













































































T ﬁm This week, Bob Cherry, of the nnou,ml.-q.
~ . ...+ _ .7 Remove, insists on “bursting into print,” and
@)f\ - the result is as sunny and breezy as Bob himself |

& mO QE u "
g7 -0 BAY.U
m Hal Smiles, of the Fourth
Form at Cayningham College,
read out the letters ono by one,

then put down his magnifying-glass a
locked at his chum, Fred Larking, with

a puzzled smile.

“What on carth does it mean?” asked
Fred lLarking, wonderingly.

“Ask mo another! But the letters
nro there lh"_; enough. Have a look
for yourself.

And Hal handed his chum the ivory
ring he had been examining.

It was a quecr-looking ring, vellow
with age and crudely chased. It had
come into Hal Smiles' hands only an
hour before. Hal had brolen detention
to accompany his chum to the neigh-
bouring town of Warningham, and on
the unexpected appearancoe of Mr.
Crossley, his Form master, had taken
n...._.c_m_ua in a little curiosity shop in the
High Street. To gain time, ho had
F:«a_._pmﬁ_ something in the shop.

aturally, he had chosen the cheapest
article in sight. That article, as it
happened. had been the ivory ring.

Sad to relate, tho little ruse had failed
in the end. Mr. Crossley had been
waiting outside the shop when Hal
ventured forth again, and Mr. Crossley,
a somewhat sour gentleman, had smiled
his icy smile ond promised something
very painful for F_ Smiles on the
morrow. Hal and his chum bhad re
turned to Cayningham in seackeloth and
ashes, as it were.

Back in the study which the two
shared, the ivory ring had been brought
out for examination. It was only on
looking at it closely through a magnify-
ing glass that Hal had noticed the
minute lettering inside the ring.

“1.0 B-A-Y-U.”

Fred Larking, in his turn, spelt out
the letters  Having done so, he looked
.._*.. again at Hal Smilea with a face ns
blank as before.  What those ervptic
letters meant was for the moment o
deep mystery.

" Must mean gomething !” remarked
Hal.

“ Simply must!” agreed Fred, passing
back the ring. * But what?”
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Hal Smiles examined the ring closely
again.,

“1-0 B-A-Y-U,” he repeated thought-
fully. “That epells ‘ Io Bayu'—"

Bang!

Hal Bmiles and Fred Larking almost
wunmped out of their ekina,

What had happened was certainly
coough to make any echoolboy jump,

No sooner had Hal epoken those
strange and puzzliog words, “ lo Bayw,”
than a loud report had echoed through
the study. Simultaneously, thero was
a flash of blue flame end a puff of
smoke.

And then——

—

II.
Hal* Luck !

HE two Fourth-Formers rubbed

“ their cyes in utter astonishment.

Standing before them was a

gorgeous gentleman arrayed in

the flowing garments of some Oriental

country. A scarlet turban crowned his

dark head, green slippers were on his

feet, and a blaze of colour encased his

slim body. Glittering jewels scintil-

lated from his fingers, round his ncck,

and on his forchead, while o flashing
scimitar hung from his belt.

“Crikey !" ejaculated Fred Larking.

That was all he could say. As for
Hal Smiles, he was unablo to find
cnough broath to say as much as that
for a moment.

The gorgeouns vision bowed, touching
his forehead with his hands. Then hia
voico broke the eilence in a peculiar
chant thar sounded strangely in the
prosaic atmosphere of a Cayningham
study.

“Master! 1 am thy slavel Al
Gazoomph, the Spirit of the Ring,
attends thy wishes

“Jumping Jiminy! Tow the dickens
did vou get here?” gasped Hal Smiles.

The strange sing-song voico of the
mysterions  Oriental  wisitor sounded
again in the Fourth-Formers' study :

“Al Gazoomph. the Spirvit of the
Ring. flies on the wings of the wind to
attend the bidding of ﬂm__ master.”

“Dashed if 1 follow this at all ¥’ said
Hal. “VYou say vour namo is Ali
Gazoomph 1

“Master, thou sayest truth 1”

HIS | MAGIC | RING '
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“Well, then, Ali Gazoomph, what I
should like to know is how you got into
this study without opening the door?”

“Verilv  thy uestion is  easily
answered. The walls of human habita-
tions are as thin air to AL Gazoomph.
Thy slave heard in his dwelling in a
fdr-off cave the voice of his master
calling *To Bayu,’ and hastened over
prountains and scas and through the
bricke of his palace to answer hia
master's call.”

