



  
             THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                    A Tight Corner! 

“OH!”  gasped Billy Bunter. He jumped. 
  In the circumstances it was enough to make any fellow jump. 
  Billy Bunter was standing in Study No. 4 in the Remove. As No. 4 Study belonged to Vernon-Smith and Redwing, Bunter, naturally, had no business there. But it was not uncommon for Billy Bunter to be found in places where he had no business. 
  Bunter had made sure that the coast was clear before be entered the study. He had seen Smithy and Redwing downstairs. They were discussing the half-holiday, and what they were going to do with it. How was Bunter to guess that they were just coming up to the study? Naturally, he couldn’t, and didn’t. 
  Bunter needed only a few minutes in the study. To blink into the cupboard, to bag the cake he knew was there, and to escape with his plunder, would no have taken Bunter long. In these matters he was experienced, and had had much practice. 
  But of the few minutes he needed not one was granted him. There were footsteps in the Remove passage; and he heard the Bounder’s rather strident voice, and Redwing’s low, pleasant tones in reply. The beasts were coming to the study. And even as Bunter jumped the footsteps stopped outside, and a hand was laid on the door-handle. 
  Billy Bunters fat brain, as a rule, did not work quickly. But circumstances alter cases. He knew what to expect if the Bounder found him there. Only -the previous day Smithy had found him in precisely similar circumstances, and Bunter had travelled as far as the stairs with the Bounder dribbling him. If the Bounder found him again, history was certain to re- peat itself. 
  For a second or two Bunter blinked with a terrified blink at the door. Then, with wonderful presence of mind he flattened himself against the wall behind the door, so that in opening it concealed him. It was the only available hiding-place. 

  
The door flew open. 
  Billy Bunter suppressed a howl as it tapped him on his fat little nose. It was no time to howl. If the door was left open he was hidden from sight. And while there was life there was hope. 
  Vernon-Smith came into the study. Tom Redwing remained in the doorway. So the door did not close. 
  Bunter scarcely breathed. 
  If the Bounder had run upstairs to fetch something from the study he was likely to leave again and close the door after him, without seeing that Bunter was there. Bunter hoped that it was so. But his hope was short-lived. He heard a creak from the study table as Vernon-Smith sat down on a corner of it. Apparently the beast had come to stay! 
  “Here they come!” said Redwing’s voice. 
  There was a tramp of footstep in the passage. 
  Bunter suppressed a groan. 
  More beasts were coming. Evidently he had chosen a most unfortunate time for raiding the Bounder’s study cupboard. 
  “Hallo! Hallo!  Hallo!” boomed Bob Cherry’s voice. “Here we are, Smithy!” 
  “Trot in!” said the Bounder. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. trotted in. Bunter could not see them, but he could tell from the many footsteps that all the Famous Five were there. 
  “Beasts!” he murmured inaudibly. 
  But the door remained wide open, hiding the fat junior who was flattened against the wall behind it. It squeezed Bunter hard as somebody leaned on the other side of it. Bunter found a little difficulty in breathing. Still, with a fellow leaning on the door it was not likely to be closed. There was a silver lining to the cloud. 
  “What’s on, Smithy?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Reddy and I have fixed up an excursion for this afternoon.” answered the Bounder. “If you fellows would like to come —” 
  “Give it a name.” said Johnny Bull. Bunter judged by the voice that it was Johnny’s rather solid weight that was leaning on the door. He dared not move. And he was finding it harder and harder to breathe. Breath was always rather short with Bunter at the best of times. 
  “It’s fine weather for once.” said the Bounder. “We’re going up to Redwing’s home at Hawkscliff, and taking a hamper to picnic there. Reddy’s pater is away at sea, but Reddy expects him home for Christmas, and he wants to fix up the cottage a bat. It’s been shut up a long time We’re going up in a boat.” 
 “ Jolly cold at sea this time of year!” said Bob. 
 “The coldfulness will be terrific, my esteemed Smithy!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “It will be a quick run by boat, and Reddy can handle a boat like a duck can swim.” said Smithy. “I’ve hired old Trumper’s boat, and it’s all ready down at Pegg. It’s ten miles to walk, but next to no distance by boat. Reddy says the wind is right.” 
  “Right as rain,” said Redwing, “and safe as houses. I’ve sailed old Trumper’s boat before. And I’ll undertake not to put you on the rocks, or to get carried out to sea.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
 “We can trust you to pull us through, Reddy. If the weather changes—” 
 “If the weather changes we can leave the boat up at Hawkscliff and walk back,” said Smithy. “You’re not afraid of a walk.” 
  “No fear!”
  “Jolly good wheeze!” said Bob Cherry. “Lets!”
  “Hear, hear!”
  “The coldfulness will be great, but the enjoyfulnees will be terrific.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singi. 
  “Is it a go?” asked the Bounder. 
  “It’s a go.” answered the Famous Five, with one voice. 
  “Good! The boat’s to be ready at three. And I’ve given orders for the hamper to be put in it.” said the Bounder. “Old Trumper will be minding it till we get there. We’ve only got to walk down to Pegg. Leave here at half-past two.” 
  “Right!” 
  “Jolly glad you’re coming, you fellows!” said the Bounder cordially. “My only hat!”
  Smithy slipped from the table as he uttered that startled ejaculation. His glance had fallen on a foot that protruded from behind the door. 
  He stared at it blankly. 
  “Who— What--- There’s somebody behind the door!” 
  “Ow!” came a startled gasp. “Thero isn’t, Smithy! There—there’s nobody here!”
  “Bunter!” 
  Johnny Bull detached himself from the door on which he was leaning, and pulled it away from the wall. 
  A_gasping, fat junior was revealed. 
  “The esteemed and ridiculous Bunter!” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I—I say, you fellows!” gasped Bunter. 
  “You fat sweep!” roared the Bounder. “What are you up to in my study?” 
   “N-n-nothing, old chap! I—I didn’t come here after your cake.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I—I came to—to speak to you, Smithy!” gasped Bunter, blinking warily and uneasily at the frowning Bounder. “I—I—I was going to—to ask you to--to spend Christmas with me, old chap!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I want you to come to Bunter Court for the Christmas vac, old fellow.” said Bunter. “You can bring Redwing if you like. I don’t mind his being a common fellow, and the son of a common tarry-breets. I’m no snob.” 
  “Thank you!” said Redwing. 
  “The—the fact is, we shall have rather a distinguished gathering at Bunter Court this Christmas.” said the Owl of the Remove. “I’ll tell you what! All you fellows come! And— and I’ll come up to Hawkscliff with you this afternoon. I—I’d like to visit Reddy’s place—I would really, you know! I’ve done slumming before.” 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith did not answer Bunter in words. 
  He made a stride towards him and grasped him by the collar and swung him into the doorway. 
  “Yow-ow-ow! Leggo!” roared Bunter “I say you fellows, draggimoff!”  If you kick me, Smithy, I’ll jolly well—Yoooooop!”
  Harry Wharton & Co. cleared out of the way, grinning. ‘The Bounder’s boot was planted fairly on William George Bunter’s tight trousers. 
  Bunter flew. 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  Bump!
  “Yow-ow-ow!” roared Bunter, as he sprawled in the Remove passage. “Ow! Beast! I’ll jolly well lick you for that, Smithy! I— Yarooooh!”
  Billy Bunter picked himself up in hot haste and fled along the Remove passage. Twice the Bounder’s active boot landed before the fat junior vanished down the stairs. 
  “Beast!” floated back from the Remove staircase 
  And then William George Bunter was gone. 
  In Study No. 4 the cake upn which Bunter had had felonious designs was handed out of the cupboard and disposed of in large slices by the seven juniors there while they cheerfully discussed the afternoon’s trip. 
  But probably they would not have discussed the trip and the cake so equably had they known of the thoughts that were working in the fat brain of William George Bunter. 
               THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
                  Bunter Bags the Boat! 
THE sea rolled like a sheet of silver under the afternoon sunshine. It was a clear cold December day, and the wind that whistled round the high rocks of the great Shoulder was cold and sharp. The tide was going out, leaving wide stretches of ribbed sea sand glistening in the sun. The fishermen’s boats, drawn well above high-water mark, were far from the receding water. Only one boat was at the water’s edge, and by it stood old Dave Trumper, the fisherman—a massive figure, in jersey and sea-boots. 
  Clear as the day was, it was cold, and certainly not tho day that Bunter would have chosen for a sail on the bay. But Billy Bunter was feeling warm enough as he came in sight of the shore and the waiting fisherman standing by the boat. 
  Bunter had made record speed. 
  By the time he emerged from the lane and came out in sight of the straggling fishing village of Pegg and the wide stretch of sands beyond, Bunter was perspiring with exertion, in spite of the December cold. 
  He panted and puffed and blew as he rolled onward across the sand towards the solitary boat. 
  He glanced back over his shoulder; but there was no one to be seen behind him, and he grinned. Bunter was there first—an easy first. That had not been a difficult feat,,, for the Remove fellows were not starting till half-past two, and Bunter had started immediately he had recovered from the application of the Bounder’s boot. Great thoughts were working in the podgy brain of W. G. Bunter. For the boat, and the trip to Hawkscliff along the coast, Bunter did not care a straw— but he cared much and deeply for the hamper that Smithy had ordered for the trip. Smithy had kicked Bunter out of his study—as unceremoniously as if William George Bunter were a fellow who did not matter. Bunter was going to show Smithy that he was a fellow who did matter—and Smithy, perhaps, would repent that hasty kicking when he arrived at Pegg with his friends and found boat and hamper gone. 
  Old Trumper touched his hat as Bunter came up. He was there to mind the boat, which he had prepared for the trip, till the Greyfriars fellows came, and he supposed that Bunter was the first of the party to arrive. 
  “Got it all ready?” asked Bunter cheerily. 
  “Yes, sir.” said Trumper. 
  “Is the hamper here?” 
  “In the boat, sir.” 
  Bunter blinked into the boat. There was the lunch hamper—a large one. It looked as if Smithy had ordered a rather good spread to be taken up to Hawkscliff, no doubt guessing that a trip by sea in the keen wintry air would make the fellows hungry. 
  Billy Bunter’s little round eyes glistened behind his big spectacles. The sight of that hamper rewarded him for all his exertions. 
  But while Trumper was there it was obviously impossible to annex either the boat or the hamper. Trumper was in charge, and, though he had no suspicion of Bunter, whom he knew to be a Greyfriars fellow, certainly he would not have allowed the fat junior to make off with the hamper. But William George Bunter was full of strategy. 
  “The fellows will be along in a few minutes, Trumper.” he remarked. 
  “Ay ay!” said old Trumper. 
  “Smithy wants you to meet him and help with the rugs and things.” said Bunter airily. “He’s getting a lift as far as the end of the lane. Cut across and wait for him there, will you? I’ll stay with the boat.” 
  “Ay, ay, Master Bunter!” answered the old fisherman unsuspiciously. 
  He started across the sand towards the village. 
  Bunter grinned. 
  Really it was hardly necessary to be diplomatic to take in a simple and unsuspecting old fellow like Dave Trumper. 
  The stalwart fishermen tramped up the shelving sand without a backward glance, nothing doubting that the message was authentic and that he would meet Vernon-Smith’s party where the lane entered the village street. 
  Bunter clambered into the boat. 
  A moment more and the big hamper was under his fat hand.. The size of that hamper had gratified the Owl of the Remove when his eves fell on it. But its size made it rather difficult to negotiate. Bunter found that he could barely lift it. 
  “Oh!” ejaculated the fat Removite. 
  Getting that hamper out of the boat and clearing off with it was quite out of the question. 
But William George Bunter had not yet exhausted his strategy.
  Had the boat been afloat Bunter would have cast off and pushed out into the bay; but the receding tide barely lapped the boat, and it lay heeled on the sand. And it was much too heavy for Bunter to shove down into the water on his own. The Owl of the Remove blinked up and down the shore. Dave Trumper had disappeared from sight beyond some of the fishermen’s cabins. Near at hand two longshoremen were standing, smoking their pipes and idly watching the sea. Billy Bunter waved his hand to them and shouted: 
  “Hit” 
  The two ancient mariners glanced round. 
  “Give me a shove off!” called out Bunter. He groped in his pocket, and held up a shilling. 
  “Right you are, sir!” 
  The two longshoremen came along to the boat, grasped it, and ran it down into the water. Bunter tossed the shilling ashore; and the ancient mariners, having fielded, it, set a course for the Anchor Inn. Bunter picked up an oar, shoved on a chalk rock and sent the boat spinning out into water. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  The bay was calm, only ruffled by the wind. Outside the bay the North Sea was rolling heavily, but Bunter had no eyes for that. He did not intend to go outsidp the bay. 
  His bright idea was to row across a corner of the bay and land along the shore at a point hidden from Pegg by the cliffs. There he would be safe from the beasts to whom the boat and the hamper belonged, and there he would be free to feast royally on the contents of the hamper. Like all great ideas, it was beautifully simple. 
  Bunter was no sailorman, and he did not think of trying to step the mast and hoist the sail. But he was able to handle a pair of oars; and with the outgoing tide to help him, it was easy for him to get away from the shore. Had the tide been coming in Bunter would never have got out; and he reflected that it was extremely fortunate that the tide was going out. It was not to seem so fortunate to him a little later. Bunter’s mind had been so full of his scheme for bagging Smithy’s hamper that he had not even thought of danger. It was a case of fools rushing in where angels fear to tread. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  Bunter chuckled explosively. 
  Across the wide sands from the direction of Pegg came a string of running figures making for the sea. 
  That it was a party of Greyfriars juniors Bunter had not the slightest doubt. But it did not worry the Owl of the Remove much, in fact, he merely grinned 
  The beasts had not been far behind Bunter, after all. But a miss was as good as a mile. Already a dozen yards of lapping water separated Bunter from the beach. He was far out of reach. 
  “Beasts!” said Bunter. 
  And he grinned cheerily at the running figures, and tugged at the oars. 
               THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                         Too Late! 

