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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Wanted.

HE Bounder of Greviriars stesd in the doorway of his
study, in the Remove passage. It was a half-holiday
at Greviriars. and a fine, clear. bright spring afternoon.
Bright sunshine in the old Close seemed to be awaken-

irr the green on the trees aftor the Icmg winter sleep. Nobody
wnxf..ﬁltuying indoors that afternoon, if he could possibly get
oulbzicle. .

Vernon-Smith, the Boundoer of Greviriars, was not looking
s cheerful as the rest of the juniors. * Bomchow or other, the
Bounder felt his isolation that afternoon more keenly than
he had felk it befora

Most, if not all, of the fellows were going out. They had
made up jolly little parties to go up the river, or down to
the scashore anvd the caves, ot over tha Black Pike. The
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BY
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junior team would be playing footer. Bul whether walking,
or rowing, ov cyeling. or playing footer, no one showed any
desire for the company of Vernon Smith.

And he did not Hika it.

It hed always been the Bounder's bnast that he was
sufficient to himself—that if Greyfriars did not like him,
Greyfriars could go its way, and he would go his,

But he could nob alwevs keep to that. On this sunny,
keen afterncon, when all Nabure scemed to be calling the
boys out of doors, Vernon-8mith wishod that he had been a
little more like the others—that he had made their intercsls
his.

ITe counld play footer, if he liked, but he had made it im-

ible for Wharton, the Form taptain, to play him in the
emove team. Ile could row, but no onc wanted to row
with him.. He could walk with anybody in the Remove, but
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when & party was made up to tramp over the Black Pike,
Vernon-Smith was not asked to join it.

He had chosen his own gaj:h, and he was left p it.

The Bounder was thinking of these thirigs as he ptood in

his study doorway, and watched the juniors going out.
Harry Wharton, 'Eﬂ Mugent, and Hurree  Jamset Ham
Singh came out of ir study id football garb, with ];EE
coats and caps on. VYernon-Smith mada a step into
[hSsage,

“ Gaing to play, Wharton *"'

Harry Wharton looked round,

“Yes,"” he saul.

‘Do you 'want 2 man?"?

“/Thanks, no."’

Vernon-8mith bit his lip.

“It's o scratch match, 1an"t it he asked.

" Yes, two Remove teams; but wo dou't want a man.™

- dre you full up " ]

**No,” said Wharton, " We're playing nine s side; the
other follows ave off. But I can't play yvou, Smith, i that
i= what you mean.”

“* Why not i demanded the Bounder Gercely.

Wharton looked steadily at him.

* Becauso long sgo I gave you the choice boetweon giving
up your blackguardly ways and giving up Form footer. You
chose Lo give up feoter.”

Vernon-8mith did not rgﬁlyi The thres chums of the
Lower Fourth went down the passage, und down tho stairs.
Yornon-8mith leaned against the Etucfj' doorpost and frowned.

It was guite true; he had not given up his blackguardly
ways, and he did not intend to give them up. ﬁa had
made his bed, and must lie upon it.

g b Hang them !I** he muttercd. ** Aftor all, footer iz a rotten
ﬂg -

It was the case of the fox and the sour %mpea OVEr Again.
Yernon-8mith would very gladly have pluved footer that
bright afternoon.

Two youths camo down the passaze from No. 13 Study.
Thoy were Dob Cherry and Mark Linley, of the Remove.
Bob (Cherry had a footer under his arm. The two were
ovidently going down fp join Wharten. They gave Vernon-
Smith a ned in passing, but did not stop to apeuk.

Vernon-S8nuth watched them go dewnstairs with a face
that grew more clouded.

“ I guess we shall have to hustls, some.”

Veenon-Bmith Iooked round quickly at the sound of that
keen, erisp voice. It was tho voice bf Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior at Greyfriars.

He was coming down from Ne. 14 Btwdy with his study-
mates, John Bull and Alonzo Todd.

The three juniors seemed to be in & hurry.

“It iy due to your procrastination, my dear Fish,” said
Alonzo Todd. *If you had been a little move swift in your
movements——""'

“ Oh, buck up, Toddy!"

My Unela Benlika.min.alwayﬂ impressad upen me to—"

“I guess wo'd have lynched your Unecle DBenjamin. if we
had him over there,” eaid Fisher T. Fish. * Over there"”
meant the United States. “ We hear too much about your
tncle Benjamin, I guess."

“My doar Fish——="

“You fellows going out?" asked the Bounder, with the
most agrecablo smile he could work up to his features. lla
was not accustomed bo looking wgrceable.

“Yes," said John Bull. -

“ What are you doing this afternoon ¥
T guess we're exploving the sea-caves,” said PFisher T.
Fish. “ Not much ir the way of caves, after what I've secon
over there. But we're going to sizo theg up, T ruess. Commo
on, you chaps!"

Tho three walked on, leaving the Dounder in his doorwary.

hey did not ask him if he would cora to go with them.

Vernon-8mith set hiz teeth hard fogether.

Bulstrode 1o out of tne first study in the passage, with
Tom Brown, the New Zeulander. Vernon-Smith went down
the ge towards them.

“ginving footer 7" ho asled.

“No said Tom Brown shortly.

“ Golng outi”

13 YEE."

Bulstrode looked ancther way. Bulstrods sometimes
chummed with Vernon-8mith, when he hud nothing better
to do.- Buat he did not ke him. No one liked him, in spite
of his wealth and his freedom with money. Bulstrode was

oing out with Tem Brown that afternoon. Dulstrode, in
act, had what Nugent calied one of his decent fits, on, and
was Joeing quite exemplary. When he was in that humeour,
Tom Brown was willing to go about with him; but Tom
could not stand Vernon-8mith. Tom Brown knew very well
that before thoy had been in company & quarter of an hour,
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Bmith would be proposing a little gama of nap with penny

ints, or something of the sort. And Bulstrode knew that
if he asked the Bounder to join him, the New Zealand junior
:-’ﬂuld not stay. He preferred Tom Brown's company of the
1. K

And g0 he walked on, and Tom Brown, having completed
his mongsyllabic conversation with the Bounder, followed
him. Thay went downetairs and went oub.

The Boander's eyes glittered

Although he never weud ”iﬁny tha %ame.," as tha other
follows considered it, be had a fancy for being in the hest set
in the Remove. He did not like to bhave to fall bagk on
feliows like Snoap or Billy Bunter for company. But it was
clear that fow, if-any, of the fellows wanted to be bothered
with him that alternnon.

Vernon-S8mith went slowly downstairs. In the hall twe
or three fellows of the Bixth were chatting. There were
er, and Carne, and Icnides, all three, as the Bounder well
knew, greater ‘' sports " aud blackguards than himself. They
E'Ilz:nt. out as he came down, and he watched them across the
slosa.

He could have joined them if he liked, he knew that. They
would barve taken a junior in their company, if he had plenty
of money. He knew that he could have shared with them
tha honour of plaving cards with Mr. Banks and Mr. Cobb
at tho Cross Keys. %ut. he knew, too, that he would have
had to be willing to play and lose, and pay up cheerfully, and
be operly cheated and patronised at the same time. That
was the price he would have to pay for the company of the
black sheep of the Sixth, And Veornon-Smith thought the
rrice & little too high.

Iie stood in the School House doorway, looking out into
the sunny quad A fat junior camoe ra!ling along the passage,
and he paused and blinked at the Dounder through his big
spectacles, '

“ I sny, you know——" he began.

Vernon-3mith nodded to him. He scldom if ever wasied
g hod vpon Billy Bunter. But he was feeling now as if he
weoro glad that there was somebody for him to nod to.

‘“* Hallo " he saiq.

“I pay,” went on Bunter, epcovraged by Vernon-Simith's
manner, ' I wonder if you'd do me a little favour, Smithy "

“ Well ;

“I'm expecting & postal-order thi afternoon," Bunler
explained. “ It's rather anooying, but it hasn't come carly
enough for me to have the money to take out with mé
It's rather rotten geing about on & half-holiday with nothing
in your poclets. Would you care to advance me the ten
ghil jp]gﬁ, Smithy, and ]lrmrp the postal-order whHen it comes?
It will ba only cashing it in advance, you know.'

Vernon-8mith grunted.

If Loder and Carne’s company wasn't worth Fﬂ?;llﬂ for,
cortainly Billy Bunter’'s wasn't. The Bounder o Grl}}'irials
stretched out his hand to grip the fat junior by the collar,
with the intention of pitching him down the steps,

But Billy Bunter was on thy watch.

Bunter. short-sighted as he 'was, always managed to Leep
alert when he was trying to borrow moaey. Fellows had a
way of cutting up rough at such times.

He dodged quickly out of the Bounder's reach.

"I say, you know, chuck it ' he exclaimed. ‘* My postal-
nre:lei:; will be here by the afternoon delivery, at latest, and

" You cadging young cad!” said Vernon-Smith, *“ You
won't get twapence out of me ™

Bunter blinked at him.

“Oh, really, Bmith—-"

“ Lt off I

“I'H cut off with pleasure,' said Billy Bunter, with a groat
deoal of digmty. ** [ don't know that I care to be seen talking
to vou. You're barred by most of the decent chaps, and [
shall get talked about if T am seen with you, anyway.”

“ Get out, you young ad 1™

“Vou're no ascount in the Form; nobody minds you,”
went on Bunter, who could hit hard when he liked, though
not with his fists. * You know g’lz:-":,r well you're going around
alone this afternoon because nobody wants you. I—— Qp !

Bunter bolted as Vernon-Smith made & rush at him.

But this time ho was not quite quick enough. Vernon-
Smith’s boot crashed behind him as he ran down the steps.

“QOw!" roared Bunter.

He rolled down the rest of the steps, and sat in & puddle
Teft there by yesterday's rain.  He szat and blinked and
gasped.

“Grool! I'm wet! Yow! Boast!"

Vernon-Smith laughed, and walked away. He was feeling
a little relieved. 1i he could not be contented himself, ho
could at lpast inflict discomfort upen somebody else, and that

was gome consolation,
Qoo atta PRIGE maLFPEnny.
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The sham hypnotist went down heavily and a crowd of juniors sprawled over him. Vernon-Smlth disappeared
under the sprawling mass of junilors and was squashed. * Qw1 he cried. “*Legdo! Yah!" (See page 27).

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Dilly Busnter Is Scared.

ERNON-SMITH ascended the staira slowly, and went
into his study. He closed the door, and threw himself
into his armchair. It was an easy and luxurious chair;
everything in Vernon-Smith’s study was luxurious,
The fallows at Grevirviars furnished their studies themsalves,
and Vérnon-Smith did not spare money in making himself
comfortable. His fathor, Samuel Vernon-8mith, tha Cotton
King and milhonaire, made him a princely allowancs, and
ho apent it lavishly. Lavishly, that is to say, when he could
bimself derive pleasure from his extravagance. Charitable
axpenditure was not much in the Baunder's line.

¢ Bounder threw himself back in his chair, and put his
fect on the fender, and lighted o cigarette, one of tLe for-
bidden luxuries he allowoed himself.

“The rotters!” he muttered.

With that word he would gladly have dismissed the matter
from his mind; but he ::-::u!ﬁ not do it.

Ho could not help thinking of his oxclusion. Why was he
of no account in the Remove? Follows like Alonzao Todd,
who were popularly supposed to be too stupid to live, could
find comrodeship, even alfcctionate regard. Vernon-Smith
was cleverer and richer than Todd, but nobody liked him as
Todd was liked. Fven DBilly Bunter was seldom thrown
ontively upon hiz own resources, though it iz trus that Bunter
had a thicknesz of skin which Vernon-Smith did not possess,

His wealth, and his father’s strange influence over the
ITead, had made Vernon-8mith feol once that if he wore not
liked, he could make himszelf foared.

But aven that consolition was not his. Wo one feared him.
Even Hazeldene, who owad him a great deal of money,
wanted to have nothing to do with him. Even Hazeldene
was ' fed up ' with him.

Tiue Maower Lisrary.—No. 157,
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“ads " growled the Bounder,

If there were only some means—— And a3 the thought
crossed his mind, the Bounder felt in his pocket, and draw out
a small book in a cloth cover He opened it, and glanced
over the pages. \

The book was entitled ** Hypnotism, tho Secret of Power.’
Tt was a catch-penny pamphlet. sold for ten times its value,
if indeed it had any value at all. The author professed to
be able to toach hypnotism; and Vernon-8mith, who had
always had a leaning towards that in his mind, had bﬂﬂg}lt
the book to study it, as many s simpleton had done. To

ess power over others, to meke those he disliked bend
to his will, that was & groat ambition with the Bounder,

Ho had gone throwgh and through the book, and studied
all tho shabby woodeuts indicsting the mysterions passes that
should be made. Ha could make sll the passes; he knew
most of them by heart. _ i

But he did not belicve that he eould hypnotise. Yet, why
not ?

‘I'e ambitious hypnotist had to bave a strong will and a
itrc;:ag personality, and Vernon-Smith belioved that he had

ath.

I3y the excrtion of strong will-power. and the use of the
passes indicated in the ongravings, he was supposed to be
abla to hypnotise favourable subjects.

He had never trind vob.

But if he tried, who know whethor he might not succeed?
He could try upon someone who had a weak will, or a weak
charactar—some flabby specimoen like Bunter, for instance.

1M jolly well try " muttered Vernon-Amith.

He was almost dazzlod at the idea of beeoming 2 hypnotist
—of wielding irresistible power over the ather fellows at
{ireviriars.

How splondid it would be to hypnotize Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent, for instanee, and make them HReht one

friars, antitled—
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another ;..or 4o hypnotisa Bob Cherry, and make him stand
up 1n class, and insult the Form-master, and get a Rogging!

That was the Bounder’s idea of what would be splendid.
No thwght of showing scruples or anything of that sort
crossed his mind.

Ha rose from his chair, a.n:lmsncnd the study for a few
moments. Then he stopped looked in the glass, and
lmﬁm to make the paswes he had learned in the book.

o had most of them correctly. They did not seem to
have any effect upon his own face in the glass; but that wae
not to be expected. Who could tell what effect they might
have upon Billy Bunter, for instance?

Billy Bunter, at that moment, was encaking aleng the
Remove pnaﬂ-ﬁ%u to Vernon-Smith’s study. Bunter h One
down to the footer field with the hope of roising a loan
off the players, and had been promptly kicked off the ground.
He had oven descended s far as to cadge a loan from fags
of the Third Form, and had been chaged meross the Close by
the Third-Formers,

The run had left him breathless, and bhungrier than ever.
Billy Dunter was always hungry, and bhis unruly appetito
soemod to get worse and worse, whenever he was out of
money. And since he no longer lived -in Wharton's study
money had been al&rmingly short. He had only a shilling
week pocket-money of his own, and the postal-orders he
talked 50 much about never seemed to arrive.

Bunter falt that he simply must raise a loan stmeswhere that
afternoon, or else raid the tuckshop. In bhis extremity he
thought of Vernon-Smith agsin, and he was coming there to
try the Bounder as a ladt resource. He was turning over in
his mind all the various forms of flattery he might use,
in order to extract a shilling or a hali-crown [rom
Bounder.

But whon he reached the study door he hesitated.

He knew the Bounder's bad temper, and he knew that an
soon as ho knocked and went in, it was quite likely thataheavy
dictionary or a cricket-stump might ba burzed at his head.
He waited a m“f-fh of minutes, listcning. The study wos
strangely still. s wondered if Vernon-Bmith had fallen
asleep in his chair. ]

B finally ventured to open the door silently, and peep
Lr: irough the aperture. He was ready te bolt at a sign of

But thers was no sound or movement, and he blinked in
again in suyprise, The Bounder must be asleep. No, Bunter
caught sight of him-suddenly. ’ _

Veornon-8mith was standing before a looking-glass, making
misteriﬂui passes at his own reflection,

unter stopd rooted to the spot. .

That the Bounder had taken up the study of hypnotism
ha did not know. .That a fellow could amuse himsell by
grimacing and gesticulating at his own reflection in the
glnﬂ:d seemed to point to the fact that his reason was un-
soated. |

Was Vernon-Smith mad? That, indeed, would account for
the fact that s fellow rolling in money sheuld decline to lend
& chap a faw shilli in advance upon a postal-order.

Bunter drew the door close, trembling. :

The fellow must be mad! heavens! What a nisk
had been run by every fellow in the Remove! Suppose that
Smith's madness sho take a viclent turn at any moment?

Bunter shuddered at the thought. : ;

He had pearly entered the study alone with the lunatie,
'i"n'b}:.:"ﬂ ::n.ight be -:i';::-geruu:. and there might be a krife lying
about.

“ Groo!” murmured Billy Bunter,

In his nervoueness he clicked the door shut. There was an
exclamation inside the study. Vernon.Bmith had caughe
his reflaction in the glass, and had hoard the click of the
door. In a moment the Bounder had stepped to the door, and
thrown it open.

“ Bunter "

Tha fat junior was rolling away as {ast as his weight would
allow him. Vernon-3mith shouted after him down the

passage,

' Bunter, stop!™

Bunter dashed off madly. .

The Bounder, having slready determined to try the cffects
of his hypnotism on Bunter, thought it a favourable oppor-
tunity now, while the other fellows were all out.

But Billy Bunter was in too terrific a state of alarm to stop.
He rushed for the stairs at top speed. :

Vernon-Smith ran after bim, calling to him to stop. Ha
know that Bunter must have seen him making those mys-

torious befora the glass, and he did not want the sceret
to be given aweay.

 Bunter! BStop, I say, DBunter!"

0w M gupes the fat junior. “1 know ho means

Owl Oh! 1

m-m-murder ! w I sha'n't get out of the
bouse alive!

He missed: his footing half way down the staire, and rolled
Tur Maoxer Lierary.—No. 157.
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to the mat at the bottem. Picking himself up with unusual
activity, and scarcely stopping to put his s leg straight
on his fat httle nose, Bunter tore for the doorway.

Veraon-Smith was close behind now. Bunter's frantic flight
surprised the Bounder of Greylriars. His previous treat-
ment of the fat jumior had not been gentle; but it had
hardly been sufficiently rough to justify this wild terror..

** Brop, Bunter! I want to speak to you!"

£e Uw !:"'

* Stop, I say!™”

s Yuir},! D!.:!”

Bunter fled wildly from the house, and the Bounder dashed
after him. The Bounder was angry now, and it would have
gone hard with Bunter if he hur-dy ‘becn caught. But fear
Jent wings to the Owl of the Remove.

He dashed away towards the footer field. There Harry
Wharton & Co. werse at play, and there Dunter hoped to find
eafoty from the danzerous lunatic,

THE THIRD CHAPTEI
Interrupted Foaoter.

i LAY up 2
“ G ik, Wharton '
“ On the ball!”

It was only a practice match that the Remove were
FII]-IE.I]%,] but it wus going very strong, and a number of
idlars had gathered about the ground to watch.  Harry
Wharton was in fine form. i

He had captured the ball, and had dribbled it through the
opposing halves in & masterly style. He had a straight iun
to goal, only the goulie 'I:u:inﬁ in & position to trouble him.

Billy Bunter dashed upon the foater-field, hopping over the
rope, amid shouts from the spectators.

* Teeep back, there!”

“ Keep off the grass.'

** Qutsidae I

Bunter dashed on wildly. ] o

Right into Harry Wharton he ran, taking him in flank, and
tho mﬂfi}t&in of the Remove staggered under the unexpected
atthok.

Euntt?er, hurled back by the shock, fell gasping upon the
ground.

“ Ow!" he ;,'cllud. “ Help ’*

“You ags!” roured Harry Wharton, as a back rushed up
and cleared. ** You silly nss!”

“ Owl Murder! Help!”

Phip! went the whistla. Temple of the Upper Fourth was
yefereeing the mateh, and he was curious to koow what
Bunter’s antics might mean. . .

“ What's the matter, Bunter?’ cxclaimed Mark Linley.

“Ow! Help!™

“What's happened " called out Temple.

“ Murder !’

* What 1™

** Help—madman—murder—help "
incoherently. T

“ What on earth—"

“ What is he babbling about?"’

“ The babblefulness 13 terrnific !

““ What has happened, Bunter?"” :

“ Help! Keep him off! Murder! shrieked tho [fat
junior. “He's after me! I believe he's got a knife--I
mean, 1 know he's got a knife! Help!"

Harry Wharton grosped the fat junior by the shoulders,
and dragged him to his feet. Billy Bunter gave a fearful
blink round through his spectacles.

Vernon-Smith was not in sight. He had drepped the purs
suit short of the footer field. Bunter was a little relicved,
but still suspicious.

““ He—he i=n't hore!” ho gasped.

“ Whom do_you meani’’

gasped Billy DBunter

* Bmith——

“Eh! Bmith’s here.” ]

“ What " yelled Bunter, clinging to Wharton. * Koep
him off! Yow! Keep him off! ¢'s mad "'

i Mad, am I?" rowred Smith minor. of the Remove, a
sturdy and red-faced young junior. " I'll jolly soon show
'EI‘U_"
it Ow?! I—I meant Vernon-Smith.”*

“ (Oh, the Bounder!™

“Yes, Is he here?” _

“ No," said Harry Wharton, “ But loock here, explain
courself. What does thiz mean? What has happened? You'll
E.m-u to have & jolly good excuse for interrupling a game
of footer in this way, or vou'll be about smashed !"

* Yas, rather!™ ; :

“ Tha smashfulness of the esteemed Bunter will be terrifie.”

“* He—hea's mad "’
PRIGE uarPPEnny.



* Wha's mad!"’

“ Vernon-Smith—the Bounder.™

“ Oh, he's been japing the ailly ass!" said Bob Cherry im-
patiently., * That's pll.”

““ Yes, that's it.”

“I tell you he's mad!™ shrielted Bunter. *° I--T looked into
his study, and—and he was raving and dancing like a—a wild
dervish, and making faces at himself in the mirror—-"

“ Then he saw me, and came for me with a2 knife--—""

“ A knife?"

“ Yes, o fearful long kunifo, that glirtered like—like a
koife. I rushed away at top specd, #nd he rushed after
me, velling like a Red Indian.”

Billy Bunter never reloted a story without, allowing his
vivid imaegination to supply s fow additional details, and he
waa giving his fertile fancy frec rein now,

“My word!" said Nugent, with a stark.
can't be inventing that altogether. I suppose Smithy's been
after him."

“I tell you he's mad—dangercns!” velled Bunter. * He
dashed alter mo downstairs, and as I roached the bottom he
made a cat at ms, and nearly hit me. The poker was bent
nearly i two on the banisters"

“ The poker!™ yelled Bob Cherry,
just now.'"

“Ha, ha. ha?!"

“I—I didn't !

“ Wasn't it a knile a minute ago, you chaps?" shouted Bob
Cherry.

id 1"9“' FEE!J!‘

 Ha, ha, ha!”

“*He—he had a poker in one hend, end a knife in the
other,” said Bunter. ‘" I{e made a fearful lick at me with
the poker and barely missed. You'll find the place where
the banisters have been smashed. Then he sprang at me like
—like a tiger, brandishing the knife ——"'

“*Ha, ha, hat"

“I'm telling you the truth!” yelled Bunter indignantly.
“ He's mad—mad as o hatter! T belicve he's got o revolver.
In fact, I remember now I heard a shot as 1 van out of the
Achosl House door.”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“ It whizzed close to m

“Which hend did he have the nistol in!" shricked Bob
Chorry. * The same one with the polier, or the same one
with the knife?”

“Ha, ha, hae!”

“ He—he had put the knifo between his teoth then,”" said
Buntor. * He was snarling like a wild beast. His face was
convulsed like that of tho chap we were rending of the other
day in the newspaper serial, and his eyes gleamed like hight-
pning. He—""

“ My word!"”

“ You ought to be a roporler, Buntor [

“Or a novelist!”

2 0Op o lawyer I

$ Ha, ha, ha!?

“7 say, you follows—" ) R

“ Oh, shut on vour blessed lies!” said Bob Cherry, In dis-
gust. * You've made out the Bounder to have three hands
already, and if you wo on you'll say he had four, and a
machine-gun in the fourth., et out!”

“Oh, rf-aH;'. Cherry—""

* Buzz off I

o Kick him off tho ficld !*

“ Lam him ¥’

“Ow! Yow! T—I say, vou fellows—ow !—lemme alone!
I—T'll po—owl ¥aht”

Many feet joined In the goml work. :

Every fellow who had roora to kick kicked: and Billy
Bunter got off tha footer-ground even more guickly than he
had got on to it.

