp of typesetting). 
Reward offered.’ 

Jules told her that he and Colette dined nightly 
at the Patte a la Main (Paw in the Hand) on the 
boulevard des Egyptiens where the doggy diners were 
strapped into their seats to prevent too much canine 
contretemps resulting from excessive fraternizing, 
sniffing or biting with their own kind. The doggy 
menu included bone with its marrow, blood sausage 
Tintin, barking biscuits and le chien-dent (literally 
dog-tooth for Raymond Queneau’s novel of that 
name).  

Jojo spent her days studying the works of 
Matisse in the backdrop of the famous garrets where 
many of her idols had starved. In the evening she and 
Mr Humphries indulged their caprices in the plethora 
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of patisseries, bars, cafes and restaurants available in 
the city of the absurd.  

Jules proved to be a perfect gastronomic guide 
and introduced them to an existentialist restaurant 
where all the dishes were prepared by chefs wearing 
blindfolds. The real rub was that the shopping at the 
local outdoor markets was also performed by blind-
folded teams. Nonetheless, the proprietor guaranteed 
that all dishes were comprised of edible foods and did 
not include erroneously procured goods such as 
mascara, sandpaper, acrylics or philosopher’s stones. 
The food was crap but the experience was truly 
hasard.  

He took them to an all round dessert, delight 
and debauch salon where they were required to pay 
twenty francs to rent silk dining pajamas and a king’s 
ransom for insurance for the privilege of eating and 
drinking from Lalique crystal. 

 
When they returned to the hotel Mr Humphries 

liked to take Jojo over his knee and spank her with 
the two-tailed tawse that he had thoughtfully brought 
along for the trip.  
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Not So Heavenly 

 
 
When the gals returned from furlough they 

were at the rambunctious worst and the cracks of 
canes rebounding off tautened bumbags quickly filled 
the facility.  

Mr Humphries office was doing brisk business. 
During the first few days of term a procession of 
remorseful inmates paraded through his office, each 
leaving with bumbags filled with painful reminders 
that they were back incarcerated at the Back to 
School unit. 

 The Brass and the Elite were equally busy as 
they struggled to settle the Woody gals back into 
their routine. From brekker to lockdown bottoms were 
being proffered to be resoundingly whapped. 

The mayhem was widespread. Life in Bratworld 
was hot and frantic. The irrepressible mega-minx 
wannabes, Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash were being 
draped several times a day. Ginger Beckett had 
returned from furlough in an over-excited state and 
clocked up three canings in as many days. Lisa and 
the Bounder showed that they had lost none of their 
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flair for mischief making over the vacation period and 
were early recipients of the Grand Master’s cane. 
Claire Brook’s motor mouth earned her a local caning, 
to be followed shortly after by a visit to the Grand 
Master’s office. Even Cat and Melons earned 
themselves an early licking when they got distracted 
in a local bar and arrived back late for curfew.  

 
During the first Thursday morning of the new 

term the Wart showed Jojo and Nix a pair of red 
cards on charges of gabbing. 

Jojo rolled her eyes. The weeks in Paris with 
Mr Humphries had been truly heavenly but she 
guessed that the impending appointment with the 
Grand Master would prove to be somewhat less 
ethereal. 

Under the terms of her relationship with Mr 
Humphries Joanna was subject to the exact same 
disciplinary processes and protocols as the other 
inmates. 

The Wart was clearly gloating as she flashed 
the card. She had Jojo and Nix bang to rights. She 
had followed procedure, issuing them a verbal 
warning and following up with a yellow card. When 
they continued to gab she was duty bound to evict 
them from the lecture room. 

Ms Wharton was not a forgiving woman by 
nature and she still held Jojo responsible for the 
ignominious whopping she had received during the 
Anti-Sally Petition incident. 

Jojo pushed her chair back and stood up. 
Nixdown followed suit. 

“Be sure to inform him that I want you beaten 
very soundly,” snapped the Wart. 
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“We’ll be sure to pass the message on,” said 

Jojo in a sardonic tone.  
 
Jojo and Nix ambled through the corridors. It 

was a walk that they had shared on many previous 
occasions. Neither of them was the least bit 
concerned. It was an open and closed case of 
gabbing and the outcome was already pre-ordained. 

Nixdown wanted to suck down a fag so they 
slipped into a convenient bathroom and blew smoke 
out of the windows. Once they had finished the two 
chums winked at each other and headed for Katie 
Beck’s office and the tedious process of inspection. 

 
Mr Humphries was not in the least bit 

perturbed by the arrival of Joanna and Nicola Jane. 
He listened patiently to their loquacious explanations 
regarding the gabbing charges and then calmly 
informed them that they would each receive twelve 
strokes of the cane. 

 
Joanna unbuttoned the top button of her 

blazer and shrugged it off. She hung it on the hook 
that was conveniently placed beside the oversized 
fireplace and then turned around and approached the 
straight-backed chair. 

She took her time bending over, steadying her 
nerves and starting to get into the zone. She leaned 
her palms on the cushioned seat, forward enough for 
the Grand Master to rearrange her skirt and the tails 
of her blouse appropriately and to allow him easy 
access to rolling her bumbags down. That done, she 
stepped into the chair, reaching down and gripping 
the lower crossbar and pushing her backside out so 
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that it sat up proud. She settled in for a routine 
twelve-stroke bare bender. 

They were nine strokes in and well into the 
rhythm when the door burst open and Deborah 
Morton was shoved into the room followed by a 
frenzied Wart. 
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 “I want her Sacked!” 

 
 
As her two chums were leaving the lecture 

room Debs Morton turned to Rosemary and 
surreptitiously whispered in her ear. The Wart was 
not quite as distracted by the departure of Jojo and 
Nix as Deborah had fancied. 

“One more peep out of you Morton and you’ll 
be up front touching your toes,” Ms Wharton snapped 
at her, flashing a yellow card. Deborah flushed with 
annoyance. 

Once the instructor had dispatched the two 
gals on their trip up to the Grand Master’s study she 
returned to the front of the room and began to write 
on the blackboard. When the instructor’s back was 
turned Debs stuck out her tongue and gave her the 
finger. Unfortunately just as her tongue and finger 
were fully extended the GeoDame chose to 
turnaround. For a second her face was a picture of 
incredulity.  

Deborah Morton grimaced as the geography 
instructor turned and snatched the cane down from 
the hook beside the blackboard and began 
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purposefully barreling down the aisle with a face as 
black as thunder. 

“Oh shit,” Debs muttered to herself resignedly, 
“here comes six.”  

Deborah Morton sighed. Six would not be good 
news. Just an hour earlier, during the lunch break, 
she had reported late for a riding lesson. Ms Lummell 
was irritated that Debs’ slackness had caused the rest 
of the riders to hang about waiting for her. To 
register her displeasure Ms Lummell had told Debs to 
lower her jodhpurs, put her across her knee and 
given her six hearty whacks with her own riding crop. 
The thirty minutes in the saddle had done little to 
hasten the recovery of Deborah’s behind. 

However, she had no time for thought, in three 
strides the Wart was upon her, startling her by 
yanking out of her seat by her earlobe.  

“Hey,” objected Debs. “Ow!” but before she 
knew it she was being physically thrust across her 
desk. The Wart held her down by the neck and 
dragged back her skirt.  

The Wart was in no mood for set-ups or 
preliminaries; she raised the cane above her head 
and brought it down with bum blistering force. The 
Dame’s arm swiped up and down like a frenzied 
windmill and in a matter of seconds she had delivered 
six of the very, very best to Deborah’s well-filled 
bumbags. Then instead of releasing Debs from her 
prone position the Dame raised the cane again and 
gave her six more. The cane rebounded off Deborah’s 
threadbare bumbags, echoing around the lecture 
room like rifle shots. Pinned down against the desk 
Debs could do nothing to evade the frenetic assault. 
Deborah was hissing with consternation at the force 
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of the beating, her feet were sliding on the floor as 
she tried to struggle free and her foot kicked back 
sending her chair flying with a clatter. 

Apparently Deborah still wasn’t showing 
enough signs of remorse so Miss Wharton brought 
her cane down swiping some more. Deborah Morton 
opened up her lungs and howled. 

Eighteen strokes of the cane delivered in a 
frenzied fury is very tough duty at the best of times, 
and this was certainly not the best of times for 
Deborah. No sooner had the eighteenth stroke 
rebounded off Deborah’s squirming bumbags with a 
resounding crack than she was yanked to her feet by 
the scruff of her neck and dragged out into the aisle. 
The Wart slammed the cane down on the desktop 
and roughly grabbed Deb’s wrist, span her around 
and twisted her arm up behind her back. With her 
right hand firmly on the inmate’s collar the geography 
instructor propelled Deborah down the aisle, out of 
the lecture room door and into the corridor. Debs 
vainly tried to wriggle free, but the Dame was 
thrusting her forward with such force that she could 
barely keep from tripping over her own feet and 
every time she stumbled the Wart yanked her up, 
making her almost choke.  

The Dame strode through the corridors shoving 
Deborah before her. They finally approached the 
stairs that led to the Grand Master’s office. The Wart 
pushed Deborah up the stairs then released her arm, 
yanked open the door and shoved her into the room. 

 
Mr Humphries was busy caning Jojo. She was 

bent over the chair with her bumbags around her 
ankles. Nixdown was standing sullenly watching and 
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waiting her turn at the chair when Deborah came 
tottering into the room followed by the Wart. 

