























aax with an ashplant, and see if that will
rﬂtore his right senses,.’

(1-1' -T-T ! ! Bnnf ‘:"»."ﬂﬂf '
wrigghng in Neville's grasp.
“1 believe th> kid iz
exclaimed Neville in alarm.

see a doctor.”

“TU doctor him!"™ snapped Bulkeley
erimly. “I've got seme medicine in my
study that will work wonders on him.”

“ He, he, he!”™ came Tubby Mufiin’s fat
cachiinnation from the rear.

The two seniors marched the writhing form
of Putty Grace into the quad; but when
they got there, the Fourth-Form humorist
cave a sudden turn and broke free. He
streaked rapidly across the quadrangle.

Prowling about by the Modern House was
the small brown form of an Airedale dog.
belonging to Mack, the porier. It was an
amiable nlﬂrf, much hked by all the sclool
on account of ‘ts chummy disposition. [t
answered—oceasionally—to the name of Bob.

Putty streaked towards Bob like a hare,
followed by the two prefeets and Tubby
Muflin. Bob wagged his tail Putty
approached ; he knew Putty well.

But he jumped back in surprise when
Putty dropped on hig hands and knees, and
crawling towards him, remarked :

" Urrrrgh ! Boof-oof-woof "

Bob circled cautiously. Was this a new
game ¢ Putty, he knew, was fond of games.
He would often oblige by throwing Httnm
for Bob to fetch. Bob biinked curiously ¢
Putty, and stood by, wagging his tail.

Quite a crowd of fellows now began to
collect. Amazed eyes watched Putty.
Bulkeley and Neville regarded him  wide-
eyed with astonishment.

“1I really do think he’s mad,’
Neville in alarm.

Bulkeley pursed his lips. Laughter was
heard among the other f{ellows present.

“*Well, by Gad, Putty knows how to treat

his brother—what ? ” sniggered Hansom of
the Iifth.

Putty lowered his head and roared. Possibly
he was thinking he was a bull instead of a

bulldog. He snarled and charged Bob head
over heels.

snarled Putty,

reatly

" He

potty !’
ought to

as

whispered
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“Ha. ka. ha ! ” howled the crowd.

“What 151t ¢ A new g lemanded
L'l]‘f‘ﬂ'-"]*'n.

“Blessed if 1 know. Kkid g wckoo, 1
think.”

T}l' e Was a 150 f § o4 ! n] R 1] »
& Co., home from the circus, appeared on
the scene. Thev blinked at Putty in dismav.

‘Great pip! " ejaculated Lovell. ™ He
still under the fluence. Well, car " *
to die!

“Go it, Putty! Woof-woof. you know ! "

“Ha, ha, hal”

The newly-arrived juniors burst into a howl
“{ }J”:.?T Ti.'-*- h:".'.f’:_'f 'f"'":.' : VO ‘f 1V ONe Oj ]L'-t*..q
legs. But Ji ¢ N r In’'t laungl Heo
was looking seriousls irmed. I Putty wa
indeed, in a state of hypnosis, it might do him
oMo leral rm

3% rode forward again. DPutty
“'11 : o oim WVago

“G-r-r-vr! Grrrrrreh ' "

Bulkeley ju: 1 back—aquite {rightened.

“Good hea s he muttered 1 he
kid think a dog. He's bitten Muthn
and me alread He's dangerous.”

Mind ¥ don't get hydrophobia,”
chuckled TLov

“Ha, ha, ha!”
i I“_ 1 B
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comes Dalton ! "
There was a sudden silence as Mr. Dalton
hfl’ml" 11

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Notl Hypnotlsed.

VCHARD ]HHH‘. the master of the
1'ourth, had : win on his brow and
A cance under 1.1:. Lovidently  he
Wils :lllth‘l]}.ﬂlhﬂ {ro b (riaANVoe 1!1”
juniors a  severe ook, then his jaw
dropped m blank armazement. .

He had caught sight of Putty Grace.

Bob had by now prope tly entered into tho
spirit of the game. It seemed to Dob that
the new pastime was for Putty to growl,
him to make plaviul snatches
nose. If he was quick enough,
hek Putty’s nasal organ ;
was rolled over.