HARRY WHARTON & Co. swung cheerily along the lane in the keen air. They were looking forward to the trip along the coast to Hawkscliff, and thinking of anything but William George Bunter. That fat and fatuous youth had been entirely dismissed from their minds. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s Trumpet!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the juniors reached the corner of the village street. 
  The Bounder stopped, with a frown. “Why aren’t you with the boat, Trumper?” he asked. “Some longshoreman might pinch that hamper—” 
  “Master Bunter’s there, sir!” said Trumper. 
  “Bunter!” exclaimed the Bounder. 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “Bunty means to come along.” he remarked. “He’s started first.” 
  “I’ll jolly well boot him out of the boat if I find him in it!” growled the Bounder. “You shouldn’t have left the boat, Trumper!”
  “Master Bunter gave me your message—” 
  “What?” 
  “To come and help with the rugs, sir. He said you was getting a lift as far as the beach.” said old Trumper, puzzled. 
  “I never sent any message !“ grunted Vernon-Smith. “I suppose that means that Bunter has started on the hamper! Come on you men!” 
  Leaving old Trumper staring, the Bounder broke into a run. Redwing followed him fast 
—not a much on account of the hamper as to restrain Smithy’s wrath when he reached Bunter. The Bounder was rather apt to be heavy-handed in such circumstances. 
  “Come on!” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “We don’t want Smithy to slaughter Bunter !”
  And the Famous Five ran for the beach. 
  As the wide sands and the sea burst on their view, a yell of wrath broke from the Bounder. 
  “He’s got the boat!”
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Redwing. 
  “Come on!” 
  Vernon-Smith put on speed, fairly racing down to the sea. Behind him came Redwing, and, strung out behind, the Famous Five, one after another, every fellow putting on his best speed. 
  “The fat pirate!” gasped Bob Cherry. “He’s bagged the boat—bagged the jolly old boat and the hamper, too!  After him!”
  The Bounder was the first to reach the water’s edge. He stopped there, trampling in wet sand, with a furious face. 
  “Bunter!” he roared. 
  “He, he, he!” came back a fat chuckle on the sea breeze. 
  “Bring that boat back!” yelled the Bounder. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  Redwing came up, panting. 
  “The fat fool!” he exclaimed. “It’s not safe for that duffer to go out in the boat alone!”
  “Come back!” roared the Bounder. 
  “He, he, he!”
  “Come back, you fat buccaneer !“ shouted Bob Cherry. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  Billy Bunter rested on his oars. The boat was heavy to pull, and a little exertion went a long way with Bunter. Tho outgoing tide was carrying him out, and he was safely out of reach. So he was satisfied to rest a little and grin back at his baffled pursuers. 
  “Come back!” shouted Harry Wharton, 
  Bunter laid in his oars. 
  His next proceeding was frivolous and disrespectful. He put the thumb of one hand to his nose and extended his fat fingers. Then he put the thumb of the other hand to the extended little finger and extended the fingers of that hand. 
  That frivolous gesture was intended to express Bunter’s profound contempt for the fellows who could not get at him. 
  

  “Why, I—I—I’ll” gasped the Bounder. 
  Billy Bunter grinned at the exasperated juniors. 
  “The fat villain!” exclaimed Frank Nugent. “Why, this is giddy piracy on the high seas!” 
  “Come back, Bunter!” 
  “You fat rotter!” 
  “You terrific and preposterous sweep!”
  “I’ll smash you!” yelled the Bounder. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  The Bounder, in his rage, stooped and jerked a loose chunk of chalk from the sand. Bob Cherry promptly knocked it out of his hand. 
  “Draw it mild, Smithy!” he said. 
  “Mind your own business! I’ll—” 
  “My dear chap!” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “Don’t be an ass, Smithy!” said Harry Wharton sharply. “Chucking chalk is a dirty trick!” 
  “Do you think I’m going to let that fat freak clear off with my boat?” howled the Bounder. 
  “There’s a limit, old bean!” 
  “Oh go and eat coke!” 
  But apparently the Bounder admitted that there was a limit, for he did not seek another missile. He stood with the sea lapping over his shoes, staring after the boat and shouting furiously at Bunter. 
  The Owl of the Remove waved a fat hand in farewell. 
  “We might get out another boat and go after him” suggested Nugent. 
  “There’s no boat here!” snarled the Bounder. ‘He’ll be out of sight before we can get one run down to the water!” 
  “I hope the fat duffer won’t get out into the current that comes round the Shoulder!” said Redwing anxiously. 
  “Let him, and be blowed to him!” snarled the Bounder. “Just like you to be thinking of him!” 
  “Well, you see, old chap——” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  Redwing smiled faintly, and said no more. Herbert Vernon-Smith was not in a mood to be argued with. 
  Billy Bunter had taken up the oars again now. The tide was running out swiftly, and it was carrying the boat fast. Already the fat junior looked small in the distance. 
  The Bounder gritted his teeth. 
  “We can’t get after him. He’s going to dodge into one of the little inlets across that corner of the bay.” 
  “We might go round—” began Wharton. 
  “And hunt for him till dark without finding him!” growled the Bounder. 
  Harry Wharton nodded. It was not much use going round the circling shore of the bay. The beach was broken up by jutting masses of chalk, the base of the great cliffs, and there were a dozen inlets where a boat could have lain unseen by anyone more than a few yards away. Hunting along the shore for Bunter would have been a good deal like hunting for a needle in a bundle of hay. 
  “Well, what’s the game?” asked Bob Cherry. “We can’t get to Hawkscliff without a boat, and time’s going!”
  The Bounder growled. 
  “We can get another boat. We can’t get another hamper, though—no time for that. That hamper was sent from Courtfield.” 
  “We can get a bundle of sandwiches at the Anchor while the boat’s being run down.” said Redwing. 
  “Sandwiches—while Bunter’s scoffing cold chicken and pate de foie gras!” snarled the Bounder. 
  Redwing laughed. 
  “There’s no help for it, old chap, if we’re going at all. No use crying over spilt milk.’ 
  “I’ll smash him!” 
  “The smashfulness must be unavoidably postponed, my esteemed Smithy, the honourable and execrable Bunter is out of reach.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “We are wasting time, and, as the English proverb says, a stitch in time saves ninepence.” 
  “Oh, come on!” grunted the Bounder. 
  There was no help for it. The boat was a mere speck now, towards the northern shore of the wide bay. Bunter’s rowing consisted chiefly of catching crabs; but the tide was carrying him fast and far. 
  The juniors turned back from the beach, Redwing casting one last anxious glance after the disappearing boat. 
  “I hope he’s safe.” He said. 
  “Serve him right if he isn’t!” snapped the Bounder. 
 “You don’t know these currents, Smithy—” 
 “Oh, rats! Come on!”
  It was half an hour later that the Greyfriars party stepped the mast in another boat, and ran out into the bay. with a big bundle of sandwiches in the place of the well-filled hamper. Tom Redwing, who had been born and bred to the sea, handled the boat like an old sailorman, and the faces of the juniors were bright and cheery as they ran before the wind. And the Bounder, at long last, forgot his bad temper, and was as bright and cheery as the rest. It was quite an enjoyable half-holiday, after all, in spite of the piratical propensities of William George Bunter. 
               THE FOURTH CHAPTER 
                    The Haunted Cave! 
“HE, he, he!” 
  Billy Bunter cachinnated joyously. 
  The beach and the village of Pegg had disappeared; the chalk cliffs beyond were a dim blue against a grey sky. Far out on the waters, Billy Bunter was alone in his glory. 
  He was feeling eminently satisfied. 
  True, there was the piper to pay later at Greyfriars. Bunter had got away with the plunder, but when he met the Bounder again it was certain that Smithy would reward him according to his merits. Still, that could not be helped, and Bunter was not the fellow to meet trouble halfway. Ha was safe out of the reach of pursuit, and Smithy’s big hamper was at hi. mercy. That was quite enough for Bunter for the present, and the future could take care of itself. 
  Bunter had intended to land on one of the small sandy beaches among the cliffs on the northern side of Pegg Bay. But he found it rather difficult to steer in, and he let the boat drift with the tide. It would be time enough to exert himself, he considered, when he had had a feed. Bunter was hungry. It was two hours or more since dinner, and he had had nothing since that meal— nothing but a bag of toffee he had found in Squiff’s study and some bullseyes he had discovered in Ogilvy’s study. And the keen sea air gave an added edge to his always powerful appetite. Bunter was in a state now to do full justice to the hamper. 
  Letting the boat drift at its own sweet will, the Owlof the Remove jerked open the lid of the hamper. 
  His eyes glistened at the sight of what it contained. 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith was the fellow to “spread” himself on such an occasion, and certainly the Bounder had spread himself this time.  That hamper, specially sent down from Chunkley’s in Courtfied, had probably cost about as much as most Remove fellows spent in half a term.. The Bounder had a superabundance of that useful article—cash and he spent it freely. It could not have been spent in a better cause, Bunter considered, as he started on a delicious cold chicken. 
  Happiness beamed in the fat face of William George Bunter. 
  His plump jaws worked without cessation. 
  The boat rocked and drifted, utterly unheeded by the Owl of the Remove. That the outgoing tide raced round the rocks of the Shoulder, booming in the sea-caves, if boiling over the long spurs of chalk that ran out like groynes into the sea, Bunter probably knew, if he had thought about it. Even on a calm day the water was never at peace at thp foot of that mighty cliff, hollowed out into caves and irregular masses by the action of tho waves during countless centuries. But Billy Bunter was too happily occupiedto give a thought to such trivial matters. 
  It was the bumping of the boat on a chalky ledge that first appraised him of the fact 
that he was getting into rough waters. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. 
  He was leaning over the hamper at the moment, and the bump threw him off his balance, and he sprawled, with his head into the hamper. 
  “Grooogh!” 
  The fat junior extracted his features from the good things in the hamper, started up, and 
blinked round him with a startled blink. 
  “Ow!” he stuttered. 
  The boat was rocking violently, and Bunter sat down quite suddenly. He did not venture to rise to his feet again, but gained his fat knees, holding on to a rowlock, and blinked round the waters that tossed under his startled eyes. 
  High above him rose a mighty mass—the great Shoulder, soaring to the clouds, 
as at seemed to Bunter. From the cliff, jutting ledges of hard chalk ran out into the sea, and over and among the rocks the water raced and boiled. At that point there was no beach, and when the tide was at its lowest ebb the water still washed the foot of the great chalk cliff and boomed into the hollow caves. 
  “Oh dear!” howled Bunter. 
  With terrifying suddenness he realised his position. His fat face became as white as the foam that edged the waves breaking on the rocks of the Shoulder. 
  “Ow! Oh dear! I shall be drowned!” howled Bunter. “Ow! Wow! Help, help!” 
  He blinked round him in terror. 
  The hamper was forgotten. 
  Bunter had only eaten enough for three hungry fellows, so far, but the sudden realisation of his danger took his appetite completely away. 
  He crouched in the boat staring in terror at the towering cliff, and at the foaming waters that broke over masses of rock, scattered far knd wide as if strewn by a giants hand. 
  The boat rocked and drifted and bumped against the rocks
  Every moment Bunter expected it to capsize, or to crash to pieces on the rocks. Again and again it bumped on half-submerged chalk, and bumped off again and rocked on. 
  “Ow, ow, ow! Help!” shrieked Bunter. 
  Only the crying of sea-gulls answered him.
  He was drenched in spray that soaked him through and through. He was closo now to the open sea, and the wind that came round the great cliff from the north cut him almost like a knife. He did not even touch the oars. In the open bay he could have rowed ashore; but once caught in the mad current that raced round the base of the mighty Shoulder, he was utterly helpless. Even the hardy fishermen of Pegg warily avoided that dangerous spot. 
  Bunter crouched in the rocking boat, clutching hold, and almost paralysed with terror. 
  The boat was drifting faster now, whirling, unguided at the mercy of the wild waters. Caught in a whirling eddy, it swept on at the great cliff, and Bunter quaked an anticipation of a crash. But it was into one of the innumerable fissures in the Shoulder that the eddy dashed him, and Bunter found himself floating between two walls of rugged chalk, with arched rocks over his head. 
  He knew where he was. It was the great sea-cave, which was called the Smugglers’ Cave. According to local legend, it had been used by the smugglers in old days. On a day in the summer term, Bunter had explored it with the Famous Five. Even in summer weathpr steady heads and strong hands were needed to bring a boat safely through the chalk rocks into the cove. Before Bunter loomed the great dark opening of the cave, with the foaming waters roaring into it At high water the sea-cavo was flooded deep; and at the ebb tide there was always water in the cave, sufficient to float a bokt for e considerable distance into the gloomy depths.  Through crannies and fissures the wind howled wildly with eerie wailing, and the deep hollows were filled with the echoing of the booming waters. 
  “Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. 
  If the fisher-folk were to be believed the sea-cave was haunted by the phantoms of the smugglers who had once lurked there. But Bunter was not thinking of ghosts now. The eddying water swept him fairly into the opening of the cave, and his brain whirled, as the boat spun into darkness under the over-arching rock above. 
  Bump!
  The boat grounded as the eddy receded. The rush of the water had carried him right into the cavern and stranded him there. 
  The boat rolled on its side, and Bunter rolled helplessly out. He scrambled up, blinking round him in terror. A dim twilight reigned in the great cave, and beyond was impenetrable blackness. 
  The water had receded, but the eddying current swept into the opening again, and raced up to the stranded boat and the terrified Bunter. But it did not reach quite so far as before. It stirred and shifted the boat, but did not lift it, and again the water receded.  Bunter remembered thankfully that it was an ebb tide. Had the tide been at the flood it would have swept the boat and Bunter far up into the depths of the great cavern, once they had entered. 
  “Ow! Oh dear!” mumbled Bunter. 
  He scrambled a few steps farther up the shelving sand that formed the floor of the cave. But the darkness beyond daunted him, and he stopped. He knew that he was safe from the sea now; the next eddying wave that swept into the haunted cave did not reach the stranded boat. 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  Bunter sat on the gunwale of the slanting boat, gasping for breath. The hamper had fallen out, and its contents sprawled over the sandy floor. But Bunter did not heed them. Good things galore were scattered at his feet, but for once the Owl of the Remove had no eyes for them. 
  He was stranded in the seacave; in a place that could be reached only by boat. 
  There was a tale told by the fishermen that the old smugglers who had used the cave had known of some secret way out by land, by some fissure at the extreme upper end of the cavern, through the cliffs. The contraband cargoes that had been brought into the cave by boat were conveyed inland by that secret way, according to the tale. But if the outlet existed, its secret was lost. Neither was Bunter likely to explore the wall of blackness that lay behind him in search cf an outlet. He dared not go out of sight of the glimmer of daylight from the sea. 
  For some time Billy Bunter sat on the boat, blinking at the receding sea, which was leaving a stretch of sand between him and the mouth of the cave—sand that would be covered again deep when the tide turned. Ha knew that the sea would not recede far enough for him to leave the cave on foot and clamber along the rocks to the beach. As for getting the boat out again and trusting himself to the lashing waters from which he had narrowly ecaped, he shuddered at the thought. 
  He was a prisoner in the haunted cave. 
  He had to remain there till he was found and rescued! But the Owl of the Remove gradually drew comfort from the knowledge that he would be missed a calling over at Greyfriars; that seven fellows knew that he had gone out in a boat; and that search was certain to be made, and not given up till he was found. There was comfort in that 
reflection. 
  But there was no comfort in the reflection that he was more than likely to have to spend the night in the lonely cavern. At that thought Billy Bunter blinked uneasily into the black shadows deeper in the cave, and the tale of the ghostly smugglers came back unpleasantly into his mind. Already the dim twilight in the sea-cave was deepening into thick dusk; the patch of daylight at the cavern mouth was growing dimmer. The short December day was drawing on to dim evening. 
  “Oh crikey!” groaned Bunter 
  Then he remembered that he was hungry. Therc was one solace at least for the shipwrecked Owl. Ho grabbed knife and fork and a cold chicken, and ate, and was comforted!” 
               THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                       Struck Down! 
“HERE we are again!” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. 
  The boat ran into the little cove at Hawkscliff, and the sail dropped. The Famous Five were rather glad to get out of the keen wind on the sea, shut off now by the cliffs and Smithy shared their feelings. 
  Tom Redwing’s sunburnt face was glowing with health and satisfaction. He had thoroughly enjoyed the run along the coast, and the keen wind on the North Sea was nothing to the hardy sailorman’s son. He brought the boat to a mooring, by a shelf of rock in deep water, and made fast, 
  “Jolly glad to get out of that giddy breeze!” said Frank Nugent, as he jumped ashore. 
  “The gladfulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Did you fellows feel the wind?” asked Tom. 
  “Just a little.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “We’re not all made of iron, old chap. I suppose we shall have to walk back to the school—we couldn’t get back against this wind.” 
  “Well, we should have to tack a good bit out to sea,” said Tom. “It would be all right; but I don’t think the Head would like us to be out at sea after dark.” 
  “I don’t think hp would,” grinned Bob Cherry. “In fact, I jolly well think he would lick us if he found it out. If we happened to get blown across to Holland or Norway we should be late for calling-over, too!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “The latefulness would be great and the coldfulness terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Rain Singh. “The walkfulness home is the proper caper, my esteemed chums.” 
  “But it was a ripping run!” said Harry Wharton. “You fellows remember the cruise in the South Seas in the vac?”  
  “What-ho!” said Bob. “It was warmer there.” 
  “The warmfulness was preposterously greater.” said Hurree Singh. “That was an esteemed and enjoyable voyage. But the esteemed British seas in winter are ridiculously chilly!”
  “This way!” said Tom cheerfully, and ha led the way by a rugged path up the cliffs. 
The juniors came out into the irregular street of Hawkscliff. The tiny village consisted of no more than a dozen or so cabins and cottages. The cottage that belonged to Redwing’s father backed against a cliff. Although, since Tom Redwing had inherited his uncle’s fortune and become a Greyfriars fellow, hard times were over for him, his father still followed the sea and Tom spent his holidays in the old cottage when his father was at home. 
  Tom opened the door, which was on the latch. 
  “You don’t lock up the place?” asked Bob. 
  Redwing smiled and shook his head. 
  “Nobody in Hawkscliff locks his doors. Why should they? This is quite off the beat of tramps and vagrants; and there’s nothing to pinch, anyhow!” 
  He threw the door open, and then the window. 
 The little cottage was clean and tidy as a new pin.  Tom Redwing brought in an armful of firewood from the shed and started a fire on the old stone hearth. The Bounder unpacked the sandwiches. 
  “That fat villain!” he muttered. He was thinking of the well-packed hamper which should have been there,  
  “Never mind, Smithy!” said Bob cheerfully . “Sandwiches will go down A.1. After that run, I could eat anything, for one!” 
  “Same here!” said Nugent. 
  Redwing jammed a kettle on the fire. 
  “Hot coffee in a few minutes,” he said. 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  Sitting round a blazing fire, disposing of sandwiches and steaming coffee, the Greyfriars fellows felt very cheery. The run in the sailing-boat had brought back to their minds recollections of their holidays in the Pacific, where they had passed several days in an open boat at sea. They talked of that old voyage as they sat round the fire. 
  “That was a gorgeous time.” said Bob Cherry. “We ran into a few little troubles, but it was ripping!” 
  “The ripfulness was great!” remarked Hurree Singh. “Do you rememberfully recall how warm it was?” 
  The juniors chuckled. 
  “Too jolly warm sometimes!” said Nugent. “But it was a great time! We were lucky to get the best of that scamp Soames.” 
  “Soames!” said Harry Wharton thoughtfully. “I’ve often thought of that chap, and wondered whether he got away in the boat, or whether—” 
  He paused.. 
  “Nothing’s ever been heard of him, Smithy?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  The Bounder shook his head. 
  “My father’s heard nothin’ of him,” he said. “If he got away alive he wouldn’t be likely to show up again on this side of the globe.” 
  “Queer sort of a blighter.” said Bob ruminatively. “When we used to see him with your father he seemed the perfect manservant; just a topnotch valet and nothing else. And then, on that voyage, he broke out into a sort of jolly old Captain Kidd. I suppose he was about as desperate a character as a man could be; but he had lots of pluck and jolly nice manners. I hope he got away in the boat that time.” 
  “Not likely!” said the Bounder. “What chance has a man alone in a boat in the middle of the Pacific?” 
  “Precious little, I suppose.” agreed Bob. “He was an awful villain, and I suppose he deserved what he got, whatever it was.” 
  “Alive or dead he will never show up here in England!” said Smithy. “He would never dare. Which is just as well for Reddy.” 
  “Why for me?” asked Tom 
  “You got the fortune your uncle left.” said the Bounder. “Soames was after it, and committed a good many crimes in trying to get hold of it. If he’s still living, I fancy he would be feeling sore. It was you that beat him all along the line. I imagine he would make himself jolly unpleasant, if you came across him again.’ 
  Redwingnodded 
  “He  might,” he agreed. 
  Leaving his chums sitting round the fire, Redwing went up the little, narrow staircase, to open the windows of the two upper rooms, and let in the sea breeze. 
  The juniors heard his footsteps in the room above. 
The footsteps ceased, and there was a sound of a bump. Bob Cherry glanced up at the low ceiling. 
  “Reddy’a tumbled over something.” he said. “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hurt yourself, Reddy?” 
  There was no answer from upstairs. 
  “Reddy!” bawled Bob. 
  The sailorman’s son did not reply. 
  “Why the dooce doesn’t he answer?” said the Bounder, puzzled. He rose and went to the foot of the little stair. “Reddy, old man!” he shouted up the narrow staircase. 
  Still there was no word from above. 
  The juniors looked at one another in astonishment. From the sound they had heard, Redwing had evidently fallen; but it seemed scarcely possible that an accidental fall had rendered him unable to speak. 
  “What the dickens—” said Harry Wharton. 
  “I’m going to see!” 
  The Bounder ran up the stairs. From the little landing at the top two rooms opened. Harry Wharton & Co. remained in a group at the foot of the stairs. 
  There was a sudden yell from the Bounder. 
  “Come up, you fellows! Reddy—” 
  “What—” 
  “He’s hurt!”
  The juniors raced up the stairs. The Bounder was standing in one of the bedrooms, staring down at Tom Redwing, who lay on the floor, motionless. He was insensible.
       

        THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                    The Unknown! 

“WHAT the thump!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  The Bounder dropped on his knee, beside the insensible junior. His face was white and startled. 
  Redwing was unconscious. There was a dark mark on his temple, where a bruise was forming. 
  “Somebody was here!” panted the Bounder. “Redwing was struck down—stunned!” 
  “Great Scott!” —
  “Search the Bounder. “I’ll look after Redwing. Search the place, and get hold of the brute—” 
  “He’s coming to.” said Nugent. Redwing’s eyes opened. 
  With his head resting on Snithy’s knee, he lay dazed and his startled eyes stared up at the juniors. 
  “What—” he muttered. 
  He passed his hand over his brow. “Oh, my head! Hc struck me—”
  “Who?” exclaimed Smithy 
  “I don’t know, hardly saw him. He was here !“ muttered Redwing dazedly. “He struck me down and passed me! Is he gone?”
  “Search the place!” shouted the Bounder. 
  “Come on!” exclaimed Wharton. The juniors, with excited faces, made a hurried search. The unknown, whoever he had been, was no longer in the room, and the other room was found to be empty. On the landing was a little window that was wide open. Outside it was the rugged stone of the cliff against which the cottage was built, almost within reach. 
  “That’s the way he went!” exclaimed Johnny Bull. 
  Wharton put head and shoulders out of the window and stared round. The cliff sloped away from the back of the cottage, steep and rugged. Steep as it was, there was plenty of hold for a clambering man. Wharton’s eyes followed the face of the cliff up, and he spotted a clambering figure almost at the top. 
  “There he is!” he shouted. 
  The next moment the clambering figure had vanished over the summit of the cliff. All Wharton had seen of him was a rough grey coat and a pair of sea boots. 
  “Where?” exclaimed Bob. 
  “He’s gone—over the Cliff!”
  “Who on earth—” 
  “Goodness knows! Some sneaking thief, I suppose. Reddy ought to have kept the place locked up after all.” 
  It was useless to think of pursuing the man up the cliff. Now that he had reached the top, it was certain that he would be out of sight before the cliff could be climbed. 
  The juniors hurried back to the room where Redwing lay. 
  Vernon-Smith was bathing his chum’s forehead with cold water. Redwing’s face was pale, but he was quite conscious now, and quite cool. The heavy blow had hurt him, but his unconsciousness had lasted only a few minutes. 
  “It’s all right, you fellows.” he said. “I’m not damaged much! I’ve had harder knocks than this.” 
  “Better make a cold compress.” said Harry. 
  “Dash it all, I’m not going back to school bandaged!” said Redwing. 
  “You jolly well are!” said the Bounder. “You’ll have a lump there as big as an egg if you don’t take care, fathead.” 
  Redwing smiled faintly. 
  “All serene—any old thing.” 
  Redwing’s head was bandaged, and he rose to his feet. He was still a little dizzy, but otherwise quite himself. The sailorman’s son had lived a hardy life, and taken a good many hard knocks in his time. 
  “Did you fellows see anything of the brute?” asked Smithy. 
  “Just a glimpse of him—clearing off over the cliff at the back” answered Wharton. “A man in sea-boots and a thick grey coat. He had his back to me, of course, and I did not see his face.” 
  “We’ve got to get him!” said the Bounder savagely. 
  “Not much chance, I’m afraid. He might have gone a dozen different ways once he was on top of the cliff. We’d better find out what he was doing here. There may be something missing.” 
  “Nothing here of any value.” said Redwing.  “I can’t understand it. It’s the first time anything of the sort has happened at Hawkscliff. Must have been some tramp, I suppose.” 
  “Look round the place, anyhow, and see if anything is gone.” said Nugent. 
  “Didn’t you see his face Reddy?” 
  “No. I stepped into the room never dreaming, of course, that anyone was here. He must have been here when we came in, and kept quiet. I never dreamed there was anybody in the room. All of a sudden somebody jumped at me and knocked me spinning. That’s all I know.” 
  “Well, it must have been a thief, or he wouldn’t have been here at all.” said Nugent. “He was rooting about the place, of course, when he heard us come in downstairs.” 
  “I can’t catch on to it.” said Tom. “I’ve never heard of trumps coming this way. It’s a dead-end, and leads nowhere. But I suppose it must have been some tramp. Anyhow, there can’t be anything gone. But I’ll look round.” 
  “Look at this!” said the Bounder. 
  At the end of the room was an ancient oak bureau. Every drawer in it was open, and a number of papers had been turned out as if the bureau had been hastily searched. 
  “He was going through that!” said the Bounder. 
  “Looks like it,” said Tom. “That bureau belongs to my father, and he keeps papers and things in it. That’s always kept locked. The man must have picked the locks to get it open.” 
  Redwing examined the papers that had fallen out, gathered them up, and replaced them. 
  “He wasn’t after these.” he said. “He must have fancied there was some money in the bureau, I suppose, though why he should expect to find money in a sailorman’s cottage here beats me.” 
  “You don’t think it was a Hawkscliff man?” asked Johnny Bull 
  “I know it wasn’t.” answered Tom promptly. “I know every soul in Hawkscliff, and there isn’t anyone I wouldn’t trust with the fortune I brought home from the South Seas.” 
  Wharton uttered an exclamation. 
  “That may be the clue, Reddy. I suppose all the people here know about your bringing home your Uncle Peter’s fortune from the South Seas?” 
  “Yes; it was a nine days’ wonder here,” said Tom, with a smile. “I had to spin the yarn twenty times, or more.” 
  “That may be it. Somebody who heard of it thought you might have kept some of the stuff in the house—” 
  “But it’s well known I did not.” said Tom. “All the stuff was disposed of and the money banked. Your father saw to that for me, Smithy.” He shook his head. “After all this time, too, if that was the explanation it would have been tried on before, I should think.” 
  “Well, yes, I suppose so.” admitted Wharton. 
  “Just a tramp sneaking about the place for anything he could find.” said Tom. “That must be it. He’s given me rather a nasty knock, bother him. But there’s not a lot of harm done.” 
  “You’ll lock up the place after this?” said Nugent. 
  “Yes, and leave the key with somebody. Not that it will make much difference. Anybody could force a way in if he liked. Still, I may as well lock it up. Let’s get down.” 
  The juniors went back to the lower room. The startling occurrence puzzled them a good deal, but they were driven to the conclusion that the unknown assailant had been some prowling tramp, who had been cornered in the house by the unexpected arrival of the Greyfriars party. 
  “We could go to the police station about it when we get back.” suggested Nugent. 
  “What’s the good?” said Redwing. “We can’t give any description of the man. And there’s no harm done. Let it drop.” 
  “He might come back—” 
  “Not likeIy, now he knows there’s nothing here to pinch.” 
  “Well, I suppose that’s so.” 
  “I don’t believe it was a tramp” said the Bounder. “A tramp wouldn’t be fixed with implements for picking locks, as a rule; and there’s precious few tramps could have gone up that steep cliff so quickly as that man went. A sailorman, used to climbing—” 
  “Well, we’re never likely to know,” said Tom. 
  “Whoever he was, he came here specially to search the place.” said the Bounder positively, “and it was somebody who’d heard of the South Sea treasure, Reddy, and he was after it, or hoped to find some of it, at least. Ten to One.” 
  But who---” said Nugent 
  “Goodness knows.” 
  And the problem had to be given up. 
               THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                            Missing!
“JUST in time, you slackers!” said Peter Todd, with a grin. 
  Greyfriars School was assembled in Big Hall for calling-over, and the doors were about to be closed when seven juniors pushed in. They joined the ranks of the Remove as quietly as possible, though Mr. Quelch, who was about to call the roll, gave them a grim glance.   However, they were just in time, and all was well. 
  “Here we are again!” murmured Bob Cherry. “We had to scud back from Hawkscliff, Toddy, old man. If we hadn’t got a lift on the road we shouldn’t have done it. But all’s well that ends well.” 
  “That esteemed lift was a stitch in time.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Seen anything of Bunter?” asked Peter. 
  “Bunter? No. Isn’t he here?” 
  “Conspicuous by his jolly old absence.” said Toddy. “I saw him cut out of gates in a most terrific hurry early this afternoon. That was before you fellows went out.” 
  “Oh, we’ve seen him since then.” said Bob. “He bagged our boat at Pegg and got away with Smithy’s hamper. If he’s eaten all there was in that hamper I dare say he’s burst.” 
  Toddy chuckled. 
  “You’ve been out in a boat?” asked Hazeldene, “Jolly nice weather for boating, I should think.” 
  “Oh, it was all right. But we walked back. But---” 
  “Silence!” called out Wingate of the Sixth. 
  And the murmur of voices died away in the Remove as Mr. Quelch began to call the roll. 
  There was a pause when he came to l3iinter’s name. 
  “Bunter!” repeated the Remove master. 
  But no fat voice answered “adsum!” Mr. Quelch frowned, and marked Bunter as absent, and went on calling the roll. After roll-call Tom Redwing was called to his Form master’s study to explain his bandaged head. This he did, to Mr. Quelch’s satisfaction, but when the Remove master dismissed him Redwing lingered. 
  “About Bunter, sir—” he ventured. 
  Mr. Quelch looked at him. 
  “Bunter is still absent.” he said. “Do you know what has become of him, Redwing?” 
  “No, sir; but I think I ought to mention that he went out in a boat on Pegg Bay, and as he hasn’t come back—”
  “It is scarcely the time of year for going out in a boat.” said Mr. Quelch “But the day has been very calm. You do not suppose that anything has happened to Bunter, Redwing?” 
  “Well, no, sir; there was no danger for any ordinary fellow, but Bunter is such a fool---I—I—I mean—” Redwing stammered. 
  Mr. Quelch smiled faintly. 
  “I shall bear in mind what you have told me, Redwing, if Bunter does not return soon. You may go!” 
  Redwing left the study. 
  There was a cloud on his face when he came into No. 4 in the Remove. Vernon-Smith was there with a cigarette in his mouth. He threw it into the fire immediately Redwing came in. 
  “Napper hurting, old bean?” he asked. 
  “Not much.” 
  “Then what’s that worried look about?” 
  “I’m thinking of Bunter—” 
  “Oh, blow Bunter!” growled the Bounder. “I’ve been thinking of him, too. I’ve got a fives bat ready for him when he comes in.” 
  “I hope be will come in all right.” said Tom. 
  The Bounder stared. 
  “Why shouldn’t he?” 
  “Well, he’s a clumsy ass, and a blind owl.” said Tom. “If he let the boat drift into a dangerous current---”
  “What rot!” said the Bounder carelessly. 
  “Well, you see---”
  “Rot, I tell you! You don’t think that the fat idiot has got himself drowned, do you?” exclaimed the Bounder impatiently. 
  “Well, no; that’s not likely. But he may have got into some trouble. The sea’s never safe under the Shoulder, and—” 
  “Why should he be there?” 
  “Well, he shouldn’t: but he’s idiot enough for anything. I’m not sure he could have rowed that heavy boat back when he wanted to, against the tide. More likely to run it ashore somewhere among the rocks. I think he’s very likely booked for a night out somewhere along the cliff,” 
  “Serve him jolly well right!”said Smithy, unsympathetically. 
  “It’s not a light matter, Smithy, for a fellow to be stranded out at night in December.” said Tom. 
 “Oh, rot! He can walk home, I suppose, if he’s got ashore. I’m not worrying about Bunter, anyhow. I wish he d come in, so that I can get going with the fives bat, that’s all. I’m going to skin him!” 
  Redwing said no more. 
  After prep that evening he went down to ascertain whether Bunter had come 
in. 
  In the Rag most of the Remove fellows were discussing Bunter and his absence. It was not the first time, by any means, that Bunter had been late for calling-over. But it was drawing near dorm now, and it was very unusual for fellows to stay out of gates so late. Harry Wharton & Co. could not help wondering whether some accident had happened to the boat the fat junior had annexed. Redwing was feeling almost certain of it by this time. The story of Bunter’s capture of the boat and the hamper was known to all the Remove now, and they had chuckled a good deal over it. But by this time most faces were grave. 
  “The fat chump!” said Bob Cherry uneasily. “A kid of six ought to have been safe in a boat on a fine day. But you can never tell with Bunter.” 
  “If there’s any trouble around, you can depend on Bunter to butt into it.” grunted Peter Todd. 
  “Fellows have been blown out to sea.” remarked Skinner. “Fancy Bunter in an open boat at sea—with his jolly old appetite! It’s really awful to contemplate!”
  “Oh, shut up, Skinner!” said Bob. 
  There was a lot of stuff in the hamper.” said Vernon-Smith. “Enough for half a dozen fellows, at least.” 
  “Then it will last. Bunter a couple of hours!” said Skinner. “After that, he will have to subsist on his own fat, like a polar bear in the winter. Luckily, he’s got tons!”
  But nobody laughed at Skinner’s humorous suggestions. If Billy Bunter was on the sea on a December night, it was no jesting matter. 
  At nine o’clock, Tom Redwing was called to the Remove master’s study. He found Mr. Qucich looking grave and concerned. 
  Redwing was asked to give particulars of Bunter’s proceedings that afternoon, and the Form master listened attentively. Bunter, according to Redwing’s description, had taken the boat for a “lark.” 
  “A very foolish proceeding.” said Mr. Quelch. “Still, it is very improbable that anything can have happened to Bunter on a calm day. You do not imagine that he would be unthinking enough to go outside the bay, Redwing?” 
  “No, sir. But—” 
  “But what?” 
  “If he drifted into the tidal current under the Shoulder, the boat may have been cast ashore.” said Tom. “It’s possible that it might have been carried out to sea on the tide, but more likely that it went on the rocks. In that case, Bunter could have scrambled ashore— but I hardly think he could have clambered over the cliffs, especially as it got dark so early—” 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. 
  “Then Bunter may be somewhere along the shore, unable to get away?” he exclaimed. 
  “I think it’s possible, sir.” 
  “If he does not return by bed-time, he will be searched for.” said Mr. Quelch. “You may go.” 
  Bunter had not returned by bed-imo. Mr. Quelch himself shepherded the Remove to their dormitory and, as they went, they had a view of the Sixth-Form prefects gathering in the hall, in coats and mufflers—some of them looking far from good-tempered. Evidently, there was to be a search for Bunter, and the prefects had been called upon to undertake it. 
  After lights out, there was a buzz of voices in the Remove dormitory. Some of the fellows were anxious about Bunter, and all of them were interested und curious. That something had happened to the Owl of the Remove was certain by this time. Many fellows remained awake until a very late hour, listening for some sound of Bunter’s return. But by the time the last of the Remove had dropped off to sleep, Bunter had not returned. 