Mr Humphries turned in astonishment. 
“I want Morton sacked,” shrieked The Wart, 

“and I want her sacked now!” 
“Holy fuck!” exclaimed Nixdown. 
“Oh good grief!” grunted Jojo from her upside 

down position across the back of the chair. 
Mr Humphries stared at Ms Wharton in 

amazement. 
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 “Sharpish, I should imagine!” 
 
 

 “What the dickens,” the Grand Master 
growled. “What the devil has she done?” 

“She gave me the finger,” screeched the Wart, 
“she threw me the fucking bird and I want her 
sacked!” 

“Oh!” said Mr Humphries slowly. “The bird?” 
“Yes! The fucking bird! And I won’t stand for 

it!” 
“Oh!” said Mr Humphries calmly, “well I 

shouldn’t think you would.” 
He looked at Deborah thoughtfully. “Has she 

been beaten yet?” he enquired calmly. 
“Yes, she’s been beaten,” the Wart retorted. 

“Soundly! Very, very soundly.” 
The Grand Master nodded. “Well at least that’s 

one thing out of the way, which reminds me I do 
have some rather pressing business to attend to.” 

“I want her sacked I tell you!” the Wart 
screamed, stamping her foot. 

The Grand Master fixed the Dame with a stare. 
“Ms Wharton,” he said firmly. “I am going to finish 
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with Heyworth and then I am going to deal with 
Nixon so that they can cut along and continue with 
their social rehabilitation programs. Then, and only 
then, will I deal with the matter of sacking Miss 
Morton.”  

Mr Humphries gave her the cold-eye. “Would 
you be so kind as to step onto the landing while I 
finish with this order of business?”  

Ms Wharton looked miffed but she understood 
that it was not a request and turned on her heel. 

Debs looked at the Grand Master uncertainly.  
“I think you’d better stay in here where I can 

see you while emotions calm down,” he told her and 
then turned his attention back to Jojo who was still 
bent bare-arsed across the back of the chair. 

“Sorry for the interruption Heyworth,” he said 
politely, and then gave her three tight cuts that raised 
scarlet weals from one side of her bottom to the 
other. 

 
Deborah did her best to gather her thoughts. 

The Grand Master had bent Nicola Jane over and was 
thrashing her in his usual unhurried and expert 
manner. 

Debs’ bumbags felt as if they had been ignited 
with a flamethrower, yet her blood felt like ice as it 
seeped through her veins. The study was being filled 
with the rhythmic swishes and thwacks of the cane 
landing across Nicola Jane’s upturned nates, but 
Deborah was oblivious to the plight of her chum.  The 
frenzied thrashing and the roughhouse manner with 
which she had been scuttled through the corridors 
had left her head spinning, and now she was faced 
with the Wart’s demands for her to be sacked. 
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On the landing the Wart was seething. She 

didn’t care for being dispatched from the office one 
bit. As far as she was concerned dealing with Debs 
should have taken top priority. Nonetheless, she was 
certain that once Mr Humphries heard her account of 
Debs’ disrespectful behavior he would be forced to 
agree that she was far from socially rehabilitated and 
deserved to be sent up before the System for a 
special sentencing hearing. 

 
The Grand Master listened impassively while 

Ms Wharton vented her spleen.  Deborah’s heart was 
pounding as she was forced to listen as the Wart 
introduced a litany of past felonies that had no 
bearing whatsoever on the matter at hand. The Grand 
Master’s pokerfaced stare gave her no opportunity to 
gauge what he was thinking. She had no idea how 
the unpredictable Mr Humphries would react to the 
Wart’s grating demands. 

 
Suddenly, the unpredictable Mr Humphries 

bounded out of his chair and strode towards the door, 
flinging it open. Caught unawares Nixdown tumbled 
into the room. Jojo, who was standing a step back 
from the door turned bright red. 

“Oh shit!” said Nix. 
“Yes, oh shit it is,” snapped Mr Humphries, 

“now bend over and touch them Nixon, and you too 
Heyworth.” 

“Oh,” said Jojo.  
Mr Humphries gave them each six hot ones 

across their bumbags, which caused them 
considerable agitation considering the proximity to 
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the twelve hot ones they had received a few minutes 
earlier. 

“Now I trust you’ll be cutting along,” the Grand 
Master growled. 

“Yes sir,” muttered Jojo, “sharpish, I should 
imagine.” 
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 “Yes, sir!” 
 
 

 No sooner than Jojo and Nix had wriggled out 
of the office the Wart launched into another scathing 
assessment of Debs. 

Mr Humphries put up his hands to quiet her. 
“Ok, Ms Wharton,” he said soothingly, “I think 

we’re all quite clear that you feel Miss Morton should 
be sacked, so let’s see how we move forward.”  

Deborah squinted nervously at the Grand 
Master, trying to get a read and finding nothing. 

 
“Flying the Bird at a senior member of the 

Brass is a mandatory flogging offense,” he said 
somberly. 

Debs did her best not to flinch. 
“However,” the Grand Master continued, “my 

understanding is that you elected to punish Miss 
Morton yourself for the offense. Is that correct Ms 
Wharton?” 

The Wart glowered. “Yes sir.” 
“So she has already received six of the best for 

giving you the bird?” 
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The Warts cheeks flushed, “Well kind of sir.” 
The Grand Master raised an eyebrow, “Kind of? 

How so?” 
“Well I gave her a few more than six, sir, but 

she deserved it, sir,” she said defensively. 
“A few more? How many more?” the Grand 

Master asked intently. 
“Well I’m not exactly sure how many, sir, 

several I think?” Ms Wharton looked flustered. 
Mr Humphries glared at the Dame. “Come now 

Ms Wharton, I do believe you are being somewhat 
frugal with the truth. How many more?” 

“T  ... T … twelve, sir.” 
“You gave her twelve strokes?” 
“N… No sir, I gave her twelve more than six 

sir,” muttered the Wart. 
“Oh good fucking grief! We shall talk about this 

later!” snapped Mr Humphries. 
“She deserved it!” interjected the Wart hotly. 
“Later I said,” said the Grand Master coldly. 

“Right now I would like to confer with Miss Morton in 
private.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled the Wart and 
flounced out of the room. 

 
“Are you okay?” asked the Grand Master. “I 

should imagine you’re in a bit of gyp.” 
Debs nodded. “I’m okay. She was pretty wild 

so not all of them hit properly,” she said. 
He raised an eyebrow. 
“But she did fire off plenty of good ones,” Debs 

said quickly, “so, yes sir, I’m feeling quite a bit of gyp 
right now.” 
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The Grand Master nodded. “I doubt you feel 

much like sitting down then?” he asked. 
“I think I’ll pass on that for a moment if you 

don’t mind,” said Debs, managing a half-hearted 
smile. 

“You seem to have an uncanny knack for 
attracting enemies,” observed Mr Humphries. 

Deborah felt herself flush. 
“At school it was Grand Dame Jennings,” he 

continued. 
Debs looked at him curiously. “You know about 

the Grand Dame?” 
“Deborah, I have read your file from beginning 

to end. It makes for rather lengthy reading,” said Mr 
Humphries. 

“Oh,” said Debs. 
“Your disciplinary problems with the Lawn 

Tennis Association are well documented, although 
when you were on court I always considered you a 
great ambassador for sport,” he continued. 

Debs squinted again. “Thank you, sir,” she said 
uncertainly. 

“And at the unit there was, of course, Ms 
Whitton, Janet Mitchell and sundry other prefects. 
You managed to provoke the ire of Ms Lawton, 
although she acknowledges that she treated you 
extremely harshly. Now it would appear you have 
made an enemy of Ms Wharton.” 

Deborah pursed her lips. Not sure where this 
was going. 

“Nobody questions that you have a brilliant 
mind or that you are an extraordinarily talented 
young woman,” said the Grand Master, “but you are 
reckless and sometimes downright foolish.” 
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Deborah continued to purse her lips. 
“Flipping the finger at Ms Wharton was 

reckless, particularly after your recent attempts at 
undermining her authority.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Debs. 
“Under normal circumstances I would be 

obliged to give you a public flogging, you understand 
that?” 

“Yes, sir,” said Debs. 
“Fortunately for you Ms Wharton breached 

protocols and we have a rather different situation.” 
Debs said nothing. 
“Now I suggest you go and do something 

about that gyp in your bumbags and return here in 
half an hour,” Mr Humphries said, not unkindly. “And 
by the way, send Ms Wharton in on your way out.” 

“Yes, sir!” said Deborah Morton and saluted 
the Grand Master. 
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The Return of Debs 
 
 

 The inmates gasped. There had been no sign 
of Deborah or the Wart for several hours. Rumors 
were rampant on the gossvine that Ms Wharton had 
successfully persuaded Mr Humphries to bring Debs 
up before a special hearing of the System. Jojo had 
tried to contact the Grand Master but he was 
incommunicado. Vix had gone to his study and Katie 
had informed her that he had escorted Deborah away 
and she had no idea of their whereabouts. 

 
At eleven o’clock the intercom had crackled 

and the inmates were instructed to leave the lecture 
halls and immediately repair to the assembly hall to 
attend a ‘Special Disciplinary Seminar.’ 