Mr. Dalton, as he watched the
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Wha-at 1" gasped “Iheky ™ Dalton, "1 think he cannot be sane, sir,

b

anrd

L T .
ctage tng Lack " Have vou--have you DBulkeley. " He was biting Mufiin of the
taken leave of vour sensen (Irace Fourth just now, and then he began to bite
\zain he paused forarenly. Andagain he me also, when 1 intervened. 1 believe he
0 O ; l fancies T‘.l“ﬂ "N tlt";:,"
It was no* a renly 0 wordls It fook the S Great Scott DY murmured the crowd in
rm of an action. T arz He wonder
" 1 the Form-maater about the knees. and “Grace, 18t poasible that——
e s, Y ArOTIaT ©He's hyvpootised, s, Jimmy gulped o
‘:‘._. I\ | ---‘*.; fana ! ~ Ar eTnce , *Ooninaon.
that can only be called ternific ‘ Mr. Dalton stared at him.,
Reukh.l A0

Mr. Manders streaked across
the quad. with Puatty in pursuit,
“Keep him off 1" shrieked the
Modern master. “He's mad | "



“What ! Do you know anything of this Modern House. was crossing the quad.

Zas CTossIng s (Iad i‘h PR
matter, Silver {° noticed that Mr. Dalton spoke to him for
“Ye-ves, sir,’ gasped Jimmy. * Put‘(}“ few minutes, and that Manders looked in
was hypuotised by a man at the circus.” horrified way in his direction
* Wha-at ? Kindly explain yourself, Silver.” Putty guessed that Dicky Dalton was
Amid a dead silence, Tumu}' breathlessly relating how one of his scholars had suddenly
explained how Professor Bamboozal had put become a dog. Putty licked his Iy
the fluence on Putty Grace, and omitted to Manders ';.. sed by, and stared in undis-
take 1t off again. Mr. Dalton’s face, as he guised 1-'~" -T at utty. Teddv Grace drew
listened, was a mixture of amazement and & r]npl | .'_*E nuvered all over.  What
incredulity. a chan :--:' a jape! How he could scare
*“ Bless my f-nlﬂ'” he exclaimed, drawing a  Manders!
deep breath. “ What—what you say, Silver, He gave a sudden twist. Bulkeley and
passes all the bounds of credulity—yet it Neville grabbed at him; but for the second
scems that it is an actual fact. If Grace i1s, time that afternoon he managed to Dbreak
indeed, 1n 2 state of subjection to another’'s free. Uttering a terrible snarl, he galloped
will-power furiously towards Mr. Manders.
There was a loud murmuring from the “Look out!”’ gasped Bulkeley. * He's
crowd. got away again.”
*“ My only summer bonnet !’ “Collar him ! "
“ Puttv—hypnotised ! Mr. Manders heard the shouts of the crowd,
“Thinks he's a dog—-phew ! and Putty’s termble snarl.  He turned about
“Garrrgh ! Boof-woof 17 and his face went green with fear as he sa
“Silence !’ snapped Mr. Dalton.  * Silver,  Putty Lon 7 irds him, clawing the air
vou will take your bicyele, ride down to the ina fremzed fashoon,
circus and fetch this—this mesmerist here The Modern master blinked at him in
immediately. Lose no time in bringing him  horror. Then Le ran-—wildly, chiaed b
to Rookwood. If he will not come, you must  Tutty, with the crovwd bringrg ap the roar
call in the assistance of the police to make Mr. Manders streamed across the quad,
him. Understand 77 uttering fearful cries for help
“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Jimmy. “ 1l “Keep him off ! 77 shricked Mr. Manders.
cut off right away.” “He'smad ! Assist me before he bitesme ! 7
He left the group, and ran towards the ‘“ After him ! "’ roared the crowd of juniors,
bicyele shed. Soon afterwards he whizzed “Come back, you voung ass!” vyelled
through the gates, and saled away in the DBulkeley.
direction of Coombe. Tutty carefully con- Putty did not come back.,  He was gradually
cealed a grin as he watched him depart. overhauling Mr. Manders, and he snarled
“Bring the boy Grace mto the house, more ferociously with cach step Lo took
Bulkeley,” commanded Mr. Dalton. ** e The master's face was now a pecubar shade of

must be kept quiet until this absurd hypnotist  grey. He cast one fearful look Lelinnd b

reaches here. And on no account,” added and then ran faster than he had ever run in
the master, turning to the crowd of junmors, s hfe.

