




















Ten guineas was well worth win-
ning ; hence the strenuous efforts that
were being made 1n all directions.

In the Remove Form-room, the
morning after Speech Day, Mr. Quelch
was almost embarrassed by the truth-
ful replies to his questions. ~

Even Skinner told the truth. When
Mr. Quelch, after testing Skinner’s
knowledge of {the subject of the pre-
vious evening's prep., asked that
somewhat shifty junior how much
time he had devoted to it, Skinner’s
reply was brief and entirely true.

* Five minutes, sir]”

" Very well, Skinner,” said Mr.
Quelch, when he had recovered from
the shock. “ You should have de-
voted more time than that, even
though you had the excuse of its being
Speech Day. However, as you have
told me the truth, I shall not punish
you. You may sit down |

(1 .
. Thank you, sir!” murmured
Skinner.

Bunter was on his fat feet before
Skinner had resumed his seat.

* P-please, sir,” he gasped. * 1]
tell you the truth, too, gonlgr more of
it than Skinner. T haven't done any

. gasped Mr. Quelch.
Not for a week, sir | "’ said Bunter

v Ltrutn, 've SC
prep. this term | arcely looked at
> Ha, ]‘1;;1j| ha | 2

It was a roar f
They couldn’t help Iﬁ:}m

But Mr. O 1
reached for H;l elch didn’t laugh. He

the Remove.

that rent the air of the Form-room a
little later, his attempts at truth-
telling had not been attended by the
happy results they deserved.

THE THIRD CHAPTER

THE WINNER !

3 ou footling fathead
Y “ You chuckle-headed

)

})

chump o

“ Don’t all speak at once!’ said
Harry Wharton, the Remove skipper.
“ You’ll make me vain if you fling
compliments about at this rate ! ™

A disconsolate crowd of Removites
had sought out Wharton that evening
in the Rag to point out one or two
omissions he had made in drawing up
the Remove Eleven for a forthcoming
match with Courtfield Grammar
School. Drawing up a junior eleven
was an invidious task at the best of
times, when there were always forty
fellows holding the opinion that they
individually deserved a place in the
eleven. |

“Of all the skippers said
Bolsover, who was one of the re-
Jected.

‘““ Of all the so-called leaders
remarked Trevor disgustedly.

Wharton’s eyes gleamed.

“It’s just occurred to me, you
chaps, that there’s a truth-—te}}mg
competition going on at present,” he
remarked. ‘“ If you’'ll give me nve
minutes, I'll just see if I can’t win the
prize by telling you a few home-
truths about your play! Now, you,
Irevor &

“ Well, what about me? "
Trevor interestedly. |

“If you were as good at playing
footer as you are at playing the giddy
ox, you’d be the best man in the
Remove team. But you’re not!”

‘“ Look here i

' As to you, Desmond, your style
of play 1s suited only to special
occasions. 1 wouldn’t dream of leav-

))

asked
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““ Now, about Popper’s Prize,”’ said William George Bunter. “‘ You know how truthful | am——"" ** Ye gods | *’

howled Bob Cherry. *‘ Bunter's entering, too !

ing yvou out if we were playing a blind
school. Otherwise—nothing doing | "

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Go it, Harry ! At this rate you'll
win the gidcdy ten guineas without
exerting yourself ! 7 chuckled Johnny
Bull.

“ If you others want to hear the
truth '’ went on Wharton.

‘““ Chuck 1it, you cheeky ass!”
orinned Tom Brown, who had been
one of the protesting army. ‘' I'm
satisfied with what you’ve said about
the others ! ”

‘“ T say, you fellows

‘““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
for the cheery old porpoise ! ”
Bob Cherry. ‘" How’s the

))

Make way
yelled
Popper

What chance do we stand now ? ”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!t”

Prize going ? What about seeing the
Head and telling him who robbed the
tuck-shop last week ?

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter 1ignored that humorous sug-
ogestion. There was an air of suppressed
excitement about him, and his eyes
were gleaming unusually brightly be-
hind his big spectacles.

‘“ ] say, you fellows,’”’ he said. * 1
was wondering if one of you could
lend me five bob.”

There was a yell from the Re-
movites.

‘“ Dry up, Fatty ! ”

'“ Change the record | We’ve heard
that one too many times ! "

‘“ Oh, really, you fellows
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1 suppose you’re expecting a
gos_tal—or_ erl” suggested Vernon-

mith, with crushing sarcasm.

" The postal-order you’ve been ex-
pecting for the last three terms!”
grinned Ogilvy. .

Bunter's eyes glimmered.

“ That’s just where you’re wrong,
as a matter ot fact,” hesaid. * I'll be
?mte frank with you ; at the moment,

am not expecting a postal-order ! ”’

Ihe Removites stared.

You—you're not expecting a
postal-order ? ”’  stuttered Harry
Wharton.  * You really and truly
mean that for the first time in history
youre not expecting a postal-order

from one of your titled relations ?
Bunter shook his head.

i{ ) :
I’'m not ; ‘as a matter of fact, I

haven’t 2 : ;
SR Oy ftitled relations, any-

(1 WHA—A_AT ? "
It wasa h

Rag. F ime ;
A Me 1mmemorial, Bunter
had insisted on the existence 'of titled

relations. Those f _
taken shape inse titled relations had

he almost belieBunt'er'S fat mind till
AI}d now, he wa

faintly.