 
The Grand Master opened the swing door to 

the assembly hall open. Deborah stepped into the 
hall. The flared skirt that she wore as a Phase 6 
inmate had been replaced by the box-bib gymslip that 
inmates in earlier phases of their sentences were 
required to wear. The inmates looked at each other 
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curiously but the mild surprise at seeing Debs dressed 
in full clobber was replaced by stunned gasps when 
the Wart followed her into the hall. 

Ms Wharton’s head was bowed as she trudged 
into the hall. She was dressed in a white blouse and 
striped tie. She was wearing a neatly pressed pair of 
white whopping bags. 

 
Mr Humphries addressed the inmates. “The 

rules, regulations and protocols that govern this 
facility were established to ensure that unequivocal 
demarcations are in place regarding discipline. It is 
important that when you are being punished you are 
fully cognizant of the rules that you have breached or 
violated. However, the protocols serve a dual 
purpose. The level of punishment you will receive is 
strictly prescribed for your protection.”  

He turned and looked at Ms Wharton, who was 
looking pathetic. “Unfortunately this morning an 
incident occurred where the prescribed level of 
punishment was exceeded,” he continued, “and this 
cannot be tolerated under any circumstances. As 
many of you are probably aware the recipient of this 
excessive punishment was Miss Morton. The caning 
was delivered by Ms Wharton. Miss Morton has been 
given the opportunity to file a complaint with the 
Ministry of Extreme Social Rehabilitation. However, 
after due deliberation, Miss Morton has waived this 
right, on condition that Ms Wharton consented to 
being publicly flogged.” 

  
“Holy shit!” gasped Jojo. 
“Fucking A,” chuckled Nixdown. 
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“Who would have thought?” breathed 

Rosemary. 
 
“Miss Morton, if you would be so kind as to 

collect the cane,” said Mr Humphries. “Ms Wharton, 
bend over the horse if you please.” 

Deborah strode across the stage and unhooked 
the cane. Ms Wharton approached the horse with a 
heavy tread. 

 
“Holy smoke!” gasped Jojo. 
“This I gotta see,” grinned Nix. 
“Who would have thought?” breathed 

Rosemary. 
 
Deborah Morton stood with the long, thin 

senior cane flexed between her hands. She had spent 
the past hour down on the practice range learning the 
fine art of caning from Mr Humphries. 

It was widely acknowledged that sportswomen 
generally proved the most proficient with the cane. 
Mr Humphries was impressed with the speed with 
which Deborah had progressed. She put the natural 
eye-ball coordination and infallible timing that had 
once taken her to rank amongst the top ten tennis 
players in the world to good use as she swept the 
cane across the mannequins bumbags. In next to no 
time she was leaving the chalk-marks perfectly within 
the target zone. 

 
Deborah Morton took a deep breath and 

stepped forward. She positioned her feet and set her 
shoulders. She raised the cane and tapped it down 
across the large expanse of white material that 
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encased Ms Wharton’s voluminous behind. She 
tapped it down once, twice and then thrice and then 
brought her arm back. 
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A Thing of Beauty 
 
 

 Deborah Morton breathed a sigh of relief. The 
all-important first stroke had gone off perfectly. On 
the practice range she had gained a renewed respect 
for the true artistes with the cane. A true artiste 
understood that the back-swing did not need to be 
long and that the power came from the wrist and not 
the shoulder or elbow.  

Deborah’s right wrist was incredibly strong 
from hitting gazillions of tennis balls. She raised the 
cane less than a foot from the Wart’s whopping bags 
and slashed it downwards, snapping her wrist at the 
last moment, the shaft of the cane traveling at Mach 
One at the moment of impact. 

The Wart bucked and writhed. She kicked her 
legs and shook her head in anguish. However, she 
was bent so far over the vaulting horse that there 
was no possibility of her straightening up without 
assistance. She had no choice but to remain in 
position for the full twelve strokes. She was not 
taking it quietly. 
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Deborah took her time between strokes, 
waiting for Ms Wharton to stop writhing about. After 
the first successful strike her nerves had calmed down 
and she was determined to deliver a perfect caning. 

 
The inmates watched with rapt attention. The 

sight of the most hated Dame amongst the Brass 
getting her public comeuppance was an experience 
they had never imagined they would witness. There 
was not a pair of bumbags in the house that hadn’t 
been subjected to the sting of the Wart’s cane.  

 
The inmates were impressed. With the Grand 

Master’s permission Debs had unfastened the top 
button of her blouse and loosened her tie slightly. She 
had turned the cuffs of her blouse back. She was 
swinging the cane with a leisurely grace. The Woody 
gals were connoisseurs of caning. Despite Deborah’s 
short back-swing the reports of the cane rebounding 
off the defenseless whopping bags were explosive.  

 
“She’s good,” whispered Jojo admiringly. 
Even the cynical Nixdown was impressed. “She 

looks like she was born for this line of work,” she 
acknowledged. 

“Who would have thought?” breathed 
Rosemary. 

 
The only person in the hall who was not 

impressed by Deborah’s maiden outing with the cane 
was the Wart. 

Every stroke seemed to electrify new and 
previously unknown nerve endings. The stripes were 
landing in tight formation and the crown of her 
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backside was on fire. Every swipe elicited louder and 
louder yelps and howls. Tears were flooding down her 
cheeks. The Grand Master had refused to allow her to 
loosen her collar and the under-sized blouse that 
Katie Beck had provided was choking her. 

 
Debs took aim and fired off another sizzling 

strike. As a tennis player she had learned to resist the 
temptation to hit the ball too hard and the training 
was coming in useful. It would be nice to raise the 
cane above her head and bring it crashing down but 
she knew that she would be in danger of losing 
control and delivering a miss-hit or a dangerous 
wraparound. 

Much as she despised the Wart Deborah 
Morton was determined to deliver a good, clean 
caning. Safety was the executioner’s first priority. 

 
 Deborah grinned appreciatively as her chums 

offered her hugs and congratulations. Sensing that 
little work would be done in the aftermath of the Wart 
Flogging Mr Humphries had granted a loose tie and 
minimum whops afternoon. 

He had availed of Cassie Cassy and Dotty 
Hammell to fire up the barbeques and Penny Ann 
took up her usual position as head bartender. 

 
“We were worried about you,” said Rosemary. 

“We thought you were going to be sacked.” 
Debs hugged her best chum. “Funnily enough 

the subject never came up,” she comforted 
Rosemary. “The only sacking that was discussed was 
the sorry Wart.” 
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“He didn’t punish you at all for flipping her the 
bird?” asked Rosemary. 

Debs shrugged. “Well I guess I’ll need to go to 
the tailors. He put me back in full clobber for the rest 
of the year and my old gymslips are in pretty bad 
shape. C’est la vie, now be a sweetie and find me 
another glass of bubbles.” 

 
Nixdown ambled over and hugged Debs. “Now 

that, sister, was a thing of beauty.” 
Deborah beamed. “Coming from the world’s 

greatest connoisseur I’ll take that as a compliment.” 
“Bottoms up,” toasted Nix. 
“And wasn’t hers just?” laughed Jojo. 
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Claire Hits the Headlines 

 
 
Deborah Morton was not the only one having 

trouble with gesticulations. On Sunday morning after 
the papers arrived the gossvine was working 
overtime. 

 
SUNDAY MORNING EDITION 

 
“Health Minister’s Daughter Deserves to 

be Caned!” 
 

Claire Brooks face was a picture as she stared 
at her likeness emblazoned across the front page of 
the national newspaper. The photograph showed her 
leaning forward from a horse angrily gesticulating 
with two fingers at a woman in tweeds. The tweedy 
woman had a grim look on her face. Claire opened 
the paper and began to read.  

 
During a controversial conclusion to the National 

Horse Trials held at Blaine Castle, Claire Brooks, the 
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daughter of Christopher Brooks, the Health Minister got 
into an altercation with the judges. 

The disagreement stemmed from the unexpected 
announcement that the judges had disqualified Miss Joanna 
Heyworth’s last round for shorting the course. Prior to this 
announcement Miss Heyworth was in overall first place for 
the trials and the Woody Back to School unit were 
positioned to take the National Team Trophy. 

After the announcement Miss Brooks rode over to 
the judge’s facility and engaged the senior judge, the Right 
Honorable Mrs Forsham-Smythe, in conversation. After a 
few moments Miss Brooks was seen sticking two fingers in 
the face of Mrs Forsham-Smythe, before riding off. 

The disqualification of the Woody Back to School 
unit was a set-back to their equestrian aspirations. The four 
woman team comprising of Heyworth, Brooks, Penelope 
Ann Evans and Nicola Jane Nixon were all nationally 
ranked equestrians prior to their incarceration at the high-
security Back to School unit for offences of Extreme 
Ladetting. The unit had made numerous previous 
applications to compete in the National Trials but had been 
refused by the presiding bodies. However, this year they 
had finally received permission to contest and their 
participation had caused considerable excitement amongst 
the equestrian community. 

The four riders proved that they had lost none of the 
skills or competitive edge during their confinement. By the 
time Miss Heyworth made her last ride in the intense cross-
country stage Team Woodys were clear leaders. During her 
final ride Miss Heyworth’s horse appeared to lose its 
footing at a sharp turn in the course. Miss Heyworth 
managed to control the situation and went on to complete 
the course in record-breaking time. 