               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

               The Phantom of the Cave! 

Bunter, blinking from the darkening orifice of the seacave, uttered that ejaculation several times, as if he found solace in it. 
  He was thinking of Harry Wharton & Co. They were the beasts who were, in Bunter’s opinion, to blame for his present disagreeable position. 
  Exactly how they were to blame, Bunter did not trouble to work out. Certainly they had not wanted him to bag the boat and hamper. Still, they were the beasts, there was no doubt about that, and William George and the Bunter was a much-injured youth. 
  The fading of the dim daylight worried Bunter. So long as the daylight lasted, the Owl of the Remove dallied with the idea of pushing the boat down to the receding water and getting afloat again and trying his luck in getting back to the beach. But ha had not made the attempt. In the first place, the boat was heavy, and it was doubtful whether Bunter could have shoved it down to the water by his own unaided efforts. It was certain that he could not have done so without great exertion—and exertion never appealed to Bunter. 
 Then—even if he did get the boat afloat—it was more than doubtful whether he could navigate it in the hurrying cross-currents that raced and tore under the rocks of the Shoulder. Assuredly it would have been a risky experiment for a clumsy fellow like Bunter. 
  Bunter did not realise that he was a clumsy fellow but he knew that he hated risks. He had had a lucky escape in being washed up into the sea-cave by the eddying waters—he might have been tossed anywhere on the sprawling chalk rocks that spread out from the foot of the cliff. Having escaped that catastrophe once, Bunter was not disposed to risk it a second time. 
  But the alternative was to remain in the sea-cave—and that was not an agreeable alternative. So long as it was daylight, it was not so bad for the fat junior—comforted by the knowledge that he would be searched for, and undoubtedly found sooner or later. But as darkness deepened, Bunter blinked with more and more uneasiness into the deep shadows of the cave. 
  Bunter was an ass, no doubt, but he was not ass enough to believe in ghosts. Still, there was something eerie, uncanny in darkness and solitude in such a place. Absurd stories of spectre smugglers of the ghosts of revenue officers who had fallen in fierce frays in that very cave, did not seem so absurd as the blackness of night closed in. 
  The hollow cliff was full of strange sounds—through nooks and crannies there was a wailing of wind which, to a superstitious mind, might easily have seemed the wailing of unquiet spirits. Bunter’s mind was not superstitious, but it was funky, which was quite as bad in his present situation. 
  Reasoning the matter out was not much use. There were no such things as ghosts—and he was alone, so there was nothing to fear from any living being. That was logic. But logic was of no more use in this matter than it generally is. 
  The blackening depths of the cave, the low, weird wailing of the wind, the hollow echoing boom of the water, had endless terrors for the hapless Owl, though his reason told him that there was nothing to fear. 
  He left the boat at last and moved as far as he could towards the mouth of the sea-cave, to keep as near as possible to the glimmer of light that remained. 
  The sea had gone out a great distance, but the great cave was extensive, and Bunter remembered that at low tide the water still flowed in at the opening.  At the lowest point of the ebb, he found the water at his feet, and could go no farther, while the high arch of massive chalk rock still stretched dimly over his head. 
  From where he stood Bunter could make out a strip of the wide sea and a good portion of the sky, in which stars were coming out. Even the stars were comfort, in his horrid solitude. 
  But the wash and murmur of the water round his boots drove him up the cave again. The tide had turned, the ebb was coming in. 
  Bunter unwillingly retreated from the advancing water. 
  The interior of the sea-cave was quite black now, and he had to grope his way.
  He stumbled over stones and pebbles and jutting chalk, and at last bumped against something in the dark, with a howl of terror. 
  But it was only the boat, which he had reached again. 
  He tramped on past the boat and with great presence of mind, dragged the hamper after him. If he was going to be a prisoner all night in that awful cavern, he would want all there was in the.  So long as some of Smithy’s good things remained, there was still balm in Gilead, so to speak. 
  He heard the boat shifting and lurching as the tide reached it and lifted it. The advancing water pushed it farther and farther. When Bunter looked back, he saw only a tiny hole to mark the opening of the caves with white foam washing in the starlight, as the rough waves rushed and roared and broke. The sea, to his scared eyes, seemed like some hungry monster, roaring behind him, stretching out to clutch him. He groped and stumbled farther and farther up the cavern. 
  “Oh dear!”  mumbled Bunter. 
  He stopped at last, and sat down on the hamper. The hollow boom of the sea filled the cave with noise, and the tapping of the water on the sandy floor had, to his terrified mind, a stealthy sound, like the creeping of some savage animal. 
  He was beyond high-water mark now, and the sand round him was dry. In the blackness, he could not see the roof or sides of the cave, but he knew that it extended much deeper into the cliff. The sandy floor sloped upward with a gentle incline. 
  “Beasts!” groaned Bunter. 
  The echo of his groan in the hollow cave startled him. He blinked round him in the blackness with terrified eyes. 
  It seemed to the scared Owl that strange and grizzly shapes bodied themselves from the gloom. In the whispering wail of the wind he could hear the voices of the spectre smugglers. 
  He sat on the hamper quaking, 
  He had no matches, and could not see his watch or guess the time. But he knew that the greater part of the night must be still before him. How was he going to stand it till dawn? 
He would be searched for, but would they think of searching in the sea-cave? Even if they did, could they get a boat round through the lashing waters, always wild and Ralph when the tide was at the flood? Bunter realised that he had no chance whatever of being found before dawn, and that he would be fortunate if he was found then. 
  He could have groaned aloud at the thought; but he dared not moan aloud. The echoes were too terrifying. 
  Suddenly he gave a great start. From the sea came incessant splashing and lapping; but it seemed to Bunter that amid the other sounds, to which his ears were now accustomed, he heard the sound of oars. 
  He started, and listened intently, his fat heart thumping with hope. If they knew where he was, after all—if they had come for him—” 
  Surely that was the steady plash of oars in the water—coming up the flooded cave from the sea? Surely that was the grind of rowlocks that accompanied it? 
  Bunter jumped to his feet. 
  He was sure that this was a boat! His fat ears could not have deceived him. He could see nothing but he was sure that a boat was pulling into the sea-cave. 
  “This way!” shouted Bunter. “Here! Help! Help! This way, you fellows!” 
  The shout filled the hollow cave with deafening echoes that rolled back like thunder. 
  Bunter ceased to shout and waited for the booming echoes to die away, and listened. 
  Silence! 
  There was no sound—no plash ol an oar, no grinding of an oar in a row- lock! Dead silence! 
  Bunter panted for breath. 
  “Help!” he yelled, desperately. “This way! Here I am—I’m Bunter! Come this way! Help !” 
  Again the thunder of echoes boomed and died away. Again silence. Back into Bunter’s mind came the grizzly story he had heard of a phantom boat manned by phantom smugglers, haunting the scene of their old activities. With a shudder of terror the hapless Owl sank down on the sandy floor of the cave, not daring to call again, and listening—listening with heart-breaking terror for sounds from the darkness. 
  Silence! The washing of the sea in the mouth of the cavern hardly broke the silence to Bunter’s ears, now so accustomed to it. Crouching on the soft sand, he listened—listened! From somewhere in the darkness came a stealthy sound. 
  Bunter groaned aloud in fear. 
  He was not alone in the sea-cave!  His whole quivering. shuddering body told him that he was no longer alone. Who—what was in the blackness that encircled him? If it was a human being why did he not speak? A living ear must have heard his frantic shouting. Bunter crouched, listening, watching, almost fainting with terror. 
  From the darkness came a faint ghostly glimmer, a strange phosphorescent light, weird, wild, unearthly. Bunter’s glazed eyes fastened on it, fixed with fear. He made out the dim shape of a face—a face of deathly whiteness, with staring eyes, horribly lighted by that faint phosphorescent glow. A moan of terror fell from Bunter’s lips, and he sank down on the sand in a dead faint! 
               THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                            Found! 
“WHAT the thump—” 
  “Here he is!” Wingate of the Sixth flashed the light of his electric torch on the fat 
figure that lay extended on the beach. 
  Gwynne and Loder and Walker turned their lanterns on it, 
  It was Bunter. 
  For more than an hour the Greyfriars prefects had been searching the shore for the missing junior, shouting his name, without receiving a reply.  Some of the fishermen in Pegg had joined in the search. More than a dozen lights glimmered at different points along the dark shore; a dozen voices were calling. And suddenly, unexpectedly. George Wingate had come on the missing Removite. 
  “Looks as if he’s fainted.” said Wingate, scanning the fat junior. “He doesn’t seem to be hurt” 
  “What the thump has he fainted for?” growled Loder. 
  “Goodness knows.” 
  “Here’s the boat—I suppose it’s the boat.” said Gwynne. “There’s a hamper in it. The young ass must have drifted ashore when the tide came in.” 
  The Sixth-Formers looked at the boat knd into it. Evidently it was the boat in which Bunter had gone out that afternoon. The hamper lay in it, with Chunkley’s label still visible. It lay heeled over on the sand, the water shifting it occasionally and bumping it farther ashore. But Bunter was at a little distance from the boat, several yards from high-water mark, which the incoming tide had not yet reached. 
  “Blessed if I make this out.” said Wingate. “He must have drifted ashore and scrambled up the beach, and fallen down in a faint. Nothing to faint for when he was safe ashore that I can see.” 
 “Shamming, perhaps.” grunted Loder. “I suppose he knows there’s a thumping licking due.” 
  “He’s not shamming.” 
  And even Loder, on a closer inspection of Bunter, had to admit that there was no shamming about it. The fat junior was completely unconscious. 
  “Well, we’ve found him.” said Wingate. “He will have to be carried to the school—” 
  “We can got a trap at the Anchor!” said Gwynne 
  “I suppose he ought to see a doctor,” said Wingate, with a doubtful look at the unconscious Owl. —
  “Nothing the matter with him but funk.” said Loder. “He will come to soon enough.” 
  “Well, we’d better get him to tha Anchor. Bear a hand, Gwynne—he’s not a light weight.” 
  Bunter showed no sign of returning consciousness as he was lifted by the two stalwart Sixth-Formers. Wingate called to old Trumper, who was one of the search-party, and asked him to take charge of the boat, and to tell the others that the search was over. Then he started for the inn. Loder and Walker and the rest started to walk back to Greyfriars. 
  In a short time the Anchor trap was driving for the school, with Wingate and Gwynne in it, supporting the unconscious Bunter between them. The state the junior was in puzzled them. There was no sign of an injury, and why he had fainted they could not guess: but there was something alarming in his remaining unconscious so long. 
  “If he hasn’t come to by the time we get to Friardale we’ll stop at the doctor’s.” said Wingate. 
  “Better.” agreed Gwynne. “He must have had a fright—if he’s been on the sea all these hours—but blessed if I can make out why he should faint after getting ashore.” 
  “It’s queer.” 
  The trap rattled on by muddy lanes. The lights of Friardale were visible when Billy Bunter gave the first sign of returning to consciousness. A long shuddering sigh came from the fat junior. 
  “He’s coming to.” said Gwynno. 
 Bunter’s eyes opened. 
  He stared with a terrified blink, and shivered. 
  “Keep away! Oh, keep away!” he moaned. “Help!” 
  “You’re all right now, Bunter.” said Wingate soothingly. “We’ve found you 
—we’re taking you back to the school. Buck up!” 
  “Keep it off!” 
  “Eh? Keep what off?” ejaculated Wingate. 
  “The ghost! Oh!” 
  “My only hat!” said Gwynne. “Has the young idiot been seeing ghosts in the dark?” 
  “Pull yourself together, Bunter.” Said Wingate. “Don’t be a young ass! You’re all right now.” 
  Bunter blinked at him dizzily.  He seemed to recognise the two Sixth-Formers at last. 
  “Is that Wingate?” he gasped.
   “Yes, you young ass.” 
  “Oh! Did you find me in the cave?”
  “The cave!” repeated Wingate blankly. 
  “I—I saw it there—” Bunter shuddered. 
  “You saw what?” 
  “The ghost!” shivered Bunter.
  “He’s wandering in his mind.” said Gwynne, “I suppose he’s been frightened. Buck up, Bunter.” 
  “I saw it—a horrible face—in the dark.” quavered Bunter. “I—I don’t remenber after that—did I faint?” 
  “You jolly well did you fat duffer. You were in a dead faint when we picked you up on the beach.” 
  “On the beach!” gasped Bunter. 
  “How did I get on the beach?” 
  “You ought to know that—I suppose you didn’t faint before you got ashore. You couldn’t have got ashore, if you had.” 
  “I was in the cave.” 
  “Eh, what cave?” 
  “The haunted cave—the big sea-cave under the Shoulder—”  
  “Fathead!” said Wingate. “We found you on the beach near Pegg—a good mile from the Shoulder. Don’t be a goat.” 
  “I—I tell you—” 
 “Better not talk any more,” said Wingate, more gently. He concluded that Bunter was wandering in his mind. 
 “Keep it till we get to the school.”
  Bunter relapsed into silence. The trap rattled on, and reached the gate of Greyfriars at last. Gosling came out and helped to lift Bunter from the trap. The fat junior stood unsteadily: and Wingate grasped his arm, to help him to the house. 
  “Take his other fin, Gwynne.” said Wingate. “He seems to be all out.” 
  Between the two prefects, Bunter was walked up to the House. Mr. Quelch met them at the door. Loder and the others had already arrived, by short cuts, and had informed the Remove master and the Head that Bunter was found and was being brought back. Mr. Quelch’s glance fixed very grimly on the Owl of the Remove; but it softened as he scanned the fat junior’s haggard face. 
  “We’ve got him sir.” said Wingate. “He was in a dead faint—and he’s been talking queerly since—” 
  “Take him to his dormitory.” said Mr. Quelch. “Go to bed now, Bunter— you can explain matters in the morning. One moment—are you hungry?”
  “No, sir.” mumbled Bunter. 
  “Very well. Take him up, please.” 
  Bunter was taken up to the Remove dormitory. The fat junior had recovered a good deal by this time, though he seemed still in a dazed state. Mr. Quelch switched on the light, and several of the Removites woke up. 
  “Bunter!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Do not talk to Bunter to-night, my boys.” said Mr. Quelch.  “He seems to have had some very painful experience, and the sooner he is asleep the better. Wharton, you will see that there is no talking.” 
  “Very well, sir.” said Wharton. 
  Bunter turned in. Mr Quelch scanned his face rather anxiously as he laid his head on the pillow. Certainly, there seemed to be something unusual about Bunter. 
  The Remove master decided to stay till Bunter was safely asleep. He had not long to wait. In about two minutes Bunter, deep snore was rumbling through the Remove dormitory. The Form master smiled faintly, put out the light, and left the dormitory: leaving Bunter to snore, and the other fellows to fall asleep again. 

               THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                  Bunters Ghost Story! 
CLANG, clang, clang! 
  The rising-bell rang out over Greyfriars in the dim December morning. 
  In the Remove dormitory fellows opened their eyes and yawned: a steady snore poceeding from Billy Bunter’s bed. 
  “Well, he got back all right, after all.” remarked Bob Cherry, glancing towards the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Too late for my fives bat” said the Bounder. “But he can have that today.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wake up, Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  Billy Bunter opened his eyes. 
  He blinked at the Remove fellows and sat up in bed. 
  “I say you fellows—” 
  “Had a nice day out yesterday?” grinned Skinner. 
  “Oh dear! It was awful, you fellows.” said Bunter. “I say, I’m not going to get up I’m ill.” 
  “Did you scoff all that was in the hamper?” asked Vernon-Smith. “I’ve no doubt you feel rather ill, if you did.” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Turn out, you fat slacker.” said Bob. 
  “I’m not going to get up.” said Bunter.  “I’m ill! I’ve been through frightful things—awful things! Horrible! You fellows tell Quelch that I’m fearfully ill, will you, and I can’t get up.” 
  “You can tell Quelchy your whoppers yourself, old fat man.” said Harry Wharton,  laughing. 
  “I’m feeling awfully bad, you know.” said Bunter pathetically 
  “Not so bad as you’ll feel presently.” said the Bounder. “I’ve got a fives bat in my study ready for you.” 
  Bunter blinked at him in alarm. 
  “I—I say, Smithy, if you’re going to make a rotten fuss about the hamper, you—” 
  “I jolly well am!” said the Bounder emphatically. 
  “I’ll pay for it, if you like.” said Bunter. “Of course, I intended to pay for it all along. I’m expecting a postal-order——” 
  “All serene.” said Vernon-Smith sarcastically. “It your postal-order comes before morning break, and you square, the licking’s off. Otherwise, look out for it.” 
  “I—I say, it—it may not come this morning—” 
  “Ha, ha ha!” 
  “Possibly not!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  “The possibility is terrific.” 
  “The fact is, I’m expecting a lot of Christmas tips.” said Bunter. “I’ll settle up in a day or two, Smithy. I’ll pay for the boat, too—whatever it was you paid to hire it. Nothing mean about me. If I don’t get my Christmas tips before we break up, I’ll send you a remittance from Bunter Court. I suppose you can trust me!” added Bunter, with dignity. 
  “Hardly.” grinned the Bounder.  “But you can trust mc to give you the licking of your life in break to-day.” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Better turn out, Bunter.” said Peter Todd. “No good trying to gammon Quelchy about being ill. He’s too downy a bird.” 
  “But I am ill.” protested Bunter. “I’ve had a fearful timp—wrecked in the smugglers’ cave, and all that. I—I saw the ghost—” 
  “The what?” yelled the juniors. 
  “The ghost of the haunted cave——”
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I—I mean, it—it looked like a ghost.” In the daylight, the dread vision in the haunted cave was not so terrifying. Superstitious fears vanished at cock crow. Yet Bunter remembered what he had seen in the darkness of the cavern, and the remembrance made him shiver. “I—I say, you fellows, it was awful, you know.” 
  “Go it,” said Skinner. “Christmas is the time for ghosts. What sort of a jolly old spook was it?  ”
  “An—an awful face—white as—as chalk, and—and with horrible eyes, and —and dreadful unearthly light—” 
  “Pile it on, old fat bean. 
  “I tell you I saw it!” howled Bunter. 
  “You fat duffer.” said Bob. “You got frightened and fancied you saw something. Were you really in the smugglers cave at all?” 
  “Yes, you beast!”
  “H ow on earth did you gat out then?” asked Wharton. “You haven’t sense enough to handle a boat among those rocks.” 
  “I—I don’t know. Wingate said he found me on the beach.” said Bunter, recollecting. “But he couldn’t have, you know, because I was in the cave. 
  “Perhaps the ghost carried you out of the cave and dumped you down on the beach.” suggested Skinner. “Must have been rather a hefty spook, if he did, to negotiate your weight.” 
  “Ha ha, ha!” 
  “Beast!  I—I think I fainted when I saw the ghost, and—and after that I—I—I don’t know what happened. I say you fellows it was awful!”
  “Must have been for a funk like you in that joliy old cave after dark.” said Skinner.  “No wonder you fancied you saw ghosts.” 
  “I say, you fellows, you tell Quelch I’m ill!” said Bunter. “Tell him I want my breakfast in bed. After what I’ve gone through. I simply can’t turn out.” 
  “Fathead!” 
  The dormitory door opened, and Mr. Quelch looked in. The Remove master had come to the dormitory with the kindly intention of seeing how Bunter was that morning and telling him he need not get up if he did not feel well enough. Unfortunately, the Owl of the Remove did not see him. 
  “You fellows, pitch it to Quelch.” said tee fat junior. “Even a beast like Quelch will understand that a fellow doesn’t feel faint after what I’ve gone through.” 
  “Dry up, ass!” breathed Peter Todd, catching sight of the Remove master at the door. 
  Mr. Quelch had stopped dead there as Bunter’s dulcet tones fell on his ears. 
  “Shan’t!” retorted Bunter. “I’m jolly well not going to get up! Tell old Quelcb I want my brekker in bed and tell him I’m not fit for classes to day. He can send for the doctor if he likes. I’d rather see the doctor than stand old Quelch any day.” 
  “Bunter!”
  Mr. Quelch’s voice was not loud, but deep. 
  Bunter jumped. 
  He blinked round at the figure in the doorway. 
  “Oh!” he gasped. 
  “Bunter what—” 
  “Oh dear! I---I didn’t see you, sir!” stuttered Bunter “I—I—I wasn’t speaking of you, sir! I—I was just saying that—that—” 
  “I heard what you said, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, lor’ !” 
  “You will rise at once, Bunter+. You will come to my study after breakfast.” said Mr Quetch. 
  The Remove master rustled away. Billy Bunter blinked round dolorously at the grinning Removites. 
  “I say, you fellows, why didn’t you tell me old Quelch was there? Oh dear! That means six!” 
  “Still feeling too ill to get up?” chuckled Peter Todd. “Do you want to stay in bed till Quelchy comes back for you!”
  Apparently Bunter didn’t, for he turned out at once. As a matter of fact the Owl of the Remove was none the worse for his strange adventure. He demonstrated at breakfast that his appetite, at least, had not suffered. 
               THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                    Doubting Thomases! 
“BEAST!” murmured Bunter. He closed Mr. Quelch’s door quietly before he ventured to make that remark. Bunter came away from his Form master’s study with a frowning brow. 
  Mr. Quelch had proved, as he expected, a beast. Anybody, Bunter considered, might have listened patiently and sympathetically to his story of that hair raising adventure in the haunted cave. Mr Quelch had listened impatiently, and far from sympathetically. Obviously he had believed hardly a word of Bunter’s remarkable statement. Had Bunter possessed a reputation for truthfulness his story would have been rather hard to believe, As his reputation was exactly the reverse, it was easy to foresee what a hard-headed Form mister would think of such a story. 
  Mr. Quelch made no attempt to conceal his scornful impatience when Bunter described the deathly face he had seen in the sea cave. He did not oven believe that Bunter had been in the sea cave at all. As the search party had found him on the beach a mile from the cave, it certainly seemed improbable. 
  Bunter, who was telling the truth for once, or more truth than usual, at all events, was naturally indignant. Fortunately for him Mr. Quelch did not suppose that he had invented the whole yarn. He took the view that the fat Owl had been frightened in the dark, did not really remember what had happened to him, and had fancied most of what he narrated. 
  Bunter rolled out into the quad with au indignant frown upon his fat brow. 
  Really, it was hard lines not to be believed on the rare occasions when he was keeping somewhere near the facts. 
  “Hallo! Hallo! liallo Licked?” inquired Bob Cherry. 
  Snort from Bunter. 
  “After what I’ve been through even Quelchy wouldn’t be beast enough to lick a fellow.” he said. “But he was insulting—doubted my word.” 
  “Not really?” ejaculated Bob. 
  “Actually!” said Bunter. 
  “Now I wonder why?” said Bob gravely. “Has such a thing ever happened before, old fat bean?’ 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You can cackle.” said Bunter. “I told Quelch exactly what had happened. He didn’t believe me. Sniffed.” 
  “You didn’t tell him that ghost story?” exclaimed Harry Wharton. 
  “Of course I did.” 
  “You had the nerve to spin that yarn to Quetch?” ejaculated Johnny Bull. 
  “It’s true!” howled Bunter. “Of course, I don’t exactly believe in ghosts. Still, there was something—an awful face—a hideous, fearful face.” 
  “Was there a looking-glass in the cave?” asked Skinner. 
  “A looking-glass? No. Why?”
  “Well, if there had been you might have seen an awful, hideous face—in the glass, you know.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You silly ass!” hooted Bunter. “It was a ghostly face—white as a ghost with staring eyes, and a—a—a weird sort of light. There was something familiar about it, too—just as if I’d seen it before somewhere.” 
  “That supports the theory of a looking-glass.” chuckled Nugent. 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” 
  “And you saw this jolly old chivvy in the smugglers’ cave under the Shoulder?” asked Bob, with a grin. 
  “Yes.” 
  “We’ve heard from Wingate that he found you on the open beach near the village. That’s a mile from the smuggler’s cave across the water.”’ 
“I can’t make that out,” admitted Bunter. “I think I fainted when I saw that awful face. After that I don’t remember what happened till I found I was in the trap with Wingate and Gwynne.” 
  “You swam a mile across the bay in a dead faint?” suggested Skinner. “It sounds likely.” 
  “Well, I couldn’t have done that,” said Bunter. 
  “Go hon!” 
  “And the boat was there and the hamper in it. Old Trumper brought the hamper up to the school early this morning.” said Harry Wharton. “If the boat ever was in the sea cave, how did it get out again with you in it, and the hamper, too?” 
  “And you in a dead faint all the time!” chuckled Nugent. 
  “It beats me!” confessed Bunter. 
  “I wonder Quelchy didn’t beat you, too, if you spun him a yarn like that!” said the Bounder. 
  “It’s all true!” howled Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “But what really happened while you were out in that boat?” asked Peter Todd. 
  “I’ve told you what happened, you beast!” 
  “Yes; and now tell us, what really happened. Nothing to make a mystery about, is there?” 
  “Beast!”  “I suppose he drifted about till the tide turned and washed him home again.” said Bob. “As that was lond after dark, he was scared out of his fat wits, and fancied the rest.” 
  “That’s what Quelch thinks!” growled Bunter.  “He actually had the cheek to tell me so!” 
  “Well, that’s how it was, fathead!” said Wharton. 
  “It wasn’t!” roared Bunter. “Think I don’t know whether I was in the sea-cave or not? Of course, I—I suppose it wasn’t a real ghost; but if it wasn’t, it was somebody playing ghost!” 
  “Such a jolly old spot to play ghost in.” said Skinner. “Nobody ever goes there in the winter. You weren’t expected yesterday afternoon, I suppose?” 
  “Of course not, ass!”
  “So the johnny who was playing ghost plays it just to amuse himself, with nobody to see him?” 
  Bunter made no reply to that. It really did seem improbable, even to Bunter. 
  “I’ve got my hamper back.” said Vernon-Smith. “Bunter had scoffed about two thirds of the stuff. Very likely he went to sleep in the boat afterwards, and dreamed all this. After a gorge like that he was bound to have something like a nightmare.” 
  “It really happened, you know,” said Bunter feebly. 
  “There’s something that will really happen,” said the Bounder, “and that’s the fives bat.” 
  “Beast!” 
  The bell rang for first school, and the Removites went to their Form-room, grinning over Bunter’s story. But William George Bunter was not grinning. He was worried. Broad daylight as it was now, the strange and spectral face he had seen in the sea- backed backspace cave haunted Bunter’s memory; and there was something in that spectral face that touched a ohrd of his memory—as if that face had looked out of some forgotten episode of the past. But for the life of him Bunter could not remember where he had seen 
before—or when. 