Bunter, Withlgn of my home,” said
: l “ I really live
here’sl Place—a villa, you

such place as

“ No, it isn’t!” yelled Squiff ex-
citedly. * Can’t you duffers see the
idea ? Bunter’s having a cut at the
Popper Prize—and he’s setting about
it in real earnest ! He’s just going to
say the exact opposite to everything
he’s ever said before—in other WOI‘dS;;
he’s going to start telling the truth !

“Ha " ha, hal”™ _

““ Blessed if I see anything to
cackle at | ”” said Bunter wrathfully.
‘““ I hope I've always been a truthful
kind of fellow ; but there’s just the
chance that you may have placed the
wrong meaning occasionally on things
['ve told you.”

‘““ Just a chance! Oh,
murmured Frank Nugent.

‘““ Well, now, what about that five
bob? "’ asked Bunter argumentatively.
‘““ I've told you I'm not expecting a
postal-order, so I can’'t promis€ a
definite date for repayment ; but 1if,
nevertheless .

““ Here’s a bob, Fatty—you’re worth
it 1’ said Wharton.

And, strangely enough, four other
fellows followed Wharton’s example.

Bunter rolled away from the Rag
in possession of five shillings and a
surprising discovery—that 1t paid to
tell the truth |

help |

Bunter could never stick 1t out.

That was the opinion of most of
the fellows. Even with the prospect
of a splendid cash prize dangling
before him, they thought, 1t Wwas
impossible for W. G. B. to keep on
telling the truth for a whole week.

But they were wrong. Bunter did
stick it out.

It wasn’t that he had any more
love for the truth than he had had
before. But ten guineas was ten
guineas, and Bunter went on telling
the truth.

The sto

soon sprea

of his new departure
far and wide. ellows
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Bunter suddenly stood up
truth.

belonging to other Forms came to the
Rag for the special purpose of seeing
the miracle with their own eyes—or
rather, hearing it with their own ears |

By the time the meeting was held
in Big Hall to decide the name of the
winner, all Greyfriars was laughing
over William George Bunter’s remark-
able essay 1n truth-telling.

The result of all this publicity was
not altogether surprising. Bob Cherry
nominated Bunter as a candidate for
the prize; and when the vote was
taken, Bunter secured an overwhelm-
Ing majority.

The Head smilingly handed over
the cash, and the winner, amid great
rejoicing, was carried shoulder-high
out ot the Hall.

(

on his fat feet before Nr. Quelch.
| haven’t donc any prep. for a week | ”
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‘“P.please, sir,”’ he said, *“ I'll tell you the
“What | ”’ gasped Mr, Quelch.

‘““ Speech | ” was the insistent cry
of the Remove, a little later, at the
celebration feed held in the Rag.

Bunter stood on a chair.

'“ Gentlemen |’ he said. ‘ The
Popper Prize has been won by the
fellow who deserved 1t most of all—
myself | Of course, I don’t really
need the money—my titled relations
are simply rolling in oof, and 1f you
saw the luxury we live in at Bunter
Court 4 ;

But that was as far as he got. A
roar of laughter drowned the rest.

Now that the Popper Prize had
come home to roost, it was very
evident that Bunter, the truthful, had
promptly ceased to exist |

THE END

)



e ArtruL Dobern!

By FRANK NUGENT.

HEN Bunter owed to Peter Todd
The sum of half-a-crown,
His face, as he walked in the quad,
Bore quite a worried frown.

For Toddy had kept on and on
Demanding to be paid,

And naturally the tin had gone
On tarts and lemonade.

So Bunter had tried hard to screw
A loan from half a dozen

Fellows, when there hove in view
Alonzo, Peter’s cousin.

Now ’Lonzy’s heart is very soft
And ditto is his brain,

So Billy Bunter smiled and coughed
And started to explain :

A certain cheque was on the way
(He meant * uncertain,” rather)
Which had been sent to him that day
By his beloved father.

The cheque that evening would arrive ;
But he was in a fix, .

And could Alonzo please contrive
To lend him two-and-six ?

Alonzo took this story in
With meek and childlike calm,
ook out the necessary tin,
Pressed it in Bunter's palm.

Then Bunter thanked him for the loan
And flew—none could be fleeter ;
He passed the tuckshop (with a groan)

And went to look for Peter.

Next day Alonzo on his track
At dinner trailed him down ;
Requested him to give him back
The borrowed half-a-crown.

Then Billy Bunter met his eyes
Without the slightest quake,
And said, in tones of great surprise,
“ There must be some mistake ;

I gave your money back last night ;
'm not a beastly cheater.

As you yourself were not in sight,
I'handed it to Peter.”

Said "Lonzy : “1do not imply
That you're a cheat—I'd spurn it.
If Peter has the money, why
'll get him to return it.”

Whether he got that half-a-crown
r whether he went without it,
unter, at least, has never known—
e heard no more about it.
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