Controversially the disqualification, under an event 
regulation regarding a rider shortening the course for their 
advantage, was not announced until late in the evening 
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when Team Woodys justifiably assumed that they had 
taken National honors. 

Ironically, the National trophy went to another Back 
to School unit, The Ripley unit, and the individual 
champion’s rosette went to Miss Sarah Forsham-Smythe, 
the daughter of the senior judge. Miss Forsham-Smythe is 
serving a five year sentence for Misdemeanor Ladetting. 

After the event the Right Honorable Mrs Forsham-
Smythe expressed outrage at Miss Brooks’ behavior.  

 “I have long opposed the inclusion of the so-called 
Team Woodys in the competition. Their team is comprised 
of women serving maximum allowable sentences under the 
anti-Ladette laws,” she told reporters. “If Miss Brooks’ 
behavior is an example of her so called social rehabilitation 
then the Woody experiment has clearly failed. Miss Brooks 
deserves to be caned which I believe is the method of 
punishment that they employ at that farcical sham of a 
correctional institution. I shall do everything in my power 
to ensure that this is the last time Team Woodys ever ride 
in national competition.” 

Due to the terms of her sentence Miss Brooks could 
not be reached for comment. 

 
Claire burst into tears. “This is so unfair,” she 

sobbed. Her chums hurried to comfort her.  
Mr Humphries was furious. Most newspapers 

had made it a front-page story and were similarly 
provocative. 

The Grand Master called Ms Lummell who had 
been responsible for chaperoning the team. 

“This is totally bogus,” she assured him. “We 
won the competition fair and square. Claire went over 
to lodge an appeal against the disqualification, I didn’t 
hear what was said, but the appeal was denied. I 
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have heard Claire’s version of events and frankly I 
believe her.” 

The Grand Master invited Team Woodys over 
for cocktails and listened to what they had to say.  

“Get me Mrs Forsham-Smythe on the 
telephone,” he told Katie. 
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Mrs Forsham-Smythe 

 
MONDAY MORNING EDITION 

  
“Judge says Spanking is not Enough!” 

 
“I hardly think a mere spanking is a punishment that 

befits this young woman’s disgraceful actions,” The Right 
Honorable Melissa Forsham-Smythe responded to the news 
that Claire Brooks, daughter of Christopher Brooks, the 
Health Minister, was spanked in front of her fellow inmates 
at the Woody Back to School unit for her part in the 
controversy surrounding the judging of the National Horse 
Trials held at Blaine Castle this weekend. The judge 
continued to demand harsher punishment for the Miss 
Brooks, who is serving a seven year sentence at the unit, 
and pledged to continue her campaign to have Team 
Woodys banned from National Competition. 

Mrs Forsham-Smythe also confirmed that she has 
filed a complaint with the Ministry of Extreme Social 
Rehabilitation and with the System, the governing body 
that presides over sentencing of Extreme Ladettes. “It is 
evident to me,” she told a press conference, “that 
dispatching Extreme Ladettes to a facility where they are 
housed in luxurious surroundings, allowed to indulge in 
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recreational activities such as horse riding, and given leave 
of absence during furloughs, is fatally flawed. We have 
perfectly good prisons where these total Rotters could be 
properly made to make amends for their anti-social 
behavior.” 

Mr Humphries, the principal at the Back to School 
unit responded that both the Ministry and the System were 
completely satisfied both quantitatively and qualitatively 
that the Woody Back to School unit exceeded all 
performance expectations of social rehabilitation. 

He described Mrs Forsham-Smythe as a dark and 
sinister individual who is notorious for using her financial 
power for nefarious ends. 

The Right Honorable Mrs Melissa Forsham-Smythe 
is co-chairperson of the Forsham-Smythe Corporation, an 
international conglomerate with a diverse investment 
portfolio. Melissa Forsham-Smythe is the President and 
Chief Executive Officer of the Forsham-Smythe Network, a 
global communications company that owns TV and radio 
stations and several newspapers.  

The Forsham-Smythe family is believed to be 
amongst the fifty richest families in the world. The 
corporation has often faced criticism for its policy of 
extremely hostile acquisition but in a history dating back 
over one hundred and fifty years it has never been served 
with a malpractice suit. 

Mr Humphries went on to say that the spanking 
Miss Brooks received was with regard to her public use of 
the v-sign and was an internal unit matter dealt with under 
the appropriate protocols. 

 
TUESDAY MORNING EDITION 

  
“Team Woodys Banned” 
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The National Equestrian Association, this morning, 

upheld the application filed by the Right Honorable Mrs 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe to have Team Woodys banned 
from all future association events. 

“Clearly the public show of disrespect to a senior 
judge as evidenced by Miss Brooks behavior cannot be 
tolerated,” said a Senior Representative. “As a senior 
member of our presiding committee Mrs Forsham-Smythe 
was invited to present her arguments and they were found 
to be wholly robust.” 

When questioned whether Team Woody was given 
the opportunity of rebuttal the representative said that it 
was deemed unnecessary due to the strength of the 
prosecution. He also commented that the committee felt it 
had a social duty to ensure that the inmates of the Woody 
unit were not distracted from the rehabilitation programs by 
presenting a fruitless defense. 

 
TUESDAY EVENING EDITION 

  
“Woodys to be Closed?” 

 
The Minister for Extreme Social Rehabilitation 

confirmed that he has been served an application for the 
Woody Back to School unit to be closed. 

The unit was established eleven years ago to house 
the nation’s most Extreme Ladettes. In the early years it 
faced considerable opposition for its extensive practice of 
the employment of corporal punishment. However, over the 
years public opinion had strongly supported the austere 
measures employed to persuade the nation’s most Extreme 
Ladettes to comply with their social rehabilitation 
obligations. 

The unit has long been the repository for the so-
called Celebrity Ladettes, ranging from sportswomen such 
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as Wimbledon semi-finalist, Deborah Morton, and Olympic 
equestrian team captain, Penelope Ann Evans, to the ultra-
rich party Ladettes like Cathryn Cassidy and Lady Victoria 
Brompton.   

Earlier today the Right Honorable Mrs Forsham-
Smythe denounced the inmates of the Woody Back to 
School units as Rotters and scoundrels and the ruination of 
the social fabric. 

The Minister told reporters that the writ would be 
considered upon its own virtues. In a statement released by 
his press office, Christopher Brooks, the government 
Health Minister, said that he would recuse himself from the 
cabinet deliberations over the matter due to his daughter, 
Claire’s, involvement in the controversy.  
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Woodys Goes to War 

 
 
Jojo, Claire, Victoria, Cathryn, Nixdown, Debs, 

Rosemary, Lisa Sutton and the Bounder were 
gathered in the Grand Master’s study for a council of 
war. 

“I have spoken to your father, Claire,” he told 
them. “He will tentatively support us but he can’t be 
seen to be taking sides. I intend to file two counter-
writs. The first against the Team Woody ban, and a 
second appeal against the closure. We are going to 
defend ourselves and here’s my plan.” 

 
The group listened intently as the Grand 

Master outlined the roles and responsibilities. They 
would be split into two teams, one who would present 
the defense and the other to remain on campus and 
ensure the smooth running of the facility. 

“Victoria, I am going to leave you in charge,” 
he told the Red-shirt. 

“What about Ms Hodge?” questioned Lady Vix. 
“She will answer to you,” he told her. “She 

won’t like it but I’ll give her no choice.” 
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Victoria nodded. 
“Cat, you will be Head of Intelligence and 

Liaison. You will organize the collection and dispersion 
of all information that will help our case.” 

Cat winked. “You got it, sir.” 
“Joanna, you will be the Head of Operations on 

the front-line and the sole communicator with the 
press.” 

Jojo nodded. 
“Deborah and Lisa you are going to have the 

most difficult assignments. You will act as counsel for 
the defense. You both have unbelievably brilliant 
minds and I think its better that we defend 
ourselves.” 

“Holy shit!” gasped Debs. 
“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Lisa. But both 

gals nodded their heads. 
“Nicola Jane, you will be responsible for all 

electronic communications both internal and 
external,” he told her. “I want total wireless dataflow 
and one hundred per cent security. We may have a 
few quid in the war chest but the Forsham-Smythe 
Corporation has enormous resources.” 

“I’ll set up firewalls that will send them 
spinning around cyber-space,” Nix assured him. 

“Rosemary, these are going to be nerve-
wracking times. You will be responsible for the health 
and well-being of the inmates.”  

Rosemary nodded. 
“Bernadette, you need to supply everything 

that Nix or Cat needs. We’ll talk with Stacks and get 
some security.” 

“Do I get my fifteen per cent on supplies?” 
enquired Bernadette. 
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“Fuck off, Bounder,” chorused the council of 

war. 
“Claire, you’re going to be first up as a witness. 

It’s going to be a helluva a lot of responsibility and 
they’re going to try and cane you in the witness box.” 

“It’s not like I’ve never been caned before,” 
grinned Claire. 

 
FRIDAY MORNING EDITION 

 
“Woodys Wins Right of Appeal” 
 
In a High Court ruling, Mr Humphries, the Grand 

Master of the Woody Back to School unit was today 
granted the right to an appeal regarding the banning of 
Team Woodys from national equestrian events. 

 Mr Humphries is said to have demonstrated the 
existence of compelling new evidence related to the 
controversial disqualification of champion equestrian 
Joanna Heyworth during the final event of the National 
Horse Trials held at Blaine Castle this past weekend. 