He roared and howled and hopped and tumbled over the
rape among the lookers-on. They jolomd in the good work
and kicked and bumped the fat juniov till he escaped.

The Owl of the Remove, by the time he had mot clear,
almost wished that he had remained Lo take his chance with
the Bouander of Greyfriars.

Billy Bunter crawled away, and the whistle vang out again
on the footer-field, and the game was resured. :

Bunter, with & separale ache in ecvery bone in his bedy,
erawled off, and, bhnking back at the feoter-ficld, he apos.
trophised all the players, and Gueyfrizes generally, with the
expressive epithet:

*f Beasts !

Then he rolled away to the tuckshop. e hid no money,
but there was a mel oly plessure in feasting his eyes upon
the d things he might not touch, and thut pleasure was
all that was left to the Owl of the Ramove.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The 'Fluence.

ILLY BUNTER put hic head into the tuckshop, and the
B next moment he jerked it back with & gasp of terror.
For a hand was extended from behind the
it closed upon his collar.

It was the Bounder's hand! :

Vornon-Smith had not cared to pursue Bunter ss far as
the playing-fields and expluin matters thera. He had strolled
into the tuckshop. He knew that sooner or later Billy Bunter
would turn up in that favourite haunt,

He was right. From the doorwsy he had secn Bunter a
proaching without the short-sighted Owl seeing him. He
had drawn back behind the door as Bunter camo up. Now
his knuckles were grinding agoinst the back of Bunter's neck,
and thore was no escape for the fat Removite.

Bunter gpave & howl of terror.

“ Lemma go!” he roared.

* {_Imi-k hl;';, Ennma—" |

“Help! Murder! Gro-o-o-0!” .

Bu:at,er; finished up with choking gasps as- Vernon-S8mith
shook him savagelv. The Bounder's face was vary savage.

“Stop your row, you stu;_‘id young cod!” he exclaimed
nngril;qn “I'm not going te hurt you!

Ow! Groo! H Grooo!”
* Come with me!"”

Bunter struggled violently. .

“ I—proo l—won’t! I—I know you mean murder! I—
Oh! QOw!™ ,

Vérnon-Smith stared at him in blank amarement.

“ Are you mad?" he cxclaimed. »

“Groo! No! But yon are! Yaowl =

“T7 What do you mean?" exclaimed the Bounder angrily.

“Yow! I saw you in vour study—capering like a lunatic—
yow! Yah! I know you're mad—ow r

Vornon-Smith burst into a laugh.

“ You voung fool!” he exclaimed.

Bunter blinked at him. He was somewhat reassured by
the laugh. According to sl the newspaper serial stories he
had read, dangerous maniacs never laughed. They gmasl
their teelh, or ground them, or gritted them, os suited tho
author's fancy, or they scowled blackly, or dark lightnings
darted from their eyes. But they were never krown to lauy

“ Vou duffer P’ said Vernon-Smith. *' I was practising.

“Fh? Practimng?’ i

“ Ves you silly ass! I'm a hypnotist.

1 Wm’-what JI'.-'r'l- : ”

it T was making hypmotic passes when you saw me, Veroon-
Smith explained.

“Oht™ said Billy Bunter, ]
what snapicious that this might be a story invented
maniac’'s conning.

#1 want you to help me,” said the Dounder.

“0h! How?" N

“T'm & hypnotist, and I want a subiect, i:im Bounder ex-
plained. “i? ou care to. be my subject I'll stand you a
joliy pood feod.”
! Bunter brightencd up. .

t Now you're tulking ! he said, ’ o

“Come to my study and we'll try it on,” said Vernon:
Smith more amably. : s

Bunte.'s terrors revived at the suggeslion. In his mind's
eye he saw himself shut wp in the study with & cunnmn
maniac, and vfrl‘l‘mt'l-sg'lith aug:iinjly producing a lorge knifa
from up his sleove, and—— Ugh!

“I-IF don't care about the study,” stammered Bunter. I
—1'd prefor the open air, if ybu don't ﬂ}md. Tt-—-it's just: an
good, and—and moré healthy, you know."

The Bounder laughed scoffingly. :

“You wwardéy fuiu:r'l " he exclaimed.

“Oh, really, it 13__*! 1‘ s

“ But just g.ru vou like! Look here, I'm going to make some
passes and hypnotise you."

doar,

i | =——

greatly velieved, though some-
by a

“ [—I—— Docs it hurt?”’ stammered Bunter. .
“Of course it doesn't!” exclsimed Vernon-3mijth im-
pationtly. *“It's a process of will-power. It conldn’t hurg

“0Oh, T know as much ahout hypnotism as yon can tell
me!” said Bunter. 1 dubbled in it once myself. I hyptio-
tised Mrs, Mimble once.™

T]Ee Bounder nr:jum:id. ¥y i

“ [at’s sco you do it now, Do siid.

£ Ef-tl'm Fg;'gcttnh the trick of it,” said Bunter. ‘' Loock
here, I'm willing to be your subject, only—shem.!--you seitle
un whether you suceced or feil?"”

u[: m* 't !n : .
ki nd asked Billy Bunter, with businesslike

“How much?’
abruntness.
“Tiwo bob " said the Bounder equally tersely.

5
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“ Money down i
- Immediately after‘the seance.?
" Look here, it's only business to have cash in advance—-""
"You young asss! Do you think I would trust you?"
Vernon-Smith exclaimed eontemptuously.
et to business! Vou can have the two bob when we're
nished. Come back this way so that we sha'n’t be scen by

mrerihn-df.
“All r-r-right!"” stammered Bunter,

As » matter of fact, Bunter had no faith in hypnotism.
Hﬂclimd dabbled in it sufficiently himself to doubt it very
much.

He could not rid his mind of a fear that Vernon-Smith
weas really insane and was secking to take him at o disad-
vantage in a secluded spot.

Only his greed for the promised reward prevented him from
taking to his heels ut once, without the experiment having
been tried.

But Billy BDunter wanted that two shillings very much,
::LI:II ‘he followed Vernon-Smith with slow snd hesitating foot-

I,

* Now then,” zaid Vernon-Smith, *stand there.”

“All rightt™

“* Keap stall 1"

“ Yoga5.”

* Fix your eyes on mine."*

: Ye-o-e3"

: Ynu:d better take those silly rogeles off, I think.™

I-I'd rather keep them on!" stuttered Bunter, *F—I
want ta see the knife—I mean, 1 want to ses whether—
that iz to say--—""

“(Oh, leave them on, then!” said Vernon-Smith im.
patiently. *' Now, remain quite still, looking straight at me,
your hands down to your sides.”

:%ﬂm tﬂ:ﬂ” I

es, that will do. Fix your thoughts on vacancy.”

“On w-w-what? d & d

* Vacancy, ass!"

Billy Bunter rolled his eyes to and fro, as if in search of
YaCLATH ¥,

“Look at me, ass!" roared Vernon-Smith.

“Ya-o-esl"

* Now fix your thoughts on vacancy.”

“I—] haven’t any. I—I mean—"'

::Thmk of nothing—nothing at a{ 1™

*Oh, Iseel Ican do thatl”

Yield yourself to the influence when you feel it creeping
over you,” said the Bounder bf Greyfriars. * Don't try to
mxsi “tha ‘luence. That would put any hypnotist off the
Inar

““ Al gerena |’

*“Then I'l} make the phases. Steady !’

“* Ye-e-08 I

Billy Bunter blinked nervousty at the Bounder,

Vernon-Smith raised his hands to make the hypnotic passes.

He came closer to Bunter, his hands sweeping mysteriously
before his face.

To' the startled eyes of the fat junior the scheme of the
dn:tgefoua maniec was clear. He meant to make a sudden
grsb at Bunter's throst under pretence of making hypnotic
pacees. Billy Bunter saw it all.

His knees knocked together, and he blinked wildly around.
As the waving hands came reaching towards his face Billy
’Bunteﬁ, without waiting for the 'Ruence, fled |

Hea dashed off at top speed, leaving the amateur hypnotist
rtanding there, with his hands waving in the air.

Vernon-Smith turned red with rage.

“ Come back|” ho roared.

But Billy Bunter did not cotne back. Ha fled frantically,
and dashed imto the School Housze, and did not pause even to
take breath until he was =afe in his study in the Remeve
passage sod had locked the door behind him.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Shaken Up,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came in ruddy and breathing
deep, after the footer match. They were hungry as
hunters, as Bob Cherry elegantly put it, and quito
ready for tes. They had forgotten about the absurd

adventure of Billy Bunter, but the sight of Vernon-Smith in
the Remove passage brought it back to their minds.

" Hallo, hallo, halle!” exclaimed Bob' Cherry, giving the
Beunder of Greyfrisrs one of his mighty ﬂf&ps on the
shdulder, “I hear you're off your rocker !

Vernon-B8mith turned round with a growl

" Keep your paws off ma!™ he exelaimed angrily.

" Rats!” said Dob, with undimipished cheerfulnoss.
the rumour true, my son, or is it only ¢xaggerated 7

“Ass! Has that fool Bunter—"
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“Come on, let’s.

“ He said he found {nu in your study capering and
gibbering,"’ gaid Nugent, laughing. ** I8 it 8 new amusement
vou've found imstead of footer?” : :

“It was that fool Bunter's nonscnse,’” said Vernon-8mith
who was far from wishing that a rumour should gain groun
that, he was what the juniors eclegantly termed ' potty.
“He saw me at practice.” g ood

“What on earth were you prectising, theni” asked
Wharton,

‘ Passea "

- E'aas::}a':’” exclaimed the Famous Four together.

L]

“What sort of ‘ruwa—nut Alpine passes, I supposci™
Bob Cherry gueried, ) . .

‘““ Hypnotic passes,” said Vernon-Smith loftily.

The chums of the Remove stared at him. Dob Chenry
gave a long whistle.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. * Do you mean you've talen
up hypnotism? 1 hope it will be as comic as Bunter's
variety ! Ha, ha, hat’

And the juniors roared.

“ You'll see what you will see,” said the Bounder, with n
snort.

ITe tarned away. The chums looked after him curiﬂuﬂlf.
Vernon-8mith wak a fellow of a different calibre {rom Dilly
Bunter, and there was much more likely to be somcthing in
his claims, But hypnotiam ] They did not credit that!

“1t'a spdof ! said Nugent.

“"The spooffulness is terrific, my worthy chums!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's that?"”

“That™ was a wail from up the Remove passage. It
caome from little Wun Lung, the Chinese jumior. Ilarry
Wharton ran up the passage. Wun Lung was in the window
i-tacc-sa, and Bulstrode, the Bully of the Hemove, was twisting
115 Car,

“¥ou bully " exclaimed Harry Wharton angnly.
lim alone !

Bulstrode scowled at him. : .

“The young heathen beast has been putting mustard in
my jam-tarts " he roared,

“Ha, ha, ha!" shouted Bob Cherry.

“You can cackle if you like ! mnorted Bulstrode.
I'll make the young scoundrel squirm for it!"

“Ow! Me no puttee!’”” wailed Wun Lung.

“Dind you do it, Wun Lung " asked Harry Whartion,

* Me no do.”

“Who did, then?” demanded Bulatrode.

“ No pavvy."”

*“You young har!”’

“Ihnd you sce him do i, Bulstrode?' demanded Wharton.

“ No, I didn't."? )

““ Then how do you know he did it7

“You know what & liar he 3a!"

“Well, yes, 1 do,” admitted Wharton., * Btill, if you have
no evidence—-" i

I don't want any. It was just on¢ of hiy rotten Chince
tricks, and if ho didn’t do that, he's done a dozen others le'a
never got licked for.™ ;

“That won't do,” said Wharton. ** Let him alone!"

“I won'tt”

Harry Wharton slepped forward. Balstrode gritted his
teath with rege. It was clear that the sturdy captain of the
Remove meant to take up the guarrel for the little Chinec.
Bulstreds, with a scowling brow, swung up & ericket-stump,
which he had evidently brought with m for the purpose of
tirrashing the heathen.

“ Btand back, Harry Wharton,” the Remove bully sand,
between his teeth, " or I'll lay wou on your back I

Wharton did not stand back. )

* You'll let Wun Lung alene ! Qe said.

“1 won't!"

“Then yow'll handle me 1nstead.””

‘“ Stand back !”

1] Ra ]H‘

Bulstrode's hand swung back, and in another moment a
foarfully recklees blow would have been struck.

But in that moment a hand grasped Bulstrode's wrist from
Lehind, and the cricket-stump was jerked away and fung
along the passage. .

Bulstrade swung round with a fierce exclamation, and as
he did so, the grip was transferred from his wrist to his
neck, and he was shaken ltke a rat.

“Ow ! gasped Bulstrode, Y Leggo! Bull,

Leggo 1"

John Dull did not let go.

His face was hard and grim.

“You brute!"” he exclaimed, giving the Remove bully .a
heavy shake with every word. " ¥ou brute! You know

ou 11:1;113}1’& have injured Wharton if that stump had struck

n,

“1 don't care! I—"

¥

YLt

“ Put

He aays e didn't."”

you beast!

On saie atall

Newsagonta. Pm B‘E Hnnggﬂmuﬂ'ﬁ
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n, you see, to

convince the other fellows It's the real thing, You must do everything I tell you!” * Youn could make me eat

N

things,” suggested Bunter. ** Make a show of how much a chap can eat under the *fiuence.”” (See Page 10.)

e e | —

I miake you care !

Jc;hn Bull shook the Remove bully as a dog wmight shaka
a rat,

Bull was a slighter lad than Bul-trode, and wounger; but
he waa very sturdy and strong, aad secoed 0 be o mass of
muscular strength from head to foot. Dalsrrods secwed 1o
be quite helpless in hLis haneds,

“ Thank you, Bull," said Harry Wharton quictly.

Ball did not reply. He was deveting all Lis hime o
Bulstrode. The Remove Lully strugeled fieveely, Lut he
could not escape.

“ta, ha, ha!"” roared Bob Cherry. “ (o it, Bull ™
_The chums of the Remove looked on and laughed. They
liked John Bull; he was very popular in the Remove, except-
ing when he was pIayit;lﬁ the concertina. John Bulls
concertina was a terror. 1o juniors had smashed up the
one he had brought to Greyfriars, and although John Bull
had obtained another since then, he playved it by steaith in
secret places, and kept it carcfully hidden fromm his Form-
follows,

“Ow! Leggo!" panted Bulstrods,

John Bul released lum.

Bulstrode staggered against the wall. gasping for breath.
: “If vou want to take the affalr any further, T'1l meet vou
in the gym., with or without gloves,” said John Bull quietly,

Hulstrode gasped and scowled.

“T'll make you pay for this ! e said thickly.

John Bull shrugged his shoulders )

The Remove bully went unsteadily down the passage, and
went into his own atudy.  Johu Huﬁ nodded to the Famous
Four, and went into his study.

Tar Maawer Lirrary.—No. 157.

EXT AH UTH ER Splendid, Lons

EEK! Complete Tale of

“I=I zive g !”

J “1'want you to be my subject,” sald Vernon-Smith, *but you'll have to fake it—put It all o

HARRY WHARTON & €0. *~*°

oo

' Btrong. that chap !’ said Bob Cherry.

Harry Whartem laughed.

“Yes, A pood many fellows in the Remove are anxious
to know whether ke could lick e, and some of them would
bring about a tusale if thev could. It won't ever come to
that if T can help it.”

“ Rather not. Bull's all righi when le's not musical. By
the way, I'm coming in to tea with yow,” Bob Cherry ve-
marked. * Marky's gone to tca with the Yead, and Wun
Lung 13 gomg to feed with big minor in the Second Form-
room, IHallo, hallo, lallo! Where's that blessed woung
heathen got to?"'

“Heo's gone !

“1 shouldn't wonder if he did put the mustard in Bul-
atrode’s tarts," said Nugent. “It's just one of his tricks.
But Bulstrode's always bullying him.”

“1 rathor think Wun Lung keeps lus end up, upon the
whole," said Harry Wharton, laughing. * Come on, Bob,
land a lhand getting the tea.”

The Famous Four went into No. 1 8tudy. As Bob Cherry
remarked, it scemed like old times, when he had been a
member of that study, before he joined Mak Linley and
Wun Lung in No. 13.

Harry Wharton lighted the fire. The weather was very
cold, and they needed & fire after the warmth gained on the
footer field. He put the kettle on the boil, and Beb Unerry
laid the tea-cloth, cheerfully knocking over an inkstand and
a pile of books in the process. Bob Cherry very seldom did
anvthing at all without knocking something over.

“ Ahove the frying-pan this way," said %{ll‘l‘.‘ﬁ" Wharton

& Th

¢ra's bacon !

o
¢ page 14,)
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i Ripping.” "

A fat face was put in at the doorway, and Bunter blinked
coutiously into the ntudﬂ. _

**I—1 say, that mad chap 8mith isn't here, is hei”

'* No,” said Harry, laughing.

5 %uu_{eﬂuwa going to have tea "

€8, .

“Good! 'l have tea with you. W-w-w-w.what——"

Bunter broke off with & howl of amazement as Bob Cherry
eeized a bread-knife, and, Aourishing it in the air, made a
rush towards him.,

“Ow! Ohl He's mad—they're all mad! It’s catching!
Ow! Help!”

Billy Bunter slammed the door and bolted frantically along
the passage.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,
. Bob Cherry flung the knife an the table, and fung himseli
into a chair, gasping with laughter. Billy Bunter was nob
likely to return to tea in No. 1 Study that evening.

———  —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Music Hath Charms,

" REATE Seott !“E'ﬁ?]mt'ah that " ;
" Bome rotter in the paskge irying on some jape,
I should say, Whartnﬂ,’PuLd BobeCherry, rising, and
. walking to the study door.
“Ha, ha, hal” came a smothered langh from outside.
Harry Wharton & Clo. were in their study when Wharton
thor ht lllw ii]m:::i the door handle rattle suspiciously,
e, he!l”
As :me heard the laugh repeated, Bob Cherry and Harry
Wharton made o dive at the door. But it ref u%edntu n;-.t;.l;ih.

Wharton's suspiciona were correct. Somecne was fastening
it on the ontsi

“Oh, oh! 8o it's like that, is it?” said Bob Cherry
warmly. “Come on, kids. ffu;r hold. Grip the giddy
handle, Wharton. We'll grab you and yank the door open in
two twos”

“ Right-ho "

In & moment Harry Wharton had faken a firm grip of
the door handle, The chnms threw their arms round cach
other's waists one behind the other.
© © Now, kids,” sang out Bob Cherry, “all togcther [

But the door stll refused to yield. It was sacurely
fastened. Again the chums tugg But it was no use,
Thoey were prisonérs in their own study.

“ Mow, thﬂn:‘ au rotten wasters I’ Nugent bawled through
the keyhole. nt act the goat! Open the door, or it'll
be worze for you 1" .

And Harry Wharton & Co. emphasised their words by
hammering on the door with their clenched fists,

“ Ha, ha, hal
The chums of the Remove strained their ears to eatch the
m:enta*nf the voice, but they could not tell whose it was.

“We'll skin you, you dummies!” yelled Bob Cherrv,
thumlpmg the door vicicusly. * We're boumd to get out
goon 1

The only veply was the echo. The chums continued to tug
at the door. But it was of no avail. Whoever had tied it
had done it well,

" Are you going to unfasten this door !” demanded Harry
¥Wharton,

But he got no more answer than Bob Cherry. Az a matter
of fact, Bkinner, who was watching, could have replied had
he Jiked. But he thought a better reply could be made by
weiting for Bulstrode's return.

he japing of Harry Wharton was a risky thing for any-
one. Blinner wasn’t too brave. He was suddenly called to
a semse of his risk as one piece of the rope with which the
door was tied nearly gave way. The chums of the Remove
wers making tromendous efforts to regain their liberke,
Bkinner managed, however, to make the rope taul again,
Then, to his infinite relief, Bulstrode appeared in the pass-
age, carrying a concertina under his avrm.

Harry Wharton & Co. heard his footsteps. Instantly they
began to shout for assistance.

ut no answer came.

" Now, then, you rotter!” shouted Bob Cherry. * Can't

ou see that some rotter has been plaving a trick on us?

et the door open somehow !

*“ Ha, hs, hal”

The mm::hm% laughter exasperated the chums. But there
was no help for it. The hope from the footstops in the
passapre died abt onee,
accomplice,

" Let’s make a row ! said Harry Wharton.
will be sure to hear us."

And the chums of the Remove sob to it with fists on door,
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kicka, shouts, vells, for full five minutes. But after they had
finishoed came & dead silence—for about hzalf & minute. Then
they were horrifiéd to hear tha terrible squesking of s
concertina just outside the door. i
Drawl! Hquak! Bquaake! Hguake! came the horrid noise.
Harry Wharton & Co. were thunderstruck. Thore was only
one known concorting in the whole schaol,
Y My hat! That must be John Bull 1
~ Groan! Growhn! Grurrrn! Sauak! came the concerting,
in fitful gusts.

“ Chuelk it1"" roared the chums in a body. * Chuck it, for

merey's sake !
Bulstrade held it

But the horrible instrument went on.
nearer to the Eeyhole,

“Ow! Oh! ¥You rotter, John Bull! Chuck it! IHaven't
you got any ears™' welled Boh Cherry,

“ RHather!" said Skinner, to hiz accomplice on the outside.
“ Bui we've stuffed cottonwool inte them ™

The chums of the Hemove heard Skinnor; but in the
terrible wailing of the concorting the volce wos unrecog-
nizable,

Grooz! Squak! Groan! Groan! Squak!

, "'Ob, I say, kide,” said Harry Wharton indignantly, *this
is too rotten, you know! SBomething mast be done—=""

Groan! Groan! Gruvuwuwur! Greeceeez!

" Chuck it, you rotter,"” yellad the churns, * or we'll smash
vou when wa get out[”

But still Bulstrode persisted, and dailk thoughts passed
through the minds of the chums. John Bull was in for a
warm timo of it had he known. Harry Wharton's idea that

mi must be done was acted upon. But how to get
ont? Bob Cherry ran to the window and opened it. -~ There
waa apparently nothing much to be gained that way. They
were turning away, when Nugent's cye caught the rain-pipe
on the wall outside.

“How's that, Wharlon?' he cried,
or 50 to the ground.*

“Good old Frank " shouted Flerry Wharton.
very thing if it'll stand tho strain”

" Better- try it than be tortured with that disbolical stram
outside the door, Wharton " said Beb Cherry, trying to raisc
a laugh, but ending up with an exasperated gesture.

The concertina was making an awful din. Bulstrode
simply pumped noise through: the Lkeyhole of the study.
Skinner did his best to tantalise the chums by making more
noise with his feet in the passage. [le couldn’t dance.

Harry Wharton tried the rain-p'll}& with his hand. Several
of the jumiors followed:his exemple, and all agreed that it
would certainly stand them—one at & time. Urged on by
the dreadful “music' in the passage, they were not long
in getting down to the quadrangle,

he concertina had stopped for one briel second as Harry
Wharton threw up the weidow. But it was still roing—vory
much s0, in fact, Whartan & Co. boing compelled to nat their
hands to their ears as they waited their turn to go down
tha ram-p_:{;e.

Harry Wharton went down first. Bob Cherry waiting il
last, and seeing each one safely off, so0 to speak. Then the
concertina stovped, but Bob Cherry was now gone,

Daown the rain-pipe went Bob Cherry. Without a momont's
delay Harry Wharton and his friends beat off round the
collegge 50 as to come in again by the steps that led to the
Remove passage. Vengeance was in overy eve. Jobm Ball
was in for it this time. ;

“ Just look at my nice big boots waiting for the beast!”
sail Bobh Cherry, as they ran.

Bob Cherry's feet were proverbial at Geevfriars. But he
did not get & lavgh, The slaughter of Bull must bo done first.

“Here we are, kids!"” said Havey Wharton, as they got
m the Remove passape. ““DBut I don't hear the rotter!
Don't make a row! e'll bolt, and then we might have
some trouble to get at the beast! Hush !’

The chums halted for a moment. But theve was no con-
cepting to bo heard, The Remove passage seemod nuite
innocent of wandering minstrels. Al was as guiet as if
there were o profect watching every study,

“* Ho ean’t be far away, anyvhow [ said Harry Wharton,
| .-‘h.iml he dashed up the stalrs, with the juniors close at his

il d,

Into the Remove passage thoy burst. Dut John Bull was
not there. or anyone else. The chums wero astounded. Thoy
had eortainly left the *fconcertinizt ' in full swing as thoy
went down the rain-pipe. It had not taken them more than
a minute to get round.

