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DUMBY’'S PLUCK.

him Dumby bécause he was such a quiet

boy, and not because he was stupid. He

geldom had anything to soy, but he was
never sullen and never impertinent. His
dutles wére well and falthfully performed.
He had a way of whistling softly while
ahout ‘his work, but he was mnever nolsy.
He never had to be teld anything twiece,
and thers was not a more truthful boy in the
office.

Pumby was the shabbiest boy in the whole
office, but If silence wing @ matter of choice
his shabbiness was not. He had gentlemanly
instinets and would have lked to be well
dressed. He could not do this on a salary of
five dollars & week.

1t took half of all he earned to pay the
rent of the three tiny rooms In which he and
his willowed thother and his two Uttle sisters
lived. His mother earned $3 a week in a
shirt factory. The money the boy and his
mother earned was the sole income of the
family. Dumby's mother called him by his
right name of Bdgar, and he never told her
that the boys in the office called him Dumby.

There were eight or ten boys and fifteen
men in the office in which Dumby worked.
Dumby was at the beck and call of saveral
of the clerks, and when a certain bell rang
he had to present himself in the private
office of My, De Witt, the manager of the en-
{ire business.

Mp. De Witt usually addressed Dumby as
“Boy." Sometimes he sald “my boy,” for he
was of 1 kindly disposition, although he did
not manifest any mterest in Dumby. The
cashler, Mr. Cole, was abrupt and businoss-
like, and when he-spoke to Dumby he usual-
1y said, “Come, boy, look alive now!"”

Mr. Cole was next in autherity to Mr. De
Witt, and when Mr. De Wikt was away,
which was much of the time, Mr. Cole was
manager gs well as cashier. One day Mr.
Cole called Dumby to his desk, and sald:—

“T want you to take the deposit to the
bank to-day. Heffern, the boy who usually
takos it, s at home sick. ¥ou can do It,
can't you?”

“Yes gir,”

“You wil] need to be very careful with
)

“Yeg, slr, 1 Enow."”

“‘There's over 3,000 in casl and checks that
are the sime as cash. Have you an inside
pueket to your jacket?'

“Yes, sir,”

“Well, put the bank book and money In
there and button your jacket up tight before
you go out.”

The bink was but z few blocks distant.
It was on the second floor in a large husi-
negs block, A flight of marble steps led
from the street entrance up to the floor on
which the banking rooms were. Dumby un-
buttened his Jacket and took out the bank
book as he climibed the marble stairs, He
stoppall for half a minute al the hedd of
the stalrs to arrangs the bills neatly, then
he walked down a wide hall to a door lead-
ing into the bank, with the bank book In
hig hands. He pald no heed to 2 man stand-
ing by ah open window at the end of the
hall, apparently doing nothing but gazing
duwn into Lthe strest Lelow,

The man turned around when he heard the
boy's footsteps on the marbly floor of the
hall. His small, glittering black eyes fell
on the bank book. He looked quickly up and
down the hall, There was no one In It but
Bimsell and Dumby., He walted unti]l the
boy was within six feet of Him; then he
gprang forward, snatched the hook and its
contents from the boy and gave him a vio-
lent push that sent Dumby reeling toward
the window.

Dumby, surpriged as he was by this on-
sglaught, kept his wits about him, while his
coutrdge dld not desert him for & moment.
He wis on his feet In time to see the man
titrny from: the hall toward the stajrs. Dumby
realized that it would be impossible for him
to overtake the thief before he had reached
the street by following him down the stairs,
The push Dumby had received had sent him
resling violently toward the open window.

It was about eighteen feet from the window
to the street below, but Dumby gave po
thought to this,

*Thut money! 1t was intrusted to my
care! I am responsible for it! They may
think 1 stole 1t If the thlef escapes!™

These thoughts were in the boy's mind as
he climbed out upon the window sill. He

Sum one In the offlos had nicknamed.

HE ENATCHED THE BOOE AND ITS OON-
TENTS FROM THE BOY.

hung for a few seconds to the sione sill, and
ther dropped just In time to fall heavily on
the shoulders of the thief as he rushed out
of the door below.

The result was much worse for the thief
than for the boy. The man had broken the
force of Dumby's fall, and while the boy
fell Heavily to the ground mno bones were
broken, nor was he stunned into uncon-
seiousness. The thief lay stunned onm the
pavement, with the bank book in his hand,

“It's mine!" said Dumby to the fast gath.
erding crowd, as he snatched the bank book
from the prostrate man's hand, “At least,
it i= in miy cidre. It belongs to De Witt &
Co. aver on K street.”

thoug’h I'm a horse 1 have never
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It you are successful in marking the peculiar horses in this plefure you may haye your cholice of a Buster Brown badge, a coin purse or a leather card case, Address

Box 2,000, Station E, New York city.
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The crowd looked incredulous. A police-
man made his appearance.
“Whut's the trouble here?" he asked.