Mr Humphries seeks to have Team Woodys re-
instated as National Champions, to challenge the integrity 
of specific members of the judging panel, and to establish 
the integrity of the Back to School unit that has been 
dubbed by the press as “The Reform School of the Errant 
Rich”.  

He also got approval to seek punitive damages on 
Claire Brooks’s behalf from the Right Honorable Melissa 
Forsham-Smythe regarding the now infamous spanking of 
the minister’s daughter. 

Although during the hearing Miss Brooks had 
described her spanking as “not particularly unusual for a 
Woody Gal” and also told the court that it was “voluntary 
but placatory”, Mr Humphries argued that, “a public 
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spanking was not an insubstantial punishment, especially 
when undeserved.” When probed as to the spanking’s 
severity he said he would describe it as “very thorough”. 

 
Mr Humphries also successfully argued that the unit 

should be given the opportunity to demonstrate publicly the 
success of its social rehabilitation programs. 

Counsel for Mrs Forsham-Smythe argued that any 
such a hearing should be heard in camera by an Executive 
Council comprised of members of the System. 

Chief Lord Justice Algernon ruled in favor of the 
Woody unit and the enquiries will be publicly heard by an 
independent arbitration committee bound by judicial law. 

 
Outside the court the Honorable Melissa Forsham-

Smythe was clearly furious at the outcome and pooh-
poohed the existence of new evidence, saying that the 
enquiries would prove a waste of time and money and 
would merely confirm that the Woody Back to School unit 
was a den of iniquity housing a bunch of unsavory Rotters 
and ruffians.  

 
The parties were given a week to prepare for the 

enquiry.    
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Claire in the Hot Seat 

 
 

MONDAY NOON EDITION – DAY 1 
 

“First Blood to Armanisuit” 
 

The opening day of the hugely anticipated Woody 
Back to School unit enquiry was filled with thrills and 
spills and no shortage of pathos and bathos. Before striding 
into the tribunal with the swagger of the odds-on favorite, 
the now famously bombastic Melissa Forsham-Smythe held 
forth to the press. Surrounded by a whooping Euro-flash 
festooned entourage from the Ripley Back to School unit 
where her daughter Sarah is currently an inmate, she 
reinforced her intention to ensure “that Team Woodys 
never rides in national competition again and to close down 
the most depraved institute in the country.” 

 
While Mrs Forsham-Smythe and her posse held 

court on the steps of the tribunal hall, the Woody defense 
team had been shepherded unnoticed into the hearing room 
through a back door. By the time the public was allowed in 
they were already in seated at the huddle area set aside for 
them, surrounded by laptop computers and laser printers. 
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The announcement that the Woody Back to School 
unit had elected to use inmates to present their defense had 
captured the imagination of the nation. Tickets for the 
hearing were swapping hands for enormous quantities of 
quids.  

Paparazzi attempted to climb over the barriers that 
separated them from the tribunal floor but they were 
politely dissuaded by hard bodied men with shaved heads 
and dark glasses. 

The contrast between the Ripley posse and the 
Woody defense team was immediately apparent. Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe and her cronies wore glitzy Euro-chic 
leather jackets and spike heeled biker boots. The Woody 
defense team wore blazers, collars and ties.   

The chairperson of the tribunal smacked a gavel on 
the podium and declared the enquiry open. 

 
Mrs Forsham-Smythe’s chief counsel, Mr 

Armanisuit, rose to his feet and introduced himself. In an 
imperious statement he promised the tribunal panel that he 
anticipated that the proceedings regarding both enquiries 
would be settled no later than lunch-time. He guffawed to 
himself and advised the panel that he was looking forward 
to a fine bottle of Bollinger and invited them to join him for 
a celebration. 

 
When Deborah Morton rose to her feet the hall 

exploded with the light of camera flashes. Miss Morton’s 
last public appearance was at the semi-finals of 
Wimbledon, some six years past. On that occasion, having 
just lost a devastatingly hard fought match she is best 
remembered for the look of bewilderment on her face as 
agents of the government sponsored System entered the 
center court and shackled her wrists behind her back. 
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Miss Morton appeared to ignore the ballyhoo 

behind her and fastened the top button of her blazer in 
deference to the panel. 

“Miss Deborah Morton, counsel for the defense,” 
she told the panel, “and this is Miss Lisa Sutton, my co-
counsel.” 

If Armanisuit is anticipating quick closure he may 
be disappointed. Miss Morton’s opening was thorough and 
articulate. Armanisuit offered several objections but was 
over-ruled 

Miss Morton successfully negotiated that the initial 
examination should focus on the disqualification and 
subsequent banning of Team Morton. 

 
Claire Brooks, the inmate at the center of the 

controversy, took the hot seat and the eagerly anticipated 
enquiry began in earnest. Armanisuit had placed a huge 
blow-up of the now infamous front-page photo, with Claire 
furiously gesticulating at the grim faced Melissa Forsham-
Smythe. 

 He produced a small blue covered notebook and 
requested it be entered into evidence.  

 
Armanisuit: Do you recognize this Miss Brooks? 
Claire: It looks like a PRB. 
Armanisuit: For the education of the panel please tell 

us what a PRB is? 
Claire: It is a Punishment Record Book. 
Armanisuit: Is this yours? 
Claire: No. Mine is in my top pocket. This is a 

copy. 
Armanisuit: Is it an accurate copy? 
Claire: That would be difficult for me to tell as I 

have never seen it before. 
Armanisuit: The records in your book are numbered? 
Claire: That is correct. 
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Armanisuit: The last entry in this copy is numbered 

One Hundred and Seventy Three. Does 
that match the record in the book in your 
pocket, Miss Brooks? 

Claire (extracts 
her PRB and 
thumbs the 
pages): 

No sir, the last entry is number One 
Hundred and Forty Five. 

Armanisuit: But records numbered One Hundred and 
Seventy Three match in both books?   

Claire (nods): Yes sir. 
Armanisuit: So what may we surmise from that? 
Claire (shrugs): I don’t know sir. 
Armanisuit: Perhaps we could surmise that you have 

experienced two recent punishments 
since this book was entered into 
discovery. So Miss Brooks we have now 
established that you have been punished 
One Hundred and Seventy Five times 
since you have been an inmate at the 
Woody Back to School unit? 

Claire (shrugs): If that’s what it says then that is probably 
correct. 

Armanisuit: That seems rather a lot? 
Claire (shrugs): I’ve been at the unit nearly seven years, 

its unavoidable not to get the occasional 
swishing. 
 

 (At this point Miss Morton requested the basis for the line 
of questioning.) 
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Horsed and Birched 

 
 

Armanisuit 
(superciliously)

Miss Morton, if you were familiar with 
the faculties of sound legal questioning 
you would just sit down and not interrupt. 
I am about to demonstrate some of Miss 
Brooks’ more familiar traits. 

 
(At this point Miss Morton stared daggers at opposing 

counsel but the panel allowed him to proceed.) 
 

Armanisuit: For what reason are you mostly punished 
Miss Brooks? 

Claire: Just the usual stuff.  
Armanisuit 
(thoughtfully): 

Goofing, gabbing, larking and pranking. 
Isn’t that what you call it? 

Claire: Something like that. 
Armanisuit: Miss Brooks have you ever been 

punished for cussing? 
Claire: Yes sir, I believe I have. 
Armanisuit: Would you care to share with us the 

number of times? 
Claire: I have no idea. Several that I can 

remember. 



Snobs and Rotters 
 
Armanisuit 
(chuckles): 

Several? I put it to you Miss Brooks that 
you are being somewhat economical with 
the truth. 

Claire 
(blushing): 

Maybe more than several, I really don’t 
know, but never for heavy cussing. I 
rarely use the eff word. 

Armanisuit: You were beaten while at school were 
you not? 

 
(At this point Miss Morton rose to her feet and raised  an 

objection.) 
 

Morton: Ladies and gentlemen of the panel, this 
line of questioning can have no possible 
bearing on the question in hand. 
Claire’s school record can have no 
relevance to the banning of Team 
Woodys from contesting in national 
competition. 

Armanisuit: Sit down, Miss Morton. You are as I 
remember a very fine tennis player and I 
would not assume to challenge you. 
I am on the other hand a respected 
lawyer, which you are not, so I would 
prefer that you ceased with your 
interruptions. 

Morton: Ladies and gentlemen of the panel. Snide 
and condescending remarks do not equate 
to a valid reason for this line of 
questioning. I would ask you to consider 
my objection. 

Chairperson: Mr Armanisuit, we will allow you one or 
two more questions to prove your line of 
questioning. 
And Mr Armanisuit, in the future you 
will treat the defense counsel with 
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respect. 

Armanisuit 
(nodding 
unctuously): 

So Miss Brooks, answer the question. 
You were beaten while at school? 

Claire: Yes I did get an occasional swishing. 
Armanisuit: Frequently? 
Claire: More frequently than I would have cared 

for. 
Armanisuit 
(produces a 
sheaf of 
papers): 

These are your school reports Miss 
Brooks. At the foot of each report it 
contains a box that records the number of 
‘Six o’clock swishings’ you received 
each term. What exactly is a six o’clock 
swishing Miss Brooks? 

Claire: We were always caned at six o’clock. We 
would receive notice to report to the 
Head Prefect or the House Captains 
study. 