Keen disappointment was in every face for a moment, then
it gave place to samething of a very dilferent nature.

“The beast 15 hiding somewhere, of course!” saul Bob.
51 vote we do something in the Mahomet and the mountain
business, with a little variation. And that is, that the moun-
tamm falls on Mahomet 1n our version.™

The juniors understood well enough what Bob suggested,

PRIGE Hanggn?ﬂﬂﬂr.
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Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton dashed off in the direction
of Jahn Bull’s study. .

“It must have been Bull, vou see,” said Frank Nugent.
“Wa heard his rotten concertina, snd he's the only fallow
that has such a thi

Wharton and

nt-”
Thegh crept coutiously up to Bull's door. i
Bob Cherry made a dive at the door, intending to burst it
open if it were locked. To their surprise it was not. DBull
was just sitting down to tea.

" Hallo, you chapst™” he said, not knowing what to make
of the threatening looks that were cast at him. ‘" Hallo!
What's the game?’

“ Unhallowed melody merchant!” said Bob Cherry, in a

loud voice. ** Your time has come—"
" Oh, ring off that rot, Cherry!” said John Bull. “Ive
had onough ef your rotten Japes at mie over my

eoncertina,

“Ah!" yelled the chums: en masse.
The beast admits it 1

John Bull looked startled. He was just alout to speak
sgain when a determined rush was made at the table.

“ Here! Btop that—— Oh! Here! Stop! Oh!™

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry charged the table about
as gently as & mad bull mizht have. There was a mad
“bull ™ in this case—it was John Bull, as he went flying on
his back.

Bobk whipped up the teapot. In a twinkling he had poured
the contents over Bull's trousers. John DBull bollowed.

" What the---— What on earth are you doing? Ow! You
asy ! Chy I

“ Ha, ha, ha! We'll teach vou to play eoncertinas!”

Despite the hot tea, that made him writhe, John Bull
looked mystified. He grabbed the edpge of the table to- get
himsalf up. Bob ﬂh]ig;iﬂglg pushed the table on top of him.

“ Ha, ha, ha! You'll come outside our study making your
horeid din again, won't you'' said Nugent, as he helped
Bab to plaster Bul's face with butter.

“Play? Ow! Chuck that, Cherry! Why, T havent—"
- "You can reserve that varn for someons & bit more simple
than us,’” said Bob, sprinkling tealeaves on Bull's hair. * You
haven't played, eh?”

“No—no!" howled John Dull, gaining his feet with a
tremendons effort. I haven’t been anywhere mnear your
rotten study! I haven't been out of this study sinee 1 saw
vou. I'vo been looking for my concertina. It's lost!"

The rapring of Bull ceased like magie. For a second Harry
Wharton & Co. stared at Bull

* You=-vou haven't bLeen oub of this study?' Wharten
gasped.

*No!" roared Ball

“You haven't played the concertinzg outside our door®™

“ No, you silly ass|"”

“ You didn't fasten our door from the passage?™

Mo yelled Bull

“Well, my hat!”

" The hatiulness is terrific!"”

John Bull glared at the chums. Then he glared ai the
elothes he stood in. Their state was not enviablp.

* ¥You—you fearful chumps!" he oxclaimed. ** You frabjous
pzses ! You fat-heads !

“Ha, ha, ha! We're sorey " gasped Bob Cherey, * We're
~ha, ha, ha'—we're sorryv !

* You sitly bounders !’

““ Ha, ha! Sorey!"

“ The sovrviulness is terrific ™

“ You dangerous lunatices!™

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

“It's too bad!" said Harry Wharton, gasping, *° But—
Lut it's your own fault, Bull. You're the enly chap at Grey-
friara who's got one of those fearful instruments, so we
noturally thought it was vou.™

*You [rabious chump!™

“ Iow were we to know vou'd lost vour wretched con-
earting, and that some other =ily ow! had found it?”
demanded Nugent.

i* Ha, ha, ha!"

John Bull plared at them. Then he made a rush for the
poker. The chums of the Remove erowded out of the study,
shtl laughing, and slammed the door.

“*Did you hear him?

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Compack,

u X hat!"” gasped Bob Cherry, as they went down the
passage. M;.J ooly summer hat! We wers o little
oo {:revmust‘
** 1Ia, ha, ha!"

“But it was Bull’s own fault—he shouldn't bring such a
horrid instrument into the coll.”

“Of course he shouldn't!”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” excluimed Bol Cherry.
the Bounder up to?”

Vernon-Smith was tapping on the door of Bunter's study,
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and calling in through the keyhole. Ile did not see the

chlims of the Remove for tho molnent.

“ Bunter—Bunter! Billy Bunter!" ]

“{Zo awayv!" called back Bunter. “I—I'm not comun
out! I kmow you're mad—I know you've got a knife! DBo
Cherry's mad, too—he's got a knife! 1 believo it's catching!
1**

* Ha, ha, ha!” roarad Bob Cherry.

Vernon-Smith looked round quickly. _

“ Will you speak to the fat fool!” he exclaimed.
to talk to the chump, but I can't reassure him."

Harry Wharton laughed, and knocked at the door.

* Bunter !"

“0Oh! Is that you, Wharton?"

“Yes '

“I—~I'll come to tea if yon like.
po awav! Look out for his knife!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ 0h, really, you fellows—" \

“It's all right, Bunter! Smithy's not eracky—he’s onl A
giddy hypnotist,” said H“‘Irr{; Wharton. ** You're quite safe.

** Are you sure of that, Wharton?"

“ ¥es: 1t's all right "'

The chums of the Remove walked:.on, and Bunter opencd
his door. Scared and stupid as he was, he knew that he could
rely upon Harry Wharton,

Vernon-3mith scowled at him. .

“ Vou young ass!” he exclaimed. “ Look here, would you
care to come and have a feed in the tuckshop !’ '

“Yes, rather!” said Bi{_l.ly Bunter promptly. * D-b-but
you're not mad, are you? Honest? ’

“Wou utter ass, of course not!

“'{Rﬂﬂ I'l ml:::m-:-.”

“ This way, then." 3 e

?emm-&iﬂ-h went downstairs. Billy Bunter followéd him
willingly enough in the direction of the tur.skshn‘g. :

He would have followed anybody rthere, nd even if
Veornon-Smith was mad—and Bunter still had a lingering
uneasiness—he could hardly do any harm in the tuckshop.

The Bounder walked inte Mrs. Mimble's little shop. It
was lighted, and Mrs. Mimble was behind the counter, lookisfy
very {at and comfortable. .

rs. Mimble was always glad to see Vernon-Smuth, who
was a swanking and very magnificent customer; and sorry
to> sec Bunter, who never paid for anything if he could help
it She was rather in the position of Mr. Facing-both-Ways
in Bunyan's wonderful story, when she saw the two of them
coming 1n to Eﬂ{}ﬂ:i How to I:‘tinie&_m upon Vernon-Smith and
frown upon the 1 was a problent. .

But aﬁoun as Mrs. Mimble saw that the Bounder intanded
o stand treat, the problem was solved. Bhe beamed all
aver.
4 What would you like, Bunter?" asked the Bounder.
He rattled his money in his pocket as he spoke.

“7 want

Make that mad villain

The

Bounder had plenty of money, and he liked to make a display

of it.

“Tarts!"” said Bunier eagerly.

“ What kind ¥"'

“ Twopenny ones.”

“ Anything else?”

“ Doren cream pufls,™

“ That all 7"

“ Ginger-pop

“Yes?" A

¢ And doughnuts and ecake.” 1

“Gand! Hand them out, will vou, Mrs. Mimble.

aying."” ) X
i ”Ggrt.&in]}', Master Vernon-Smith,” said the good dame
obseruiously.

Rilrly Bunter smacked his lips. .

“ 1 "say, Smithy, you're awfully decent!” he exclaimed.
“ You're the kind of chum I've %ez_m locking for. I don’t
care about the other fellows not caring to talk to you., I'll
take you up, and make a friend of you, if you like,"

Billy Bunter was necarer, at that moment, to being knocked
down on the spot, than he had aver been in his life before.
And he never knew it. For the Bounder restrained the
impulse. Ide had an axe to grind at present; and Bunter
conld bo kicked and cuffed at any time. .

“Well, I was thinking it would be jolly to make a friend
of you, Bunter,” he said. *“I like & really fine honourabls
chap like vou. And as I have heaps of tin, I should be abla
to stand lhittle feeds from time to time."”

Billy Bunter's eyes ghstened.

Ho could have hugged Vernpn-Smith on the spot.  How
eould he ever have dreamed that such a splendid, gemerous
chap was msane?

Y may, Bmithy, that's ripping "'

“0Of course, you'll perform any little friendly services fov
me 7

“"Bay a dozen."

I

L

SRSRESE% HARRY WHARTON & €0, ™ “Smai™
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“Wes, rather! T'lIl use my influence with the fellows, if
;Nt ke, to induce them to take you up,” said Bunter
atuously, .

* You know I'm taking up h pnotism,™ said Vernon-Smith,
without replying to Bunter’s ﬂﬂser-:'athn. :

“0h, yes! Buck up with those things, Mrs. Mimble."”

" Bteady ' said the Bounder coolly. " You're not cating
l.nlything st my expense till we've come to an arrangement.”

' Oh, reslly, Smithy—"

The Bounder lowered his voice.

“Look here, I've got a schemo on, Bunter. T can't
hypnotisa. T've tried, and it's no good. T can make the
passes all right, but the *Auence doesn't come, somehow.”

“I'll give you some £ *

“Cheese that! Look Eurp, I want you to be my subjoct.”

“ But if you can't hypnotise—-"

“Not g0 loud! Look here, you can keop 2 secret? Thae
tarts are coming.”

! Yes~—vyes, of course.™

Then Vernon-Smith divulged the plot.

“F wanit you to be my subject, but you'll enly have to
fake it—put it &ll on, vou sce, to convinee the other fellows
gha.t the thing’s roal. If yvou [ake it well, they'll take it in.

avyy !’

“ [—I understeand 1"

“"You'll go to ﬂlcep just when I tell vou, and do every-
I‘.I:in.%l order you to.”

1 'm !'”

::gfﬁg?ﬂ unpleasant it js—"2

“ And after pach seance I'll stand you e feed, and vou van
order pretty 'much what you like," said Vernon-Smith. ™ You
know ?ffu_ pe of money. 1s it a go?"

" You won't make me do anything fearful—like—like miss-
ing a meal, or anvthing of that sort!”

“(4 course not.’”’

“"You could make me eat things,'" suppested Buntor
“ Make -a show of how much a chap can cat under hypnotic
auggestion.”

“"That's all right. TIs it a go "'

Billy Bunter glanced at the tarts, the cake, und the gingoee-

e .
“Yea," he said,
“Aood! That's settled.”

And Bunter started on the tarts

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Yernmon Smith, Hypnotist,

OHN BULL came downstairs, with 2 paper in lis hand,
and stopped at the notice-board.. As he proceeded to pin
the paper on the boavd, he altracted gencral attention.

~ Tha fellows gathered round tn see what John Hull
might be mutting up 2 notice about. The paper was written
on in Bull's big, bold handwriting.

NOTICE :
. Y Lost, o concertina—lost or stolen!  Anvbody wiviog
tnformation leading to the recovery of the same, will receive
& roward of One Pound. Apply No. 14 Study, Remove,
“JE Boen”

There was & penerval laugh.

“ Anybody giving information leading to the recovery of
the same, will gob a Form rapging,'” =aid Osilvr,

4% o Solly good loss, Bull; | x

‘It's & jolly good loss, Bull; fet it gol

«Gh ¥ %mﬂi'r::l hn Bull, and 1

“0Oh, -ratz ! said John Bull, and he walled away with
his hands in his pockets. %

Most of the Remove kuew of the jape that had been
Mayed upon Elarry Wharton & Co. by means of the con.
certing, and some of them guessed the suthor of it.  Bulstrodo
and Bkinner said nothing. The concertina was hidden away
sufely in Bulstrode's study. It might come in useful another
time; and at all events, John Bull could net play it now,
which was & great advantage to evervbody.

Billy Bunter blinked at tﬁ: notice on the board.

“*1 say, you fellows, I think I'm going to have that
gﬁuﬁﬂ'!" he exclaimed. “I vather think I can guess—-—

w

" A finger and thumb closed on Bunter’s ear.
He gave a wail of anguish.

“Ow! Oh, really, Cherry—
“¥You rather think you can puess what ! said Bulsirode,
as he compressed his grip upon the fat ear of the Owl of the

Hemave,
“Ow! Ts that you, Bulgtrode? Look hera—y  Vow I
“You'll mind your own business, Tubhy,™
“Ow! Of course! Ves! Yow!"
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Bulstrode grinned as he released the fat junior. Billy
Bunter rubbed his reddened ear ruefully, and rolled away.

Bob Cherry came up and looked at the notice,

He took a pencil from his posket, and calmly crossed oot
the words “ reward of one pound,” and substituted * A thick
ear,” so that the notice now vead: " Anybody giving miorma-
tion leading to the recovery of the same, will receive & thick
Sar.”
There was a shoul of langhier, Bob Cherry sorveyed the
alteration in the notice with a great deal of sutisfaction,

*That meets the caze better, | think,” he remarked,

““Ha, ha, ha!?

Vernon-Bmith came in. He glanced &t the notice cares
lessly, and looked round for Billy Bunter, The fat junior
was stifl rubhbing his ear,

“ Are you ready ¥’ the Bounder said, in o low voice.

“I—-1"m feeling rvather rotten,”” suid Bunter. **[ think
perhaps I'd better have another little feed to buck nre up,™

Voernon-2mith frowned.

“ Look here, you've had feeds enough.
one after the seance.”

** That's sl very well, buf—-"7

* Mind, yowll get nothing if you den't play the zame,
.ﬁrh:l we mustn't ba seen falking to one wnother too much,
elthoer.

1 zay, Smith=—"

* There'll be a foed afterwards.  Just get into vour study™

Billy Bunter srunted.

“(h, all right ™

He rolled away. Vernon-Smith went into the eonwmen-
rooent, Hig-eyes were gleaming with a peculiar light. Fxactly,
how hiz experiment would turn out he did not know, but ha
had planned it carcfully. All his arrangements were made
{u_lth Bunter, and the fat junior wus hardiy likely to fuil
V.

_Vernon-Smith would much rather have been & real hypnos
tist. He longed to possess power over others.

But if he could ngt be o real one, he could be & * spoof
one. If he could not possess power, he could appear to do
s0. e could make himself of move eonseguence in the
Form ; he could make himsolf, if not liked, ab least feared.

Tt all depended on how the experiment worked out.

ITe walked into the commonaoom, and found most of the
fellows there. The Remove had mostly finished their prep,
aied were chatting Indore bedtime.

Bmith glinced at the cock. It indicated ten minutes bo
e,

He adled about near fhe fire for some minntes, wwd Nob
Cherry, catching sight, of hiw, chuckled and ealled a guestion
avross the common-room.

* 1allo, halle, lmllo, Switliv !
you 7

There was a lond laugh.,  YVervon-Snmath's hypnotism wes
takien chout as seriously as Billy Bunter's attempt in the sz
tire had been.

The Bounder smiled his sneering smile,

“Wew," he replied,

“Ha, ba, ha! Let's see yvou work the oracle”

" Wes do' grineed Bulstrade, P16 will G un tione bwlore
el nicely. Let's have a seance.”

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders,

“T shall want a subgeer,”™ b sonel.

o L e

in I 1'-’

“Heve vou are!™

“Take vour chowe !

There was evidently no lack of subjects,  Vernon Smith
wlanced over the fellows wito affered themselves,

“ Do vou believe in hypnetism, Cherry 3

Mot much 17

“Then youre no good for & subject.”

“What !

“An unbeliover hasn’ the right kied of mental orcanisation
for a subject. You have to throw vourself inio tlie i,
a it'were. Do you belicve in i, Ogilvy 177

o fear!™ *

*Then yau’re no pood, vither. You, Deauond ™

“Faith, and I think w's a spoof entirely.”

“¥oure no good. Where's Bunter? I've hivpmotised 1Hm
onee glready,  He'd o' ?

There was o gweneoval exelamation.

Y You've hypnolised Munter 1

The Bounder podded.

“ertainty.*’

My word ! said Nugont. “ Po vou mean (o =av (Lot
yowve really put the "Huence on Bunier—made him' do 59
vou like "

= -Y{'!E»..“

“When—and where??

“In the Ulose this affernoon. suid Vernon-Smith easily.
“IE s spme time ngo, boi the influence will be still remain-
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making mysterious passes at his own reflection.

(See page 4.)

ing, and I ean renew it at any time, Bunter iz a favourable
gubject. He hpan't & strong character.™

The juniors looked amazed. Vernon-Smith made his state-
ment witdh such precision and coolness that they were [aizly
gtn réd,

& nd Jdo you mean to say that you can make Bunter obey
your will 1 asked Earry Wharton incredulously.

“Certainly.” i

“ Without his knowing i, or being able to resist it ?"

' Exactly.” ) .

it Well, I'll beliave that when I sce 1t

" You can see it now, if you like," said the Bounder coolly.
“ Bunter i3 still under the 'fluence, as I 2p1d."

“* Let's find hum, and see,’”’ suggeated Tom Brown.

TrE Magner Lirary.—No, 157.
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¥ Wo need to find him,” said Vernon-8mith. * I can make
him come.” )

* You can make him come—without sesing him "

“I have only to will for him to come into the rcom here,
and he’']l have to come, wherever he is, and whether he likes
it or not.”’

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Raots !"

“ Bosh I

“ Draw it mild I . r

It was pretiy clear that the Remove did not believe in the
Bounder's claims. But Vernon-8mith never turned a hair.

“ 8hall I prove it to you?" he asked.

“*Yes, rather.”

at G ra, arntitied—
se Dage Ih)
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2 ﬁﬂ ahead I
“Make Bunter walk in now.”
* We'll believe it if he comes in.”?
. Vernon-Bmith had the corner of his eye on the clock. It
indicated exactly the hour of nine—the hour he had arranged

with Bunter. It was all very simple, if the juniors had only
khown it.

The Bounder of Greyfriars raised his hand.

‘* Silence, then ! he exelaimed.

“ Rats I

Y Bilence, please !V

*Oh, shut up, you chaps!” exclaimed Bob Clerry. * Give
him & chance !

“Qrder 1M

There was a silence in the common-roem now. The juniors
wero really very interested, and very curious, .
Vernon-S8mith made a mysterious pass in the alir with hjs

hands, his eves fixed upon the open doorway, One word
fell from his lipa;

“ Come ™

The juniors felt quite s thrill. Every eye was fixed upon
the doorway. There was a sound of slow land heavy foot-
eteps in the passage.

The juniors gave a starf, almost of stupefaction, :

They knew those heavy footsteps. The-steps came gowly

closer, closer. fat figure rolled into view in the doorway.
It was Billy Bunter. }

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Under the 'Fluence.

ILLY BUNTER was walking with his hands outstretched
before him, like a fellow walking in the dark. His
gaze was fixed and staring; he glanced neither (v the
right nor to the left.

_He walked steadily into the common-room, and walked
right on, and would ﬂ.pﬁwenﬂg have walked into the opposite

wall, but Vernon-8mith rapped out the order:
‘i Talt 1

Billy Bunter halted.
ir a'ke up I:l-:l-
unter gave a dramatic starf, and stared about hiw, ap-
parently in {he greatest astonishment.

“Oh! ] say you fellowg— How—how did I gel here "

“You wallked " said Bob CUherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Of course, you might have been blown in by the wind,
being such a light weight,” Tom Brown sugpested sae-
castically.

' HE, hﬂ1. h-ﬂ !1-:-

“1—1 don’t understand it,”" said Punter. “ 1 zat down in

my study to bave o nap in the armchair, and now 'm here.
It's uneanny."

“You just walked in."

Oh, don't i‘nu try and take me in!" said Bunter. “I
know jolly well I fell asleep in wmy chair, and vou fellows
carried me down. The wonder is I didn't wake uwp while
you were doing it."”

The junivors stared at Bunter,

This was a testimony to Vernon-Swmith’s hypnotic powers,
ii rogu were needed. TharRemove did not know what to
think.

Iu;;n.Ym'“ spoofing, you fat bounder,” said Bob Cherry, at
“ 1 don’t understand you, Cherry.”
“ Blessed if 1t doesn't look real cnough,™ =aid Ogilvy, " We

all know what a liar Bunter is, of course—"?

*0Oh, really, Ogilvy—"

“But I don’t sea why he should walk in at this special
moment, and tell this special =ort of les. 1L looks as il there
was something in the "Huence.”

“My word—it does.'’

“Try it again, Smithy ! exclaimed Russell.
Bunter under the 'fluence.”

“0Oh, all right I"?

“1—] say, you're jolly well not going to hypnotise me ™
exclaimed the fat junior. * 1 had enocugh of that this alter-
noon! I haven't felt the same chap since. I fecl as if
sounething had been taken out of me somehow. ILook here,
you're jolly well not going to hypnotise me ngain 1"’

Y Did he hypnotise vou to-day, Bunter "' asked Whartaon,
with & very keen look at the {at Junior.

" Yes, and I don't like it,"” said Bunter peevishly.

“Wafl, a second dose won't hurt vou,” sauwl Micky Dos-
mond encouragingly. _

“That's all very well, but I feel as if T—1 hadn’t any will-
power left, and I ehall alwaya have to do what that chap
tells me,” said Baoter. “1t's awful! It makes me lecl
AT VOUs. Euptpum you try it.”

“ Faith, no fear !’

Tue Macxer Liprary.—No. 157.
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“ You then, Ogilvy.™

* Mot much.” o

There was no eagerhess on the part of the juniors now to
come forward as © spbj]ents.” Bunter's desoription of his ex-
periences was positively ereepy. Billy Bunter, in hiz own
particular line as the champion liar, ought really to have
been a shining light in ihe Junior Dramatic Bociety. i

“ You're the proper chap, Bunter,” said Morgan. You vo
been through it once, lovk you, and a second time won't
hurt you."

“Oh, really——"

“ Buck up, Bunter "t

“Go it, Bunthy 7

“ Put the "Auence on I 1 :

“It won't_hurt you. Bunter,” said Vernon-Bmith reas
suringly. ** I'll take the *Ruence off aftcrwards.

“Yes, but can you do that®™

“Of course I can.” o

“ You ean take it quite off—right off "

* Completely.” ) :

“ Well, perhaps. Look here, I shall very likely be hungry
afterwards,”’ said Buonter, *There’s still time to get somwo
things from Mrs. Mimble's. Shall 1 have a bit of a pick-ue-
up adterwards ¥

“ Ta, ha, ha!"

“Good old Bunter!” :

“Yas " said Yernon-Smith, “ 1'll stand you a feed if you
like. Loolk here, Todd will felch the things {or you now,
Tl make it ive bob.™ .

(b, certainly ™ said Todd. 1 should like to see the
scance, but 1 am very glad to be able to oblige you, my
dear Bunter. My Um:ﬁf Benjamin always impressed upon
me to make myself useful and obliging on all ceecasions.™

“Of with you, then” i :

Todd departed with the five shillings, and a list from
Tunter. Then the fat junier showed a more contented frame
of mind. - ] . )

“ Well, T don’t mind going through it again to oblige you
fellows,” lie remarked ** Of coiirse, I'm not deing it for the
feed.”

“ [a, ha, ha ! .

“ Oh, really, you know—-"

“ 85t down ! sand Vernon-Smidh.

“ Right you are!"

5 gix j”im: eyes on nune.”

1] nu 1'.! :

“llil.emain in g state of mental abeyance—think of nothing
at all.”

“ I'm doing it.” i ) _

Bunter sat quite still. Vernon-Bimnith stood before him,
making hypnotic passes with his hands before the fuce of the
fut junigr. . o :

Bunter s eves closed, his {at eyelids slowly dr:::pgmg.

1lis fat hands lay listless, his fat legs stretched out. 1le
certainly seemed to be fully under the hypnotic influence,

The juniors watched in silent wonder. There was
scepticism in sonie facés yet. But if this was spoof, i was
very clever spoof. .

#1le is under the *Avence,” setd the Boander.