“is any boy to make game of thisunfortunate The chase ended abruptly at the woodalied
lad.” Mr. Manders wrenchied open the door of the
*“ Hooray ! ”’ said Tutty silently. woodshed, tore mside, and slanmumed the
Mr. Dalton turned away, and Bulkeley’'s door Dbehind hua. As it ¢lesed, P utty

grasp closed on the I ourth-Form humorist  hurled himself at it: but he wos too late.
once more. Putty looked depressed. He Mr. Manders had fuund sanctuary.

]_1:1(1 not accomplished half the thinga he had “G-r-r-r ! Woof ! 7 roared Puty y furiously,
1ntended_ ”}lﬂ ha. h:‘i!" ‘thlLl\Ld thL

. ' 11111 TS
Mr. Manders, the sour-faced master of the helplessly. .
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away from them. Bulk ! t to see that
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there was no .

“ Have—have vou got him, bovs 1" asked
v within the woodshed.
“ Ha, ha—I mean, yes, sir,” gasped
Bulke " He won't get away again.”
There was a movement inside the wood-
shed, and then a loud bump.
“Yaroooh ! " came a fiendish yell.
Evidently Mr. Manders had tripped over
the faggots.

He opencd the door and came out looking

n
& quivering volee fron

!
[y,

“The professor’'s a wan.
ler.'' sald the policeman,
“and | spect it was this
'ere bov he put under the
"M " And he pointed

HHUSNCE.

very dusty and dishevelled., And at the same
rotent Mr, Dalton strode up.

“ Bless my soul ! exclaimed Mr, Dalton.
" Did T not tell you to keep the boy quiet 2"

* He broke away from us, sir,” said Bulkeley,
“ He chased Mr, Manders into the woodshed."”

“(tood heavena !

Then there came a ery from Lovell.

*“ Here's Jimmy, gir.”

The crowd turned to where Jimmmy Silver
was approaching. Putty grinned to himself ;
but. his merriment changed to bewilderment
as he saw that Jimmy Silver was accompanied,
not by Professor Bamboozal, but by P.c.
Cobb, the village constable.

“ What the thump " murmured Morn-
ington.

*“ Where's the professor ?

( 101 )



“What ? Do you know anything of this
matter, Silver ? ”

“Ye-yes, sir,” gasped Jimmy. * Putty
was hypnotised by a man at the circus.”

“ Wha-at? Kindly explain yourself, Silver.”

Amid a dead silence, Jimmy breathlessly
explained how Professor Bamboozal had put
the ’fluence on Putty Grace, and omitted to
take it off again. Mr. Dalton’s face, as he
listened, was a mixture of amazement and
incredulity.

‘“ Bless my soul!” he exclaimed, drawing a
deep breath. “ What—what you say, Silver,
passes all the bounds of credulity—yet it
seems that it 18 an actual fact. If Grace is,
indeed, in a state of subjection to another’s
will-power @

There was a loud murmuring from the
crowd.

“ My only summer bonnet !

‘“ Putty—hypnotised ! ”’

“ Thinks he’s a dog—phew ! ”’

“Garrrgh ! Boof-woof !

‘“ Silence ! ”” snapped Mr. Dalton. “ Silver,
you will take your bicycle, ride down to the
circus and fetch this—this mesmerist here
immediately. Lose no time in bringing him
to Rookwood. If he will not come, you must

call in the assistance of the police to make
him. TUnderstand ? ”

“Oh! Yes, sir!”
cut off right away.”

He left the group, and ran towards the
bicycle shed. Soon afterwards he whizzed
through the gates, and sailed away in the
direction of Coombe. Putty carefully con-
cealed a grin as he watched him depart.