Armanisuit: I did a quick tally up and according to my 
calculations you received over fifty of 
such invitations. 

Claire: I shall have to take your word for that. 
Armanisuit: I sequestered the records of your school 

and did some research. Does it surprise 
you to learn that you were caned over 
twice as many times as any other girl in 
the entire history of the school? 

Claire: Some of the Headgirls didn’t understand 
my sense of humor. 

Armanisuit: Which mostly entails telling potty-
mouthed jokes I believe? 

Claire: That probably depends on your 
interpretation. 

Armanisuit: During your fifth year at the school you 
were expelled I understand. Perhaps you 
would share with the panel the events 
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leading up to this eviction. 
Claire 
(blushing 
slightly): 

I was caught discussing Ugandan affairs 
with my boyfriend. 

Armanisuit: Just for the record Miss Brooks we 
should understand from your explanation 
that you were discussing Ugandan Affairs 
that you were in fact engaged in the act of 
carnal knowledge?  

Claire: That is one interpretation. 
Armanisuit: And how were you punished? 
Claire 
(reddens): 

I was horsed and birched. 

Armanisuit: Perhaps you could be more illuminating? 
Claire: I was hoisted over a prefects back and 

beaten on my bare bottom with a bunch 
of birch twigs. 

Armanisuit: Out of interest I reviewed records from 
the Ministry of Education. It would 
appear that you are the only individual 
who has required such extreme 
punishment during the past fifty years. 
How did you respond to this punishment? 

Claire: I cussed out the Grand Dame and was 
expelled. 

Armanisuit: Oh what a surprise! Ladies and 
gentlemen of the panel, perhaps I may 
propose we adjourn for lunch. 

 
By all accounts first blood had gone to Mrs 

Forsham-Smythe but I don’t think we’ve seen the end of 
this. 

 



23 

 
Woodys Fight Back 

 
 

MONDAY MID-AFTERNOON EDITION – DAY 1 
 

“Snobs and Rotters” 
 

The contrast between the two teams was even more 
accentuated during the lunch-break. 

Mrs Forsham-Smythe treated her daughter and her 
cronies to a slap-up champagne and caviar lunch at an 
exclusive eaterie. 

“Call me a snob,” she told reporters, “but that’s 
what it’s all about; a simple matter of showing that these 
women are complete Rotters.” 

 
Meanwhile, back in the tribunal hall former 

International Young Chef of the Year Cassandra Cassidy 
was pushing a trolley and handing out sandwiches and 
sparkling water to the defense team who were in a huddle 
reviewing the transcripts of the morning. Joanna Heyworth 
sat with Deborah Morton discussing strategy. 

 
Morton: Hiya Claire. 
Claire: Hiya Debs. 
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Morton: So we’ve established that you are a potty-

mouthed little be-yotch and you get 
whopped a lot? 

Claire 
(blushing): 

Debs! 

Morton: It’s okay Claire, that’s not what we’re 
here for despite Mr Armanisuit’s 
pontificating. 
Ladies and gentlemen of the panel, what 
we are here to do today is to unravel the 
particulars of the circumstances 
surrounding the disqualification, and 
subsequent ban, of Team Woodys from 
competing in the National Horse Trials in 
the future. 
This has nothing to do with Miss 
Brooks’s predilection for potty-mouthing 
or her delight in telling ribald and 
extremely funny jokes. Those subjects are 
interesting but irrelevant. 

 
(At this juncture Armanisuit leapt to his feet.) 

 
Armanisuit: This is preposterous. Miss Morton has no 

legal training and is not qualified to 
comment on my basis of argument. 

Chairperson: Sit down Mr Armanisuit. The panel gave 
you considerable latitude this morning 
and now we would like to hear Miss 
Morton’s point of view. 

Morton: However I would like to clarify a few 
issues so that the learned panel is not left 
with the wrong impression. 
Your mother is a rather well-known 
advocate of corporal punishment isn’t 
she? In fact she is often seen on TV 
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preaching her mantra, isn’t that correct?  

Claire: Yes, Ma believes that there is no problem 
that can’t be solved by a sore bottom. 

Morton: And she practices what she preaches? 
Claire: Yes she is very vigilant about maintaining 

the family tradition. The Brooks gals’ 
have been being spanked for generations. 

Morton: So I assume Ma was not greatly 
impressed by your expulsion? 

Claire: Actually quite the opposite. Ma was 
entirely supportive. Both my boyfriend 
and I were over the legal age of consent. 
Besides I was not even officially at school 
when the incident occurred, I was still on 
hol’s. She thought that the school had no 
jurisdiction. 

Morton: But according to the charges made you 
had brought the school uniform into 
disrepute? 

Claire: That is not entirely true. The only reason I 
had come back to school two days early 
was to give an interview to a local 
journalist about being selected to ride on 
the full national team. Actually my 
uniform was hanging up on a clothes 
hanger. 

Morton: So Ma didn’t spank you? 
Claire: Absolutely not. She filed an official 

complaint against Baroness Fielding. 
Morton: Baroness Fielding? 
Claire: She was the chairwoman of the Board of 

Governors. She was the one who 
proposed that I should be horsed and 
birched. 

Morton: Did you know Baroness Fielding? 
Claire: Only vaguely. She occasionally came to 
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meets if Sarah Forsham-Smythe was 
riding on the team. She seemed to be 
related to Sarah. 

Morton: At this time was Sarah a regular on the 
team? 

Claire: She was a reserve. She was a very good 
rider but she often missed practices if she 
had something better to do. Penny Ann, 
Jojo, Nicola Jane and I were the first 
team. 

Morton: How well did you know Mrs Forsham-
Smythe? 

Claire: Not terribly but she was very influential. 
Morton: And you encountered her later in your 

career? 
Claire (nods): After Penny Ann was sent to Woodys I 

ran against her daughter, Sarah, for the 
captaincy of the next Olympic team. 

Morton: Were you selected? 
Claire: Yes. 
Morton: How did Mrs Forsham-Smythe react? 
Claire: She was extremely unpleasant. 
Morton: Shortly afterwards you were indicted on 

Extreme Ladetting charges?  
Claire: That is correct. 
Morton: And Mrs Forsham-Smythe sat on your 

sentencing committee? 
Armanisuit 
(interjecting): 

Good grief! This is classified government 
business. This is an outrage. 

Chairperson: Mr Armanisuit, may I remind you that I 
have authority over this tribunal room. I 
would like to hear Miss Brooks’ evidence.

Claire: She over-ruled my initial sentence of two 
years at the Radcliffe unit and sent me to 
the Big House. 
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Hidden Agendas’ 

 
 

Morton: Thank you Claire for your honesty and 
thank you to the panel for indulging me. I 
had no intention of being side-tracked 
from the matter in hand but Mr 
Armanisuit left me no alternative. 
I think that we have established that 
Claire’s unfortunate expulsion might well 
have been unjustified and motivated by 
hidden agendas’. Even one of the nation’s 
most respected disciplinarians did not 
think that you had not done anything that 
even deserved a spanking let alone to be 
horsed and birched. 
More importantly I also think that we 
have established that there may have been 
more sinister reasons for Woodys 
disqualification at Castle Blaine.  

 
(At this point Armanisuit rose to his feet and puffed out his 

chest.) 
 

Armanisuit: Hidden agendas’? Sinister reasons? What 
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on earth is this young woman babbling on 
about? 

Chairperson: Sit down Mr Armanisuit. If you would 
allow Miss Morton to proceed we will be 
better placed to judge the validity of her 
line of argument. But, please Miss 
Morton, do try and keep on subject. 

Morton: Yes Ma’am. So Claire, after Joanna 
Heyworth had completed her final event 
what did the scoreboard display? 

Claire: That we were significantly ahead. In fact 
statistically we were already the winners. 

Morton: And of course you were pleased. 
Claire: Pleased? We were ecstatic. They’ve kept 

us out of competition for years and now 
we felt vindicated. 

Morton: And what happened next? 
Claire: The Ripley Back to School unit had two 

last rides. They did very well but we were 
still way ahead. 

Morton: You were celebrating? 
Claire: Yes Ma’am. 
Morton: Drinking? 
Claire: Ms Lummell does not allow the team 

alcohol when we are representing the unit.
Morton: Okay and what happened next? 
Claire: There was an announcement that Jojo’s 

ride in the intense cross-country had been 
reviewed and that she was disqualified.  

Morton: And how would that influence the 
outcome of the event? 

Claire: At that level of competition you can’t lose 
a rider’s time. It pushed us back four or 
five places. 

Morton: How did you feel? 
Claire: Gutted. Well, we all did, I suppose. 
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Morton:  And you approached the judges? 
Claire: Yes, I was closest so I went over and 

asked to see the replay tape. 
Morton: Were you shown it? 
Claire: No, I was refused. I asked the judges if 

we could lodge an official appeal. 
Morton: And? 
Claire: My request was refused. 
Morton: Unanimously or by a specific judge? 

 
(Armanisuit again leapt to his feet and objected.) 

 
Armanisuit: This is preposterous. This decision has 

been ratified by the National Equestrian 
Association.  

Chairperson: Sit down Mr Armanisuit. The whole 
purpose of this part of the enquiry is to 
establish that the NEA ratification is 
worthy. 

Claire: Mrs Forsham-Smythe did all the talking. 
Morton: Last Saturday why did you gesticulate at 

her? Was it sheer frustration at having the 
trophy taken away? 