  That the boat must have been rowed back from the sea-cave, across the bay to the beach, where the prefects had found it, was clear. Who had rowed it and landed Bunter on the sand? That was a mystery. The fat junior began to wonder whether his imagination had really deceived him after all, or whether he had dreamed the whole incident. 
  The other follows had no doubt about it at all. 
  And in morning break Bunter had something more than solid ghosts to worry about. That was the Bounder’s fives bat. After the feast there was the reckoning; and for the rest of that day the Owl of the Remove felt dismally that the life of a grub-raider was hardly worth living. 
               THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                 Declined Without Thanks. 
“WHY not?” 
  Peter Todd looked up as his fat study-mate made that cryptic remark. 
  It was a week since Bunter’s adventure in the sea-cave; and that weird adventure had been forgotten by the Remove fellows, and almost forgotten by Bunter himself. The Owl of the Remove had grown tired of relating his thrilling experience to unbelieving ears; and the rest of the Remove had grown more tired still. 
  Besides, Bunter had other matters to think about now. Greyfriars was about to break up for the Christmas holidays. 
  Bunter had talked considerably, as the Christmas vacation approached, of the great things that were to happen at Bunter Court that vac. 
  According to Bunter, the Christmas festivities at Bunter Court were to be on a gigantic scale, regardless of expense. 
  But it was noticeable that, as Christmas drew near, Billy Bunter seemed less and less inclined to go home for the holidays, and enjoy those magnificent festivities on his native heath. 
  He was prepared to give them all up and accompany Lord Mauleverer to Mauleverer Towers for Christmas; the only fly in the ointment being that Mauly wasn’t prepared to let him do it, and made that tact quite plain. 
  Lord Mauleverer having been drawn blank, Bunter confided to HarryWharton & Co. that he had decided, after all, to spend the vac with his old pals. 
  The Co. agreed that it was a good idea, and recommended him to go and tell those old pals so, doggedly declining to recognise themselves in the character of Bunter’s old pals. 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith was next on the roll of honour; but the Bounder, so far from jumping at the idea of taking Bunter home with him, hurled a cushion at him, and the matter dropped abruptly. 
  Peter Todd, his study-mate, was almost Bunter’s last resource. But even Peter failed him. Bunter explained that, out of pure friendship, he was willing to spend the vac with Peter, overlooking the fact that Peter, being only a wretched solicitor’s son, hadn’t a home that was really worthy of Bunter’s presence, to ask him to. Peter, so far from being flattered by Bunter’s kind patronage actually smote him, and the subject dropped and Bunter dropped, simultaneously. 
  After which Bunter gave the matter a good deal of thought. He was thinking it out in the study that evening instead of doing any prep—he had no time for prep, in the circumstances. Breakup was close at hand now, and the matter had to be settled—unless Bunter was to go home to the glories of Bunter Court, which for some inexplicable reason he seemed unwilling to do. 
  “Why not?” repeated Bunter, blinking at Toddy through his big spectacles. 
  “Wandering in your mind?” asked Peter. 
  “About Christmas—” said Bunter. 
  Peter chuckled, ——
  “You’ve thought of another giddy victim?” he asked. 
  “1 decline to answer that.” said Bunter, with dignity. “My difficulty is to choose. When a fellow has so many friends. all eager for him, it’s not easy to decide. I had to turn Mauleverer down—he’s rather a bore—and as for Wharton and his lot, I’ve had a Christmas with them, and it was rather rotten. I thought of Smithy; but on the whole a fellow must draw a line somewhere, and I draw it at new-rich outsiders. But—” 
  Bunter paused thoughtfully.
  Peter Todd grinned.  He was rather interested to know which Remove man Bunter had selected as the next victim. 
  “The fellow’s a common sort of lout.” said Bunter.  “But, after all, I’m the man to be kind to the poor .” 
  He blinked at Peter. 
 “I was thinking of Redwing.” he explained. “He’s only the son of a common seafaring man—a tarry-breeks. Not the kind of fellow for me to speak to, really. But, after all, I’m no snob. You know I’m no snob, Toddy. Look at my being friendly with you, f’rinstance.” 
  Toddy glanced round for a ruler. Fortunately for Bunter, there was not one within reach. 
Besides, the fellow can behave himself.” said Bunter argumentatively. “Whatever he was, he’s a Greyfriars man now.  We’ve put some polish on him here. He’s got money, too— though nobody would ever guess it from the way he talks. His uncle left him enough to keep him at Greyfriars, anyhow. I hear that his father’s coming home from sea for Christmas. Well, they’re bound to be doing something—and I might do worse than put in a few days with Redwing.” 
  “Poor old Reddy!” said Peter. 
  “He will be honoured.” said Bunter. “A common fellow like that would naturally be glad to have a gentleman staying with him. In the circumstances I can make him the offer 
—as naturally he wouldn’t have the cheek to ask a fellow like me to his humble home.” 
  “You’re going to put it to him like that?” asked Peter. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Better guard with your left when you do it!” advised Peter. 
  “Yah!” 
  Billy Bunter detached himself from the armchair, bestowed a contemptuous blink on Peter, and rolled out of the study. 
  He rolled cheerfully along to Study No. 4 to make Tom Redwing that flattering offer. 
  The Owl of the Remove tapped at the door, opened it, and blinked into the study. The Bounder and Redwing were there. and seemed to he engaged in an argument.  Smithy’s face was flushed and angry, and Redwing had a rather distressed look.  Bunter grinned. Smithy and Redwing were fast friends and good chums, but life in study No. 4 was not all harmony. 
  “Utter rot!” the Bounder was saying, as Bunter presented himself 
  “The idea of sticking. in a place like Hawkscliff all through the vac—” 
  “My father will be home from sea—” 
  “No reason why you should stay in that forgotten hole all through the holidays. You can come to my place for a few days.” 
  “I can’t, old chap.” 
  “You mean, you won’t!”
  “What a fellow you are for ragging a chap, Smithy!” said Tom patiently “I can’t! I’d like a holiday, and you know I would.” 
  “I don’t.” 
  “You do, Smithy.” said Tom quietly “And if my father doesn’t get back before Christmas—he may not after all, though he hopes to—” 
  “Rot! You’ve got to say ‘Yes’ or ‘No’” 
  Tom compressed his lips. 
  “Very well: it’s ‘No’ in that case, Smithy. I’ve got to keep it open in case my father is home.” 
  Neither of the two juniors had observed Bunter or heard his tap on the door as the argument proceeded.  But at that moment the Bounder caught sight of the grinning Owl in the doorway and turned a fierce scowl on him. 
  “Get out, you fat freak!” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Get out!” roared the Bounder angrily. 
  “I suppose I can come here and speak to Redwing if I like!”  said Bunter. “I haven’t come to see you, Smithy! If you don’t mind my mentioning it, I’m rather particular whom I speak to!” 
  “You fat idiot!”
  “What do you want, Bunter?” asked Redwing. 
  “Just dropped in for a chat about Christmas, old fellow.” answered Bunter affably. “You needn’t butt in, Smithy! I’m not talking to you! You’re going up to Hawkscliff for 
Christmas, Reddy?” 
 Redwing nodded. 
  “Rather a hole to spend Christmas in, isn’t it?” asked Bunter. 
  “That needn’t worry you.” 
  “But, don’t you see, my dear chap, now you’ve got money, you’re not bound to spend your vac in that rotten hole,” said Bunter. “A day or two, perhaps; but you can afford to go to some decent place—some show where they make a point of putting up a jolly Christmas, you know. You can afford it now.” 
  Redwing smiled. 
  “Thank you for the tip Bunter! I  suppose you mean well.” he said, “but +Hawkscliff is quite good enough for me, thanks! I hote my father will be home by Christmas.’ 
  “Well, you could leave him there.” said Bunter. “Suitable for him, and all that. I suppose there’s a pub or something!” 
  Redwing looked at him. 
  “Shut the door after you, Bunter!” he said quietly. 
  “I haven’t finished yet, old chap.” said Bunter brightly. “I don’t see what you’re grinning at, Smithy. It would be more tactful of you, and in better taste, to clear out of the study while I’m discussing the Christmas holidays with my pal!” 
  The Bounder chuckled. His ill-humour seemed to have been dissipated as he listened to Bunter, as if he found thp fat Owl entertaining—as no doubt he did. 
  “Now, this Is what I think, Reddy.” said Bunter. “You’ve got a rotten home; you couldn’t ask a fellow there But you’ve got money, only you don’t know how to spend it I’ll advise you.” 
  “You needn’t take the trouble.” 
  “No trouble at all,” explained Bunter “I’m always kind to the lower classes—fellows of really good family always are, you know. My Idea is this. You can afford to pay, and you could get a decent holiday at some place on the South Coast, where they get up Christmas jollities for paying guests, you know. Lots of such places. ” 
  “Is that all?” asked Redwing restively. 
  “I understand you feel a bit doubtful,” said Bunter, “but that’s all right. With a decent fellow—a gentleman—tó keep you company and see yon through, you’d be all right. I’ll come with you!” 
  “Oh “ gasped Redwing. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder. “Blessed If I see anything to cackle at!” said Bunter. “I wish you’d shut up. Smithy! You see what I mean, Redwing? I’d come with you and see you through. All you’d have to do, to keep up appearances, would be to keep your eye on me and do everything I do. You’d pass all right.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” said Tom. 
  “Of course, this diffidence of yours is very right and proper in a fellow of your class.” said Bunter. “But, as I said, I’d see you through. I’d let it be supposed that you were a friend of mine. Of course, you wouldn’t mention your father or anything of that sort; he oouldn’t come—you understand that. I should have to be firm about that.” 
  Redwing rose to his feet. 
  “Well, what do you say?” asked Bunter. “It’s a chance for you to get a decent holiday in good company, with a well-bred fellow to show you the ropes, and see yu through and all that.” 
  “Which way do you prefer to leave a study, Bunter?” asked Redwing. 
  “Eh?” 
  “I mean, on your feet or on your neck?” 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “Oh, really, Reddy—” 
  “Why the thump don’t you kick him out, Reddy?” demanded the Bounder impatiently. 
  “If you don’t mean to accept my offer, Redwing—” said Bunter, with a great deal of dignity. 
  “Get out!” 
  “This,” said Bunter, addressing space, “is what comes of being kind to the lower classes. It never pays! All I can say is—Yarooooooop!”
  Bunter said that quite suddenly as Tom Redwing took him by the collar, spun him round, and whirled him out into the pasxage. 
  The Owl of the Remove spun across the passage and brought up against the opposite wall, gasping. 
  The door of study No 4 slammed. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. “Wow!”
  Any fellow but Bunter might have considered Redwing’s answer definite. But Redwing was Bunter’s very last resource. It was Redwing or Bunter Court for Christmas— neck or nothing. 
  A minute lkter the study door opened again, and Bunter blinked in through his big spectacles. 
  “I say, Redwing, old chap—” 
  “Buzz off, you fat fool!” snapped Redwing. 
  For once his placid good temper seemed quite ruffled. 
  “Don’t be waxy, old fellow!” urged Bunter. “If you think that your father ought to come, I’ll agree. There, I suppose that’s what’s worrying you! Let him come with us. I only stipulate that you make him promise to keep sober——” 
  Bunter had more to say, but if he never said it. He was interrupted by a whirling cushion, which landed just under his fat chin and fairly lifted him out of the doorway. There was a crash in the Remove passage. 
  “Whoooop!” 
  The door slammed once more. This time it was not reopened. Even Billy Bunter was convinced at last. He picked himself up and rolled away—more than ever convinced that kindness to the lower classes did not really pay. Peter Todd grinned as the fat junior rolled back into Study No. 7. 
  “Fixed it up with Reddy?” he asked. 
  Bunter sniffed. 
  “On second thoughts,I feel that. I couldn’t stand that low rotter!” he said “There’s a limit, Peter.” 
  “Then you’re booked for Bunter Court!” said Peter sympathetically. “What a blow for your relations!” 
  A remark which William George Bunter did not deign to answer. 

               THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                     News for Redwing! 

BUZZZZZ!
  Mr. Quelch grunted. 
  It was morning break on the last day of the term. 
  The Remove master was in his study. 
  At the end of the term a Form master had plenty of matters on his hands, and the buzz 
of the telephone bell was neither grateful nor comforting. Morning break gave the Remove a welcome rest from their Form master. It also gave Mr. Quelch a welcome rest from his Form. The raucous note of the telephone-bell interrupted Mr. Quelch’s brief period of repose. 
  He took up the receiver, 
  “Is that Greyfriars?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Mr Quelch? ” 
  “Mr Quelch speaking—”
  “Excuse me for troubling you, sir.” said the voice over the wires. “It’s John Redwing speaking, sir.” 
  “Oh!” said Mr. Quelch more amiably. “Redwing’s father—”
  “Ay, ay, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch smiled faintly. 
  He had seen the old sailonuan several times, though it was some months since he had seen him last, John Redwing having gone on a long voyage. His son’s accession to fortune had made no difference to the bluff, sturdy old sailorman. Mr. Quelch had a very great respect for the big, simple seafaring man—more than he had for some of the parents of Remove fellows. His voice became very much softened. 
  “It is no trouble, Mr. Redwing! I am vory glad you have rung me up. Your son is progressing well here.” 
  “That’s good hearing, sir!” came the voice. 
  “He is in every way a credit to my Form, Mr. Redwing. You will be |pleased with his term’s report, I think. But you had something to say—” 
  “Ay, ay, sir! I’ve just got home from sea, and if so be as it would not be against the rules, sir, I’d like to see my boy. I was just wonderinr, sir, if you’d let him come up to Hawkscliff this afternoon.” 
  “If you would prefer to come to the school, Mr. Redwing I should be very glad to see you myself.” 
  “Thank you kindly, sir; but I’ve often thought that it won’t do him a lot of good for me to be seen much at his big school, sir. If you’d be so kind as to let him come up to Hawkscliff this afternoon for an hour or so—” 
  “Certainly it can bp arranged!” said Mr. Quelch. “I will certainly give Redwing leave from class this afternoon, Mr. Redwing if you desire it.” 
  “Ay, ay, sir! Thank you kindly! You just tell him his father’s at home, sir, and I know he’ll be glad to come. P’r’aps you’ll tell him, sir, that I’ll walk along the cliffs to meet him on his way?” 
  “Very good! I will certainly tell him so.” 
  “Thank you, air.” 
  Mr. Quelch’s interlocutor rang off. The Remove master returned to his table and his papers, dismissing the matter from his mimd for the moment. 
  When the Remove came into their Form-room for third school Mr. Quelch called Redwing to his desk as the sailorman’s son entered with the rest. 
  “Redwing, I have had a telephone message from your father.” he said. 
  Redwing’s face lighted up. 
  “My father, sir? Then he is back from sea already?” 
  “Apparently so.” said Mr. Quelch, with a smile. “He desires you to go up to Hawkscliff this afternoon, and I have told him that I will give you leave from class.” 
  “Oh, thank you, sir!” exclaimed Tom. “Mr. Redwing mentioned that he would walk along the cliffs to meet you.” said Mr. Quelch. “You may leave here immediately after dinner, Redwing. You will be back for lock-up of course.” 
  “Certainly, sir.” 
  Tom’s face was very bright as he went to his place. He had expected his father home from sea by Christmas, but it had not been certain. Now it was certain, and he rejoiced accordingly. 
  The Bounder gave him rather a look as he dropped into his seat. 
  “That settles it about the vac?” he asked. 
  “Yes, Smithy” 
  “You won’t come with me for Christmas, then?” 
  “I can’t, Smithy,” said Tom, his brow clouding. “A few days, perhaps, if you wanted me.— 
  “That fat fool Bunter was right on one point.” muttered the Bounder. “ You can afford something better than that old cottage stuck on a cliff, Redwing. You’re not poor now.” 
  “ It’s my old home, Smithy—and father’s. Father wouldn’t give it up for anything.” 
  “Oh, rot!” 
  “It’s only a cottage, Smithy.” Tom with a faint smile; “ but people have lived here hundreds of years—there have always been Redwings at Hawkscliff, and we’re proud it in our own way. We’re part and parcel of the place. It’s good enough for any father and me.” 
  “Rubbish!” 
  Mr. Quelch glanced round, and Redwing said no more. The Bounder was an ill-humour, and Tom was glad the discussion ended. 
  At dinner that day Redwing’s face was very bright. Bob Cherry tapped him on the shoulder when the Remove came out from the dining-hall. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! enjoying life?” he asked with a grin. 
  Redwing laughed 
  “Well, rather!” he said. “You heard what Quelchy told me in Form-room?” 
  “Yes—and I’m jolly glad!” said Bob. 
  “Dad’s been away at sea for a jolly long time—all this term and the term before,” said Tom. “I hoped he would get home for Christmas, but I didn’t expect him so early as this. It’s rather jolly!” 
  “Gratters, old bean!” said Bob. 
  “Like a chap to walk with you part of the way? I could come as far as Pegg, or a bit farther, and get back in for class.” 
  “I’d like it no end.” 
  “Done, then!”
  Tom Redwing lost no time in getting ready to start. Bob Cherry walked down to the gates with him and the Bounder joined them at the gates. Smithy was not in the best of tempers, and he gave Bob a rather sour look. 
  “I thought you might like a pal walk with you part of the way, Reddy,” he said. “But you seem to have one already.” 
  “Come along, Smithy, and don’t be an ass.” said Bob unceremoniously. 
  “Yes, come on, old chap!” said Tom. 
   And the Bounder came. 
  The three juniors walked down lane together. On the cliffs above Pegg, Bob Cherry stopped. 
  “We shall have to get back, Smithy” he said. “Just about time get in for school.” 
  “I’m going on a bit.” said Smithy. 
  “You won t have time to get back.” 
  “Oh, I’ll chance that!” said Bounder carelessly, 
  “Better get back, Smithy.” said Tom. “You don’t want to wind up the term with a row with Quelch.” 
  “I don’t mind.” said the Bounder coolly. 
  “Look here, old chap—”  
  “Are we standing hpre, or going?” asked the Bounder sercastica lee. 
  “I’m going back.” said Bob Cherry. “You’re an ass if you don’t come, Smithy. Ta-ta, Reddy, old bean!” 
  And Bob swung round and started back to the school. 
  Redwing paused. 
  Vernon-Smith was in one of his wilful and stubborn moods, and Redwing knew from of old how useless it was to argue with him when he was in that mood. 
  “Coming on?” said the Bounder. 
  “You’d better go back, Smithy.” said Redwing. “You know how Quelch cuts up rusty if a fellow stays out without leave.” 
  “Let him! If you don’t want my company---!” 
  “You know it’s not that.  But---”
  “ Come on, then!”
  “All right.” 
  The two juniors pursued their way. 
  Bob Cherry reached Greyfriars in time to dodge into the Remove Form- room for classes. The absence of Vernon-Smith was noted at once by Mr. Quelch. He duly made a note of it, with an expression on his face that boded no good to the Bounder when he should turn up at last. 

               THE FORTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                  The Hand of An Enemy!

TOM REDWING and the Bounder went on their way by the rugged path along the cliffs that led to HawkscIiff. It was lonely. Even in summer there were few wayfarers by that lonely path, and in winter it was always solitary. Some of the brightness had faded out of Tom’s face with the thought that trouble awaited his chum when he returned to the school. 
  He walked in silence, and the Bounder was silent and frowning. 
  It was strange enough that a fast friendship had ever been formed between the millionaire’s son and the son of a seafaring man, and it was a friendship that had had many ups and downs. The Bounder’s petulant and exacting temper made it difficult for any fellow to pull with him for any length of time, and all Tom’s patience and placid good-humour had been called upon.many times to prevent a breach. 
  But he was very anxious that nothing should ever happen to break that friendship. The Bounder had chummed with him when he was a scholarship boy, caring nothing for his poverty, and Tom did not forget that. But their thoughts, their tastes, and their views 
were poles asunder, and all the Remove had wondered why they remained chums. 
  “It’s rot!” said the Bounder at last, breaking a long silence. 
  “What is, Smithy?” asked Tom, quietly. 
  “Sticking in a dead-and-alive hole like Hawkscliff all through the vac. You’ve got money now, and you know how to spend it.” 
  “Bunter’s told me that,” said Tom, with a smile. 
  “You’d have a good time if you came home with me.” said Smithy sulkily. “You’rp my pal, and you ought to come.” 
  “You see old chap---” 
  “Put in a week at home. That will be all right. Then put in the rest of the vac with me.” 
  “My father’s been away for six months, Smithy. A sailorman’s son doesn’t see much of his father at any time.” 
  “No need for him to go to sea at all, now you’ve got money in the bank.” grunted the Bounder. 
  Tom shook his head. 
  “Father will never live on that, so long as he can follow the sea.” he answered. I’d like him to, of course but he never was a man to eat the bread of idleness. I don’t think he could if be tried, Besides, the man who left me his money was my mother’s brother, and father doesn’t think he has any claim on it.”
  “The seafaring men seem to grow up with jolly particular ideas in their heads at Hawkscliff.” jeered the Bounder. 
  Tom compressed his lips a little and made no reply. 
  Vernon.Smith came to a halt at last. 
  “Look here, Reddy—” 
  “It’s more than time you turned back, Smithy.” said Tom. “You’ve missed a whole class already. Quelchy will be waxy.” 
  “Hkng Quelchy!” said the Bounder irritably. After to-morrow, we shall be shut of him, anyhow, for a time.” 
  “No good getting his rag out on the last day of term.” 
  “Oh, rats! Look here, Raddy, I want you to come to my place for the vac.” said Vernon-Smith. “Put in a week at home, and then come along to me. That will suit your father all right, if you tell him.” 
  “A few days, Smithy—” 
  “Oh cut that out!” If you don’t come I’ll ask Skinner; he won’t turn up his nose at it!” 
  “You must suit yourself, old chap!” said Tom. 
  “Is that all you’ve got to say?” snapped the Bounder. 
  “That’s all.” 
  “Then you can go and eat coke! Leave me alone for the vac and leave. me alone next term at Greyfriars, too.” said the Bounder savagely. “I’m fed-up with you!” 
  The Bounder turned on his heel and walked away, with a scowling brow. Tom Redwing sighed, and pursued his way. 
  He looked back once, but the Bounder did not turn his head. In a few minutes he was out of sight. 
  Redwing swung on his way. 
  He had no doubt that Herbert Vernon-Smith would come out of his sulks by the following day. But a dispute with his chum troubled him, and clouded the brightness of the day for him. If only Smithy would have been a little more reasonable— But in the widely different circumstances of the two strangely-assorted chums there were certain to be difficulties, and Tom knew how to be patient. 
  The clink of a falling stone on the rugged path made him look round quickly. Mr. Quelch had told him that his father would come along the cliffs to meet him, and Tom was rather surprised that he had not met him before this, as he was now nearly half-way to Hawkscliff. 
  The path at this point ran through a hollow on the summit of a chalk cliff, with great masses of weather-worn chalk rising on either side, shutting off the view of the sea on the one hand and of the inland country on the other. It was one of the loneliest places along the coast. Great craggy boulders were scattered about, through which the rugged path wound its way. 
  Tom looked about him in surprise. The loose stone that had fallen must have been dislodged by the foot of some wayfarer for there was little wind. Yet he could see no one. 
  If it had been his father John Redwing would have been following the path and would have been in sight. But there was no one in sight. 
  Redwing concluded that someone was clambering over the cliff, among the chalk rocks, and he went on his way. 
  Again the clink of a slipping stone was heard, and he stopped and stared about him. It seemed to him that he was being followed by some person who was keeping out of sight among the rocks. 
  But Redwing smiled at the thought. A footpad in broad daylight was unlikely, especially in such a place. But, somehow, there came back into his mind the recollection of the unknown who had searched the cottage at Hawkscliff, and who had struck him down and escaped. Smithy had believed that that was not some chance tramp, but an enemy who had some purpose to serve. If he was being followed now— 
  But Redwing dismissed the thought. Even if Smithy had been right, no enemy could be near him now. No one but his father could have known that he would be following that lonely path that afternoon. 
  Redwing quickened his steps a little, however. In spite of himself, a feeling came over him that there was danger on the lonely cliff. At all events, it was certain that someone was at hand who was intentionally keeping out of sight. 
  He was now in the most solitary spot on the cliffs, and., unless John Redwing was coming along from Hawkscliff, there was no help for miles if danger threatened. 
Suddenly there was a sound of scrambling footsteps on the rough chalk behind him, and Tom swung round and faced back. 
  A man in a grey coat and see-boots had leaped out from the rocks and was on the path now, coming towards him at a run. 
  Redwing fixed his eyes on the man. 
  The thick grey coat and the seaboots are reminded him of Wharton’s description of the unknown at the cottage. The man’s face was almost completely hidden by a thick brown beard and moustache and a large pair of horn-rimmed spectacles. So far as he knew Tom had never seen the man before. 
  “Stop!” 
  The voice was not loud, but very sharp and clear. There was a familiar ring in its tones to Redwing’s ear. 
  Redwing had already stopped, and now stood on his guard. The man looked like a seafaring man and certainly not like a footpad. But that he intended hostility Redwmg knew now. 
  “What do you want?” he asked quietly. 
  A soft laugh came from under the thick beard 
  “You, Tom Redwing!” 
  “You seem to know my name,” said Tom. 
  “You know me, if you come to that.” answered the man in the grey coat coolly. 
  Redwing stared at him. 
  “I’ve never seen you before, that I know of.” 
  And you did not expect the sea to give up its dead.” said the bearded man, in a tone of bitter derision. “You have sailed the seas with me, Ton Redwing—the South Seas, my lad. But there is no time for talk now; we can talk later. We have much to speak about.” 
  “Keep your distance, whoever you are,” said Tom, between his teeth.  “If you think I am alone here you are mistaken. My father is coming along this path and may be here any minute.” 
  The bearded man laughed again. 
  “Your father is on the high seas, my boy.” 
  “He has returned —” 
  “He has not returned. It was I who telephoned to your Form master at the school this morning.” 
 
  Tom started. 
  “You!” he exclaimed. 
  “I!” assented the man in the grey coat. “Do you understand now! Your father is on the high seas, and from what I have learned of his ship he will not be home this side of Christmas.” 
  “You scoundrel!” exclaimed Tom, his eyes flashing. “And why have you played such a miserable trick on me?” 
  “To bring you alone on the cliff this afternoon. But enough said, you are coming with me now.” 
  The bearded man came at the schoolboy with a rush. Redwing, with set teeth, struck out at him. 
  The blow landed on the bearded face, and for a moment the man staggered. But the next moment his grasp was on the junior, and they were struggling. Redwing fought fiercely; but he was a boy against a man, and he was hopelessly overmatched, sturdy as he was. 
He went with a crash to the ground, and a sinewy knee was planted on his chest, the bearded face glaring down at him. 
  From an Inside pocket of the grey coat the man snatched a soft pad. It was pressed on the schoolboy’s face 
  A sickly odour filled Redwing’s nostrils. He knew that it was chloroform, and he struggled madly. But a hand of iron held the pad there, in spite of his furious resistance, and his senses swam. The bearded face that bent over Tom danced before his whirling vision. But even in those moments, as his senses were fleeing, knowledge came to him. In the struggle the thick beard had been dragged aside—the horn-rimmed spectacles had slipped from their place. A hard, clear-cut, smooth-shaven face was partly revealed—only partly, but Redwing knew it now. 
  “Soames!” he panted. 
  And then his senses fled, and he knew nothing more. 

               THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                       Waiting for Redwing! 

“I SAY you fellows—” 
  “Bow-wow!” 
  “Smithy’s looking like a demon!” chuckled Billy as he blinked into Study No. 1, in the Remove. “Quelchy gave him six.” 
  “Well, he asked for it,” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The askfulness was terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The esteemed and ludicrous Smithy cut classes, and the ridiculous Quelch was naturally infuriated.” 
  “Here he comes!” grinned Bunter. 
  There was a. heavy tread in the Remove passage. Herbert Vernon- Smith came along the stairs. Harry Wharton & Co. glanced out of the open doorway as he passed. 
  If the Bounder did not, as Bunter had said, look like a demon, at all events, he looked exceedingly savage and angry. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” called out Bob Cherry. 
  “Coming into tea, old bean?” called Harry Wharton. 
  The Bounder paused for a moment to scowl into the study. 
  “No !” he answered.. 
  Then he tramped on. 
  “The lickfullness causes a terrific deterioration in the manners of the esteemed Smithy,” remarked Hurree Singh. 
  “He, he, he!” came from Billy Bunter. “Looks as if he’s getting ready for a merry Christmas! He, he, he!” 
  There was a loud slam along the Remove passage. Smithy had gone into his study. The closing of his door, with a terrific bang, apprised all whom it might concern that the Bounder was in a bad temper. 
  “Sulky brute, you know.” said Bunter. “You don’t want a grumpy beast like that to tea, you fellows. I’ll come in if you like.” 
  And, without waiting to ascertain whether the Famous Five liked, Billy Bunter rolled in. 
  Frank Nugent picked up a cushion, and dropped it again. 
  “Last day of term,” he remarked. “It’s the last time—let’s stand Bunter.” 
  “Oh, really, Franky—” 
  “Only don’t jaw.” said Nugont. 
  “Beast! Pass the cake!” 
  Nugent grinned, and passed the cake. Bunter did not need an enthusiastic welcome to a tea-party; but he needed a good tea. There was a good tea, so Bunter was satisfied. 
  “Any more cake?” he inquired, when the festive board was cleared. 
  “No.”
  “Anything in the cupboard?” 
  “Nothing.” 
  Bunler rose from the table. 
  “I don’t call this much of a spread.” hp remarked. “Measly, if you don’t mind my mentioning it. You fellows all going off together to-morrow?” 
  “The togetherfulness will be terrific, my esteemed Bunter.” 
  “I’ve turned that fellow Redwing down.” said Bunter. 
  “Eh!” 
  “I was thinking of taking him up for Christmas. You know my kind and generous nature. But I felt that it was rather too thick. A fellow has to draw a line somewhere. As the matter stands, I shall be free for the vac after all. ” said Bunter. “I’ve told Toddy I can’t come with him. His pater’s a solicitor, you know—one of those stuffy Bloomsbury houses—you can smell the Christmas goose cooking all over the house. He, he, he! Not in my line! I’ve decided, after all, to stick to my old pals. I was afraid at first that I couldn’t manage it, Wharton! But its all right, old fellow, I’ll come.” 
  The captain of the Remove made no reply to that in words. He rose from his chair, took Billy Bunter’s fat ear between a finger and thumb, led him to the door, twirled him out, and closed the door after him. 
  “Beast!” came a howl through the keyhole. 
  And Bunter departed, leaving his old pals grinning. 
  There was no prep that evening, and most of the Remove gathered in the Rag. 
  “Redwing’s not back” Bob Cherry remarked. “He was to be back at lockup. But it’s a jolly long way from Hawkscliff.” 
  The Bounder came into the Rag later and looked round, evidently in search of his chum.   Smithy’s face was still clouded; but it was not the licking from Mr. Quelch that was worrying him. The hardy Bounder had long ago recovered from that. 
  “Hasn’t Redwing come in, you men?” he asked. 
  “Haven’t seen him.” answered Wharton, 
  The Bounder went to the window and stared out into the quadrangle. A keen wind from the sea stirred the leafless branches of the elms, and wailed round the old roofs and chimney-pots of Greyfriars. 
  The Bounder was not in a happy mood. He had parted from his chum in anger, and his angry unreasonableness had clouded Tom’s happiness, that day. As was usually the case, the Bounder had repented of his irritable petulance, and he was ready to make amends, in a rather sulky way, when Redwing came in. Certainly he did not want to part with Tom on bad terms when the fellows left Greyfriars the next day for the Christmas holidays. But Redwing had not come, and the hour was growing late. There was a singsong going on in the Rag, and the cheery noise irritated the Bounder. 
  “Redwing’s jolly late.” he said, joining Harry Wharton by the fire. 
  “May be staying the night up at Hawkscliff.” said Harry. 
  “Quelch told him to be back by locku.
  “Might have telephoned.” 
  The Boundeor nodded. 
  “I suppose that’s possible Nothing can have happened to him, anyhow.” 
  “What on earth could have happened?” said Wharton with a stare.  “It’s rather a rocky path over the cliffs, but Redwing knows it like a book.” 
  “There was that man rooting about his place last week—” 
  “Some tramp.” 
  “I don’t believe it was a tramp.” grunted the Bounder. “Still, I suppose he’s all right. Especially as his father’s home. I wish he’d come in, though.” 
  “He’s all right,” said Harry. He looked at the Bounder rather curiously. “You haven’t been ragging with Redwing, have you. Smithy?” 
  “Oh, you’ve guessed that, have you?” grunted Smithy. 
  “You look like It! Dash it all, you might keep your temper on the day Tom’s father comes home from sea, and just before break-up for Christmas, too!” said Wharton warmly. 
  “You take it for granted it was, my fault!” sneered Vernon-Smith. 
  “I jolly well know it was!” 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.  “Well, it was, if you want to know” he said, rather unexpectedly. “It always is, I suppose, But it was only a few words, and Redwing never bears a grudge. I wish he’d come in.” 
  But Tom Redwing did not come in. 

               THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                       In the Haunted Cave! 

TOM REDWING opened his eyes.. 
  Over his upturned face stretched the dark winter sky, gleaming here and there with stars like points of fire in the blackness.  The cold wind of the sea was on his face. 
  He stirred, and tried to rise. 
  His head ached, there was a sickly taste in his mouth. He remembered the chloroform-pad and shuddered. He could not rise. A strong cord was bound round his arms, another round his legs, and he lay helpless. He could feel that he was in motion, and he was not long in discovering that he lay in te stern of a boat. 
  He struggled at last into a half-sitting position, leaning back in the stern seat. He stared dizzily at the man who sat at a pair of oars, facing him. 
  It was the man in the thick beard, the grey coat, and sea-boots. He was rowing steadily, steering with the oars, and the boat glided among great chalk rocks and ridges over which the sea foamed. Beyond the oarsman rose a mighty mass against the sky, blotting out the stars; and Tom knew the Shoulder, the great cliff familiar to his eyes since childhood. 
  “Soames!” he muttered. 
  He gazed almost spellbound at the man. 
  The beard, he knew was false. Soames dared not show himself in his true colours in England, after those wild and desperate days in the South Sea, when he had fought and striven to rob Redwing of his uncle’s fortune. But Redwing knew him now. 
  His amazement was almost stunning, to see before him, to know that it was the sea lawyer of the Pacific who had attacked him and seized him. Even now he could not penetrate the man’s motive. Revengeful Soames might be— his defeat had been bitter and complete. All his schemes had failed, and he had fled a ruined man—as all believed, to death in an open boat on the ocean. Yet Soames was no man to devote time and energy to so futile a thing as vengeance. There was some other motive, though Redwing could not guess what it was. 
  “You’ve come to.” Soames’ voice was the quiet, smooth voice Redwing remembered from of old, when the man had been Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith’s valet. “Keep quiet, my young friend. There is no danger of anyone hearing you if you call; but I take no risks. At the first cry I shall stun you with an oar. That is a warning.” 
  “Where are you taking me?” 
  “Cannot you see? 
  “There is no landing at the foot of the Shoulder.” said Tom. “You will dash the boat to pieces.” 
  “You know better, my boy. I am persuaded that you have heard of the sea-cave there.” 
  “The sea-cave?” repeated Tom. 
  “You have not forgotten it.” smiled Soames. “It was from the talk of you and your friends on Mr. Vernon-Smith’s yacht, last year, that I first heard of it. Here I searched for it and found it. But I do not doubt that it is better known to you than to me.” 
  “The sea-cave!” said Tom again. “Yes, I know it well, but I did not suppose you knew—” He stared at Soames. “You have been hiding in the sea-cave!” 
  “A safe headquarters in the winter.” smiled Soames, still pulling steadily at the oars. “In the summer there may be trippers, but in winter even the fishermen carefully avoid those rocks and shoals. I have been disturbed there but once, and that was by some chance.” 
  “Bunter!” said Tom. 
  He knew now. 
  “That fat fool!” assented Soames. “But after his experience in the haunted cave, he is not likely to come there again, I think.” 
  “It was you—”
  “A little chalk rubbed on the face, and a little phosphorus.” said Soames. “I had all in readiness, to play up to the legend of the haunted cave, if there should be intruders.” 
  “Then Bunter was telling the truth!” muttered Tom. 
  “He was not believed?” Soames laughed. “I suppose not. All the better! It was as well for him that he was a fool who could be frightened. Otherwise, Bunter might have become a ghost himself. He was in a more dangerous place than he knew. When I rowed into the cave and found him there——” Soames paused. “He was not believed, you say!” 
  “No. He was found on the beach, and the fellows believe that he fancied the whole thing. I thought so. It was you, I suppose, who took him in the boat and left him on the beach?”
  “Quite. The fat fool had fainted, and a touch of chloroform prolonged his unconsciousness as long as was needed. It might have been safer for me to sink him in the sea, but—” Soames shrugged his shoulders. 
  The boat was gliding now into the rugged rocks that had hid the opening of the sea-cave. Soames stood up, a boat-hook in his hand, and fended off from the chalk. The boat slid into the passage that led up to the flooded cave. 
  Tom Redwing breathed hard. 
  “Why are you bringing me here, Soames?” he asked very quietly. 
  “You are my prisoner.” 
  “I know that. But why?” 
  “You should guess that.” 
  Tom gave a start. 
  “It was you in my father’s cottage that day. It was you who struck me down—” 
  “Exactly. I found nothing there— nothing but your father’s papers, which I took the liberty of glancing at.” said Soames calmly. “I did not expect to find Black Peter’s treasure
there—only information that would help me to get my hands on it. I learned a good deal. Your arrival with your friends interrupted me. Had you come alone, you would have seen the interior of the sea- cave earlier. But with so many on the spot—” He shrugged and did not finish. 
  “You must be mad.” said Redwing, in a low voice. “My uncle’s fortune has been turned into money. It is safely banked. You can never hope to touch it. Did you fancy it would be kept in the shape of pearls and jewels?” 
  “No. I came to seek what I could find.” answered Soames. “Had the treasure still been in a form which I could handle and seize, I should not have troubled you, Redwing. It was not, and so you are necessary to my plans. You defeated me; you brought ne to ruin — you and your friends. You have no mercy to expect at my hands.” 
  “I ask for none.” answered Tom disdainfully. “But you must be mad. It will soon be found out that the telephone message was a trick. I shall be searched for—” 
  “At Hawkscliff.” said Soames. “Your friend walked with you half-way. The search will not begin nearer than that. Five miles from here, my young friend. Who will suppose that you were rowed five miles on the sea on a December night?” 
  Redwing’s heart sank 
  It was true enough. Who among his friends was likely to imagine for one moment that he was hidden in the sea-cave on the edge of Pegg Bay? The search for him, when it began, would lie somewhere near Pegg. 
  “But—” he said, 
  Soames drove a boathook against a rock, and the boat glided into the deep gloom of the sea-cave. Overhead, the vast arch of rock shut out the gleam of the stars. 
  Redwing shivered. 
  “You will be searched for, but you will not be found.” Soames, was invisible now in the gloom, and his voice came eerily from the darkness. “It will be supposed that you fell from the cliffs, probably—on such a path such accidents must have happened before now. For days 1 have been watching your cabin at Hawkscliff, thinking that you might come there alone; but you did not come. I could leave it no longer. I am aware that your school breaks up for Christmas to-morrow. As your father has not returned, you would no doubt have gone away with your friends. I guessed as much, at all events. No doubt with Vernon-Smith.” 
  “Very likely.” said Tom. 
  Soames laughed. 
  “Ihave been in the house of Mr. Vernon-Smith, as his valet.” he said. “It is a crowded mansion. It would have been hard to carry out my plans there. But that message on the telephone was a simple trick, and I had no doubt that it would be successful. Indeed, it is probable that you will not be searched for at all—as they believe that you are with your father and the school breaks up for the holidays tomorrow. What more natural than to suppose that you have stayed at home, instead of returning to Greyfriars for the last day?” 
  The boat jarred on the soft sand. 
  All was blackness in the cave. Redwing could see hardly an inch from his face. 
  “Step out.” 
  Redwing felt the cord about his feet loosened. His legs were free, and he stumbled to his feet. A strong hand grasped his shoulder and guided him, and he stepped out of the boat 
Stand there! I warn you not to move about with your hands tied. The place is full of pitfalls, and you may easily break a limb, or your neck.” 
  “I know.” 
  Tom stood still. ——
  He heard the unseen man dragging the boat out of the water, high up on the sand that made a floor of the vast cave. 
  Then the hand felt upon his shoulder again. 
  “Come!” 
  Tom set his teeth 
  “Then you intend to keep me here?” 
  “That is a foolish question. You cannot fancy that I have brought you here for a jest.” 
  “Until when?” 
  “Until the fortune of your uncle, Black Peter, is in my hands!” came the cold, dispassionate voice from the darkness. 
  “That is impossible—you muse know it is impossible !” 
  “In that case, am sorry for you.” said Soames, “for you will never see the light of day again, and there will be one more ghost to haunt the haunted cave. But enough of words. Come !”
  Tom Redwing was led away into the darkness, stumbling on the thick sand and rugged chalk. The deep murmur of the sea died away behind him, and as if faded into siIence, it seemed to Tom that hope faded with it. In the hands of a relentIess enemy, hidden from the light of day and all human eyes in the depths of the sea-washed cave, it was a black Christmastide that lay before Tom Redwing. 
THE END. 
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