“Bring the boy Grace into the house,
Bulkeley,” commanded Mr. Dalton. “‘ He
must be kept quiet until this absurd hypnotist
reaches here. And on no account,” added
the master, turning to the crowd of juniors,

“ 18 any boy to make game of thisunfortunate
lad.”

“Hooray ! ” said Putty silently.
Mr. Dalton turned away, and Bulkeley’s
grasp closed on the Fourth-Form humorist

once more. Putty looked depressed. He

had not accomplished half the things he had
intended.

Mr. Manders, the sour-faced master of the

gasped Jinmy. “TI’ll

Modern House, was crossing the quad. Putty
noticed that Mr. Dalton spoke to him fpr a
few minutes, and that Manders looked 1n 2
horrified way in his direction.

Putty guessed that Dicky Dalton was
relating how one of his scholars had suddenly
become a dog. Putty licked his lips. |

Manders passed by, and stared in undis-
guised horror at Putty. Teddy Grace drew
a deep breath, and quivered all over. What
a chance for a jape! How he could scare
Manders !

He gave a sudden twist. Bulkeley and
Neville grabbed at him; but for the second
time that afternoon he managed to break
free. Uttering a terrible snarl, he galloped
furiously towards Mr. Manders.

“Look out!” gasped Bulkeley.
got away again.”

“ Collar him ! ”

Mr. Manders heard the shouts of the crowd,
and Putty’s terrible snarl. He turned about,
and his face went green with fear as he saw
Putty bounding towards him, clawing the air
in a frenzied fashion. _

The Modern master blinked at him 1n
horror. Then he ran—wildly, chased by
Putty, with the crowd bringing up the rear.

Mr. Manders streamed across the quad,
uttering fearful cries for help.

“Keep him off ! ”” shrieked Mr. Manders;
“He’smad ! Assist me before he bites me !

““ After him !’ roared the crowd of juniors.

“Come back, you young ass!” yelled
Bulkeley.

Putty did not come back. He was gradually
overhauling Mr. Manders, and he snarled
more ferociously with each step he took.
The master’s face was now a peculiar shade of
grey. He cast one fearful look behind him,
and then ran faster than he had ever run In
bis life.

The chase ended abruptly at the woodshed.

Mr. Manders wrenched open the door of the
woodshed, tore inside, and slammed the
door behind him. As it closed, Putty
hurled himself at it; but he was too late.
Mr. Manders had found sanctuary.

“G-r-r-r! Woof ! ”’ roared Putty furiously.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors
helplessly.

‘“He's

( 100 )



Really they could not help laughing. The
spectacle of Mr. Manders fleeing across the
quad, yelling for help, pursued by Putty of
the Fourth roaring like a dog, was enough—
as Lovell said—to make the Head laugh.

Bulkeley and Neville closed upon Putty
at the woodshed. They grasped him—and
this time their grasp was such that there was
no getting away. Twice Putty had broken
away from them. Bulkeley meant to see that
there was no third time.

* Have—have you got him, boys ? ” asked
a quivering volce from within the woodshed.

“Ha, ha—I mean, yes, sir,”” gasped
Bulkeley. *“ He won’t get away again.”

There was a movement inside the wood-
shed, and then a loud bump.

“Yaroooh ! ” came a fiendish yell.

Evidently Mr. Manders had tripped over
the faggots.

He opened the door and came out looking

““The professor’s a wan.

gler,”’ said the policeman,

‘“and | ’spect it was this

'ere boy he put under the

'fluence.”’ And he pointed
to Putty.

very dusty and dishevelled. And at the same
moment Mr. Dalton strode up.

“ Bless my soul ! ” exclaimed Mr. Dalton.
“ Did I not tell you to keep the boy quiet ? ”

*“ He broke away from us, sir,”’ said Bulkeley.
““ He chased Mr. Manders into the woodshed.”

““Good heavens!”

Then there came a cry from Lovell.

“ Here’s Jimmy, sir.”

The crowd turned to where Jimmy Silver
was approaching. Putty grinned to himself ;
but his merriment changed to bewilderment
as he saw that Jimmy Silver was accompanied,
not by Professor Bamboozal, but by P.c.
Cobb, the village constable.

“What the thump——" murmured Morn-
ington.