“ My wordl" _ : o

“ And can vou miake him do anything you like, Smith "

* Cortainly.”’ _

- Btand on his head, for example ' asked John Ball, winh
a prin. :

EE:‘M—._-,-Iil?m physically possible te him, of course,” =aul
Vernon-Smith, = and anything that wouldn’t huet hine.  That
wonld be mean.”’

“ Make himn sing.””

“0h, dou't!" samgr out Bulstrode.
Bunter's singing 15 hke”

¥y, ha, ha ! | _

- Never mind ; let him give us a ﬂmlgf;' said Bob Cherey.

 &ing “On the Ball,” Bunter,” said Vernon-Bmith.

The fat junmior's moulh opened.

“You know what

s JTere’s a cheer for the grand old game,
Aund & cheer for the men who play!
Ilere's a shout for the boys at homne,
Aund a yell for the lads away —Hurray ' 7

tdton ! roarcd Mugenf, putting his fingers in his ears.
v Switeh ki off that, Smuthy, I can't stand DBunter's
volee 1

“ Ha, ha, ha 1

** (Oh, ﬂ?ﬂ]i#‘, Nugent——" ) .

 Ha, ha ! yelled Nugent. “ That's woke him up I

Buuter dropped back mmio the hypnotic trance at once. Io
saw that he had given himseli away. , :

* The effort of singing it did it,” said Vernon-Bmith. = 1'1l
soon put the "Aucence on again.”

0Oh, wo itl"
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Vernon-8mith made some amore passes. Bunisr scamed
Yo sottle down more deeply into the hypnotic trance.

* Make him dance!” said Bob Cherry.
 *“But he could do that, if Smithy told him, if he was
spoofing,’ saitl Ogilvy.

“ Quite right; he eould.”

“ Make him tell’ the truth,” suggested Harry Wharton.
“That's & thing Bunter could never do, unless he werp
hypiotised."

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“ Good " said Vernon-8mith., * Bunter,”

* Yes" said Bunter, in a dreamy voice.

= %ﬂu are to tell the truth.'

EE‘,TJ

“ Ask him any questions you please,” said Vernon-Smith,

with a wave of the hand. “ I have commanded him to tell
the truth, and he cannot help it.”

:‘ EYJE']L;E;!I.GI" exclaimed Mugent, * I'll ask him! Bunter ™

el

“ Do you really expect to get any of those postal-wrders
you are ‘always talking about!” demanded Nugent.

There was u chuckle from the juniors, and then a breath-
less silencé. What would Billy Bunter reply to that quoss
tion. It was a erucial test.

O E————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Tarts all Round.

VERY eye was fized upon the fat faco of the Owl of the
Remove, as he sat in the chair with his eyes closed,

The fat face twitched a little. .

“ Answer " said Frank Nugent, with & grin. “ Do
you really expect to get any of those postal-orders?! The
truth, mind!"

* Tell the truth!” repeated Vernon-Smith,

Bunter’s lips moved. There was a hush,

* Ho's 3 g’

** Hush 1™

“ Yes," sald Billy Bunter,

" 10 Tring

] H-TE }.' !I‘!

" Ha's nﬂﬁypnnl:isud L

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 do really expect to get the postal-orders.”

‘“ Rats!"

“ Have you got any titled friends®"

“ Lots !

“* Are your people rich?™"

* Rolling in monev,”

#i Hﬂ, hﬂn, h&-!"

“ He's jolly well not hypnotised,” said Harry Wharton,
in dl5$1.iﬁ-|:-. “He wouldn't mll out the same old lies, if hao
Were,

“ No foar "

“ I guess it's all bunkum,”’ vemarked Fisher T. Fish.

Vernon-3mith’s face was black as thunder. He was evi-
dently deeply chagrined by the failure of his effort.

b Iysummsa the fluence isn't strong enough to make him
teil the truth,” he confessed. * You know very well that it
would have to be awfully strong for that.”

“Ha, ha! ¥es."”

“0Of course, I'm not in full practice wet,’” said Vernon-

Smith. ** By to-morrow I shall in full swing.™
* Ahem M
11 Rﬂtﬁ‘.”

The Bounder coloured angrily.

“Very well,” he said. ** Who's willing to be my sulject
to-morrow? 'l pusrantee to make him tell the truth about
himaelf and his ’Emﬁpiﬂ. and give away any humbugr he's

been keoping up.

“ Ha, ha, ha! Any offers?” yelled Dob Cherry.

“If you don't believe I can do it, where's the risk?™
demanded the Bounder. * Any tokera?”’

There were no takers. . .

The Bounder knew his audience well. They did not baelieve
in him, perhaps; but there was a_risk that his cluimis were
well-founded., And nobody w_a.ntf:d to run the risk of being
made to babble out all his private affairs,

S0 the Remove was silent.

“MNo offers!”” said the Bounder sarcastically, * Vet you
gay yourselves that there's nothing to be afraid of. ell,
look here. I'll tackle Bunter again to-morrow, and ']l make
him toll the truth; and that’s a bi?- order, if you like.”

' Well, if you make Bunter tell the truth, I'll believe in
you,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

« Well, wait t1ll to-morrow.™

#lonzo Todd re-entered the common-room with a basket
in hiz hands. Billy Bunter suddenly woke up from his hyp-
notic sleep, without being bidden to do so by the hypnotist.
There was & fresh roar of laughter.- Billy Bunter was a most
intractable subject for a sg(mf hypnotist.

*‘i:fha.t's mine!"” said Bupter, making s dive for the
basket.
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# (h, certainly, Bunter! Have you been hypnotised?"
asked Alonzo Todd.

“* ¥es, rather! Hand over the grub!”

*1 should like to see you hypnotised, Bunter! REerhaps
you would not mind going through it again for me,” sad
the Duffer of Greyiriars.

“ Oh, ratal I'm hungry.”

_Billy Bunter wired into the provisions. He evidently con-
sidered that he had earned them. The other fellows drew
round, and kindly helped him to get through with them, with-
out 5::-::1? through the formality of asking permission.

“ O, say, you fellows,"” protested Billy Bunter, *' you
might let a c-i:u 's grub alone, you keow. ing hypnotized
maies me awfully hungry!”

- Watching you hypnotised
Bulstroda b]smdlEu

“Oh, really, latrode—""

Vemnon-Smith left the commen-room. He was but half
pleased at the result of the seance. Bunter had net been
quite a sabtisfactory subject. But the Boundar had certainly
made some impression upon the Form, snd that was some-
thing, And on ths morrow, when bhe had Billy Bunter in
better order, he intended to do move.

“I suppose it was all spoof, Billy,” said Skinner, as he
helped himsell to jam tarts. * You weren't hypnotised at
all, ware youi"

“ Oh, really, Skinner—-"

* Weren't you spoofing "

“If you e imputations upon my persond? honour,
Skinner, I can only reply that this discussion had better
::«Lra.s?l_” ﬂ;:,id hﬂill;ﬁ Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

** Ha, ha, ha!’

“ Personal honour!" grinned 8kinmer. I didn’t know
you had any. You've never shown any signs of it here,
jolly well know that."

“ 0Oh, really——""

“T'll have some doughnuts,” said Snoop.

“ Tarts for me," eaid Stott.

“ Mlarmalade tarts here.”

¢ Cream puffs, this way!|" .

“ [—I say, you fellows, yvou're seofing the lot!” exclzimad
Billy Bunter, in alarm and indignation. * Look here—""

“ This way for the grub!™

“ T can recommend these tarts!"

* They're cheap, too!”

““ Ha, ha! Quite a ha}ﬂ?&in i T ed Bill
“ You—you rotters! IL.et my grub alone!” roa i
Bunter. '}‘rLemnm slone! Chuck it?! Look hers, beasts !’3:
is Hﬁ-. hh i!I.B!" :

“Dear me!™” said Alonze Tedd, * My dear fellows, it
seoms o hittle nnjust to despoil Bunter of his property in this
way., My Uncle Benjamin always s i

“ Have a tart, Toddy?"'

“ Certainly not—wow, yow !’ _

Todd censed spesking as the tart jammed on his mouth. Hae
retived, splutlering, to wipe off the jam with his handkerchief.

Eilly Bunter's protests were not listened to by the humorous
Fomoviles. They fnished up the basket of provisions to t
last crumb. Billy Bunter was eating sll the time, but he
feit as if ho had had next to nothing by the time the
consignment was finished. ) .

Ho glared in wrathful indignation at the grinning juniors.

" Beasta!™ he me]ﬂd.

“ Ha, ha, ha! : : i

“ You shouldn't be such a blessed pig,’* said Treluce. * Why
don't you ask a fellow to take his whack when you've got
a foed?”

‘ Doasts!™ ,

And with that parting remark, Billy Bunter retired from
the room. He went upstairs to look for Vernon-Bmith in
his study. : : :

The ]gﬁundar of Greyfriars wns studying the hitle book
when DBunter entered. He hastily thrust it into an inner
pocket. He did not want even Billy Bunier to be able
to trace hiz knowledge of hypnotism to its source.

** | say, Smithy!”

“ What do you want!” growled the Bounder., -

“ Lock here. The fellows have been collaring my grub,”
ssid Bunter,-in a deeply .injured tone., * They've taken
nearly the lot.” .

* That's not my business.”

“ Well," I want some more."

makes me hungry, too,” said
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Vernon-Smith turned his back on the fat junior.

“ I say, I want some more!" bswled Billy Bunter. * Do
you think I'm going through all that rotten silly seance for
notamg?"”

o Yuu_'ﬁhpu]d have taken eare of it whon wou had it," saia
Vernon-Smith carelessty. “I'll give you cxactly what's
agreed upon, and no more.”

" Then you can jolly well look out for a fresh subject.”

Viry good " said the Bounder guietly,

Billy Bunter siarted. He had not expected te be taken
a.t-"hlﬁ word in that way.

: k here, I shall want some more grub, anyway,” he
taid thresteningly,

“Sunpoi T Ll RS oles 1o wero spoofing "

28 <€ 1 tell the lellows you wore s ng!

‘l:he Bounder smiled contemptuously, pooRne

“I expected that ! he said,

% (th, you expected that, did vout'

Yes, of course,” said Vernon -Smith, “1 cxpected you
to try to extort money from me, like the dirty, dishonest cad
you are, Bunier.”

: Oh, really, Smithy
And I'm ready for you, H\‘H‘i’l to the agirecment, anl
you'll pet what we've agreed on. B you break it, you'll get
?uﬁﬂungur H—lr;-mhmg but the biggest hiding you've ever had in
-

* H—if you touch me, Pll—-I'll epeak to M. lch.”?

Thﬁ Bounder lal:]ghnd. 1 - Quelch.

“ That won't undo the hiding.™

o En-gi’ itere,f Bmithy-—

Let out of my study] I'v * Rk
ﬂ“*_i!ldl‘% :'r‘ﬂﬂﬂhﬂﬂf?" ¥ ve had encugh of you! Got
And the Bounder Jooked so dangerous that Billy Bunt
thought he had betier cobt out, PRIRRRRIN i e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Nocturnal,

OIIN BULL looked in at Vernon-Smith's study a fow
nunutes after Billy Bunter had left it. Therﬁ wis a
thoughtfu] expression upon Bull's face. There was &
surprised look on Vernon-Smith's, as Bull came in. Thao

two of them did not glet on well together. When John Bull
had received a liberal gift of rmﬁy h from his Aunt
gﬁﬁﬁ’ﬁiﬁ'ﬂﬂﬁ hag duﬁe his[ Eecaﬁ'ﬁ Eﬂ draw him into
rses, e Bowader of Greyin i
tﬂj‘i‘ﬂ thﬁ ;eightkﬁf John Bull:i. knu{:H:; N e

‘1 wan gpeak to you,” said John Bull.

“ Go thead!’r said "-fgrnqn-ﬂmit-h tersely.

I there anything in this hypnotismn businessi'?

\:'nrnﬂﬂ-ﬂm:th shrugged his shoulders.

3o you want to be a subject?’ he asked.

(11 %ﬂﬂﬁ [:,I.Hi“:].l"l:l ﬁh

o there is something In it—a great dezl. It's a preat
D rﬁidn?ﬁﬁ IBnhmE m:]}_rt ]:'e:neuft!yt di?m\'m'u.l that I ['HEEHEH

: under, with perfect calmn

Bull Jooked at him. e

1 donw’t know what to think about it,” he suid, * But if
thera 1s anything in it,
think you could help me.”

“In what way "

“Bomebody's  boned my
cancerting to play ailly tricks
with. Whoever it was has
hidden it somewhere. ™

Vernon-8mith laughed.

. “Do you want mo to find
i’ he asked,

. fturned inm, and

Next Week’s Title at Last!
£
“JOHN BULL JUNIOR'S

have beoen made to find bidden things simply by bhypnotio

sugresiion,”’
* Have they, hy Jove? y
“Certainly ! I mmy be able to put the influenee on Bunder,

and will him to {ind 1l conceriina.”

*Phow ™

“T'N try to-morvow if you like.”’

“Good! If you lind it you van have the pound reward,”’
Vernon-Smith sniffcd. )
U1 don’t want your volfen meney. I'll find the ¢oneerting
il I can g0 as to prove 1o the febllows that I'm a veal hypnotist.
If 1 find it through DBunéer you can let DBunter have the

money.””

“ Al right!”

John Bull quiited the tiudv: and a sneoring smile curled
the lips of Vernon-Smith. He had been scoffed at by a great
many of the Remove, and John Bull had leoked as sceptical
as &MY . Yot the sturdy junior was quite willing to fry
his hypnotism when it sorved hie endn. The Bounder realised
that he had little more to do to make the Remove firm Dbe-
lievers in his powers. And then—

Then, so long as he wus careful, there was a wide field open
before him. He would be feared, st all events. A fellow
who could hypnotise you and make you babble out all your
business, or who could make vou walk into a pond, or punch
the Form-master’s head—such a fellow would be a powerful
porson anywhere,

And—who could tell *—the power he now pretended to haveo
might with time and practice become real! And then—

Yeornon-Bmith went up to bed in the Heomove dornmitory
m a very satisfied frame of mind,

Billy Bunter gave him a reproachful look, but Vernon-
Smith did not even glance at the Owl of the Remove, He
was soon, to all appearances, asleemn.

1t was appearance only. Loder, the prefect, put out the
hight, and, after the usuul amount of chatter, the dormitory
sank into silence.

Vernon-Smith’s eves wore wide open now, looking sleep-
lessly into the darkness. He had work to do before he slept.

He waited patiently till the tolls had dicd away and deep
Lreathing announced that the jumors were asleen. Billy
Bunter's unmusical snore echoed through the Remove
dormitory.

Vernon-8mith steppoed quietly out of bed.

He drew on his trouscrs, jacket, and slippers, and quitted
the gﬁrmiMry, closing the heavy door after him without u
LTI, «

The passage was dark, but the Bounder knew his way very
well, He descended to the Remove quarters, and went info
Bulstrode's study.

He closed the study door and turned on the light of a small
clectric lantern, ;

The ray of brilliant while light glimmered through the
darkness of the study. The Bounder of Greyiriurs looked
like a burglar at work.

Tut it was not his intention to burgle. He was looking
for something, but he did not mean to fake it away with hinw.

He rapidly looked through the study, the cupbeard, the

keaze, the boxes. Then
he stopped before o locker
which helonged to Balstrade.
It was locked up, and the ke
had been taken away. Bui-
strode alwoys wore that Lkey
on his watchehain.

The DBounder grinned
slightly., He drew a key from

*“ Exactly ! If you can hyp-
notise penFle. why shouldn't
you be able to hypnotise the

his trouscrs-pocket and fitted
it into the leck. The locker
in the Bourmder's study had &
leek of the same stze and
make 25 Vernon-S8mith had

chap who took my concertiha
and make higp bring it

; WEEKLY.”

happened to discover by sce-

back 77 A aed ver by sog
K Do you know which fellow Another splendid, complete tale of ﬂiiiilti TR ISR
it .?,f;:l; ot the ChuI'HE of ﬂrﬁyfriars‘ ::n'r}Iel;,a moment the locker was
: WB"' I can’t hypnotise Vernon-Smith  flashed {he

the whgic achool,” szid Ver-
non-Bmith. * I you think it
waz Bunter—-""

By FRANK RICHARDS.

light into the interior, and
uttered 2 low ejaculation of
-satefaction.

There was the concertina

“1 hardly think 0. It's
more .likely to have been.
Snoop or Skinner or Bul-
strode,” said John Ball

Yernon-8mith wrinkled his
browes thoughtiully.

“Well, T may be able to
hﬂ'F you,” he said. * Poople
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glimmering in the light.

| It was John Bull's concgr-
ima — Vernon Sinith knew
that,” because there was no
other at Greyiriars. He had
guessed that 1t was Bulsirode
who had plaved that tricl:
upon Harry Wharton & Co.




with the eoncertina, and if that suspicson was correet; it
followed that the concertina was in Balstrode’s possession,

And the spoof hypnotist particularly wanted to know where
that concertina war—he required that knowledge for use on
the morrow, ) .

Iler hodd found it now! With 2 prin he closed the locker
Aguin, .

He replaced the key in his pocket,, and turned off the light
of the lantern. As he did s0 he hoard 8 footstep outside the
study, and a hand tried the door.

Vernon-Smith turned cold all ovor. .

He remembered the lnte altempt ut burglary at Gr-ﬂsfrm_rﬂ,
and that sudden, stealthy sound in the darkness made him
theill with uncasy fear,

If it was the burglar— . )

The study door opened, and he heard a huvried breathing,
Acting rather from terror that courage, Vernon-Smith rushed
npon the unscen Bgpure and hit out savapely and dashed past
it into the passage, 3

The uuknown veeled spainst the deor with a gasp.

“Ow ! Oh dewr! This is very ‘painfuil Ow [

It was the voice of Alonzo Todd. .

“ My hat!” muttered Vernon 2Emith, as the fanuliar fones
fell upon his ears. * Todd!”

He was fleeing up the passage. but he halted now,

Did Tadd know who it was that had smitten him so sud-
denly in the davkness?

0w I ]

“The silly awa!” muttered the Bounder. *What is he
dumq; out of bed? He must have followed nwe, so he knows

“Ow! Smith! Smithy! Why did you strike me in that
brutal mannery”’

*Hallo, Todd ™ .

“My dear Smith, I—J waz afraid there was somethmp
wrong when 1 saw you leave the dormitory,’’ said Todd’s
voice from the darkness. I woke up just then, you sce, so
[ followed wou, I thoupht it might be the burglar agein.
What have vou been doing in Bulstrode's study, Smuathy?
Was the burglar there ¥?

Vernon-Spmth silently ground his teeth,

It seemed as if continual pitfells were opening i the path
of the spoofer. The way of the transgressor was very hard.

If Todd mentioned on the morrew that he had followed
Vernon-3mith into Bulstrede’s study there weuld not be any-
thing very improssive in making the hypnotic subject dis-
cover the concerting on the morrow. The Removites would
know very well that Vernon-8mith had asceetained over night
that it was thore. He would be laughed at, instead of making
the 1mpression thut he desived. DBut how to keep the talka-
tive Aloneo from chattering—that was the problem.

“ I snppose you came down to see if there was a burplar ¥
asked Todd mnccently. * ¥ou must have taken me for a
Lurglar, I suppose, or you would not have smitlen me in
such an oxcecdingly rough and brutal manner. It is very
exld.””

“Yez, that's how it was,’® Vernon-Smith sgreed. “You
sor =1 heard a noise.”

* Dene me ! _ i

“ And—and whoen T heard you coming I=—I dodged inio
tial study—T think it was Wharton's study—""

S Oh, no, Smith: it was Dulstrode's study—the end door,
vou know ! . .

“HEr—yes! Just sol T dodged m e avoid you, thinking
—thinking that you might be the burglar! Look here, Todd,
don't say anything about this, If the—the burglar docs come
I-u-tgntit to cateh him, and—and you amd I will get all the
crodit”

* Oh, cortainly, Smith 1™ .

- Rug a word to the lellows alout my coming down, Todd.”

a u __‘_.I

' Wow, do oblipe me in this.™

“0Oh, very well! My Uncle Benjamin always improssed
upon me that I should be cbiiging to everyone, even porsons
whose chavacters T do not esteem,” said Alonzo simply. **
will e as vou wish.™

“ Now come back to bed?

“ But the burgloy-——--"?

“Ib owas a—a cat, that's all. Cooe en!™

“But how do you know it was a cat, Smithi” persisted
Alonzo. *“*Would it vot be better to enll Wharton and Cherry
ane Buladrode, and .

YN, you wmas!" _

“And make 2 acarch—"

“No, Ttell you! It was only a cat?

* But how—2"

U l=I trod on it, you see. That's how T know,” muttered
Yernon-3mith, strugegling with & Jdesire to seize Alonzo and
bang hiz head against the wall.

“LDear mel  Was it hurt? asked the tender-hearted
Alonzo. -

“ Blessed of T know oy care ™
U ¥ou should always care for dumb eninals, Smith. My
Unele Benjamin always mmpressed vpon me—=7" :

T Maerer Lisrary.—-No, 157,
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Down the fkalrs tumbled the Bounder, with
BIHF Bunter rolling wildly after him, while the
juniors on the landing burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥ (Sée page 24,)

1
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““Come beck to bed ™

“ Tan't it very odd that the cat did not ery out when you
trod on "

“H did cry out. It—it howled like anything!”

“Dear me! How singular that I &id not hear it when I
was 'vlose behind you," said Alonzo, in wonder. :

The Bounder ground his tceth. He scemed to be getting
dedper and deeper imto the tangle every fresh lie he uttered,
It “was curious how the simplicity of Alonzo baffled the
cunning and falseness of the Boundoer. ‘

Yes, it's very curious you didn’t hear it,” seid Vernon-
Smith, Bt perh:g I—1 was startled, and it seemed
louder to me then it rdally was™.

“ Par ﬂﬂu mistook some other sound for the howl of
a8 cat?’ the Duffer of Greyfriars suggested.

“¥es, that's it?" amsented the Bounder, in great relief.,
* That must have been the case. You've got it mght, Toddy.
Comt——>=*

“In that case, it was probably mot a cat that vou trod on,
bug some article, such as a cap, lying in the passage?’

‘¥os, T shouldn’t wonder. :EL.:{}:I'I‘.'M on!"

“My dear Smith, do you not sce that if it was some other
uhz]a-c'.t. it would -not have been a cat——-"' i

‘Yos, vea!”

= And if it was not & cat,” said Todd, with a power of
doduction worthy of Bherlock Holmes—*if it was not a cat,
Smith, the noise that alarmed you could not have been made
by.it;-so it wis probably burglars, after all.”

The Bounder breathed hard through bis nose. His lying
and Todd's ﬂrﬂpl:lﬁlﬁ-:( had brought them back just to the
pomt where they had started,

*Look here, I'ia sure about it!" he mid. It was a cat
There aren’d any burglars. Do come bock to bed, Medd!
I'm catching mli”

“ But, in case of danger——""

" Vernon-Smith dragged the Duffer of Greyfriars up the
stairs. Alonzo Todd resisted, but the Bounder was too strong

for him. They redched t}e door of the dormitory.
“ My dear E."mit-h—” stuttered Todd.
“Shat op 1"

*But T must_ insist——"

" Come into dorm."”

There was & glimmer of light at the further end of the
passage. It came from & lsmp carried by Mr. Quelch, who
was making & round before going to bed.

“Cave " muitered the Boandar. * Quick!"

Even Alonzo realised that it wounld not do. to let $he Form-
master oatch them outside the dérmitory at that time of
night. The two juniors ran in, and Vernon-8mith quicily
closed the door.

“Dear me " sald Alonzo thoughtfully.

. Mr. Quelch whom you heard in tg&
and not a burglar at all.”

*“3hut up, you ass!" whispered Vernon-Smith fercely.

“My dear Smith——""

*Oh, go to bed!”

Yernon-8mith turned in. Alonze Todd, fecling very much
surprised and a little hurt at the Bounder's tone, turned in,
too; and fortunately for the spoof hypnotist, nonc of the
other juniors had awakened.

“It was probably
first place, Vernon-Smith,

———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Quite Successful.

HE next morning the Remove seemed to have forgotten,
tor the most part, both Vernon-8mith and his
hypnotiam. But it was brgu%i ¢ back to their minds
by a question that Joha Bull was overheard asking

the Bounder after breakfast,
E&fhnyijphance of finding the concertina, do wyou think,

My hat!’ exclaimed Bob Cherry, * What's that?”