“ Here, draw it mild!” remonstrated
Hal Smiles.

““Master, thou talkest strango talk 1”

“Now, let's get to the bottom of this”
said Hal. “You say you heard me
calling ‘To Bayu'—"

“Permit thy slave to speak, and ho
shall give theo understanding.”

“Fire nway, then, old bean 1"

“The ring thou holdest in thy hand,
O Master,” chanted the dusky wisitor,
“is tho magic ring of Hassan Baba,
Grand Vizier in DBagdad fo ancient
times. I, Ali Gazoomph, am the Spirit
of the Ring.”

“My hat1”

“To him that holdeth the ring is
given this great gift—that the [iret
with ho shall make each day shall ha
immediately fulfilled. 1, the Spirit of
the Ring, answer to the call of *To
Bayu," but even though thou summon
mo not, T «till hear thy words and carry
out thy wish.

“Gammon |"

“Just what T was going to say,” ro.
marked Fred Larking. “lLooka to wmn
as if the old bov's a conjurer and i3
trying to pull our legs.”

Hal Smiles nodded.

“Magic rings don't ecxist in the
twentieth eentury, Never existed at all,
in fact, outside kids' books. Now
listen, Ali Gazoomph—"

“Thy slave hears thee, O Great One!”

“And not g0 much of the ‘ thy slave’
and * O Great One!” either!” said Hal
Smiles soverely. “Now, we've listenad
to vour explanation, and wo don't think
much of it. As far as I can follow,
you're saying that this is a magic ring %

“Even so. Master 1”

“And that while I'm holding this
_.r._w tho firet wish I make every day is
tulifled. That the idea?”

A PROMINENT

GREYFRIARS

A few &onds before the study tabls was bare.
was slacked with tuck ol every conceivable kind and

“Great is thy wisdom aud under-
standing, O Master "

“Well, then, [rankly, Ali, we can't

take it in 1 still don't quite follow
what you aro and whero you come from,
and 1 can’t belfeve fu thm ring business,
It's too stecp 1”

" _:._...m too steep !’ concurred Fred
H.p«m:_w.

“De a rare old lark if it were really
true, wouldn’t it?” chuckled Hal.
“Come to think of it, Freddy, we're a
bit short of supplies for tea, and it
wouhll only be necessary for me to say
*1 wish someone would send us a jolly
food feed and—"

Bang |

“ Look 1" shricked Fred Larking.

Hal Smiles was already looking.
That is perhaps an inadequate descrip-
tion. He was staring before him, opén-
mouthed and wide-eyed with dumb
founded amazement.

A few seconds before. the study table
had been in the unhappy condition of
Old Mother Hubbard's proverbial cup-
board

But now—

Mounds of food—stacks of it, reposed
on the table. There was tuck on every
inch of its surface—tuck of every con-
ccivable kind and variety. Meat-pies,
hams, joints of beef. sausage-rolls, cake,
pastries, fruit, nuts, chocolate, toffee—
all these and more wera there in
quantities so vast that the whole col
lection might have kept the school
going for a week.

Q-va—‘-

It was an !
e_.nnﬁ__c:u asp from Hal Smiles.

“Kik-kik-crikey 1" stuttered his chum.

The voice of Ali Gazoomph brought
them round again.

“Master, the viands are before thee.
Eat to thy heart's content.”

“ B-b-b-but—>" :

“ Art thou not satisfied? If not, T will
procure thee tasty meats and rare and

vefreshing fruits from the East—"

astonished, almost in-

“Oh, ye gods! Don't do that I? cried
Hal. in alarm. “Well, this beats
Barney ! Then it's really truef”

“Have I not said so, O Great One?”

“Then whatever I wish so long as I
hold this ring will always come to
pass” 4

“Nay, Master. Only tho first wich
thou utterest each day canst thou have

fulfilled.”

“My hat! That's good enough, 1
should imagine!” grinned Fred Lark-
ing. “Hal, my boy, we're made!”

“Put—but T can’t believe it!*

“Then try one of these stcak-and-
wey pies, and you'll soon change
your mind. They’re great !”

Now it

variety |

REMOVITE THAT WILL KEEP YOU !N FITS QF LAUGHTER !

“Master,may 1 now
refurp over tho scas
dnd mountains to the
cave  th. is my
dyelling 7"
Al Gazoomph.

