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|E bravest are the tenderest,” sang the
ald pget.  No braver man ever lived

B inon Major Frederick Russell Burn-
jr.m,sthe American saldjer of fortune who was
he chief of scouts of the British army in the

Boer war. [Pony express rider, Indian ughter “Little Dillon stuck in my mind. I couldn’t help

nd scgut for the United States army in our  thinking of him and feeling sure that I should some

own 80%‘1\“5" gglglgeeker in the Klondike and 1

sdyenturer in Mexlco, his fame is even greater

in Soyth Africa, where his most stirring . .yen-

tures, his narrowest escapes and his most skil-
ful exploits.as a tracker and a scout t.ook place,

kb wt:w;ysr%’%‘ Burnham can .e induced to

talk, about his South African adventurves—

which, is pot often—it 18 of these early days that
be generally chopses to spegls. - Wild sforigs ou
wild times and wilder men the, gre, too; red
with sigus gf battle and gyim with deeds ¢ " dar-
5 h—rales that ring like the war

ing and of deat
songs of the vikings, with the martial note al-
o 4 5 ()

ways dominant. :
(Bt out of the midst of these memories of 8av-
age warfare there gomes occasjonally < note of
tandgyness. of pathos, thay servc. by contrast
to. emphasize the horro and the glory of war.
A chance rgn}g;{k,’ the passing of a stranger,
may. biing it R Just 88 the passage through
the New York restaurgnt where Major Burn-
- ha WAS Que.evening brought to ke mind the
story.of “Little Dillon.” -
#Phat blonde girl that just went out re-
ainded 1ue of him,”’ sald Major Burnham. “The.
brat;éat. coolest;- most lo_\za\;ie young fighter I

ever new.”

the real fighting man of whatever race. Don't let any
one tell you that an Englishman can't be as reckless
and foolhardy and game as the best Irishman that
ever lived. I know, for I've seen them; also Amer-
lcans,

BY. FREDERICK RUSSELL BURNHAM.
(Wapvright, 1911, by the New York Herald Co. All rights reserved.)
FIRST met ‘Little Dillon’ in 1893. There was
A party of us trekking north’ thyough Mashona-
land. with a bundred wagons, toward Viets-
rfi.  Vietoria 1s five bundred miles north of
" Johaundsburg, and that time It was also five
pundred miles from the nearest rallroad, which ended
at Johannesburg. 4
~some one—l don’t remember who—brought us a
pwinor that the Matabeles had risen and were attack-
m;;‘ \_'Im;irln. 1 hadn’'t been long in Africa, but I
nad heen in Indian campaligns in Amerlca and I knew
whitt that meant. There’ was a telegraph station
u_:glir‘een miles from us, the only one within two hun-
ared and fifty miles, and four of us get out through
the Ldsl to get news. It was there I first met ‘Little
Ditlon!—1 never did know his first name,
~He ' was the telegraph operator. Yes, he had
news, all right, and it was worse than the rumor we
mmd beard. The Dbrightest, happlest, devil-may-care
Litle Irishmdn you ever saw, Dillon was. He wasn't
wore than twenty, 1 sbould say, and he had white
teeth and curly hair and clear, white gkin on his fore-
perd and piink cheeks, and the legst little touch of &
roRue..  ®
“ihe otide was full of telegrams, and each one
worse than the last. The Matubeles were out. Lo !
h«ll;:uli;i--\\'v called him ‘Low Ben’—had taken the -
et Tmselt’ agninst: the white wen, - There  were
forty thopsund warriors under arms, many of them
with Eutopean rities. e
«1t svifs news, all right, for us, who had our fam- !
{ljes 0wt there, aud who knew there weren't a thou- !
eiiid’ iblé budied men in sl Mashonalind and no
cluugg of getting troops there for weeks or months.
The LEpglish are like the Americans in a good many
thinigy, ’nud one liseness is in thinking when you
baye - guaxed or driven natives to the reservation
they 'urg ‘going to stay there without the aid of