* Bmithy thinks he may be able to find my cobeertina b
rowans of a subject under %Fﬁntic infuence,” Mi’:phinmi

Bob Cherry glared at the Bounder.

“Ha'd jolly well better not!™ he exclaimed.

“Oh, rats!” snorted John Bull “I want that
¢oncertina ! )

b | you bnd that concertina, Smith, we'll—we'll make you
eat 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry wrathfully., ** We've been
fed up with that concertina.”

The Bounder laughed. .

#1'm going to do my best,” he seid. * My object is to
‘prove that there's comething in hypnotism, and if I find the
conce —_—

TIf you find the concertins, there'll be something in your
eye,” “sxid Bob Chérry. “It will be my fist!™

o s, hs, ha!” yelled Nugent.. ‘ Aod mine to follow.”

“0Oh, cheese it sxdlaimed John Bull. “TIl undertake
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wot to play it in the houss, as you chaps have no ear for
AU, :

* Nor within 2 mile of Greyfriars,” said Bob Cherry im-
pressively. *“I1 don't think I could atahd it under a mile.
At that distonce I could bear it."

“Oh, rats!” said John Bull = .

And the subject dropped. The Lunmra did not take
Vernon-Bmith very seriously in the matter. Bulstrode
grinned when he heard of it. The concertina was safely
locked up in his locker, and he defied any hypunotist to dis.
cover it there.

After morning school, John Bull joined the Buun_dt:rr as
they came out of the class-room. John Bull was evidently
taking the matter seriously. The chance of finding his
concertina might ba very small, but however small it was,
Ball meant to mgke the most of it.

" Groing to begin now "' he asked,

““Yes, if you like.”

* Bame subjeet 7" ]

“Yes, Bunter. ¥'ve asked him if he's willing,” said
Vernon-3mith, with a grin; “ he’s willing to be a subject at
any time for the sake of a fead.”

“If he finds the concertina, he can havo the feed,” said
John Bull, I'!l stand it—that's only fair. But—"

“ Wall, we'll try.”

“ Bunter! Where's Bunter?” ]

“ Better come up to my study,” said Vernon-Smith.
shall be safe there from being interrupted.”

“Right-ho !

“ Bunter! Bunter!™

“I'm here!" gaid the fat junior.
hungry, I-—"

“Come up to my study, Bunter.”

“ Anything to cat there?"

“No. We're going to have a seance, and John Bull will
stand you a fecd afterwards, if you find his concurtina.”

Billy Bunter grunted. Having received full instructions
from Vernon-8mith that morning, he had little doubt about
being able to discover the concertina.

“Oh, very well!” he exclaimed. “I don't mind, only
back up ™

“"Come on, then."

A pood many juniors followed them u
study. They were very curicus to zce
would turn out. .

* This is indeed interesting, my dear foliows,” said Alonzo
Todd. “It is guite scientific. I am so glad to see Bmith
taking an interest in scientific matters instemd of drinking
and playing cards as he used. My Uncle Benjamin—"

*Qh, shut up!" growled the Bounder.

“ My dear Smith—"

“I guess it's all bunkum,” drawled Fisher T. Fish. *If
you want to sec real hypnotism, you should see how we do
i in New York, I've scen fellows hypnotised over there,

& re

111 w’i

“1 say, you fellows, I'm

to Vernon-Smith's
ow the cxperiment

“ Rata!"
1 pucag——~" _
“Bosh! No tall stories, please.”

“ Ring off, Fishy "

“ Ha, ha, hﬂ!'?q.r

The American youth snorted. The wonderful things he
had *‘seen over there” found few believers among the
scoffing youths of Greyfriara.

“You can't all come in,” said Vernon-Smith.
have some room—"

" And some witnesses, if you want us to believe in you at
all,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Veoi, rather!"

“* The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“1 suppose about & dozen of you can cram in'' said
Vernon-Smith. “The reat oan wait in the passage. Sit
down, Bunter."

“* All right.”

Bunter plumped into the armchair,

Vernon-8mith proceeded to make the mysterious passes,
as he had done thé previous evéning in the cominon.room.

Billy Bunter’s eyes closed. He was getting used to the
bumness now, and T’m performed his part quite naturally,

““ 1 must

“ Bunter "' o

** Yes,'" murmured the fat junior.

£14 Rim 1.“1‘

Bunter rose. .

“Think!"” gaid Vernon-3mith solemnly. “Think of

Bull's concertina! ¥ou Lnow John Bull's concertina by
sight "

Wk YE‘E.“ )

“Think of jt.”

*1 am thinking of it.”

“ Picturs it in your mind's cye.™

"'?ﬂ!."

“¥ou have done s0 7"
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“"Can you tell me where that concertina iz ¥

‘There was a hush amon o jupiors. It scemed quite
uneanny—if therc was anything in it. They waited breath-
laas!{’ for Bunter's reply.

LT 'ES.”

“My hat!”? muttered Harry Wharton. “He ean't! It
waen't Bunter who had the thing last night—I know that I

“ More likcly Bulstmde:” murtnured XNugent.

“*Yes. And he wouldn't tell Bunter where it is,”

“ Nof much 1™

* Bilence, please !

[ 11 Y’H‘E-“‘

:: %uﬂf me to the concertina’s hiding-place.”

4.

‘Bunter opened his eyes wide. Staring straight through
lis big spectacles, ho roiled towards the door.

The juniors made way for him.

Walking with fixed gaze, like onc in a tranee, DBunter
walked down the Remove passage, the juniors following him
with growing excitement. o

“Dear me!”" murmured Alonro Teodd, “This 15 mar-
vellous ! My Uncle Bevjamin will be very interested in this
whan I write to him.”

"1 guesa ib's spoal’’

““0h, shut up, Fishy!” _ i

“ Gilenee, pleasze,” said Vernon-Bmith, “ You might wake
tlie subject up from his hypootic tranece, and all the labour
would be wasted.” .

The juniors fellowed Dilly Dunter in silence. He stopped
jat. the door of Bulstrode’s study, and there he seomed av a
088,

“Weep right on to the stairs,” Dulstrede suggested,
beginning to feel .o little uneasy bumscli, " It's downstairs,
of course.” :

“1s it downstoirs, Bunter ' asked the hypnotist,

Bunter shook his head,

“Is it in a study 7
I".'-ﬂl;,r Bunter nodded, .

“ Which study ! asked Vernoa-S:mith, amid a breathlczs

Bunter 1"

hiush.

* Dulstrode’s study 1™ _ )

“(bh, rot!" exclaimed Dulstrode. * Look here, you're not
Eﬂll;l! into my study, messing the things abeut. This 15 all
mtl L |

“Thy you deny that the concertica is in your study®”
demanded Vernon-Smith, fixing his cyes upon the bully of
the Remove, . .

“0h, rats! What I say 5—"

“71 leave it to the fellows,” said the Dounder.

“Go in " roared the juniors. “* Shut up, Buistrede.™

* Look here——" .

“T'm jolly well going to have my concerlina, if i's there,”
said John Bull. **Come on.” o

He opencd the door of the study. Dulstrode bit his lip,
He did not ecare to tell a lie direct, by denying that the
coneertina was there, especially as it mught now be found.
After all, no one could have looked into his locker—he did
not know there was a second key io if. Vernon-Smith must
be only bluffing. )

“0h, go in i% you like I” he growled. * It’s all rat.”

“1 guess so." .

“The rotfulness is terrifie.”

The juniors crowded into the study. _

Billy” Bunter walked on with fixed gaze, and his hands
outstratched before him. He paused in the study, and
blinked round him.

”j&_unier " rapped out the hypnotist.

* Yes I

‘* Place your hand upon the hiding-place of the concertina.”

Bunter walked ncross to the locker, and placed hus hand on
it. There was a wurmur of amazeinent among the juniors.

*“That looks like real bizney ! said Bobh Cherry, half-
vonvineed in spite of hamself.

“ The concerting is there, Buanter 7

“ Tt is thore ! )

“Will you open the locker, Bulstrode 7"

* Mo, T won’t!”

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.
*Yory well, I can do no more, of course.
iz there, if there iz anything in E}'pnﬁtism I,

** There's nothing in it, you fraud !" snarled Bulstrode,

The concertina

* Prove it, by opemng tho locker.”

* Rats!" .

" Why won't you open it, Dulstrode? asked John Bull,
gaietly.

* Becausoe T won't! I won't have any hand in this foolery '

“Will you open ity just to satisfy us?’

“ Mo, T won't! What are vou up to?"

John Bull did not reply. He had stepped to the orate and
weked up the poker, a heavy iron one. }e stood beford the
;m*km', poker in hand.

*You will open this, or I shall smash it open?!” he zaid.

“Don't vou dare to touch my locker !” yelied Bulstrode.

John Bull looked round at the other fellows.
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“What do you chaps say?" he asked. *Isn't it up to
Bulstrode to open the locker, so that we can see whether
thero's anything in this or not®”

“ Yes, yes e

“ Open the locker!”

* Open _it, Bulstrode " .

“ Emash it open i he won't, Bull I -

“1 intend to! What will you do, Bulstrode?

Bulstrode, with & muttered word of rage, threw the key
on the Boor. _ _

“Open it vourself, hang vou!® he exclaimed. And he
strode sava from the study. i i .

John Dull picked up the key. He quictly inserted it in the
Jock, and unlocked it. There was a craning forward of necks
to sce what was inside. Then there was & shout of surprise.

i pd congertina '’

John Bull took the concerting from the locker.

2 !ft’a ;r-:mm?” asked Wharton.

“Yes

“ My hat! Bunter's dona it, then ! } )

Vornon-Smith made some passes before Bunter's face, and
the fat junior came out of the hypnotie trance. He blinked
at the Bounder, :

o ‘Whﬁ{r‘e BM II?” hl:f Eéu—;]—'.mj dreaniily.

The Bounder lavghed. ; i :

“You're going to have o loed? he said. * You've gob
vour concertina, Bull. ¥You owo Bunter a pound and a

fecd,” .
“I'}l pay up both,” said John Bull. * Come on, Bunty "
* What-ho I said Billy Bunter. ]

And he followed John Bull to 1the school snop. The Re-
movites dispersed, discussing the strange matter with excited
mterest. ne thing scemed preity certain now-—that the
Bounder's claim to be & master of hypnotic power must be
edmitted.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horticulfural,

L HE question is,”" said Bulstrode thoughtfully, ™ who's
oing to do it?’ . "
T S g’esg undoubtedly that is the point to be settied,
agrecd Bkinner. . ,
Bulstr-n%e, Skinner, and ﬂgilv{ were engconced in & windew
seat of the Remove passige. To ell appearances they wore
discussing something of great importance.  An observant on-
looker would have known in a moment they were speaking
with t.hﬂhml-e object of ‘i;.ittmg some person coming slong the
ALl &VErY WOrd.
pa_l*;ss ﬁmdn stal it just as & footstep had sounded at the
othor end of the corridor. HSkinner announced with a broad
grin that it was * the fellow.” -
wWell, I'd do it with pleasure,” went on Bulstrode, in a
loud voice, “but I've got an impot te do, and you know
what that means——"
“ Rather 1" said Ig?:l?v. _
it either, only I'm afraid my heart is wesk- _
Slonner was on the point of breaking into a titter, bub
Bulstrode mave him a warning look, . k
“wY'd oblige the Head with pleasure, but I'm sure I'm
Jdeveloping a cold, and it's simply fatal to dig with a cold—
 And 1 was going to offer to do i, to rowled Skinner,
“Yut I foel as if 1 had pot housemaid's knee after thosa
bectle-crushers of yours, Bulatrode—" _ %
“Oh, ring off, Skinner " said Bulstrode testily. * It was
enly a tap. Besides, if you're all so disobli mg,”'l SUP0ZE
| ﬂﬂall have to dig up the Head's lawn mysel . )
“ My dear Pulstrode, what can the Head want with lhis
awn dug up?” )
h*}‘rﬂnan}ﬁne]: of the footsteps had errived. Bulstrode, Skiuner,
and Owilvy expressed great surprice at Alonzo Todd coming
npon them like this. o i )
““ Just the very fellow we want!"” said Skinner, smacking
Alonzo on the back, ** You can advise us, Todd——"" ‘
“*Put pra Iecf.] E?'S!.rﬂdﬁ puawer my gquestion, Skinner, if
‘ou please,’” 58l anzo, . ] . .
X ‘*IT was just coming to that,” said SBkinner. ' It's this
wav, Tndd. The Head wants to grow his own vegetables,
and the lawn is the only available space in his garden for
the purnose, He would have had it dug uwp leng ago but
for E‘A ﬂdzs}:ponse—wr"t i a
“And we were Just discussing——
“ Ah, yes, ﬂgili‘j"! I'm mngry, but I couldn't help but
overhear vou just mow. 1'm very sorry you have a weak
leart, really i ,
* Yes," said Bulstrode. " And it's hard lines the Ilead
:s[hﬁultL not be able to grow hia own cabbages and thinga
FH
“I agres with you, Bulstrode, my dear fellow! ITB“t

" 1"'m sure I wuu!:]n’:t mind deing

L}

1 Tale of H Wharton & Co.
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wouldn't the Head let you off that impot. of yours if you did
igging for him?”

Buistrode almost gasped. Alonzo Todd had an unearthly
facility in putting posers to people. But Ogilvy came to the
IesCUo.

“Quelch is simply death on shirkers just now,’ he said
gravely.

The others nodded as if they had permitted themselves to
lose sight of the fact.

" Then, of course, I withdraw my suggestion,’” said Alonzo
oblhigingly. ‘““And I suppose Skinner will also be unable to
take up the duty? I'mn sorry wou have contracted house-
m2id's knee, Bkinner—""

. Skinner interrupted the Duffer of Greyfriars with a heart-
rending sigh.

. "But you are well advised to adopt the course of refrain-
ing from wviolent omercise. My Uncle Banjamin onece told
me that housemaid’s knee sometimes developed into
rheumatism—"*

i “I hope you'll excuse me, Todd,” broke in Bulstrode,
but what would you do under the cireumstances?”
ﬂ.im:m stared Bewilderedly at Bulstrode.
" Me, Bulstrode? I think I should rub it with embroca-
tion. M{l Uncle Benjamin always—" '
o ba. ha, ba, ha, ha! voared Skinner and Ogilvy.
Wae should like to see Bulstrode rubbing the doctor’s lawn
w:'t."h embrocation! Ha, ha!™

I fail to see any cause for such strident cachinnation, vou
!n[}::n-s," said Alonzo, rather Luffed.

b Yes! Chuck cackling, you asses!"' said Bulstrode.

{'.'-'1"1% rats T exclaim kinner. *“It's no use you trving
to bluff us, Bulstrode. You know very well that even béfore
wo spoke vou thought Todd was going to tell us what his
Uzﬂnlu Benjemin did when he had housemaid’s kneos——""

UIndeed, you are mistaken, Skinner!" said Alonze, in
mild wonder.

Then you were talking about the Head's garden,

" Of course we were, you giddy ass!” snapped Bulstrode.
Mot at all, my dear Bulstrode!” Alonzo hastened to sav.
How could you think I would advise you to rub the Head's
ﬁ:;r:} Emth}, embrocation? Pray what s the matter, Bul-
Alonzo paused. The burly Removite looked as if apoplexy
were setting in. )
Skinner and Ogilvy were in various stages of auppressod
mmiu}m&m. s
*I understood you were aski
shoukd do, Bulstrode, if vou ha
Alonzo,
S inner and 0
doner and Ogilvy tried to laugh, Lut they gave it up.
In a state of collapse they sat on the stone Aoor of the [assago
and gava themselves up to deep, silent mirth.
Bulstrode put his hands in his pockets and regarded Alonzo
Tcﬁid as if he wers a being from another world.
i You do take the biscuit, Todd " he said slowly.
Do I, Bulstrode!” returned Alonzo pleasantly.
afraid I do not guite understand. But sh
qu‘?sélm:i fo the I.I;'Ieaidlﬁ lﬂawr}, Bulstrode®™
en or Uncle Benjamin!” said Skinner urghing.
“Ow! Here, 1 say, Bulstrode, chuck 1t 1" i FURE
Bulstrode, losing his temnper at last, had let go abt Skinner
Bﬁdﬂhl&ﬁfﬂ&nfﬁe but at Shmnet:h i particular. In an incredibly
sho me they were on their feet apain, rubbing their
h:r.llt.trsrl}d bodies and emitting sundry hnwl%t. 5
3 ‘¥ou appear to be in the best condition for the work,
1 :%hmmélﬁulﬂmﬂe.” £18%
wao still, small voice of Alonzo restored Skinmer & Co.
like & charm. They began to chuckle more than ever.
- It's judgment on you, Bulstrode,” said Ogilvy laughine.
If you hadn’'t boen so ready to interfere with our littie
hggﬁ. A}}.uml? 'F::mld not have zeen how fit you were.”
EJ ! E'. E‘ * '
Bulstrode glared at his friends. It was clear if they were
not stopped all would be spoiled.
But Alonzo Todd came forward, unconsciously, as usual,
and Ihe'lnad him out.
“Ia digging very hard work, Bulstrode?” he asked quictly.
‘' Not iizlut. sort of digging, Todd,”" said Bulstrode.
“ And you're sure vou could not geb out of that impot.,
Bulstrode
* Certain, Todd.”
“Then if you still would like my opinion, Bulstrode, I
thmi“I must consider it my duty to dig up the Head’s lavn
ag +:|':|l i
lIstrode made a gesture of dissent. He saw with satis-
faction that Skinner & Co.t laughing fit was over. Thoy
prassed round Alonzo.
“We couldn't think of it, Todd, really!” said Ogilvy and
. Bkinner.
Tue Mae¥er LierarY.—No. 157.
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“But my Uncle Benjamin said T was to make myself
obliging whenever I could,” said Alonzo, smiling; *‘and I'm
sure I should not like to disobey him."

1 don’t want to throw cold water on your scheme,” said
Bulstrode, ** but you understand how it is, Todd, don't you?®™

* Parfectly, thank you, Bulstrode! I think I'll borrow a
spade off Gosling—"

** And it'll soon ba over,") suggested Skinner.
Lodd, if it wasn't for my sore hands, I'd—"

“But I thought your remson for not partaking in this
exertion was housemaid’s knee, S8kinner?” said Alonzo.

“8o it 15" said Bkinner barefacedly; * but the pain haa
got up into my hands as well.”

““Oh, I'm s0 sorry, Skinner ! Can I be of any assistance—""

" Oh, that’s all right, Todd!” said Ogilvy. * Skinner's
quite equal to a little light work, such as—"

“ Bringing you a drink of water during the digging,” said
Bkinner, with owl-like gravity.

“You're very kind,” I am sure,” szid Alonzo, beaming on
them, ““but I think I can manage unassisted, thank you! I
must go and oatch Gosling.”

“Hurey up! By the way, the Head wants that part
opposite the drawing-room windows dug up.”

“ All right, Bulstrode; you may rely on me. I shali he
happy to do this. My Uncle Benjamin always used to sa
honest work of any kind was better than idling about, Thau
}I:GH ::'ier}f much!”  And Alonzo departed, and Bulstrode & Co.
velled,
¢ Alonzo Todd sought (osling, the school perter of Grey-
riary.

“An' what would you be wantin® a spade fur, Mester
Todd?" said he.

“I'm so sorry, really, Goshng, that I cannot enter into
’f.he details,’” roplied Alonzo; "int I may go so far as to
inform vou that it is important, and for the Head.”

This had some eoffect on Gosling, but hes naturally went on
growling.

But Alonzo had said it was for the Head, and he gave
Alonzo the spade.

*Thank you, Mr. Gosling 1"

“Go on with yer!” said Gesling, thinking Alonzo was
“gotting at him" by uzing the prefix,

And wondering what was the matter, Alonzo * got on.”

*“ Hallo, Tedd! Iieen committing & murder, and going to
bury the body ¥

It was Snoop who acoosted Alonzo as he went to the Head's
gardan.

*Uertainly not, Snoop!” said Alonze seriously. “I'm
going to dig up the Head's lawn for him. Ie's going to
grow his own vegatables, you know. Dulstrode was to have
done it, if he had not unfortunately got an imposition o do.
Why? What ia the matter, Snoop 2"

Snocp had buried his face in his hands, and Alenzo could
not make out whether he was laughing or crying. Az a
matter of fact, he was grinning, as he recognised that
Alonzo Todd was being *“ had ™ again. DBut at that moment
he happened to catch aight of Ledor approaching, and he dia
appeared, leaving the Duffer of Gr&}'gaim looking after him
In & most |:uzzE05 fashion.

“ Where are vou going, Todd #** asked the prefeet.

Alonzo jumped round to find Loder addressing him.

“Oh, you gave me such a start, Loder "' he said.

“ Then perhaps you'll explain where you are going with
that spade ?"" said Loder.

Alonzo locked alarmed. IHe earnestly hoped that Loder
wasn't going to send him on an errand {o the villnge.

“I'm s6 aorry, Loder,”” he began.  * But I'm afraid T gust
answer yvou as 1 did Gosling. It's a private matlter.”

“Oh, is it! Then out with it! Come on !

Alonzo was alarmed. But for once his luck was in. Haold-
ing the spade in front as 1f 1t were a stick, he was about to
asaure Loder that * it was for the Head,” when the spads
5Iippnd from his nerveless grasp and fell right on the pre-
fect's too.

Loder uttered a howl that echoed all round the quadrangle.
Holding his foot up and dancing sbout on one leg, he called
Alonzo all the names he could think of.

“Clear out of this!" he cried. “I'll smash you! I'll

“ By Jove,

aquash you! I'li—" i _

“I'm so sorry, Loder,”" began Alonzo, with much
fecling.

“Horrv ' reared Loder, ru'nEing his foot, hard. * You

clumeay lunatic! I'll make you sorpier! I'll—"

And Alonzo, with a discretion for which be was not usually
credited, scooted. : s : ?

He complimented himself on achteving his object at Inst
But resolved to run no risks of interruption, he crept into
the Head's garden through the hedge, unseen,

In n few minutes he had quietly mmatalled himself in front
of the drawing-room windows.

{Continued on page 20.)
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IN WHICH EVERY BOY, YOUTH, AND MAN HAS AN EQUAL CHANCE,

Liota by Frarwiok Bk
Fhis s a photograph ahowing the beautifu)
physical development of Mr. Eugen Bandow
who has done mora than any other man to
oncourage others to omulate his example
in securing perfect health and strength.

A Pair of Sandow's Spring=-grip Dumb-belils to be sent

FOR F'XREXE TRIAL

and Carriage Paid, at once, to every reader of THE MAGNET
who desires to enter this simple Competition.

The Sandow Spring-grip Damb-bells, which will be sent immediately to every
reader who applies, mny be used freely for seven days and there is no obligation
at all to pumlijmﬁe, nov 15 there any charge whatever,

THIS AMAZING OFFER

gives every one of the numerous readers of THE MAGNET the opportunity to see for them.
selves, without a penny of cost, how delightfol and valuable this great new competition for £100 i
cash prizes really s, At the same time every reader of THE MAGNET will lgarn, entirely at our
cxpense, how easy It is by means of this wonderful scientific invention of Mr. Eugen Bandow, the greateah
health expert in the world, to secors, perfect health and prevent such siments as Indigowtion,
Constipation, Liver Complaiht, iIngsomnia, etc;, and alse improve his or ber physique,
to inerease the strength of any or all the llmba and organs of the 4 to render the carriage:
praceful und distinguished, nm:{ soquire that ﬂ.?fea:anm apd bearing whbich command success
soclety, in business—in fact, in all the affairs of life. : . .

Auy reader ean enter. The conditions are such that every boy, youth, and young man have
cqual ehances of winning. ) )

It is the natuval desire of every intelligent boy and young man to improve his strength, to seCun-
o splendid physique, which shall evoke the admiration of hie fellows, and stand him in good dtead im
the great battle of life which lies hefore him. . . ;

ride of strength is one of our national glories, which it s due to every T:uwmg Boy and-
youth and every msan to do hiz utmost to uphold, to show to every individuo and to the world:
that Britain’s sone are no componplace weaklings, and you can do this in no betler way thawi
by avvepting the offer 2o generously made in this announcement, :

The manly boy is the pride of his funily, the sdmired of his ir_lan:!a, the beloved of hia a:at-er'ﬂ
——tlie power of his house: and with this offer of Bandow's Spring-grip Dumb-beils free for a week's
trial, snd the additional inducement of handseme money prizes, there is no reason wly every boy al:
gehool, every vouth just sbarting out for himself in the world, every man, in fact, shoul !Pf B ToTment
hesitate to ot once commence to make himsslf healthy and sirong, as he can do easily by & few
minubes’ rentle daily exercise, : .