“ Where’s the professor ?
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“ What’s old Cobb want ?

Jimmy Silver and the constable came up to
Mr. Dalton, watched in breathless silence by
the crowd—masters, seniors and juniors.

““ Where 1s the circus man, Silver ? ” asked
Mr. Dalton, nodding to the policeman.

“1 couldn’t get hold of the professor, sir,”
replied Jimmy. * You see, sir, he’s——"

“ He'’s been took,” interrupted P.c. Cobb.

“Tool ? ” ejaculated Mr. Dalton.

“Ah! He's been took for telling fortunes
—pretending to tell ’em, that is. He’s a
swindle.”

“Do you mean that this man is in
custody ? 7 inquired Mr. Dalton.

P.c. Cobb nodded seriously.

“Ah! Heis that! I took him up arter his
show this arternoon. He gives out that he tells
fortunes—which is agin the law.”

Mr. Dalton looked nonplussed—so did
Putty Grace.

“ But—but I want him to release this boy
from a spell of hypnotic influence,”” argued Mr.
Dalton. “° I must see him. Itisimportant.”

P.c. Cobb grinned.

‘““ He ain’t no ’ypnotist, sir,”” he said. “’E
can’t put the ’fluence on anybody. It’s all a
wangle.”

“ A—a what ? 7’

“A wangle, sir. In plain English—a do.
He bribes people to pretend to be ’ypnotised.
'K, confessed that ’e put a ten-bob note in the
'ospital box this arternoon to make a Rook-
wood boy pretend to be put under the ’uence.
[ ’spect this ’ere is the boy, sir.”

He pointed to Putty.

That incipient humorist was fervently
wishing the ground would open and swallow
him. His face was a picturefof dejection. He
hadn’t thought of this possibility.

Every eye turned on Putty.

Mr. Dalton was struggling for speech. Mr.
Manders was looking perfectly apoplectic.

“Grace! Boy! Grace!” stuttered Mr.
Dalton. “ Is this true? Have you been only

pretending to be under the influence of an
absurd hypnotic spell ? ”

“Yes, sir,” mumbled Putty; and this
time he did not put in even so much as a tiny
“woof !

““Then this, I presume, was intended for

(

a practical joke against the scholars and
masters of this school ¢ ™

“ Nunno—not exactly, sir,” groaned Putty.
“ T meant to make the professor come all the
way up to Rookwood to take the fluence off
me in punishment for his check in asking me
to help him in a swindle.”

There was a moment’s silence, then :

“Ha, ha, ha ! ”’

It was a perfect volume of laughter. Every-
body, except the two masters and Putty
Grace, seemed to be on the verge of hysterics.
Bulkeley and Neville were trying not to laugh
—and were failing badly. Even P.c. Cobb was
grinning expansively.

““ Silence ! ”” snapped Mr. Dalton. “ Grace,
you will follow me to my study. I will give you
a lesson which will help you to curb your
humorous proclivities in future. I shall cane
you most severely.”

“ Oh, crikey!”

“TFollow me ! ”

He strode away into the house, followed by
the dejected figure of Putty, leaving a crowd
roaring with laughter. '

For some time there was a rhyt_hnuca.l
swishing sound in Mr. Dalton’s study, like the
slow, steady beat of a machine. This sound
was punctuated at intervals by gt-rangltfd
yelps and moans, suggestive of suffering.

In due course the door opened, and Putty
of the Fourth crawled into the corridor and
wormed his way along the passage.

Lovell met him at the corner. .Arthur
Edward was disposed to be sympa,thetlc_.

“ Had it bad ? ” he asked commiseratingly-

“ Ow-ow-ow ! 7

“Do you mean—woof-woof-woof ¢~ mur-
mured Lovell.

Putty did not answer—in words, at any
rate. He raised his right fist in the air and
brought it down on Lovell’s nose.

“Yarooh ! ”” roared Lovell, astonished.

Putty crawled on his way, slightly mollified
by Lovell’s furious yell. _

And all over Rookwood that evening,
nothing was heard but shouts of laughter
and hysterical sobs. That was the closing
celebration of Putty’s priceless prank

THE END
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