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I THE SON OF A 

HYPNOTIST. 

THORNE was the son of a profes· 
s ional hypnotis L How he cve1· 
came to leave the roving life he 

led as one of his father's subjects was 

known to a very few and they have for· 
gotten. The facts to date show that one 
Thorne entered college with the class of 
nineteen hundred three, but severed his 

connection with that body after a stay of 
three years. While in college, his career 
was marked with many strange adven· 
tures, of which the strangest and most 
incredible I am goin·g to tell. 

In January of his third. year Thorne 
was plugging· for his examinations. At 

sucl1 a critical time it is never well to do 
your work alone, so his room was filled 

i L. ef c. , 



TOO 'l'lte S011 o./ a Hypnotz:rt. 

with half u dozen fr iends in the same 
cot1rscs. They were bu!:!y with note
books a nd texis on a P syclwlogy exam
ination which was to come the nex t day. 

In the Junior year th is subject was most 
feared. Many had offered fifteen and 

twenty dolJars if they coulct pa.~s the 
course by any means. 

The work bad progressed in unison 
until they came to the chapter on hypnot
jsm. Tlwrne took npon him~clf the task 

o.f explaining this branch. 
"Fellows , let's look a t this !:!ttt:ff as a 

practical, r a.ther than a th eor etical thi ng. 
You and I know that men can be 11 yp

notized. T oo many people believe that 
the weak-minded persons ar e mosteasily 
hypnotized. That's not so. The stronger 
the mind, the better the subject. That 
follows naturally from the very princi

ple upon which art is based. Hy pnotism 
is nothing more than concentration. If 

you ~et you r mind on a thing and keep 
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at it you will, with the aid of another 
person, soon be doing .i ll~>t what you 
thought of. " 

"In that case, all I 'd have to do wou ld 
be to th iu lr th at I was goi ng to pass thi~ 

examination cUld, with the aid of the pro~ 
fessor or s ome other person, I 'd get 
through," saicl OU(' of the g rou p. 

" I know a better way," s poke np an
other. "If we could get some one to 

hypnoti~e the professor and m<tll:c h im 

tell what que!:!tions a re on the paper, we 
could all pasR." 

''If I knew where the papers were and 
cou ld get at th em, I could pass every 
man in the course with an hour's tu tor
ing at most," said Thorne, as a peculiar 
expr ession came into his eyes. 

''I know where the papers are. I 
worked in t11c Deao 's office and have tl1 c 
key to the desk where they keep all the 

papers, " said Duck Randolph, prod ncing 
a key which 'l' horne took w ith an air of 
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indifference. "But what use is the key 

to the deRk if you cant get in~ide the 

office." 
"There's the window," ~ome one sug

gesterl. 
Thorne rose and walked toward the 

other side of t he room. When be came 

back, h is face was set it1 firm lines. 

"Thinl< of it, fellows. Wouldn't it be 

. great to walk over to the Dean'!" office 

anu get the papers. Of cou rse, we 

could n't do it, but it seems as though 

we might if we were thieves." 

"It's pretty near twelve now," said 

Randolph, "and nobody is in the Dean's 

office after nine a t the latest. I wi!:lh we 

could hire some hardened ol d criminal to 

do the job, but we can only tMnk bad 

things when we're plugging." 

"Here's the key to the desk," said 

Thorne, holding up the little piece of 

metal. "Some one might slip in the win

dow and go straight to th e desk, unlock 
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it with thi s key, take one question paper 

of thh; course and come back here, aJtcr 

locldng the desl< and climiJing out of the 

window. When I close my eyes, I can 

almost sec some one climb in to the win

dow anll go straight to the rlesk, nnlocl< 

it with this key, take out ottc <flle~tion 

pape1· of P sychology a nd come hack hen~. 

after locking the deglr and climbing ot.tt 

of the window." 

His voice had grown low and Hoothing. 

He opened his eycH anrl lool<ed at th e cir

cle of me.n around him. They all had 

their eyes closed and were evidently 

thinking about something. 'Thorne con

tinu ed his talk about going to the office 

a.nd removi ng the one question paper. 