Let him keep before him the example of the most perfectly physically dﬂ‘-"-‘lﬂsfd rzan the world
h:g ever seen, Mr, Eugen Sandow, and there i3 no telling Lub what even you, it you do t}nll-.l
way berome bf patience and perseverunee as fiue ap example of health and strepgth oa the grea
Sanclow himsell, :

strength and health go hand in hand, and whilst you are Increasing the former and enhancing
yony personal appearance you mush also improve the latter, o i o _

This amazing offer of Sandow's Spring-grip Diunb-belis anl generous Prize Competition provides &
wonderfnl opportunity and inducenent to do all these things.

With every pair will be sent a Booklet of Exercises. showing in defall the way
to perform each of the original exerclses of the Sandow System, also a Chart
showing how many times each exerclse should be done daily by the average man
or youth, together with hints on how, when, or where to exercise, how to {ake a coid
bath, and other useful information.

The Chart contains One Month's Initiatory Course ol Exerclses, sultable for
the average man or youth, and It has been carefully prepared by Mr. Sandow Ior
presentation and use with every pair of the Grip Dumb-belis.

To seoure the Dumhb-bells cn absoluteiy Free Trial and full details of the

£100 CASH PRIZLES

£impiy fill in and forward the Form balow. Send no money. Onlythis Farm.

Free Trial and £100 Prize Coupon

For THE MAGNET Readers.
Ta SANDOW'S dRIP DUMB-BELL C.,
Room 79, Sandow Hall, Bury Street, Londonr, W.C

HhTI‘: dEhd pFamtannrasannfinbrridisAa PR rEpr@maR s rhidddEEFI S TP I.lﬂlll
GEstLraey,—Vlease send by retorn for Free Trinl one paie® of your GEKRTLEMEN'S
SPRING.GRIPF DUMB-BELLS (and full partica-

1 t the £100 FREE COMPETITION Snitable for age
rlat.rs...ﬂ == 5 -m - LY - . i-E. IWE IE .ﬂ.'ﬂ:d. “P"ﬂr 3
| YOUTHS i i o w | 10/6 4 to 18,

LADH':E' & " 1] A IHI'E- 18 “p‘“‘ﬂﬂj.a ]
1t is understood that I may either return the Duni-bells st the end of scven days without
any obligation, or, if 1 decide upon keepimg same, 1 will forward a Postal Order lor 270 as the
first payment, and the balance in monthly payments of 28 until payment I completed.

l EIHED RN SRR T T |..|.,'q-.---------ixtil--l-ll-'-'mﬂ'l-l-"'ll
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Taking off hizs coat and rolling up his shirfsleaves, he
locked round, and finding that to all appearances he was un-
obesrved, he hegan to delve.

. In ten minutea he had miade quite respectable depredations
in the Head's lawn. Boon he had a small pile of tyrf on his
wight. He thought it strange thab Dr, Locke did not come

wut to compliment him on his task, PBut he was resolved to.

g0 on nevertholess.

Then Alonzo's depredations began to assume serious pro-
portions. All along the strip of lawn farthest from the
mllﬂlﬂw'-'ﬂ was o black patch where he had turned up the
earth. :

S3till no one came out of the Head's house. But Alonzo
contented, himself that his Uncle Benjamin had once said
that the best work s done in silence and unseen.

““ The Head will be able to grow some lovely vegetables in
soil like €his,” he said to himuceilf. “ How thuught?ul of him
to use it for the purpose, instead of for lawn-tennis I"

And his spade wad buaier than ever.

But suddenly he waa startled -by & loud scream. He could
not see whoe made it. But he thought it sounded like little
Molly, the Head's daughter.

He was not long in doubt. Hardly had he put the spade
inte the ground agaln when he heard from within the house
& voice that few at Greyiriars ever mistook. It was the
Head himself.

And Alonzo, with some misgivings reflected that he didn't
soem pleased either.

The Duffer of Greyfriars stood with the spade in the gpround
petrified. Tho Head had opened the French windows, and
burst upon him like an angry lion.

“*Great Heavens, boy !'f exclaimed Dr. Locke.
vou doing !’

Alonzo was too surprised fo utter a word. This was not
very grateful language, even from the Head, he thought.

“ Do you hear me, boy!" thundered fhe Head coming to-
wards Alonzo. " What 15 the meaning of this?

Alonzo assayed a reply once or twice, opening and shuttin
his mouth like & goldfish. But at last he managed to pot it
o,

“I understand you are going to grow your own veget-
ables, sir,” he iﬂ.itf feably. ““ 1 am preparing the lawn for
the sower of the sead.™

“ Yon—you what ?"’

Dr. Locke was simply atuttering.

He had had more than one surprise from Alonzo Todd
during the latter's adventurous career at Greyiriars, but
never & surprise eo great as this.

“What?"" he stuttered. ** What!"

*“I—1 understood that vou intended to grow your own
vogotables, sie,” stammered Alonzo Todd. 1 intended to
dig f:f) the ground ready, sir, to oblige you."'

“My—my lawn! Vegetables! Todd! The boy must be
daomented I’

“0Oh, sir! Demented, sir!™ stammered Alonze, beginning
to rapent the Head's words, in the curious way ha had when
he was frightened.

“Mad ! oxclaimed the Head.

“Mad, sir!"

“ You—you have utterly destroved my lawn !

“ Lawn, air!"

*“Todd! This astounding—this wicked impeortinence!”

" Impertinence, sic "

1 s r ! Oh! Wait, Todd—await—till I get a cane! Wait
eral"

Todd had always been cautioned by his Uncle Benjamin to
obey his masters. But Uncle Benjamin, certainly, could
naver have foreseen a conjuncture like thiz. Todd could
not help feeling that if he waited for the Head to return with
that cane, there would be a very bad time in store for him.

“0Oh, dear!” hd murmured. “ I—I think that under the
peculiar circumstances, my Uncle Benjamin would excuse
me for departing hurriedly.” .

And Alonzo d departed hurriedly. When the Head
-amerged again, all be saw of Alonze Todd was & leg rapidly
disappearing over the garden wall.

“ What are

“Quite mad 1"

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTE.
Alonzo Retwrns Good for Evil

ARRY WHARTON stared as Bulstrods came into the
School House almost weaping. Skinner was with him,
and he waa on the point of tears, too. But they were
tears of laughter. The two humorists were almost con-

vulsed with mirth. Boocop followed them in, apparently also
in & atate bordering upon hyaterios.

“ What's the matter?”" demanded Wharton.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ What's happened !

“.Ha, hia, &a i
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The three staggered on into the common-room. A crowd
of juniors followed them, curious to know what had hap-
penad. Bulstrode sank into a chair and roared. Skinner ex-
tended his form on the hearthrug and sobbed.
shrieked.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

¥ What on earth's the matter ¢"

F* 'aith, and what’s the joke intirely "

i: fI:}u.t wlﬂ:i‘l:- Buistrﬂgﬂl ks -

T guess v ra spoofing.’
*“Ha, ha, ha " roared Bulstroda.

Snoop

“Its the joke of the

term! It's the catch of the geason. Ha, ha, ha!l”
“ Ha, ha, ha!" gurgled Snoop and Skinner,
“ But what is it 7
13 ﬁlﬂnm !n

The juniors began to grin. They were alwaye prepared
to I%rm when Alonzo was mentioned. The exploits of the
Dufter of Greyfriars considerably increased the gaiety of
Greviriars.

“ What's Alonzos done?" asked Jghn Bull.

H I'guess he's played the giddy goat, as usuwal,"- remarked
Fisher T. Fish; * hut what has he u deing this time,
Bulstrode 7 : :

** Ha, ha!

* Gardenin

*“ Yes.
potatoes.”

“* My hat "'

“ Great Scott "

*“ He's mad—he'll be flogged !

“Or expelled I

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“ Poor old Alonze !’

The juniors roared. The consequences of Todd"s desire to
ﬂhilﬁﬂ- were likely to be serious for the Duffer of Greyiriara
in this case. But they could not help lnughing: It was anly
too evident that the unsuspicious Alonze h:g been spoofed
aTain.

* 1 guess that chap takes the biscuit " remarked Fisher T,

Taken up gardening.”
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e's dug up the Head's lawn for planting

!Fish. wiping away his tears. 8o he's dug up the Head's
awn '

““Ha, ha! Yes."”

“To plant potatoes!”

“That's it! IHa, ha, ha!"

The Removites roared. Harry IWharton laughed as loudly
as any. He simply couldn't help it, sorry as he was for
Alonzo Tedd.

“ Hallo, halle, halle!” exclaimed Bob Chervy. * Here ho
comes !

““Ha, ha, hal"

Y Bee the conquering hero comes !

“ Good old Alonzo !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Alonzoe Todd came into the common-room. Ha locked vory
rad and breathless. IMis hamls and his boots wers covereld
with mud, and his clothes were considerably stained.

He blinked at the yelling juniors in great surprize. Ile
did not seem to know that there.was a joke oh.

“* My dear fellows——"" he began.

¢ Seen the Head " roared Bulstrode.

“Yes, my dear Bulstrode™

““ Was he pleased ¥V

Alonzo rubbed his chin in a puszled sort of way. He had
not vet elucidated to his own satisfaction the mystery of the
Head's ungrateful conduct,

“Well, no, Bulstrode, he did not seem pleased,” Alonss
confessed alowly. “(On the contrary, he seemed to Le
annoved and upset about something,”

“** Ha, ha, ha !*' _

* My dear fellows, I do not see any cause for laughter. T
have striven to oblige the Head, as my Uncle Benjamin tnld
me I should always do. 1t i3 a very painful shock to me to
find him angry and ungrateful.”

““ Ha, hﬂr.%‘lﬂ. g :

“The only thing I can think of is to ask my Uncle Den.
jamin to write to the Head, and point out to him what should
really be his conduact in such a case. Meanwhile, I fear that
the Head has some intention of caming me.”

“a, ha, ha!™ _

Harry Wharton wiped his ayes. '

“ Oh, you champion ass!"" he exclaimed. * ¥ou champion
dummy ! Do vou mean to say that you really believed the
Hand wanted his garden dug up 7 ] .

Alonzo Todd jumped. For the first time it occurred to
him that Bulstrode might have been pulling his leg.

“ My dear Wharton—=""

* Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled the juniors.

“ My dear Bulstrode, is i¥ possible that a)-c-u_ were re-
varicating, and that it was your intention to deceive me¥™

Bulstrode shricked with merriment. Todd gazed at Lim

more in sorrow than in anger.
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"My Uncle Benlamin would be shocked, nay, disgusted, at
your conduct, Bulstrode,”” he said.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Trotter, the page, put his head in at the door. Trotter
was grinning. ¢ evidently knew all about Alenzo's gavden-
ing exploit. ]

* Master Todd iz wanted in the 'Ead’s siudy,"” he suid,
and vanished, chuckling,

Tedd looked dismayed.

“Oh, deari ‘This is most unfortunate!
must go.™

“Ha, ha, ha! VYes, rather!”

“ And Bulstrode had better go with vow, andd own up that
he was japing vou,” said Wharton.

““0Oh, rats!"” gaid Bulstrede uneasmilyv. “Bosh! T'm not
poing to do anything of the sort! Todd sheuldn't have been
such an ass!”

“Vernon-Bmith ! Where's Smith

“Here I am,” said the Bounder.

“ Look here, if you're & genuine hypnolist, Just hepnotiss
Bulstrode, and make him do the decont thing ! exclaimed

yelled the juniors.

Wharton.
“ Make Dulstrode own up!”
Bulstrode jumped up in alarm.

[ ] Gﬁ-{}d !“

“Here, you keep off,” he shouted. “If vou start putting
the 'Auence on me, 1I'll dot you in the eve, so look out.”

* I'ut the 'Auence on, S8mithy !

“We'll hold him !

“We'll look after you't

* Hands off I" yelled Bulstrode furiously,

But four or five fellows had seized him, and his stroggles
were unavailing, The Remove had roared over the joke, but
they did not see why Alonze Todd should toke all ghe punish-
ment. It waz “up” to Bulstrode to own up to the Head,
and if he wouldn’t do it, it was quite justifiable to make him
do it under hypnotic influence.

Vernon-8mith was nonplussed. He could no more have
hypnotised Bulstrode than a wild bull or hedgehog. But his
brain worked guickly.

“* Look here, can vou do it *" demanded John Bull,

Vernon-Smith nodded.

" Of course I can!" he exclaimed.

“Then ge ahead!"

" We're holding him: put the "fluence on!"

“ I'll leave it to Todd to decide,” said Vernon-Smith coolls,
“Tlo you went Bulstrode to be punished as well as vou,
Todd ™

Vornon-Smith was pretty sure of hiz pround in asking that
E::mrhcrn, He knew the gentle and forgiving nature of the

uffer of Greyfriars.

Alonzo Todd shook his head at once.

“0Oh, certainly not ™ he exclaimed. “If Bulstrode caves
to own up to the Head, T shall regard it ax a very honour-
able action, and T am sure my Uncle Benjamin would
apmwove of it.  But if he docs not choose to do sge———'?

“1 don't!" roared Bulsirode.

“Then I prefer to leave him to his conscience,” said Todd,
1 will now go and see the Head. Bulstrode, I regard vou
a= being untruthful and dishonourable, and I must 2ay that
ity Unecle Benjamin would be shocked at vou.™

And the Duffer of Greyfrairs quitted the room, to make
hizs way to the Head's study, with the most dismal
anticapations,

I suppose T

—y

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Noble Fellows.

DCLSTRODE cast a glare of defiance at the Roemove
fellows round him. He knew that he was not *playing
the game,” but he did not intend to own up to the
Head, Nether did Skinner. The only difforence

botween them was, that Bulstrode’s conscience pricked him
aml Skinner’s didn’t. i '

“You've gpoing to Iet Todd po threugh it alon
Bulstrode ¥’ saud Harry Whnrhﬂﬂgiﬂm'nmi ¥u ‘ B e,

* Mind your own business!"

“ 1 puess this is the birney of every fellow in the Remove,™
snied Fisher T. Fish. " It's up to you to own up.”

Sy Ly

: at do you say, Skinner—what are vou poing fo e
sl John Bull, v 2 guing R e

Bhkinner shrugred iz shoulders.

“ MNothing," ]1-.': said.

“And yon, Ogilvy—you were in the game, weren't vou '

Ocilvy tuyrmed red. 5

"}:‘.'ull, I didn’t forssee thiz,”? he remarked, “YVau spe

* Dt it’s happened, whether vou foresaw it or not,” sai]
Viarry Wharton curtly “It was a funny Jape enongh, but
now Todd's got into a row——" :

“(‘ome on, Bolstrode,” said Ogilvy.

* What do you mean?” Bulstrode demended.

“1'm going to the Head.”

“ What for?"

Toe Macxer Lirniny.—No, 157,

weew; JOHN BULL JUNIOR'S WEEKLY.”

EVERY
TUESDAY,

Toe «Maguet” o, |

l = © own up that we japed Todd into digging up his
AW, -

“Oh, rats !

““ Aren't yvou coming ?"

id Nu.?l

“¥You coming, Skinner ™

““WNo fear!”

“I'll go alone, thea,” said Ouilvy.

“Good for you,” said Harry Wharton, *"As for these twa
rotterg=—""

“Oh, rats! I'll
was not to be put in the shade.
You'd better come too, Skinner.””

“Sha'n't!"" said Skinner.

“¥You joly well will, if I do," said Bulstrode, in his most
bullying tone. “ You're not going to get out of it, Besides,
it will look better for & whole gang to go—like the good little
hoys iR the good-little-Georgy books, owning up to sabe a
dear schoolfellow from being caned. Come on.”

Lg i,mk }I_EI‘E"—"

“* Take his other arm, Ogilvy, and we'll help him along.”

. Bulstrode slipped his arm through Skinner's. The Scottish
junior, with a grin, took Skinper's other arm.  Skiiner
hadn’'t much choice in the matter after that. He was walked
along to tho Head's study by the other two fellows.

Bulstrode knocked at the door and opened it. The Head.
lnoked round with a frown as the three juniors came in. Ha
had & cane in his hand, and was evidently going to begin
operations on the Duffer of Greyfriars.

“¥ou should not enter like that, bovs!"” he exclaimed.
“Wait outside, if you have business with me, until I tell
you to enter.™

‘' Lf you please, sir,” began Bulstrode, in his silkicst fones.
Bulstrode could play the meck and dutiful junior cxcellently
well when he chose. The Head eut him short.

 Wait outsicle, Bulstrode, till I have finished with Todd.”

“1t's about Todd, sir, we've come.”

“0h, in what way?"

“ About his digging up your Jawn, sir)'" said Bulirode,
“ It was & jape, ar.”

The Head frowned, .

““Todd has assured mie that he believed that T wished my
garden to be dug up for vegetables,.and that it was not a joke
onh lis part, Bulstrode.”

“1 mean Todd was japed, sir™

““Oh, indeed!"

“ Bome—some fellows japed him, sir, and stuffed him up
that yvou wanted the garden dug up, sir.”

“ Who were they ?"

“T's, sar!"

‘;ﬂlhl“ ejzculated Dr. Locke, somewhat taken aback,
“¥Youl” .

“Yea, sir] OF course,” said Bulstrode mendaciously, ' we
didn't know Todd would be such an ass as to take us
seriously,. We were just stuffing him up.”

The Hcad looked at the three juniors, and then at the
Duffer of Greyfriars. Alonzo Todd gave Bulstrode a
roproachinl look.

‘I certainly took vour statements seriausly, Bulstrode,” he
said, My Uncle Benjamin has always impresesd npon me
to make myself useful and ohliging, and I was very enger to
oblige Dr. Locke, whom we all respect so highly,”

The Iead coughed. .

* Besides, you remember you said you couldn’t dig up the
garden, because you had an impot. to do, Bulitrode., Skinnere
could not do the digging, because he had housemaid’s knee®

“What " gasped the Head,

“ He had housemaid’s knee in his wrist, sir.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the juniors involuntarily.

The Head scemed about to choke.

““ Bilonee " he gasped. ** Todd, you are a most ridiculous
bhoy.  Bulstrede, 1 do not approve of these. jokes upon &
simple lad.”

“Woe're sorry, sir, as it's turned out.”

“Ahom! I have no doubt of that, Bulstrode—asz it has
turned out. Todd, you state that you firml}.r. believed that
vou would oblige me by digging up my lawn.™

“Oh, certainly, sir! T felt that I was acting in a way of
which my Uncle Benjamin would fully approve," said Aldnzo
carnestly.

“Then you are the stupidest boy in the school,” said the
Hend. i

“0Oh, sie!™

“If anyihing of the kind happens again, T shall not take
vour smtplicity as an oxeuse,” zaid the }-f.pﬂd_ “You may
e3ve my study.”

;T;Ihaf!k yﬂuq_fmlr‘lmwh, sir."h

n onxo Todd quitied the room, very thankful indeed,
He left the three practical jokers feeling '.'gry uncomiortable,

go if Opilvy does,” zaid Bulstrode, who
“1 don't cere if T go,
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b.o

Bulstrode had an inward Em{»e that the Head would regard
Ais owning up as very noble conduct indead, and would
{-a.rdén him, as. happened in the good little story-books.
ndead, he would not have been surprised if the Ilead had
graspes him by the hand, and ﬂaid? with tears of honest
emotion in his eves, that he had been to blame, but that be
had atoned for all by his honourable and manly conduct.
But someshow or other the Head did not play up according to
Programme,

!"IE feowned very spverely at the three juniors, .
I disapprove very much of these practical jokes,’ he said,

and I think that & mistaken sonse of humour is earried
altogether too far when it leads to the destruction of my
Iawn. The damage that bas been done will be repaived, andd
the cost of renewing the lawn will be charged in vour hills
this term. Your parents will be called upon to make the
damage gpood, You may gol”

And they went,

Ountside the Ilead’s door thev paused to glave ab one
pnother, and to say things.  All three were feching very much
cxasporatod.

o “Ud rather have had a licking,” said Ogilvy weathiudly,

My pater is alwaxs wild if there are any extras at all. It
epoiled & whold vac. for me ance when he had to pay for
a :I:‘rrnlfen window,™

It's rotten,” said Bkinner. “ 8till, T°d ratlier niy pater
]f]nnlflfr't"u pay, thap have a licking,  Afier all, what are pateis

“Oh, hang " growled Bulstrade. T had an idea that we
:';“H“* get clear, owing to owr manly conduct in owning
Sk{inl:mr chuckled.

© 1 know: vow've been reading fGocrgy, or Bit by Bit,'"
he said. ***The kind toacher plﬁcrt! hiﬁgﬁ;ﬂﬁd upon Georgy's
golden curls, and in & voice trembling with emotion, sal—

Thiz atones for all. Georsy, vou have conumitted grave
wrong, but your noble conduct in ewning up to youwr fault
atones for everythiuig, Herceforward, vou mav stand as o
?TI:::;LH%} ::'-.x;mplﬁ ttﬁ.] yuulr F;l:_'hﬂ-glffl:h}wﬁ, Ceovey, I respect vou

&N mo iRy i ; *
TaoTe, o Hnu]:ﬁm];ﬂ’ did before rou tied the kettle to the

{Oh, cheese it!" grinned Bulstrode. T think the IHond
m:{.;ht, have seen toour conduct was awfully manly aml
noble, and played up to ik, But these blassed  schaal-
masters never play the paine.”

ﬁnd the thres horoes went on their way discontentedlv,

i ut il they had no appreeiation of their noble conduct from
the Head, they had plenty from Alonzo Todd. The Duffer
EJF Ii;amz:frurs met them on their return, and gave them a
ook of the most touching gratitude and affection,

"My dear schoolfellows,”” he exclaimed, *“how can I thank
voul ¥ou have acted nobly! T wisk myv Uncla Benjamin
were here to thank you for your exempla r¥ conduet,”

. Oh, rats!” said Ogilvy.

O My deay Ogilvy—"

Br-r.y 1"

SIE?;:H?EMF walked away. Todd turned to Bulstrode and

* Bulstrode, your noble conduct——"

“Oh, bosh P ey

“ My dear Bulstrode—-"

B}!Lt Bulstrode was gone, and Skinner followed him.

Aionzo Todd gazed sfter them in astonishment. Then
En!llj. Ihrc;:kﬂiupunhll}ia face. . ]

1, truly neble nofures dislike Leing praised!™ he mur-
mured. “I am so glad to find that Blﬁ&ﬂ‘ﬁﬂ& and Eﬁ{in.ngr
have noble natures, contrary to all appearance. 1 must write
ta Uncle Benjamin and tell him all about it. He will bo
&0 pleased !

—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Too Obliglag.
" BAY, Smithy—"
“ Well #* El:tﬂ.peed Vernon-Smith,
“I'm hungry ™
“ Go and eat coke!

Vernon-8mith swung away angrily. The Remove had just
come out after lessons, ang Billy iiunter had sidled up to
the Bounder at once.

Bunter blinked after Vornon-8mith indipnantly az he de-
parted. Then he hurried after the Bounder of Greyiriars,

“ Look here, Bmithy, about that seance?' he gaid. " You
said you wanted it for this evening, and if I'm to be the
B vo fat fool I”

5 your tongue, at fool I’

“Well, I'm hungry, m—-"

“ Look here, Bunter,” axid Vernon-Smith, in a lower voice,
as they went into the Close, * vou’ll get nothing till after
the seance, according to arrangoments. What have you done
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with the pound Joho Bull gave you fur Ouding the cons
cerling¥"

The fat junior zave & discontenled grunt.

“ th, that's ronct™

“Btuffi! Lven you cannot have eaten up a pound’s worth
of tommy so 20on!” tho Bounder exclaimed.

1 haven't had more than five shillings' worth.”

* Then where's the rest of the money !

“I've been done ounl of it.”

“What do you mean? Who's done vou? Vou don't mean
to say that Wharton or any of his lob lwave taken your
money ' asked Vernon-8mith cagerly.

#No. It was Mes. Mimble. She's kept it.™

“Oh, rats! She wouldn't dare to keep your money.”

“Well, she has!” growled Bunter. **She said something
about an-old wecount when 1 changed the sovercizn with her.
D courae, that old account was run on the understanding
that it was to be paud when T had a ecrtain remitfance. That
remttance hasn't come. This sovereign, of course, had
nothing whatever to do with i1, Bub women never can under-
stand business.!”