Claire 
(emphatically):

No! 

Morton: Then what was it? 
Claire: She called me a guttersnipe and my 

mother a common little tart. 
Morton: So you gave her the v-sign. 
Claire: Yes. 
Morton: The next day in the newspapers she said 

you should be caned, did you think that 
you deserved to be caned? 

Claire: No I did not. 
Morton: Yet you volunteered to be spanked? 
Claire: It was voluntary but placatory. 
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Morton: Now I know from experience that being 

put over the Grand Master’s knee and 
publicly spanked is most disagreeable. 

Claire: It was disagreeable, but as you know, it 
was not particularly unusual for a Woody 
Gal. I really thought that after the 
spanking that Mrs Forsham-Smythe 
would be placated. 

Morton: And it was not just any old spanking was 
it? 

Claire: No, the Grand Master laid me out across 
his lap, turned back my skirt and rolled 
down my bumbags. He proceeded to give 
me a very long spanking indeed. 

Morton: Now Claire, let’s be honest you have been 
spanked many, many times before? 

Claire: Unfortunately, yes I have. 
Morton: And how would you rate this particular 

spanking? 
Claire: Up with the all-time greats. 
Morton: One last question. If the tribunal finds 

against us, and Mrs. Forsham-Smythe still 
wants you to be caned would you be 
willing to accede to her wishes? 

Claire: Oh sure, hot as she likes. 
Morton: Thank you Claire. No further questions. 

 
After Miss Brooks’s compelling testimony a brief 

adjournment was called. Random polls indicated that the 
Woody defense had redressed the balance from the 
morning session and the restaurants and bars surrounding 
the tribunal hall were filled with a palpable excitement over 
the revelations promised during the closing session of this 
thrilling first day. 
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Cheat! 

 
 
MONDAY EVENING EDITION – DAY 1 

 
“Rotters 1 Snobs 0” 

 
The tribunal that has now been nationally dubbed as 

the Snobs and Rotters took another remarkable twist and 
turn during the last session of the day. 

The Woody defense had their first opportunity to 
introduce what Mr Humphries had promised was 
compelling new evidence. Acting as counsel, Lisa Sutton 
approached the video set-up with a remote control, the 
lights were lowered and she clicked play. As promised the 
evidence was compelling. After submitting sworn affidavits 
to the panel, Sutton showed four independently filmed 
videotapes of the incident that led to the disqualification of 
Joanna Heyworth from the intense cross-country segment 
of the three event trials. At the time of disqualification 
Heyworth was clear leader in the event. Sutton called her 
first witness, Mr Giles, who had sat on the panel of judges 
during the event. 
 
Sutton: You have been a marshal, steward and a 
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judge at many events sir? 
Giles: That is correct. 
Sutton: Regulation 1004a states, “A competitor 

will be subject to disqualification in the 
event they leave the boundaries of the 
marked course wittingly for the clear 
purpose of shortening, simplifying or 
gaining other advantage by such action,” 
is that correct? 

Giles: That is correct. 
Sutton: In your opinion did Miss Heyworth 

wittingly leave the course for the 
purposes of shortening, simplifying or 
gaining other advantages over the rest of 
the riders? 

Giles: No, in fact as the video clearly shows she 
demonstrated great skill, courage and care 
for her mount in the recovery. 

Sutton 
(curiously): 

Yet you upheld her disqualification in her 
appeal?  

Giles: I had not seen the video at the time. 
Sutton: But video was available at the time? 
Giles: The chairperson of the panel of judges 

decided that it was unnecessary to carry 
out a review. 

Sutton: And who was the lead judge? 
Giles: The Right Honorable Melissa Forsham-

Smythe. 
 

(Miss Sutton then proceeded to show further video, this 
time of another rider.) 

 
Sutton: Upon reviewing the video how would you 

describe this competitor’s performance? 
Giles: She is a highly skilled rider but on 

detailed review it is apparent that she 
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wittingly shortened the course to her clear 
advantage. 

Sutton: And what would have been the 
appropriate action of the panel? 

Giles: She should have been disqualified for 
cheating. 

Sutton: Do you recognize the rider? 
Giles: Yes I do. The competitor is Sarah 

Forsham-Smythe. 
Sutton: Mr Giles, just one last thing that piques 

my curiosity. You say that Miss Forsham-
Smythe should have been disqualified for 
cheating for shortening the course. But no 
such mention is made in Miss Heyworth’s 
disqualification.  

Giles: Miss Heyworth did not cheat. Her mount 
slipped out of bounds momentarily and 
Miss Heyworth expertly corrected the 
situation and in my view prevented 
potential damage to her mount. Miss 
Forsham-Smythe on the other hand used 
blind-spots that exist on any course to 
shorten her ride and increase her time. 
That is the difference Miss Sutton. 

Sutton 
(smiling): 

Thank you for that clarification Mr Giles. 
That will be all. 

   
The tribunal hall was instantly in an uproar. 

Armanisuit was on his feet raising objections which the 
panel was vigorously over-ruling and Mrs. Forsham-
Smythe had a face as black as thunder. Sutton turned to her 
colleagues and winked. Jojo gave her the thumbs up.  

The morning session promises to be a corker with 
the Right Honorable Melissa Forsham-Smythe now 
compelled to take the stand under the threat of contempt 
charges if she refuses. 
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Outside the tribunal hall Miss Joanna Heyworth was 
gracious in her praise for the defense counsel and their 
support teams. “Deborah and Lisa did a superb job under 
extreme pressure. The support they receive back home at 
the Woody compound cannot be over-stated. Every 
member of the Woody community is committed to 
vindicating ourselves from Mrs Forsham-Smythe’s 
scurrilous accusations.” 

“Today we felt that we made some progress and 
came out ahead. Of course personally it was gratifying to 
see evidence that my disqualification may have been 
unjustified but more importantly we want to successfully 
defend the good name of Team Woodys and to be honored 
as the national champions as we deserve.” 

“Once that matter has been resolved it is the 
intention of the Woody Back to School community to 
demonstrate once and for all the merits of the social 
rehabilitation program.”  

 
The enquiry continues tomorrow. 
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No Intention of Losing 

 
 
Mr Humphries had booked the defense team 

into a luxurious boutique Thameside hotel that they 
would use as their campaign headquarters for the 
duration of the enquiry. Once they reached the hotel 
they congregated in a conference room and video-
linked back to the Woody facility. Cat, Vix, Penny Ann 
and Melons had gathered the rest of the inmates in 
the Great Hall and when the defense team went live 
they were greeted with boater tossing, cheering, and 
whooping. For a few moments the Woody gals 
regaled themselves with their favorite moments, and 
then it was back to business.  

Jojo cautioned against over-confidence. 
“Melissa went into this with eyes wide closed and 
wasn’t expecting us to retaliate. We’ll probably get 
her, tomorrow, on the horse trial scam but after that 
she’s going to be pissed and she’ll come at us with all 
guns blazing.”   

“We’re set-up to provide you with anything you 
need,” promised Vix. 
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Jojo and her team patched in directly to 
Victoria’s study. 

“Cat’s meeting with Ms Lawton tomorrow,” Vix 
told them. 

“I’m not officially registered on the defense 
team,” explained Cathryn, “and I can meet her on 
legitimate Lawton Scholarship business. Don’t worry, 
Stacks is having somebody pick us up separately, 
we’ll meet at one of his safe houses.” 

“Good grief this really is like a war,” said Jojo. 
“It is war,” said Cat. “If this goes pear-shaped 

on us we could all end up wearing jimjams with a 
swanky fucking arrow motif.” 

“Very classy,” drawled Nix. 
“One day at a time,” said Victoria, “now go and 

have a few drinks and get yourselves to bed.” 
 
“How do you think we did?” Jojo asked the 

Grand Master. 
They were up in the penthouse suite sipping 

champagne nightcaps. 
“It was very impressive. It got off to a bit of a 

rocky start but Claire recovered and Debs and Lisa 
were outstanding,” he told her. 

“But this is the easy part,” sighed Jojo. “It’s 
hard for anybody to deny the evidence on those 
videotapes. It’s the next stage I’m worried about. 
What happens if we lose?” 

The Grand Master smiled. “I thought we had 
no intention of losing?” 

“We don’t,” replied Jojo. “But say we do and 
they close the facility would we really go to prison?” 

The Grand Master sipped his drink. “That 
would be very complicated. Extreme Ladetting is a 
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social offense and it would take an act of Parliament 
and then a hearing in the House of Lords to change 
it. That would take a considerable amount of time 
and more than likely would be over-ruled on appeal.” 

“So what would happen to us in the interim?” 
Jojo asked curiously. 

“I don’t know the answer to that, but I assume 
that the facility would remain open until the whole 
mess played out,” said the Grand Master. “But, 
hopefully it is a moot point and we will win right here 
at the enquiry.” 

“You’re not in the least bit concerned?” asked 
Joanna. 

“Right now I’m focused on the defense,” said 
Mr Humphries. “You’ve got a great team and you’ve 
made a great start. Let’s keep positive.” 

Jojo snuggled up in the Grand Master’s arms. 
“Ok, boss,” she smiled. 

 
In the morning the Woody defense team left 

the hotel early, arriving at the Tribunal Hall before the 
crowds had gathered. 