He spoke more c'l.refully than ever when 

he walked by the r.nen. As he passed a 

man he pushed that fellow's llead a li ttle 

to one side and then to the other unti l it 

seemed thoroug hly rei axed. When e v

ery man had been treated in this mann er, 
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Thorne went to the center of the group 
and surveyed his wod{. It would have 
done credit to his father. He coughed, 
he rapped on the desk, but no one paid 

any attention. 
As soon as Thorne saw that the men 

were perfectly under his control, be 
called out Buck Randolph and put. a key 

in his hand. 
"Get in at the window and go straight 

to the desk, unlock it with this key, take 
out one P sychology paper and come back 
here, after locking the desk and climbing 
out of the window," he said in a very 

impressive way. 
With another look at the group, he led 

Randolph out of the room and into the 
street, after securely fastening the door 
of h is own room. Ten mim1tes later the 
two entered the room again and Thorne 
sat down at l!is deslr. He began writing 
hurriedly something that was printed 

on a small sheet of paper. In the course 
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of a quarter of an hour Thorne had fin

ished. He went to each of the sleeping 
crowd and woke h im up. 

"Come, aren't you going to do any 
plugging? Walce up. Wake up. You 

want to leave me to do all the work. 
Come, that's it. Wake up and get at 
it." 

The sleepers awoke quickly and each 
seemed rather ashamed that he had gone 

to s l~ep, when he should have been plug
ging. One or two pulled out their 
watches. 

"We've been sleeping half an hour. 

It's pretty near one," said a remor!'-efl1l 
student. "Have you been asleep, too, 
Thorne?" 

"No. While you were snoozing your 
J1 eads off, I've made out a few points 
we've got to learn cold. If you get those 
you will pass the course with colors 
high. Draw up in a circle and take the 

l1eadtngs down as I read them off." 
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The crowd had had a taste of slee p 
<ttHl now that :;;omebody had s tudied the 
subjec t enough to sing·le out the main 
points, ihcy were glad to learn them and 
go to bed. The headings were taken 
down and the answers learned within an 

hour. A t three o'clock the l ights were 
ou t and Thorne was in bed. 

'fhe next week, when the professor of 
P:;;ycbology corrected the examination 

paper s, he was surprised to find that 
certain men who ranked very low in the 
class room deserved the ma.1·k of a hun
dred on their papers. It happens so 
seldom that a set of seven or eight men, 
all good friends , should receive full cred

it for their work that it caused some 
comment. 

An investigation followed and the 
group of scholars were summoned to the 
Dean 'R office. Tl1cy all said that they 

had been in Thorne's room the whole 
time and were absolutely s ure that they 
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l1ad received no information of what 
might be agked the next day. They had 

wo1·ked conscientiously and were so•-ry 
to be the cause of suspicion. They had 
studied the game points and were lucky 

to bit them on the examination. Yes. 
Somebody had sugge~tcd tJ1at they might 
steal a paper but they had done nothing 
of the sort. Th ey were above such 

common tricks . In fact, they had gone 
to sleep while ta lldng about it and would 
probably b<tve ~lcpt til1 morning if 

Thorne bad not wakened them and told 
them what to plug·. Y cs. He bad been 

a.tva.ke and gone over the boo]{ himself, 
picking out the main points. That was 
all they knew. 

The professor of P~ychology was puz
zled. He began to put two and two to

gether and finally hit upon a theory 
which he thought might be t11e true so

lution. He called Thorne into his office. 
"Mr. Thorne, T have learned that you 
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are the son of a professional hypnotist. 
Have you ever done any work in that 
line you1·self?" 

"Yes, " Thorne replied. "I was a sub
ject for my father long before I came to 
college." 

"I mean, have you ever hypnotized 

anybody your::~elf?" asked the professor. 
Thorne looked at the man narrowly 

but could sec nothing wrong with the 

question. 
"Yes. Quite often." 
"Good. I want to give some of the 

students in my advanced coun~e a lesson 
in secondar y states. If you can get some 
of the fellows for subjects, I sho11ld like 
to have you show the class something of 
the work.'' 

Thorne said be would be pleased to 

help all he could. 
"One thing more," the professor went 

on. "I passed all the men who were in 
your room the night before my exam-
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ination and do not question them any 
further. But if I were in your place, 
Thorne, I should go to some other college 
for the rest of my course. I hardly need 
say more. Good-day." 

It wa!'> in February that Thorne left. 
I have o't beard of him since. 