I in the Southwest
trgops: ' Muny ‘an Indlan massacre the 8 Y (e Dilon:

| 3 i ‘
wou)d have been averted If the trogﬁs hagn :t b&z I don’t think there was a man in the command who
withdrawa too soon, and that wia. Ine iVER, didn’t love Little Dillon like a son ora brother. He was
LiF Maqhonulund. 2 . always the same—always light hearted and gay, al-
«““What are you golug to do? I usked ‘Little Dillon’ ways smiling and always cracking jokes.
aftef we had learned ull the news there was. “We went along for .several days without any
“{Dp? I'm going to stick right bere,’ he replied. trouble. Then I made one of the mistakes a scout is
Ay nearly as 1 can remember the nearest white bound to make sooner or later. While I was trying to
settlement was about forty miles away—maybe it Wa8 lead our little force away from an impl of about three
fitty, " But Dillon just calmly rolled a cigarette and thousand Matabeles in one direction I led them right
said, ‘I'm_going to stick’ There was no teiling when glam-bang into an impi of four thousand coming from
an ‘lmpi.of Lobengula’s men might take a notion t0 the other way. :
jake @ raid on that telegraph station, and Dilion  “We had, been having a pretty rough time of it,
km'aw'm but he never thought of quitting. q've got & through wild country filled with hostiles and 1iving on
title "ﬁd Qlégty of ammunition,” he sald. ‘Maybe 'l the country like Sherman did on his march to the sea,
Lave sowme fun with them yet.! That was the best I and we had had some pretty close calls, but I never
canl get out of him, and we had to go away 8nd leave felt myself so near death as I did that day. We knew
hito thege alone. . what the Matabeles would do to us, too. We had

day run into him again—and I did. Some one must
have told Dr. Jameson about his gameness, for when
1 went out to join the field force to which I Lad been
attached as scout, by reason of my experience in the
I Southwest, who should I find there as signalman but

they had burned in a raid, I don’t like to tell you
everything we saw there, but it was awful. Therd
had been women and children there, too, for we found
children’s toys and picture books in the ruins, Dillon
pleked up the leaves of a torn book and put them 10
his saddlebags. 14

“3ell, here we were, with the Matabeles<on Both.
SRR A
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“¥F 7As Calmly as

sides of us. There were fourteen of us and only seven
thousand of them—odds of 500 to 1—‘white man’s
odds,’” as Kipling might put it. They didn't close in—
that isn’t the way the Znlus fight. They just sur-
rounded us and sat down to wait until dark to come in
and finish us with thelr assegals,

“Some of the men began to pray. All of us thought
we would never see the sun rise again, I was trying
my best to figure out & way of escape when Dillon
spoke up.

4 What's the use of being gloomy, lads? he said.
I've got a story book—Ilet’s listen to the falry tules.
He pulled the torn leaved out of his saddle bag and
began to real aloud.

“It was ‘Alice iIn Wonderland.’ Think of it—*Alice
in Wonderland’ out there on the African veldt, with the

hostile Zulus all around us! &

('/4

Seft 1n im loves yet. ‘And those grown up men, rough
s settiers and plonecers and fighting men like myself, ass
there on thelr horses and let the tears roll down thels’
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if the Bullets Were Not Flying About Him He Cut the-Saddle Bags, i

“You may not belleve it, but-4t brought the -teard
to the eyes of every ome of us, rough adventurers
though most of us were. . It was the picture of home—
of the Einglish homes they knew—that Alice’s ‘wonder
ful adventures brought up in the minds of my ocom-
panions, I wasn’t so famillar with the story, but the
spirit of it caught me, too, and I thought of my mother
and my own home and my brothers and sisters as
they were when I was a little boy, while ‘Little Dillon”
rode up and down our little line, reading in his glear,
boyish voice, with just a touch of brogua. L)

Nonsense Flaunts Perl.

“About the Dormouse and the«Duchess he read, and
the Mad Hatter and the Queen of Hearts and the
White Rabbit and the \Walrus' and the Carpenter—w
all that delightful nousense thatall the little children

Memzduhateverymanwmomahearcotadhudo

them. We were all little boys again, out there on the'

ginning to creep in a lttle closer here and there in the
black, menacing ecircle around us. Then he dropped

0 A MONTH BY. AP VAN
{!I-ﬁ! 50 Pnhfi n}g BY wi“ﬁ gnzgz

cheeks while “Little Dillon’ read the foolish story te-

veldt, with the Matabeles all around us.
“He finished the book, ‘Little Dillon’ 414, with the'
sun getting lower and lower and the Matabeles be«

¥

the book back into his saddle bag and began to sing. *

« «Who Killed Cock Robin’—that was Little Dillon’s
song. It was a boyhood y, 1 suppose, ght
up by the fairy tale he had been reading, but he didn’t
have to remember very far back at that. ‘Who Killed
Cock Robin? I can see him yet, his pink cheeks just 8
little pale, his curly hair, tousled and falling over his
forehead, just like that girl's that went out & while
ago. I can close my eyes and hear him, his sweet, high
tenor voice, as he sang:— °

« +And all the birds fell to sighing and sobbing

When they heard the bells toll for poor Cock Robin.’