“What's the matter with the man?"

“He tried to rob me, sir,'” said Dumby.
vHe snatehed this bank book from me just
a8 [ was going Into the door of the bank, but
1 jumped out of a window and landed flat
on him, and I got the money again.”

There was a note of triumph In Dumby’'s
volce. The policeman lUfted the man to a
sitting positlon, He opened his eyes amnd
groaned and set his teeth together as if in
paln., There was an evil Inok in his eye as
he looked toward Dumby.

“What have you got to say abome this?”
asked the policeman.

‘“T'he boy—he—pushed me—dpwn the—the
stalrs and snatched my—my—money,’”" sald
the man, falteringly.

“It is not true!" zaid Dumby, stoutly.

“It is, too,” sald the mamn, doggedly.

At that moment a portly, well dressed man
pushad his way through the crowd. Dumby
saw him and cried out:i—

“Oh, Mr. De Witt! Here's your bank bopolk!
And the deposit is all right, sir! Mr. Cole
sent me to the bank with it and this man
tried to steal [t!"

“What's this? What's this, my hoy? My
bank book? Why, so it is, bless my soul!
This boy is In my employ, Mr. Pollceman,
and thls I8 certainly my bank bhook, You can
Bee my name on It. This is a state of af-

fairs. What does It all mean?"
“T guess you'd better take care of that
gentleman, Mr. Policeman,” sald Mr, De

Witt, polntlng to the geowling and defiant
thief. “And you come with me, my boy.
We'd better take the money back to the
office and see If it is all right.”

There were a good many eager and not al-
together unenvious faces at the plate glass
windows of De Witt & Co.'s establishment
when Mr. De Witt drove up with Dumby
sltting by his side, They went into Mr. De
Witt's private office, followed by Mr. Cole,
and when Dumby came out it was with the
blushing face that any modest boy would
have had after lstening to all the com-
plimentary things Mr, De Witt had sald
about Dumby's pluck. Mr. Cple had put
aside his coldness of manner long enpugh
to say that he guessed that a boy ke
Dumby could be made useful In gome better
position than that of general office boy.

“1f there's anything I do like In a boy it is
pluck,” sald My, Cole, “and when it Is
coupled with absolute fidelity to duty it is
& combination that Just suits me."”

When the Browns go to the seashore
They have adventures by the score.

Color' this picture and send it to box 2,000, Station E, New York, city. Thirty
of you will recelve prizes, a game of jackstraws or 4 memorandum book. i

A TAME BABY MOOSE

HIS is a letter which a boy reader of the
Tliﬂa.\ld'- recelved a few weeks ago from
his uncle, who was on a4 hunting exped!-
tlon in Canada, Tt shows how tame a
wild animal can be before it 1s frightened by
a human belng,
My DRAE ALDEN;—

I am sending you a pieture of a haby
moosa, which I took last week in the woods.
1 wag paddling along in my canoe, when, on
pazging & small @sland, 1 heard this little
moose ¢rying for his mother. 1 weni there,
=aw him among the trees, and thought I
would take a pleture of him.

Bapy Mbose.

While 1 was trying fo get I on the plate
in the enmera he happened to sée me, and as
I was the first person he had ever sesn, of
courge thought 1 was some other kind of an
animal who was probably away from his
mother, which 1 was, a great many more
miles than the moose, 20 he cime up to me
and started to make friends.

1 patted him and soon found that he was
quite contented to stay with me. However,
when I had taken his photograph 1 wanted
to return to my camp, a8 1 had not been
there for two days, having slept out In a
small tent in the woods each night.

The baby moos=e woild not leave me, and
followed me llke a dog right down to the
ennoe, In fact, when he got to the sdge of
the Inke he fell in and I had to pick him out
and put him on dry land agaln. I then saw
thiat he would try to follow me wherever |
went, =0, having some condensed milk In
the canue, T found a plece of birch bark and
put someiof the milk on it and walked back
to where I had first discoversd him.

When we got thers I took the plece of
hark with the milk on and poked it under
hls noge, and he lmmediately began to lick
it off, s0 T put the bark on the ground and
he Jay down and commenced to eat It, and
he seemed very happy when I left him.

1 guess his mother came back pretty soon
afterward, end wondered where he got the
condensed millk. The pleture, you will see.
makes him look very shaky on his long lezs,
but he was only a few days old, and by
next fall he will be able to run much faster
than your white horse, old Snowball, [saw
several other moose while T was away, and
killed two bears, one very blg one. When he
Stood on his hind legs his head was higher
than the mast of your blg boat, the Ses-
bright, that stands on the mantelplice at
home, Your affectionate

UNCLE CHARLIE.