“The plan is to get this stage over with 
quickly,” Jojo told her team, “and then ask for an 
adjournment until tomorrow. We want to be able to 
make the most of our success without muddying the 
waters by starting the next phase.” 

 
Armanisuit, Mrs Forsham-Smythe and the 

Ripley posse arrived with their usual pomp and 
ceremony. 

Outside the Tribunal Hall Armanisuit told 
reporters that they were keen to settle any 
misunderstandings over the Blaine Castle affair and 
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then get on with what he called, the real business, of 
closing down the Woody Back to School unit. 
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Melissa on the Ropes 

 
 
TUESDAY EVENING EDITION – DAY 2 

 
Jojo Vindicated 

 
The tribunal got off to a slow start this morning 

with Armanisuit lodging an appeal against the tribunal’s 
decision to force the Right Honorable Melissa Forsham-
Smythe to take the stand. Armanisuit objected to the use by 
the Woody Back to School unit of two of its inmates as 
defense counsel. He described them as ‘convicted low-life 
felons’. 

Miss Morton for the defense remained calm despite 
numerous scurrilous personal attacks by Armanisuit. At ten 
o’clock the panel denied the appeal and ordered Mrs 
Forsham-Smythe to take the stand. 

Deborah Morton instantly had her on the ropes and 
elicited tacit agreement that the evidence showed that 
Joanna Heyworth should be re-instated as winner of the 
event. She refused to accuse her own daughter of cheating, 
dismissing her daughter’s actions as bad-judgment and 
over-enthusiasm. 
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However, Deborah Morton was not content with 
what was clearly nothing more than a forced concession on 
Mrs Forsham-Smythe’s part. 

 
Morton: Your daughter is currently serving a 

sentence at the Ripley Back to School 
unit? 

Mrs F-S: That is correct. 
Morton: How long is that sentence? 
Mrs F-S: Five years. 
Morton: Isn’t that a rather unusual sentence? 

 
(At this juncture Armanisuit leapt to his feet.) 

 
Armanisuit: I fail to see what this has to do with the 

matter in hand. 
Chairperson: Sit down Mr Armanisuit. Let Miss 

Morton ask her questions. I shall rule on 
relevance as appropriate. Please answer 
the question Ms Forsham-Smythe. 

Mrs F-S: I can only assume that it was the sentence 
the sentencing committee considered 
appropriate. 

Morton: Were you on the sentencing committee? 
Mrs F-S: Don’t be ridiculous that would have been 

wholly inappropriate. 
Morton: But you were on the sentencing 

committees for Penny Ann Evans, Claire 
Brooks, Joanna Heyworth and Nicola 
Jane Nixon were you not? 

 
(Armanisuit once again leapt to his feet and demanded 

relevance. He was over-ruled.) 
 

Mrs F-S: I have sat on many sentencing 
committees. I don’t remember all the 
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details. 

Morton: How convenient. Mrs Forsham-Smythe 
do you not find it coincident that all four 
members of the Olympic Equestrian team 
should be sentenced to the Woody Back 
to School unit, making way for your 
daughter to ride on the team? 

Mrs F-S: Coincidences happen. They were all 
found guilty of Extreme Ladetting. They 
are the dregs of society and are not fit to 
represent their country. 

Morton: What was your daughter Sarah charged 
with? 

Mrs F-S: Misdemeanor Ladetting. 
Morton: How interesting. According to my sources 

your daughter was arrested on your own 
private Gulfwing jet in possession of 
50,000 quids worth of stolen haute 
couture.  

Mrs F-S: Your sources do not have all the facts. 
The charges were dropped. 

Morton: Then why was she sentenced at all? 
Mrs F-S: It was a complex issue dealt with by the 

appropriate body in the appropriate 
manner. 

Morton: You have actively lobbied to have Team 
Woodys banned from riding in National 
competition? 

Mrs F-S: My opinions are well known. I don’t see 
why the other competitors should be 
subjected to having to associate with 
convicted felons. 

Morton:  If I might correct you, Extreme Ladetting 
is not a felony. That being said, you 
promoted the Ripley unit to be allowed to 
compete. 
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Mrs F-S: The charges brought against the inmates 

of the Ripley unit are very different. 
Mostly minor anti-social behavior that 
can easily be rectified.   

Morton 
(rolling her 
eyes): 

Such as international shop-lifting.  
One last thing Mrs Forsham-Smythe. You 
have demanded in the national media that 
Claire should be caned. Would you think 
it appropriate for your daughter to be 
caned for cheating? 

Mrs F-S: My daughter did not cheat. 
Morton: Whatever you say. 
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Sarah takes the Stand 
 

 
Next to take the stand was Sarah Forsham-Smythe. 

In contrast to Lisa Sutton, who would question her on 
behalf of the defense dressed in her neat clobber, Sarah 
wore diamante and leather. She yawned languidly at 
Sutton’s early questions; dismissing her shortening of the 
cross-country course as an unfortunate error and blaming 
the stewards for not marking the course more clearly. 

 
Sutton was unfazed by the Snob’s supercilious 

attitude and evasive answers and was all business. 
Suddenly her smart-phone beeped and she stared down at 
the screen. She turned to look at Jojo and the Director of 
Operations nodded and slowly ran her finger across her 
throat. 
 
Sutton:  Claire has publicly stated that if the 

enquiry finds against her she is prepared 
to accept any punishment that they see fit. 
Would you accept being caned? 

Sarah 
(grinning): 

If they let me wear gloves. 

Sutton: You can wear two pairs if you chose but 
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if I were you I’d suggest a book down 
your bumbags would be more useful. 

 
(At this point Sarah Forsham-Smythe burst into tears.) 

 
Armanisuit declined to cross-examine either 

member of the Forsham-Smythe family. Sutton 
successfully requested that the hearing was adjourned for 
the day. 

 
At the close of this stage of the proceedings it was 

clear that the so-called Rotters had won the first round with 
consummate ease. The normally verbose Melissa Forsham-
Smythe hurried wordlessly from the hall, a tight grip on her 
hapless daughter’s arm. 

The Minister for Health, Christopher Brooks, who 
had watched the day’s proceedings from the gallery, issued 
a statement. “Of course I was deeply embarrassed by the 
newspaper article and very upset with my daughter, 
however I am now completely satisfied that her outburst 
was made under considerable duress.”  

His wife, Ma Brooks, also supported her daughter, 
telling reporters, “Claire knows very well that if the 
accusations had had any foundation she could expect a 
lengthy visitation from my hairbrush when she came to 
visit during the summer furlough. Like my husband I 
believe my daughter will be completely exonerated and the 
enquiry should now concentrate on other parties. Most 
particularly the Most Dishonorable Melissa Forsham-
Smythe, her daughter Sarah, and other members of the 
communities that supported this outrage. My daughter 
bravely subjected herself to an undeserved public spanking 
in an effort to diffuse this situation. Now I think it’s time 
that Sarah pays her dues. If the System is too lily-livered to 
punish her properly I would happily volunteer to put her 
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across my knee. A dose of Ma Brooks’ brush might cure 
her of her predilection for shop-lifting and cheating.” 

Jojo, spokesperson and press aide for the Woody 
Back to School unit said that, “Deborah and Lisa did 
another fantastic job, now we can concentrate on the real 
issue of demonstrating that the Woody  Back to School unit 
has proven to be a huge success. Mrs. Forsham-Smythe is 
going to have to eat her words.” 

Asked whether she was relieved Claire Brooks told 
the press that, “nobody wants unnecessary whops, but I’ve 
been whopped plenty before and I’ll be whopped in the 
future, if the cards had fallen badly I would happily have 
bent over and taken my licking.” 

 
Phase two of the enquiry begins tomorrow. 
 
Jojo was bent over Mr Humphries knees with 

her skirt turned back and her bumbags around her 
ankles. He had her tucked in tightly to the crease of 
his lap and was spanking his way up one side of her 
bum and back down the other. It was totally 
gratuitous. 

Jojo found nothing unusual about her situation. 
Over the past six months she had grown accustomed 
to spending extended periods bent like a bow across 
her lover’s lap and rather enjoyed it. 

Gratuitous spankings were never as thorough 
as punishment spankings but she still remained in 
awe of the heat that he could generate in her bum 
with just his bare hand. 

 
Mr Humphries ended with a quick flurry before 

helping Joanna to her feet. 
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“I suppose you’re going to tell me that was to 
help me focus,” she grinned cheerfully. “Is that what 
they call taking one for the team?”  

The Grand Master grinned. 
Jojo crossed to the wet bar and poured two 

glasses of bubbly. She had learned to function 
perfectly normally with a red bottom. She handed a 
glass to Mr Humphries and then went into the 
bathroom to change for bed. 

 
Jojo climbed in beside Mr Humphries. She 

raised her glass. 
“Bottoms up,” she grinned. 
“Yours just was,” pointed out the Grand 

Master. 
Jojo chuckled and leaned over and whispered 

in his ear. “Didn’t hurt,” she giggled. 
 
“Oh good grief,” yelped Joanna as Mr 

Humphries extracted a two-tailed leather tawse from 
under the pillow. “Me and my big mouth!”  

 
Jojo lay across the bed. She was dressed in her 

favorite silk pin-striped pajamas. 
“This really sucks,” she groaned. “Who keeps a 

fucking tawse under their pillow?” 
The Grand Master just laughed and brought 

the leather strap down with a hearty crack. 
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