Yornon-Smith grinned.

“LYCH.'I can't expect anvbady to undesstand vour svsiem of
business, Bunter. You've bren traing to swindle Mrs
Mimble, ¢nd she's stopped vou.™

“Oly, really, Smithv——"

fAnd gou'll met nething out of me but what's agreed
upon.,  Amd i you give me any trouble I'M get another
subject.™

“ Look here-—-""

But Vernon-Snuth strode away withoal veplying.

DBnnter staved at him forionsly, He was grestly tuclined
to betray the svooler st onee to the Remove fellows. But
he reflected that it would rot do to imitale the gentleman
in the fable whe killed the goose that laid golden epzs. He
would certuinly be able to show Verion-Smith up in the
Remove, but it would mean the camplete stoppuage of supplies,

As o matter of fact, Vernon-8mith was alvcady thinking of
extending his eperations. He had a lingeving Liwpe that his
hypnotism, spoof as vet, might develoy inte a reality with
wmore practice. And he had thought of Alonze Tedd as a
likely subject,

Simple and weak-nalured persons are peculiarly susceplibls
to hypnotic mfluence, so far as there is anything in hypnoti=m
ab all. And Tedd certainly was simple enough, and Vernon-
Bmgth thonght him a great deal weaker i natore than he
really was.

The Duffer of Greslrivs was in the Close when Vernone
Simith came up and tapped him on the shoulder.

“Will you come into my study, Todd®" asked the Bounder
alfably:

“ Dh, certainly " said Todd.
Smithy ¥

“¥Yeos, I want you to do me a little service.””

“ With the greatest pleasure, Smithy. I do not approve of
your character, and I have grave doubts about whether 1
cught to associate with you, but my Unele Benjamin has
always told me that I should seck to exercise an improving
influence over bad hoys. I will therefore come with yon.™

The Bounder compressod- his lips for 2 moment.  Alonso
Todd's. way of putting things could not be considered taetfel,

But the Bounder needed Todd's assistance just then. and
he was not disposed to quarrel with the Duffer of Greyfrines
for anything he m_ight. HILY.

Todd followed him to his study.

You know, I am & hyvpnotist,” Vernon-S8mith remarked,
rlni?ﬂdl':!e closed the door and pushed a chair towards Alonzo

“I know youn say you are, Smith.”

“1 am—really.”

M1 trust you are speaking corvectly. But I have observed,
if you will excuse my romurking on it, that you are not
always truthful.”

:‘ DEE:E hera, Todd, T want you o be myv aubject.”

“Will vou let me hyonotise vou?"'

“I do not like to refuse, Bmith. But I trust that if T full
under the hypnotic infuence you will not make me do any-
thing ridiculous or anything of a nature of which my Uncle
B&nglmin would not approve?’

“ Dh, that's all right!” .

1 suppose it does not hurt to be hypnotised "'

“ Not at all.”

" Very well, then, Smith, 1T am ready.”

The Bounder stood in front of Alonzo. Todd watched
him a little nervously. In spite of his desire to oblige, Todd
would rather not have heen hypnotised. DBut he was in for
it now.

25t guite still,” said the Bounder.

£ 0Oh, cortainlv "
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“Rix r oyes qn mine,”

" With pleaaure.?F .

“ Detach your thoughts from everything—render your mind
& blank.” ; .

“1 fear that that is not possible, Bmith. You sce, owing
to the organisation of the human brein, it——"'

“ Now close your eyes.”

“0Oh, certainly !’

The Bounder made his hypnotic passes. Whether they had
sny hypnotic effect upon Alonze Todd he could not see; but
the Duffor was certainly sitling very quiet, and appeared to
have fallen asleep.

“Todd "

“ Ves?™

“¥You must obey me

(11 "E'Es.ll‘

: gu:-u’:nust do everything I tell you™

es.

Vernon-8mith's eyes gleamod with triumph.  This certainly
locked as if the Duffer was completely under the *fluence.

*Todd, risel”

Alonzo Todd rose.

“ Open your eyes.”

Todd opened -them.

** Mow stand on vour head.”

That wos an ﬂrrj”e.r:' which the Boundeor did not expect io
see obeyed unless the subject were really under hypnotic
influence. But he did not know the boundless desire to oblige
that animated Alonze Todd.

The Duffer of Greyfriars, hypnotised or not, made no
demur. He bent down and placed hia hands on the floor
and then the top of his head. Then he reared his long- legs
into the air.

“It'a worked "' mulicred Vernon-S8mith, in delight. *"It's
worked! That's the "Auenec, and no mistake! Ok, my hat 1"’

Alonzo Todd wes not accustomed to gymnastic exercises of
thiz sort. He was po sooner standing on his head than he
fell over.

His feet crashed against the table, sending i flying, and
then he rolled heavily upon Vernon-Smith, catching agamet
his legs so suddenly that the Bounder was hurled over.

He erashed down into the grate, with a wild clatter of fire-
irons and fender. Todd sat un among the wreck he had
made and blinked st hum. Dooks and papers and ink and
a burst bag of pastries mmmgled round himm on the floor,

“Oh dear!” gasped Todd.

Yernon-Smith at_ruggled cut of the grate.

“You dangerous idiot !’ he reared.

“ (0h, really, m¥ dear Smith *

“You—you fathead ! _ _

“My dear Smith, I was only trying to oblige vou!" said
Todd, i great distress. " You asked me to stand upon my
head, and, although 1t certainly seemed to me a most extra-
ordinary request, I was willing to do so. Unfortunately, 1
have had mo practice, and——"

The Bounder glared at him as if he wonld eat him.

Y You—you asal" he roared. Y Weren't you under the
'Ruence "

“ Dear me, no!”

“You weren't hypnotised 7

“ Certainly not I

“Then—then why did vou stand on your head?' gasped
Vernon-Smith.

“ Because you ssked me to,” sand Todd simply.

Vernon-Bmith stagpered to hizs feet. He made a wild grip
al the poker.

Todd jumped up and bolted for the doorwav.

did not understand why his excessive obligingness should
hava exasperated Vernon-Smith so much, but he could eea
ihat the Bounder's study was a dangerous place to stay in.
He tore open the door and dashed out.

Vernon-Smith made a furious luonge at him with the poker
as he went, The disappointed hypmotist would willingly have
brained him.

U ¥aw 1" yelled Todd, o )

The end of the poker caught him in the ribs with a very
unpleasant poke. He staggered, and dashed away, yelling.

“You ass!” roared Vernon-Bmith, brandishing the poker
in the deorway. **You chump! You [sthead! IH—7

But Alonze Todd was gone!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not to be Done,

4 MITHY !
S ‘' Hold on, Bmith, you're wanted !
Vernon-Bmith tossed the poker into the study and
turned towards the jumiors who wore ¢oming up the
passape with as agrecable a smile as he could work up. He
was beginning to be in request already, evidently.
““ Hallo ! he said * What's wanted 1"
“ Listent’
Vornon-8mith listened,
Tue Maawer Lasrary.—No. 157.
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From the end study in the passage came the mournful

strains of & tuneless concertina.
_"It's John Bull!" expleined Harry Wharton. *‘ He's at
it again] He agreed not to play the deadly thing in the
house unless somebody asked him, and Bunter's asked hum.
Bull gave him a bab to, ask him.””

" Well, what do you want me to do?” asked the Bounder.

“Why, it looks as if you can really hypnotise,” Wharton
explained. ' 8¢ we want you to hypeotiee Bull, end make
him chuck the concertina out of the window.”

“ That's the wheeze,” said Bob Cherry.

“ The wheezefulness ia terrific.” .

“Tf you can hypnotise & chap, vou can do it through &
keyhole, I suppose?” Tom Brown remarked.

*I—1 don't know.'

“(Ch, come off I exclaimed Fisher T. Fish. ¥ Over there,
cour hypnotists can hypnotise you down a tclegraph-wire,”

“$la, ha, hal?

“ 1 grivess M

“Oh, rats, Fishy !
put the Guence om!"

Vernon-Smith looked very doubtful. As a matter of fact,
lie could not have micsmerised John Bull under any circum-
stances, To put the Juence on throngh & kﬁf[‘lﬂﬂ was B
difficult task, even if he could have done it at all.

But the Remove were not to be denied. ,

The spoofer was in for it. He could not have the credit
without esrning it—that wes the general idea.

“Come on " excisimed Bulstrode. * ¥You jolly well found
the thing for hun, after I had hidden it away; now Fou can
maka him stop playing it."”

‘" Hear, hear!"

*“ Quite right !

“ Play up, S8mithy.”

il I ,E,"LI.'EE!-—"—”

“Rats! Cgme on, Smithy, there’s a geod chap. Turn
on the Hucnce !’

And Vernon-8mith was walked along the Remove pnuléﬂ'o
whether he wished to go or pot. Outside the end study,

Come on, Smithy, and see if you can

Wharton hammered on ¢the door,
“Bull! Isay, Buoll!”
“ Hallog 1"

:‘ﬁbﬂp1thnt ghastly row "
[ ] u 1]!-

“ We'll smash the concertina '

£l Eﬂﬂh !:"J‘

* And we'll smash you!”

“ More bosh 1" E

“Hang it all! Turn on the fluence, Smithy 1"

“ Buck up, Smith!"”

“ Hypnotise the beast!" o

Groan, growl, grind, crash! came from within the study.
John Bull was extracting deadly strains from the concertina.

“I can't hypnotise a chap through a door,”’ said Vernon-
Sinith., “It's all rot! Get the door oper, and I'll hypnotize
him fast enough.”

Bob Cherry snorted. .

“If we hag the door open, we could stop him fast ¢nough
oursclves,” he growled.

“UWell, I can't—""

“Then you're a spoofer.’”

“ Took ﬁere——” _
“I don't see why the flucnce can’t be turned on through a

keyhole,” growled Tom DBrown, °‘ That is, of course, if
there's anything in it.” . : i

“1 guess it's all bunkum,” grinned Fisher T. Fish,
“ Jovver get left?”

" It's all spoof!” i

“ Get the door open, and I'll put the fluence on,” said the
Pounder. ' It's impossible to hypnotise & chap through am
oale door.”

* Rats !

“1 say, you fellows—'"

“ Hallo, hsllo, hallo! Here’s Bunter! Look here, put
the fluence on Bunter, and make lhim butt the door in with
kis head,” suggested Bob Cherry.

“ Oh, really, Cherry—"

“ Ha, ha, ha !’

“T say, vou fellows,” smasid Billy Bunter, blinking at the
juniors, “I'm hungry I’

“(Oh, buzrn off I _— _

““ Look here, I want justice done. You're captain of the
Remove, Wharton, and you ocughton't to let Bmith swindle
me 1

“ What’s that?" exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“ Smith owes me money—-"" _ o

“Let's get away from that herrid grniading, i Smithy
can't stop it ! exclaimed Nugent. 1 can’t stand it."”

“ Bame here.” :

U The samefulness i terrific.'™
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The juniors crowded along the passage to the stairs. The
grinding of the concertina from the study went on un-
remittingly, John Bull was making a feld day of it.

“ Look here, Wharton, Smith owes me money—"

It's a lie,” said Vernon-Bmith fcreely.

“¥ou know you do! I was going to have a good feed for
being subject, and—""

fBhut up ™

“ Come and stand me the [ved, then!™

The juniors began to look ourious. If Billy Bunter was a
real hypnotic subject, it was quite natural that he should try
to extort feeds from Vernon-Smith for the trouble he was

ut to. But there was a threatening tone in Billy Buoter's

‘m!ie that seemed to hint that there was something more
in it.

It really seemad that Bunter's tone implied that unless
Vernon-3mith stood him the feed demanded, he would have
something to say that would be exceedingly unpleasant for
tihe Bounder.

Vernon-3mith understood him clearly enough.

Although Billy Bunter was a great deal given to hoasting
of his abilitivs as & business man, hc had no sense of business
at all, as a mattor of fact. Ho had no ddea of keeping . to
an. arrangement unless it suited lim, and he regarded a
promise much like a pawn in chess. Bunter had been
thinking over the matter with growing wrath, and the
Frﬂspt‘ct of a dozen feeds in perspective did not conscle him

or not having one at the present moment. His arrangement
with the Bounder was eminently profitable to himself, but he
Was tmgrwdi:l to be faithful to it. Bunter’'s theory was
.that a bird in hand was worth any numhber in the bush.

Vernon-3mith gritted his teoth with rage.

If he allowed Bunter to blackmail him, for that was what
It really amounted to, he Lknew thers would be no end of it.
And he did not want Bunter to betray him there and then to
the Remove.

Bunter blinked at him threateningly through his big
spectacles. He had ¢hosen a mioment when the Bounder was
surrounded by a erowd, to apring thia on him.

“Am I to have the feed you promised me?" he demanded.,

" ¥éu greedy young hound—"

* Oh, really, S8mith——"

“You can gcome into my study,” said Smith.

e Ll AR k

‘Yes, than and be walip with a cricket-stump !
Not much! 'ﬁ'c:’lil settlc up before the fellows, and
Wharton's gomg_ to seo justice done. Look here, you’ll stand
me the feed now, or l.'lf %

Bunter got* no further with hia threat.
t'ﬂ;}grnﬂn- mith, losing his temper complately, made a rush
at him,

‘His hands fell upon the fat junior, and Billy Bunter was
whirled round and slammed against the head of the banisters,
and the Bounder boxed his ears savagely.

“Ow!” ‘yelled Bunter. * Help! us! Yow !

“ Hore, stop that, Smith!" exclaimed Harry Wharton,

"Ow! Tow! ¥aroch! On!"

Bunter made a wild effort to hurl his assailant off. Vernon-
Smith staggerad back under the weight of the fat junior,
and; Iﬂami his footing, tumbled down the stairs.

“Oh 1" he gasped. _
h_ﬂnwn he went, with Dilly Bunter tumbling wildly after

im,

The juniors on the landing burst into a roar.

“ Ha, ha, ha !

—

e —

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER,
Terrltic.

YARRY WHARTON & CO. roared as the hypnotist and
the Owl of the Remove disappeared down the stairs.
““Ha, ha, ha!"
They landed on the mat, both of them looking con-
dd&ﬂhlﬁ thoe worse for wear. :

Billy Bunter sat t]rﬂ;ni‘fmaneri. Vernon-Smith staggered
to his feet, disheve and dusty, and considerably bruised.

“Oh 1 he gasped. “ You fat fooll”™

£ E Dw !l!l

“ You dummy I*

“"Yowl"

“1 hope wou've broken aﬂmethinf." said Vernon-Smith
viciously. * I wish it were your neck, you dummy !’

“ Groo! I've brokem my leg ™

“ Good I”

“T've sprained both my ankles["

‘“8plendid I"

“* My riba sre bu
: jolly glad i** B
“Yow ! f’u.hmken my—my apine ['"
"1 wish you had ["
! Beoast |

Tax Maiewer Lisrary.—No. 157.

Vernon-8mith stamped away. Billy Bunter rose slowly to
his feet, with amaazing activity, however, cofsidering that
his legs, ankles, ribs, amd spine were broken. But perhaps
the fat junior had cxaggerated the damage done.

The juniors crowded down the stairs after him.  The swoak
strains from John Bull's study were growing londer and
more terrible, and the Remove passage was veally un-
inhabiable. As the juniors wanted to have tea in their
studics, this was rather hard on them, and they were
exasperated.,

There was no getting ot John Ball, He was safely locked
in behind a strcng oak door. But Nugent had remarked
that Vernon-Smith awd Billy Bunter were responsible for
the finding of the hidden concertina.

“It was wour foult, too,' growled Bulstrode. 1 hed it
locked up safely enougl.”

YWharton stopped his ears,

“1'm going to have tea in hall!" he exclaimed. I can't

stand that ! :

*“Those rotiers who discovercd the blessed thing shall
stand it, though!™ said Russell. * Let's shovo ‘em oulside
Eull's study, and tiz 'em there™

“Lood cgg !

“Oh, I don't know——"" began Wharton,

“¥ do,” interrupted Nugent. * Come on, you fellowa."

And the juniors rush downstairs. Billy Dunter was
collared as he sat on the lowest step, groaning,

“ Bring him up!'"

“ Collar him ™

“ Bome of you go for 8mithy ™

“Good egg ™

““Here, I say, vou fellows,” bellowed Bunter, * what's the
row? What do you want? Whut are you up to, e "

‘We want you."

“Yowl What for? Owl”

* Come on 1™

“Yank him along!"

Billy Bunter waa hundled upstaira, in spite of his strucgles
and protests. ¥e was rushed along the corridor to John
Bull’'s study door, and there he was planked against the
door, and his wrists were tied to the door-handle with a
whipcord.

“T—T =may, you fellows 1™ I—""

“Shut up !’

“ Here they come with the Bounder I

‘* Bring him hore " X

Vernon-Smith was not resisting, ‘but he looked furious aa
a crowd of juniors dragged him along the Eemove pussage
to the door of John Bull's study.

From within the study the unmusical, ear-splitting straing
were still proceeding. John Bull was putting his beef into
1f, a0 to speak.

“ Look here, what are you playing the giddy goat for®"™
demanded Vornon-Smith. “ What are you up to?"

“¥You found John DBull's concerting,” said Bulstrode.

“ Well, the fellows wanted me to.”

I didn't want vou to! You mnd Bunter found it, and
now you can stand the racket,”

“The racket 1 torrific."”

‘* 8hove him alongzide Bunier."

“ Look here, vou're not going to tie me there.

‘" Here's a cord !

* Fasten him up !

And the Bounder was fastened up beside Billy Bunter.

Then the juniors crowded away. The dreadful straing of
the concertina had driven them away, and they all went
down to have ftea in hall, making an unusual rush at the
I'orm table there. ;

Vernon-8mith and Bunter were left fo enjoy the rausie.

“ I—I oy, Smithy—-" began Bunter.

* Oh. ehut up " growled Vernon-8mith.

stammered Bunter,

L]

 —

* This is all veur

fault ™
* Oh, really, Smith——"
“Bhut upt! How can we make that fool stop that raw?"

snarled the Bounder of Greyfriars. * Kick at the dooc!
That may make him open 1t.”

They kicked at the door.

But John Bull did not even take the trouble to spenlk.
He ground away at the concertina unheeding. ,

“Bull ' roared Vernon-Bmith through the keghole,
“ Bull I

“* Hallo I ]

* Those rottera have tied us to the door-handle—"

““ Ha, ha, "ha "

“ Open the door and cut us loose, there's a decent chap.”

““ Rats! ['m not opening that door.”

“ We can't stand the row.”

“ Bosgh "

“ Look here, Bull—" ]

“ It will musically educate you,” said John Bull ealmly.
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“ Jlick it out, my sons, and your museical taste will be
itmproved.'? :

“ You fathead!"

Grind! Groan! Crath! Bqueak! :

The concertina was in full swing again.  Vernon-Smith
and Billy Bunter kicked at the door until they wero fired.

But it did not open, and the noise did not stop.

It was not until John Bull was tired of his practice that
he coased the melodious strains, and then the door of the
study was opened,

The qu‘ly clicked in the lock, and John Bull pulled the door
open, pulling the two prisoners into the room as he did so.
They gave him furicus looks.

**Ha, ha, ha ! roared John Bull

* Cut me loose 1 howled the Bounder,

“ Oh, really, Bull—""

John Bull opened his penknife and eut the cords. The
Tiounder stood trembling with rage. Glad]ij" he would have
flung himself upon the sturdy junior, but he knew that he
would have no chance at fisticuffs with John Bull.

“You can buzz off,” said John Bull. *Get out of my
stufl ,h Buntﬁm There's nothing for you to eat here.”

! , really—"

“ Where's the rotten concertina?” roared Vernon-Smith,
glaring round the study. ) i

** Locked up, where vou can't get ot 1t,"” grinned John Ball

*“I'll emach it.” .

" You jolly well won't! There's the door, Smith.” :

And Vernon-8mith, with a enort of rage, tramped out,
followed by Billy Bunter. He did not eare to go for John
Eull. But Bunfer was a safe person to go for. The Bounder
oi Greyiriars furned upon Bunter in the passage.

* NMow, then, you fat toad——"

Bunter yelled and ran. After him rushed the Bounder,
kicking him ay fast as he ran, and Bunter went roaring down
the length of the Remove passage. Then he dodged into &
study and locked himself in,

Vernon-8mith returned to his own quarters, somwhat re-
lieved by the kicking of Bunter, but still in a etate of rage
and spite. He was beginning to wish that he had not taken
up the business of a " spoof  hypnotist,

It had not led to much else beside catastrophe, so far.
But if only the power to hypnotise became real—then he
would make the fellows pay, and more than pay, for all they
had done,

But that, pfier all, was only an elusive hope. The
Bounder's hypnotism was “epoof " from beginning to e¢nd,
end was never hkely to be anything else.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The 'Fluence Does not Work.

HEN Vernon-Smith appeared in the jumor commnom-

room that evening, he was greeted by a general grin.

There was & dark cloud on the face of the Greyfriars

hypnotist. Things had not worked out as he wished,

by any means. But he not given up the hope of im-
pressing the Remove with a sense of his power,

The seance arranged for that evening in the common-room:
was to come off, nﬁ the same. He had carcfully-instructed
Billy Bunter in hia part, and in spite of the rough passages
betweon thém, Bunter had acquiesced. ]

Vernon-Smith had the lowest possible opinion of Bunter,
and he had not the slightest doubt that Bunter would forget
all that had passed, for the sake of the feed that was promised
after the eeance.

In this, however, ha showed less than his usual keenness.
The worm, as the old proverb assures us will turn!

Billy Bunter certainly was & worm. And he had turned
at last.

Bunter was &till aching in every bone from the kicking
Vernon-Bmith had given Eim., and when the Bounder, beforo

cing to the eommon-reom, sought him, the fat junior was
in the vilest of possible tempers.

“ You'll be ready at seven o'clock 1" asked Vernon-Smith.

Bunter grunted.

“ ('ome, I'm sorry I handled you so roughly " the Bounder
said. I was wild, and it was really all your [nalt in the
baginning. Look here, you're expecting & postal-ovder this
evening, ain’t you??

Bunter brightenaed up.

*Yes," he said,

““* For how muchi™

“ Five bob.” % 3

“ Would you like me to cash it in advanee i*

“ Yes, rather!”

‘‘ There you are, then.”

Bunter slipped the five shillings into his pocket, and his
clouded face became a little more cheerful.

* [ zay, Smith,” he remafked, " I'm expecting two postal-
orders, as s matter of fact. One's for five shillings, and the
vther's for ten. I—I'd rather you cashed th—the other, if
yo don't mind."”

Vernon-Smith did not appear to hear,
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*I want you at just seven,” he said.

‘1 say, Smithy—"'

“Oh, don't talk rot, Bunier! Laok here, come into the
cominon-room adb séven, same siyle as before. Mind, 1'm
going to question you, snd you're to answer truthfully this
fime."”

“How do you mean?

“I'm going to aslt you about your postal-orders, aud
you're to own up that it's all rot™

* Oh, really, 8mith——-"

“And about your titled friends—you'll admit there's
nothing 1n that.™

“ h, really—-"

“ It won't hurt you,” eaid Vernon-Smith, “You ran tell
lies again afterwards, if you like. But if I don't make you
toll the truth once, the fellows won't believe i my
Eypnotism."’

“* But really—"

“ You understand?  And look here, you can have as much
8z you like to eat at Mra. Mimble's afterwards, if the seance
goes offi quite successfully.”

“But I can"t—-""

5 ‘i'F&, you can,” said the Bounder coolly, “ And you
must "

** But—hut I say—"

“*"Nuff snid. I shall want you at exactly seven.”

And with that the Beunder left the fat junior. Fe had no

doubt whatever of Billy Bunter.
the worm will tarn. .

Billy Bunter gave him a look of deadly spite as hg de-
parted. Bunter would do many things for money and feeds,
but there were szome thi he would not do. He would
not stand being kicked till ke ached all over, if he could
help it. He would not admit im public that he was an
habitual har.

It was expecting foo much, éven of Bunter; but Vernon-
8mith, in s over-bearing way, never thought of that..