A CITY OF PIGEONS.
(‘U_\'STANTINOPLE I= sometimes called

the City of Dogs, but it might be ealla

quite as well the Clty of Pigeons, for

the pretty gray-white birds dre there In
innumerable flocks.

They are proteeted and fed by the Turks,
who hold them and the splder in-great ven-
eration. The réason they give is this:—When
Mohamniod, their great prophet, was fleeing
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to Mecoea he found one day that his enemies
wera In elose pursuit, so he hid in a cavern
on the road to Medina. After he got in a
pair of doves Immediately buillt their nests
and 1ald two egge at the mouth of the cave
and a splder flung hiz web across {1, Whan
the porsuerz came along they stopped, but,
segeing the nest, with the eggs and the
snider's web, they said, “No human being
Liaa been here,” and on they went. This
fiegounts for the Turks' veneration for the
dove and tenderness for spiders, which they
never kil

These doves have a great fondness for the
miosques, whera they form grest garlands of
black and white along the cornices and
gbout the platforms of the n¥narets, One
reason for this may be that In the court-
yvards of the mosgues there are always
fountiiins and trees, while the imams, or
priests, keep a4 bag of corn or millet seed on
hand to feed them. Many of tha Bultans;
as well as private individuals, have left
money in their wills for the maintenance of
these holy birds, One mosquoe, in partleular,
bullt by Sultan Bayezid I1., is generally
called ''Pigeon Mosque,"” on account of the
specially large number aof birds that make
their home there. The tradition abouot this
is that when the mosgue was building a poor
widow wished to help, Bhe had no money,
but she had a pair of pigeons, so she gave
these;, the best she had. The Sultan was 8o
pleased with the gift that he decreed that
no one should disturb the blirds and thelr
deseendants, and so they have increased and
multiplied beyond cal¢ulation. These plg-
eons know a4 stranger, and as soon as they
gea one enter the courtyard down they
come, a feathered whirlwind, with a sound
ks the roar of a caiarset, ready for the
eorn, which they have learned to oxpech
A Turkish fmam stands under the archway
with & hasket of corn, which he sells to the
visitor for a few coins, just as the children
here buy peanuts to feed the animals at the
cirgus or Zoo,

At Wie Mosgue of Evoub, which the Turks
cotisider too sacred for Christians to enter,
there is In the courtyard the fountaln, which
you see in the picturs, ecalled Plgeon Foun-
tain, Cloge to the fountain |5 a beautiful
plane tree, which is something llke our but-
ton-ball, and when [t Is a very hot day the
pigeons leave the roofs and minarets and
settie under the thick leaves of the tree, until
it looks as though there were more pigenns
than leaves, An old, gray woman Is em-
ployed to feed these birds.

A TOY BOOMERANG.

OBT boys know that the boomerang 1s
Ma weapon used by thé natives of Aus-

tralla. 1L c¢onsists of an irregularly

shaped plece of hardwood, so fasiioned
that It can be thrown at dn angle widely
different from the direciion in which it is
started.

The savages are quite skilful in its yse, and
one of thelr favorite ways of throwing it Is
to make it skim along the ground for about
g8 hundred feet, and then, rising In the air,
doubls baeck on Its course and hit 2 mark
only a few feet in front of the thrower.

Qur boys need not hope to become skilful
in the use of the weapon, even If they had
one praperly mide, but they can get lots of
fun out of a toy one made of so simple a
ninterinl as cardboard.

Here are three forms In which one may be
made. To throw It, place It on a book, one
end ‘extending beyond the edge of the book,
and then with a small stick strike it hard on
the outer edge, and it will iy through the
alr In a very amusing and unlopked for
manner.

Or It may be thrown by snapping it with
the forefinger of the right hand while you
hold the bBoplk in your left. You had belter
made the experiment out of doors, for you
cannot tell where the lttie thing will fiy
when you set it on fts cojurse.

SEA URCHINS,
Crowded on a boulder, thick as thick can be,
Are-a ot pf little black urchins of the scas
When they're tired clinging there
Back to sea they'll go,
And dpoh some nice tew boat
Faston jn a row.
Hands and feet don’t trouble tHh.,
And, It seems to me,
Life Is very pleasant for
The urehins of the gea.
ELIZABETH RUGGLES.

THE KING'S STORY TELLER.

Part I

NCE there was.a king who was very
(){Um: of storles, but either becauss hia

eyes wiere bad or because he ‘wgs Loo

lazy he did not care to read them,. His
great desire was to hear them told, When-
aver or wherever he heard of any good slory
tellers he had them brought te the palace
and In a4 short time tired them out. After
a while he appointed two men to be npear
him always, day and night, to relate a story
should he happen to woake up and want to
hear one. These men got dreadfully tired
of it and wanted to give up thelr positions,
but the King would not let them. B8till, he
wita very kind to them, and they were fast
growing rich,

Al last ane of these men happened to meet
with an Ingentous clockmaker, to whom he
told his troubles. While he was telllng them
an fdoa came into the head of the clock-
maker, and he said:=—"1 am poor and you
are rieh. 1f you will pay me well T will
make you an lron man with clockwork in-
zlde that will tell all the storles the King
likes: and many ‘others.” The story teller
was delighted. *Only,” said he, *If the King
has this iron man, the other story-teller and
myself will lose oor places and the rich
presents the King glves us. The worst {8
at night, when one of ug has to sit up ready
with a ‘story at any momen!."”