“We were facing death, you understand—sure
death, we thought it was—and here was ‘Little Dillon*
singing that simple little old nursery rhyme and we
sitting there, erying like children, not from fear, buf
because it made us think of the ones we loved whom
we would never se¢ agalo.

w“Just about that time I saw the Matabeles were
making preparations to attack, and I thought of:a
plan, - It was simple enough—I'd seen it worked on
the Indians in Arizona. If we could make a feint
at the enemy’s front and them, as they massed to
meet us, double back quickly enough, we might find
a weak spot in thelr Mne that we could get through.
There were hills all about us, but there was one
gully that led up into the back country. I de:
cided that if we were to escape at all it must b9
by that route. we rode along the front of the
finp! that was preparing to attack upon that side,
as if we were going to attack. They massed up In
front of us, and as soon as I thought they had
thinned out enough near the gully I gave:the word
and we wheeled and rode like mad for the weak
spot, We got through—the Matabeles are very bad
marksmen. [We killed a few natives and one of our
horses was hit, but we outran them easily once we
were through the ranks.

B2 Nonchalance in Danger.

F We saw some lively skirmishing for a while. Then
Dr. Jameson sent us out, under command of Major ‘
[Forbes, to capture Lobengula. I bave told you be-
fore the story of ‘Wilson's last stand'—how ‘Major
Wilson took thirty-seven of us and crossed the river . s
right into Lobengula’s camp and only three of us
got out alive.
“ e jttle Dillon' was one of Major Wilson's force,
and he was ‘Little Dillon’ to the end. We knew. it
was death to every one of us, from the moment ‘the
reinforcements we were expecting failed to arrive
by sunrise. H
»The Matabeles began to attack at daybreak - They
forced us back, back into the bush before they' had
ns surrounded. _ A horse fell ag.we were retreating. .
# 'Bome one cut the saddle pockets off that horse--
they're full of cartridges!’ cried Major Wilson. We
were retreating, mind you, and the dying horse was
yards in our rear. It was ‘Little Dillon': who broke
from our ranks, knife in hand, and ran back,
straight toward the approaching Zulus, They told
us afterward they thonght he had gone mad apd
was going to attack the whole impl single handed
'Ag calmly as if the bullets were not fiying about hitg |
he cut the saddle bags, with their precious ammun
tion, from the dying animal and sauntered—that is ex-
actly the word—sauntered back to rejoin us. His
smile was as merry and his cheek as red as ever, and
the samme little curl hung down on his forehead. }
“That was the last I saw of ‘Little Dillon,” for it
.was just a8 we reached the bush that Major Wiison:
sent me out, with two others, on the forlorn ‘hope e
of trying to reach the main column and bring them i
np. We reached them, but it was too late, ‘It .vras
six weeks before we could get back to where lay i
the bones of Major Wilson and his men—and ‘Littte £ b
Dillon.’ ‘o L | il
#Weeks after that Lobengula’s son, whom we at ‘
Jast captured, told us how, when the white mefi's ol
ammunition was gone, one of them stood up and begun
to sing, end the rest all joined in and sang ‘God
BSave the Queen.’ I like to think that it was ‘Little
Dillon’ who led them.
“He les up on the mountain now, by the tomb of y P
our great chief, Cecil Rhodes—Little Dillon, the il
pravest boy I ever knew.” y i
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% % INCIDENTS THAT BANISH DULL CARE. % %

f -‘,";‘ﬁi'f';ul Irish spirit, one of our men sald as we seen their work as we went along. Just the day be-
r(lﬂq,i:pck to our wagons, but it was more the spirit of fore we had come across & white man’s settlement
‘&-' A i .
i . &
@oT THE “HOOK” IN POMPEIL
¢¢\WJ B are accustomed to haying accepted ideas
"YW/ ubout the freshness' and originality of ou”