While Vernon-Smith was going to the common-room, Billy
Bunter made his way to the tuckshop. There was a chance
that Vernon-Smith might take his five shillings baok, if
matters went wrong—and Bunter meant that they should go
wrong. Billy Bunter meant to make sure of that advance of
cash, at least. _ . ]

It was soon disappearing down his capacious throat in the
form of jam, and cake, and lollipops. _ o

Meanwhile, Vernon-Smith, quite unaware of hiz subjects
seeret intentions, was m the junior common-room, prepar-
ing for the seance which was to_establish fully his claim fo
be considerad as a real and genuine h%,'pnutlst

The juniors grinned at the sight of him, and there were
many remarks on his joyful experience outside John Bull's
study. But at the same time, the juniore were keeh enough
to see the promised seanca,

Most of them had open minde as to whether there wos any-
thing in Vernon-3mith's hypnotism or not. They meant to
watch vory closely this time, and discover for themselves.

“ (Joing to begin soon, Smithy 1" asked Bob Cherry.

The Bounder sniffed. ] ,

“I don't know whether I shall begin at all,” he replied.
“]"fﬂu’m‘ treated me pretty rottenly over what I've done
alrondy.’

' Dh!: that was for finding Bull's concertina |
expect the form to stand that patiently.”

* Rather not!" .

‘“ The rathernotiulness 18 terrific.”

* Faith, and ye're right ! Dut we want the seance all the
eame, Smithy, darling. Sure and Pve missed tea with a
prefect to see it

“ | guess we're going to have the show, after we've come
in to seo it,” said Fisher T. Fish. I know it's all epool;
but we're here to see it, I guese.”

“* ¥es, rather!"

“ Play up, Smithy !”

“ On the ball, you know!" .

The juniors were keen for Vernon-Bwith to begin. The
Bounder glanced over the raom. He had the attention of
all present, But it still wanted several minutes to seven, and
it was not till scven exactly that Bunter had been timed to
enter.

A few minutes had to be dawdled away without exciting
suspicion; and then the mystic *'fluence™ was to draw
Bunter to the common-room.

“ What do vou want me o do?” asked Vernon-Smith.

* Make Bunter tell the truth.”

“* Hoar, hear 1"

“ We'll believe anything then.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” )

““Oh, very well " said the Bounder neghgently. * I'll do
that. Of course, 1 shall have to put a jolly strong 'Huence
on to get the truth out of a chap like Bunter.”

25
& splengta sehool o f Hary Sawrion o

But, as we have said, even

You couldn't
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"Ia, ha! That's true enough.”

“A thought has occurred to me,"” said Alonze Tedd. *1
think your wonderful gift might be made very useful in this
way, 3mithy. Supposs vou were to hypnotise the burglar
who tried to break into Creyfriars, and influenced him to
lead an honest, sober, and industrious life. That would be
splendid ! My Uncle (Eenjumin—”

il Ha. hﬂ., ha!"

“I'm sure my Uncle Benjamin would approve of that

idea,” said Todd. “‘It would be most praseworthy and
seemly. Don’t yvou fellows think so "

‘**Ha, ha, hal™"

“How am I to hypnotize the chap when he isn’t here®”
demanded Vernon-Smith, with a snort.

“Ah! Undoubtedly that presents a difficulty,” admitted
the Duffer of Greyfriars, ' But he will probably burgle the
school again, you know. Suppose, for instance, you had
Inﬁrrghhlw-t in Bulstrode's study last night.”

“Oh, I'm so sorry, Smith; T forgot that you asked me
?Smt to mention that you were in Bulstrode's study last night.

u—

“50 you were in my study last night, wera you?” said

Bulstrode, locking dangerous. **May I inquirc what you
were doing there, Smith?"
Vernon-Bmith gave the Duffer a deadly look.

. 11 thought I heard
if it was burglars,” he stammered.

““ And what made you select my study "

“I thought the noise came from there.”

“Deoar me! Your memory is sadly deficient,” said Alonzo.
“Dolf't you remember, Smith, you ‘told me that vou had
mistaken me for the burglar when I eame down, and you
duri%a:l into the study to get out of my way?"

“Oh!” said Bulstrode. **One yaru for Toddy, and one for
us. I think I cap sce light. You blessed spoofer! You
went inte my study last might to find out if the concertinn

a noisa, and I went down to sce

was thers, so0 that you could pretend to discover it to-day
h:l; thypnﬂh&ﬂlg‘ Bunter.”

[11 M.F h“ !‘H

“Buw!gd cut, by Jove!"

“ Nothing of l;l{a sort,” exclaimed Vernon-8Smith despe-
rately. “ How should I know what was in a locker when it

was lacked '

“You might have a key, for that matter.”

“Dear me! That would account for the ¢lick T heard as
I approached the study.' said Alonzo Tadd.

“Oh! Boit's true; he had a key !"

“T—I hadn't!"

“Baal™ |

2 caeotee

“Look h«m‘i‘:.‘: gaid Vernon-Smith savagely, “I've no time
to waste on this rot. If you fellows want the scance, 1'm
willing to go ahead. If not, say so.”

**Oh, you can go ahead I"" said Havry Wharton.

“Yes, rather!” chimed in Bob Cherey. “1 faney it's all
spoof, but we'll see.”

“Make Bunter roll in," grinned John Buil.

¢ Qilence, then !"

“Rot!" said Bulstrode. " You knew M

*“Oh, shut up, Bulstrode, and give the chap a chance !

“ Order !

Vernon-Smith made some passes in the air.
Indicated a fow minutes after seven.

“ Come ! said Vernon-Smith.

The juniors waited. ‘

According to programme, Billy Bunter should have wallond
In, in responss to the command of the bypnotist,

But he didn'ti

They waited, and watched the doorwary.
vacant. The subject did not come,

The clock

It remaiued

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Given Away!

IVE minutes passed, and Billy Bunter had not appeared.
Vernon-Smith was gnawing his lip with rage. He dJdid
not think yet that Buntor was plaving him false. But

.. . he hed ne doubt that the money he had given the fat
junior a3 & peace-offering was being spent in the tucksho;,
and that so long as it lasted Bunter wou'd lorget all about
the programre.
The Removites were laughing now. The fluerce was
evidently “ off,” and so was therr boltef in the hypnotist.
1 gueas 1 said 1t was spoof,” grinned Fisher T. Fish.
i }Er]}lu IIellm#a have been talken in, Jovver get left? Ile,
A E lll‘
“I've not been taken in,” said Tom Brown. “I nover
belicved the rot.”
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“Of course, it's all rot!"” said Nugent.

#J—I think, perhaps, Bunter's too far awav to feel the
fluence,"” stammered l;'c-rngn-ﬂmith. “It may have grown
weaker with time."”

“ {Ia, ha, ha!”

£f Hm !ll'

“Tf he's a groat distance away, I shouldn’t be able to call
bim in like this," said Vernon-Bmith. *“If he's as far as
the tuckshop, for instance.™

* Stuff !

“Look here, some of vou fellows go and fetch him. As
fli_iun a3 he's within sight, ['ll make him do anything you
ika."

“ You'll make him tell the truth?™

(11 YE‘F-"

* About his postal-orders and his titled friends?"

“ Cartainly "

“Well, wo'll believe in you if you can do that

“Go and fetch Bunter, soma of vou. I'm pretty certain
you'll ind him in the tuckshop,™ said Vernon-Smith.

“ Oh, we'll fatch him 1"’

Bob Cherry and Tom DBrown departed in search of Dunter,
The rest of the juniors waited. 11’1 a few minutes Dob and
Tom reappeared, and they brought the Owl of the Remnve
with them.

Billy Bunter was in a captious humour. Thore was & smanr
of jam on his fat face. showing how he had been employed.
Az a matter of fact, he had not vet got to the eudd of his
cash, and he was very much annoyed at being talon away
from the tuckshop. But Toem Brown and Bob would tuke no
denial. They had taken hold of the fat junior and marched
him off without going through the formality of asking his
consent.

“ Here he 131" exclaimed Bab, oz Bunter was marvched into
the room.

“1 say, vou fellows, [.=—--*

“ Bit. down, Bunter.™

“{Oh, really—"

* Bit down, and shut ui:,"

Vernon-Smith waved his hand to Dilly Bunier with =&
commanding gesture.

" 8it down, Bunter!” he oxclaimed,

Tho fat junior grunted. Ile was in for it-now, and tha
continuation of his fepd was evidently put off till after tha
soance.  Billy Bunter intended to make the scance as bricf
a3 possible.

Y Are vou ready, Bunter?®'"

“Yeu," growled Bunter.

“Close your eyes."

“(h, all right 1"

_ :;Endﬂaﬂmr to detach your mind from all ihoughts,
Bn __1-:

“Oh, all right!” growled Billy Bunier. Y lad all that
last time. Leot's get to business. I told Mrs. Mimble 1'd be
back in a few minutes.”

Vornon-Smith snapped his teoth.

But he did not enter into an argument with the fat junior,
It was not & judicious fime or place for &n argument.

He began to make the hypuotic passes before the fat face
of the Owl of the Remove. The juniors gathered round to
watch him,

The discontented expression upon Bunter’s face was not
Vory dpmmasmg. But Vernon-SBmith had no choice but to go
ahead.

“ Now, Bunter! You are under the Auence: wvou are the
slave of my will,” ssid Vernon-8mith, in very impresive
tones.

Bunter grunted.

** Rise, Bunteri"

Buntor rosze.

‘Bit down again 1"

Bunter sat down agsin.

Varnon-Smith waved his hand.

* You see, he is complataly under my control,” he romarked.
“I can do as T like with him. Now you can put any jues-
tions you like, and I will him to toll e trutl. Buntee, you
ara to tell the fallows the exact truth.'

The * subject’ opened his oyes

“T'm to tell them the exact truth "’ he aslhed,

T L1

“* The truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth??

“ Certainly

“0h, all rizht " said Bunter, with a grin. “In the lirst
r-;..'a.m!, you fellows, I ain't under the hyvpnotic influence at
nil. "’

Vernon-Smith turnsd quite pala.

There was a gasp from the Remaove.
& roar of laughtor.

Bunter blinked gloatingly at the spoof hypnotist.

It was his turn now. and he did not mean to spare Vernon-
Smith ane atom of what it was in his power to wfict upon

him.
PH lcE HALFugIFHH Y.
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“T'm yiot upder the fluence,” he went on, *agd I never
have been under the Huence. There isn't any fuence. It's
all humbug.”

“*Ha, ha,

“JI guess I said so all along.

“My h

14
Ha, ha! Jevver get lefe 7
¥ hat " .

“ Look here, you young fraud, what have you been playing
this game for, then?"” demanded Harry Wharton. _

Vernon-Bmith :Et-{rﬁ;[ silent, overwhelmed, and biting his
lips with rage and chagrin. .

“1 say, you fellows, I—1 did it for a joke at first, and—
and Vernon-Smith promised me all sorts of things, and—and
ho threatened me, too,” said Bunter. " But when I found
that he was really trying to deceive, of course my conscience
stopped n, and—"

ai t I‘I‘#

“Oh, really, Wharton-—" =

“I suppose Smith hasn't paid up, or you've tried to extort
more than he'd pay, or else re getting ecven with him

for licking you to-day,” said Wharton, in disgust. * Don’t
pretend you've got a decent motive, Bﬂi’y. We sha'n't belicve
you.'

" Not much !"  : ;

“ The not-muchfulness iz ternfic.”

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

¥ But Bunter's telling the truth, anvway.,” roared Bob
Cherry. * Vernon-8mith's made him do that, at all events.
Ha, ha, ha ! o N

“ Tt was all spoof from beginming to end,” sdi] Bunter.

“Ha, hz, ha !t ]

" What have you got to say, Smith §”

Vernon-8mith hed nothing to say. )

What could he say? Now that his confederate had given
him away uttorly, he had not a leg to stand on.

The game was up. No amount of humbug, though ever
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go skilful, was likely to make the Remove believe dn b
powers as & hypnotist again.

The Bounder bit his lip till the blood slmost came, Then,
as he caught the triu.anpM, grin of Billy Bunter, ho mude
o sudden rush at the fat junior. 2 e

Billy Bunter yolled out of the chair with cxtraordinery
activity, and dodged behind Wharton. - :

*“ Keep him off I he roared. " 'Ow! Yow! Keep him
off ! Vou fellows stand by me, you know. I've told you-
only the truth.”

‘*Collar the spoofor '’ shouted Bob Cherry.

“ Collar him!" roared the juniors. " Bump him "

Vernon-Smith drew back, cfant!ﬁlllg his hands. But tho
Hemovites were swarming round hium,

Thev had been * fed up ” with the humbug of the Bounder,
and those who Liad been led to place faith in him were more
angry than those who had seoffed at his hypnotism all along.

e was seized by many hands, snd bumped over.

“Ow!” he roared. “*Ow! Leggo! Yuh!"

The sham hypuotist went down heavily, and a crowd of
juniors sprawled over him. Vernon-Bmith dissppeared under
B ’aipmwhng mass of juniors.

he hypnotist was squashed.

When Vernon-Smith erawled out of the common-room, he
felt thet lifo was not worth living. After that day he did
not talk hypnotism, nor did he ever siteropt td put the
* *Auence ' on.
fdnother splendid, long, complets tale of Harry Wharfon & Cn, nent

Tuwenlay, entidled : “ JOHN BULL JUNIOR'S WEEELY," by
Frank Rechards, Order in advance. Price one penny.)

GRAND NEW ADVENTURE SERIAL JUST STARTED.
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READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, while oo board his powerful submarine the Lord
of the Desp, rescues Rupert Thurston from the River Thames, and
takes him to his house in Park Lane. There he shows Thurston the
model of his submarine, While at dinner the same night Lord sends
his footman to his room for some cigarettes, The foctman does pot
return, and Ferrers Lord fnds the man murdered in his room. His
inodel is stolen, and npon the Scor is an artificial arm. ** 1 know the
thief,” Ferrers Lord <ries, turning to Thurston, and throwing the
arm inthe fire, ** Michael Scaroff, the Russian."”

(Now go on with the slory.)

— —

War to the Kalfe,

Rupert Thureton felt a thrill of pity ron through hie heart
as he glanced at Ferrers Lord. The splendid 'secret, that
ihis man had epent years of bitter toil in diecovering waos
no longer hie ﬂ‘iﬁ-—-—t?lﬂ conquest of the unknown realms of
{he ovean. The thief, with the priceless model in his posses-
sion, could have B vessel similar {o the Lord of the Deep
built without any difficulty, though it would cost an enormous
ELLTVE.

'“Is this miscrable rebber rich?” he ventured to ask.

“ A modern Creesus—a Monte Cristo " said Ferrers Lord
boetween his clenched teeth, :

Thureton shook his head sadly, and knelt down again
Ieside the feotman. The poor fellow was dead beyand a
Jdoubt, but there wae no sign of any outward wound. The
distorted face and the petrified look of staring horror in
the glazed eyes made hum shudder., What had those eyes
geen before the everlasting darkness had fallen upon them?

“Weo muet have a doctor,”” Thurston esid; ‘' and we shall
have to face an inqguesh what on earth killed the man? 1
cannot find & single mark upon him. Surely it could not
have been fright'*

Tue Macxer LisranY.—No, 157,
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Wolves of the Deep. :

The Story of a Great Conspiracy, introducing Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung.
By SIDNEY DREW.
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The girl wae standing in the doorway, frozen with fear.
Farrers Lord, grey to tﬁ& lips, laughed grimly.
. "My friend,” he eaid steadily, " you sre young and
inexpertenced. This Michael Bcarolf comes from the East,
and the East hae always been the land of mystery. Ewven
the Great White Tsar, Autoorat of Al the Russias, dara
hardly call him o vassal, for Scaroff can summon a hundred
thousand fierce Tartar horsetnen to his banner with g wave
of his hand. Rich? He s lord of a million acres and a
thousend villages. Let me show you how my servant djed.”
Hending, he foreed open the clenched hand of the murdered
tnan. ** Thera is his death-woond, Thurston.”

“What! That tiny mark?' cried the young man, in

pumazs. ‘' Imposible! Why, I can hardly see it. It seemns
B mers ﬁln-pr{::!: i R
“Small as it sppears, it i3 his depth-wound.” Ferrers

Lord had %rﬂwn strangaly calm. “ Ae I told you, this man
ie a son of the mysterious East, and & traveller in many
lands. They brew Lorrible poieons there, and use strange
weapons. I heve known death lurk in & band-clasp ar the
prick of & thorn., What! Are you still here, Vialet V'

All thie time the girl had been standing -in the doorwey,
her eyes ditated with terror. She started as he spoke.

“‘ Ie— he reéally dead—murdered 1

Ferrers Lord turned upon her almost roughly.

“Go to your room !" he eaid sternly, ** Remember, yol
know nothing, and have seen nothing, of what has happened
!-Itfil;ﬁ to-night. This bas been all a dream, Violet, Forget
L

" ¥es, uncle; I understand. Good-night, Mr. Thureton !”

She held out a tiny white hand sparkling with jewels.
Thurston felt 1f tremble as he took 5. Then she vanished
into the gloom of the corridor, and they were alane with the
dead man.

“ ¥Yon mentioned a doctor,’”’ said Ferrers Lord, “and J
suppose it iz our legal duty to have one. Ba ecareful, iiﬂ%nu

A Bplendid School Tals of Wharton & Co.
Dl ey, by FEANK NIOHARDS
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are present, to hold your tongue about the tiny wound I
ghowed you. This thing must be kept a secret between us,
for I~do not wish it to come to the ears of the police. 1t
would hamper our movements teo much. I will send for
my dootor, Sir Anthony Ilelder, and I would wager my
last penny that his verdict will have no hint of foul play
o it."

“ But 8ir Anthony is the clovercst physician in London.”

“Wers he ten times more skilful than he iz he would
poever dream of murder,”” esaid Fervorz Loed.

The body was latd upon o couch and covercd up. Ferrera
Lard opened the cabinef, and calmly produced a box of the
cigarettes that had cost the poor fellow his life. He lighted
one with unshaking hand, and his voice was amazingly steady.

“The mir of this room stifles me, Thursten,” he sald.
“The night i3 fine enough, and not too chilly, for o lounge
an the verandah. I will join you in a moment, when T have
sent for Helder and despatched o few telegrams.”

Thurston nedded, and passed out through the open Frencl
window. The flowerscented breeze blowing from the park
cooled his burning forehead. He paced up and down, hia
thdughts full of Ferrers Lord. What preat strength of will
this man must have to take his terrible loss so calmly ! Why,
if he knew the thief, did he not warn the polics, and havo
the whole country ronsacked to find him? A one-armed man
wonld find it difficult fo hide for I{}ngi

But Ferrers Lord said * No.” Thursion was puzzled.
How had the thief escaped so guickly, and why had there
bean oo pursuit? Tt could have only been by the window,
for they had found the door locked on the inner aide. A
glanee over the baleony showed him that nothing but a cat
could have dropped from such 2 height without a broken
limb or a broken neck. Ile looked up the leafy vine cover-
'inﬁ_I the house.

he vine waw one of the treasures of Park Lane, and =oms
of its gnarled brancheg were thicker than his leg. A clever
climber might have sealed if, though not without difficnlty,
and gained the roof or one of the windows; but for a man
hampered by the loss of an arm it was utterly impossible.
Besides, the lane was thronged with people, and the climbere
could not have ezcaped notice.

Ag he zank inte & chair, the nullionaire joined him, so
nowselessly that Thurston was startlad.

“ You quite frightened me,” he zaid, with a laugh, “You

came like a ghost. 1 did not hear you.”
"1 suppose not,”” snswered Ferrers Lowd, “for vou were
in a brown study, wondeeing, most likely, why on ecarth I
have not got the hounse swarming with detectives from
Seotland Yard, Is that eot”

It wae not difficult to guess that, and Thursion nedded.

“Well, I will tell you why., An inguest i a short matter,
and a murder trial takes a long time. I know Wichael
Scaroff, and I lknow that he has not only planned all this
with a cunning that would baffe the smartost detective in
the world, but also that he has taken care to cover lis
retreat. How he learned of my invention I cannot imagine,
but I know that the Lord of the Deep has been apied wpon
by a strange yacht., I first met Scaroff at Marseilles, when
we were both present at the trinle of that mizerable tub the
French papers went mad over and called a submarine boat.
He is an ambitious man, Thurston, and s am I:; he is a
rich man, and so am 1."" The <lark brows knitted, the Erum
eves flashed. I will have no go-between, Thurston, f[or
now ik must be man to
man.*For what has hap-
pened to-night I claim
a heavy price—Michael
Scaroff's life!” )

He flung his e:§m'-
ette down, and crushed
it vietously under lis
heel.

“ T tall vou,"" he went
an more fercely, *° that
I will make him pay for
this with hiz life, or 1
will losa my own in at-
tempting it!  In rob-
binr ma of tho model,
he has robbed me of my
very beart’s blood. The
whole world iz not large
enough to hide him
froom me, If the pur-
gnit Jastz twenty vears,
if I have to spend the
last penny of iy wealth,
I will ind him! You
have to choose now for
good and all.  Either
yoeu must throw in your

o

Bydney, Ade
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lot with mine, or we must sav farowell. Time is precious, so
choovse quickly. In an hour 1 lewve for France.™

Thurstone rose slowly from his seat, and hesitated.

“ This gquarrel is none of yours,” said Ferrers Lored coldiy,
fand yoa have known me only for a day. Do not speak
before you have thought, one way or the other. T warn you
1t will be no child’s play, but a2 guesi full of danger and
hardship. You have no cauwes to join in this battle of
vengeance, and perhaps it is wrong of me to ask you. 1 like
you. and would be glad to have wvou wirth me nothing
more."’

The young man stood m thoughiful silence, staring acrocs
the gloomy Park. Had anvibing so strange and incredible
happened tp & man before” Fad such a sturtling series of
adventures ever been crowded into eo briefl a space of time?
The wild dive into the seething waler, the fierce battle
against the tide, the strange awakening, the submarine
vessel, the murder, and, strangest of all, this offer to league
hituself with Ferrers Lord in his weird man-huni and
terrible vendetta.

The vary thought of it fascinated and thrilled him. Ila
turaod, his eyes sparkling with excitements

“ I will go,” he said. T accept your offer.”

The millionaire smiled and held out his hand.

“I knew what your answer would be before I spoke,
Thurston.  After all, you may not regret that vou have
thrown in your lot with Ferrers Lord. We must not delar,
for every moment waeted makes our lot the harder. You
have barely an hour, and if you have any particular Eriends,
¥ou had beiter write to them at once to say you are going
anbroad for a time. My servant will arrenge about your
rooms, and pay any debte vou have. Well, what is it?”

A footman stood beside him, holding a salver, on which
lay two cards. Ferrers Lord glanced at them by the light
that streamed from the window, and tessed one of them

lrack.

“I o not wish to see Bir Anthony,” he said: **and I can-
not attend the inquest. Let him examine {he body and
make his report, Bhow the ather gentleman up, and bring
champagne and cigars. Here is our friend of the diving-
il_re*:-s, Thurston, the fellow we saw at work on the sunken

uer,”’

Thurston tock the big business card, and read :

“ Edward Horton, chiel diver, International Salvage
Campany.™

Mr. Edward Horton looked more like a prosperous City
merchant than the most fearless and zkilful <diver in the
world as he stepped upon the vevandah., He was faultlessly
dressed in an elegant frock-coat, well-creased tronsers, and
patent boots, and carried a glossy hat and a pair of grey
suede gloves, In size and build he waz a giant, and his
voice was like the bellowing of a bull,

““Gootl-evening, gentlemen!” he said, bewing.

“ Good-evening, Horton ! said Farrers Lord., “ 1 see vou
are punctual.  3it down, pleasze, and let us have a brief chat,
You are not married ™

““No, sir; but I thought [ was pretty well buried when I
saw you emoking your cigars and drinking your wine at the
bottam of the sea. It nearly frightensd me'to death at firsi.
[ thought I'd run right into the arms of old Davy Jones.
No, siv; I'm a single
rian.

“ Bo mach the hetter,
My letier told  wvou
that I wished — to
ctuploy you, ond thet
I lad arranged for your
discharge from the com-
pany. The matler is
simmply this. T own the
submarine  vessel  that
startled you so much
tlhs morning, and 1 am
poing for a long cruise
in her. I want to take
an experienced  diver
with me, and 1L knew 1
could find no better
than Edward Horton.
I have your discharge
here, signed and sealed.
I will give vou twice
vour present salary if
fﬂu“-:are o accompany
ne.

(Another thrilling instalment

af this grand gerial next
Tuenday.)
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