“Then," suid the clockmaker, “that wauld
be @ll the better. The King ¢ould wike up
or drop aslesp, just as he liked, thers wanld
be the man golng right an with the storigs.”"

“Bul,” sald the story-taller, “the King is
very angry if we don't stop instantly, and
If the man goes right on he will find out It
is-a cheat.” ; :

Here the story teller ran away as fast as
he eould.to the palace, for His time wua up.

The €Clockmaker set to work and Ih w
short time made the iron man. It lodked
Just like one of the story tellers; and, what
was more wonderfil, it cold have a volee
like one or the other of them by turning
a gerew. Then lhere was an arrangement
whereby a paper full of Htile holes or slite
was put Intp the machine. Ry this they
made the iron man tell any story that was
put on the paper.

The story teller had told hi= eompanlon
all about it, and they agresd to try it on the
King. Only one was to stay and wateh it
sn as to stop It when the King did not want
to listen any more.

They smuggled the iron man into the
palace and Into the room next to the King'a
bedroom. After the King had retired they
wheelad It In moftly, for It mmde ng more
nolse than the smallest bird, and then when
the King asked for a story they set It go-
ing. It worked beautifully, but they had to
be careful not to make the least noise them-
salves lest the King hear them or see them.
The King's bed had great ourtainsg that
shaded It and kepl out the light. The Iron
mafn wis 4 oomplete succesg at first, but
untortunately the story lellers had (o be
moveid back into the antersom befors morn-
ing, aind one of them had to stand there
ready when the King woke and waa dressed.
So they were mot much hetter off than be-
fore.

But after a few dayve they managed this,
too, They Hired a puges, who was to watech
and stop the machine or et It golng, whlle
they either slept in eomfort or went to their
hnrlrlms. Of course they paid the elockmaker
well.

One night the page fell fast asleep and
the King, wishing to sleep also, ordered the
story teller tp ceage. The page, being asleen,
did not hear him for Some time. Then he
awoke to find the King =itting up in bed and
stiring with wondet at the Iron Man. Ina
few moments the frightened page, who, how-
ever, was nof such a fool g8 the story {eller
had thought him, had told the King all ahout
It. The King sprang out of bed and ex-
amined the Iron Man with the greatest de-
Ught:

“Do you know how to make It
stop it?" asked the King.

“Yes, slr,” sald the page.

“Well, then,” erled His Mplesty, “what 18
the use of further keeping those lazy story
tellers, svho have so cheated ma? I will give
them a lesson,'

80 when the story teller whogs duty It was

to be thersa that morning came the King
was very queer toward him, and arcge so
l'r_ul-:'.k‘]pr that the poor story tellsr. had no
time to wheel the Iron Man out. In a mighty
short time he discovered thal the King had
found it all out,
_ He 'was 40 frightened that! without walt-
Ing to know how the King felt about It, he
ran ‘away and' told the othe. story’ teller,
I'hey hurried fo the clockmaker and his sons,
and they all escaped inta the next kingdom
as fust as they gonuld. When the King heard
of this he only lapghed and thought how
well he had/got rid of them.

The page 'was appointed keeper of the Tron
Mean, and now whenever the King, wanted
slories all he Had to do wil to call the puge
and have one turned an. .

But, alag!, One day after the Tran Man
had been turned on the page disappeared,
The King and his men looked In valn for
him. "He could not be found. The fact was
he had been stolen away by the two dtory
tellers and carried into the next kKingdom,
where he was safely locked up.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

ANSWER TO PLOT PROBLET"L
H

g0 and to
|

This is the way In which the plat of land
should have been divided in urder to'let each
perzon get to his pwn property without tres-
passing on that of others. The problem was
ﬁl:eu last week. How many of you solved
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I~ was the King of Kent,

Who went o the Town of Trent,

Where he bought 2 crown

Anda striped gown

From the Tailor who Hved in'a tent,

I was the King of Islington,

Who called for his horse when day begun,

He rode away

To war they say,

And did not get back tlll set of sun.
N wasz the king of Nlee

Who dined apon curry and rice,

On candy hearts

L}

And apple tarts,

And asked them to help him twice,
G was the King of Gaul,

His throne was a ping-pong btali:
But one day, they gay,

It rolled away »

And then it was nothing at all,