“Suppdse you
can!” said Hal,
geratching  his  head
in Bewilderment, *1
dor’'t want to detain
xou, of course—"

Bang!
A pulf of smoke,
and the mysterious

visitor from the East
bad vanished. leaving
two bowildered, but
w_...nqa:nrmv. jubilant
ourth- Formers, to
r__.m biggest feed that
ad ever been as-
sornbled  into  one
room of such 4 size,
Such was the man-

ner in  which Hal

Smiles’ magic ring

¢ame to Cayningham.
expe

II1.

The Power o1 the Ring !

s gr T'S you for the jumps this morn-
m ing, Hall” remarked Fred
Larking, as he and his chum
walked into the Fourth Form

room next day.

“H'm! I'd forgotten Crossley owes
me a swishing for cutting detention
yesterday.” said Hal Smiles, with a
grimace. “1 wish he'd cane himself
mstead of me for onco. Might make
liim a little more gentle in futare 1™

Temporarily, m..m had forgotten that
he was the owner of a magie ring and
that the first wish he expressed that day
was bound to be fulfilled.

He remembered it a little later—only
five minutes later, as a matter of fact.

Mr. Crossley came into the Form-room
carrying a cane in his band and wear-
ing a grim look on his unhappy face.

" Sm'les |”

“Yes, sir}” said Hal Smiles, smother-
ing a groam.

“Yesterday 1 caught you in the
heinous act of breaking detention. For
that misdemeanour, I am gomg to make
an ouba._u.._o of you by caning you very
severely.”

“Oh, sir!”

“Stand out before the class, Siniles,
and touch your toes|”

Smiles 3«:053_..__ obeyed tha order.

“Remember, Smiles,” went on \r.
Crorsley, as ho swished his cane through
the air, “T am doing this for your own
good.” Mr Crossley always said that
on these occasions *1 can assuro you,
my boy, that the punishment I am
going to inflict will hurt me moro than
you *

Then Mr. Crossley waded in.

But the way ho waded in was really
extraordinary.

He started with the very
intention of caning Hal Smiles.

At the last fraction of time, however,
his cane seemed to be diverted from its
course by some invisible power.

And instead of the Fourth-Former it
was the Fourth Form master celf
who got the business end of the cane.

Thwack '

“Whooonooo !"” roared Mr. Crossicy.

And then the Fonrth were treated to
a unique spectacke  Something scemed
to inspire Mr. Crossley to feuerish
cfforta at his task The master of the
Fourth was by no means a novico in
wielding the cane. Long years of

vident

Instead of falling on Hal Smiles, the Intended victim,
the cane, by some mysterlous means, fell on Mr.

Crossley himself !

had made 1 quite an

expert at the game, in fact. But this
timo ho excelled himself.

The cano rose and fell with tho

regularity and precision of clockwork.

But instead of falling oo Hal Smiles,

the intended wictim, it fell on Alr.
Crossley |
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

Hal Jmiles, finding that not
happening so far as he was cor
stopped touching his toes and stood up
to look.

For a moment he was staggered.
Then he remembered his wizh, and the
explanation of the weird scene came to
him in a flash.

“Ha, ha, ha!” he roared suddenly.

“Whoooop! Help! Yooooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha! roared the [Fourth.
Naturally, they didn’t understand tho
reason for their Form master's peculiar
behaviour; but whatever the esxplana-
tion, they found it decidedly enter-
taining.

Mr. Crossley’s expression was &.:w:_
ferocious, He still seemed to bo trying
to reach Hal Smiles. But the harder he
.._.“am tho more he seemed to cane him-
salf.

Then suddenly he stopped. The eane
dropped from his fingers, and the
master of the Fourth staggered to his
desh, still roaring. ]

“Whoooo! Yow! I'm mad! Caning
myself instead of that boy ! Groooogh1”

“Ha. ha. ha1” shricked the Fourth.

Hal Smiles regarded the ivory ring
which he now wore on his finger almost
affectionately.

“May I go now, sir?” he asked
meekly.

“Ow! Ves! Groooogh!”

And Hal Smiles went, with a grin on
his face and elation in his heart

Yesterday ho had been a donbter.
Even after that amazing experience in
the study, he had wondered whether it
might not have been some weird
conjuring trick. But now he know for
certain that ho owned a magic ring
whose povers staggered the imagiha-
tion.

A vista of amazing possibilities
strofched before him now, and Hal
determined to make the most of them.

THE ERND.

(Bob Clerry is dusy writing another
of these amusing ** Hal Smilea® yarns,
20 look out for it in the near fufure,
Mranwhile, don’t misa our new fratura
under the heading of “MEDIEVAL
AREYFRIANS! whieh will appear in
these gentre pages next week.)
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