""" glang held up_to the scorn;and mockery of  WANTED TO DO THE RIGHT THING.
the initinted,” sald a member of a group of amateur WOMAN in Trenton, N. J,, who has been having
arcigéologlsts and antiquarians which meets regularly a lot of trouble! with her domestic help, was
in_ong of the New York clubs. obliged recently to nccept the temporary service of

“How. often we have selzed upon some newly colned . .. recruit in the shape.of an Irish girl just landed
phirake, sote apparently unique product trom the great ¢ ¢nis country.
popular language mint, and advanced it as a genulie  Agter a preliminary survey of the girl and a de-
invention of tbe day, only to discoyer that it WAS jooted sigh, the lady of the house asked:—
“What can you do?”

knowd o rations past in almost identical form
sudje truly an old coln restamped. “Shure, most anuything at all, mum,” responded the
“Hyerybody is famillar with the phrase ‘get the pewcomer.

' 'has been established in current speech 88  The lady of the house glanced about the room.
ipresalon of pecullar vigor and terseness. Tpere was everything to be’done. *Could you fll the
_one could tell you that 1t originated 10 |gmps?’ she finally ventured to ask.

“nights at popular vaudeville theatres «Shure, I kin fill the lamps!” exclaimed the enthu-
ants for fame are given a chance to try giastic Celt, as she grabbed one and started out. Then,
upon an audience, and that it refers t0 with the air of one wishing-above all things to sult the
gnt with which the atage manager brings possible caprices of a new employer, she paused to
tor’s forcible exit when the audience can query:—

more. Cat calls and, jeers falling to extin-  “An’ Is It gas or oll ye'd be wantin’ thim filled
wdor of the performer, there is.a demand with?” / ‘
tho’}i happy p;ﬂlt‘. 1s dragged Into v .
atlon the phrasq has come 1nto “JUST AS GOOD.”
occastons when one 1s bored or WARHINGPON: Wiiel. “vécentls. encotintered a

thilng ‘ot anybody.
 of it &u 301&: like a truly modern
can ced, apparently, to a mod-
| T !nébhocf‘ of entertalnment.
‘t

5 hook' 18 a genuine
i ever there one.
CItis Itﬁlﬂt nineteen centurfes old,

Asalesmun of the familiar glib type that insists
upon substituting something *just as good” in

place of the article called for.

Dashing into the "general store” the Washingtonian
said to the man behind the counter:— .
¥ “f want to buy a tiuen duster.”
discoveries in the ruins The man smiled suavely. “Sorry, sir,” said he.
are the inscriptions, “We're just-out of linen dusters. But I can let you
ors and street arabs, bhave a nice feather duster” @

i Nucherinus fellels, WHERE THE GOOD ONES WERE PUT.

NE of Uncle Sain's brighf young men attached to
the Embassy at London tells of a cab driver he
met in mvtow'n,m_ho was evidently of the opin-

“Hurrah

18 nis.’
for the Puteolaneans; good
i the hook for the Rompeilans and

A

fon that there is no better motto than “A place for
everything, and everything in its place.”

On one oceaslon as he swung down the Strand a
visitor from this country asked him to point out the
places of interest. In a moment the driver snid:—

wphere, sir, 1s Luggit *11l, where they 'angs ‘em.”

Then a little later he added:—'There’s Parliament
'Ouses, where they makes the laws wot does it, across
the way. An’ there’s Westminster Habbey, where
they buries the good 'uns wot didn't:get 'anged.”
A time in the mountains of Kentucky says that he

was Indebted to a native of those regions for the
most ungrammatical sentence he ever heard. Here
Lilggas

wihem three Miss Perkins s three of as pretly &

gal as I ever see.” ®

EXPANSION AND CONTRACTION.

'l‘.ch('J!l'}u in a New Jersey eduecational institu-
tion had been trying to make cléar to her puplils
the principle In physics that heat expands and
cold contracts, The rule was discussed in its \'nr!-
ous aspects and bearings, aud finally the teacher
suid —

“\Willlam Brown, suppose you glve me a good ex-
ample of the rule.”

“\Well, ma'am,” answered William, “in summer,
when it is hot, the days are longer, and in winter, when

it is cold, the days are shorter.”

ENGLISH IN THE MOUNTAINS.
CLERGYMAN who has spent a good bit of his

o

r ORDERS.
§ Indicating with what exact obedlence the Orl-
mtal servant obeys his master's orders, a dls-
tinguished British diplomatist, now serving his
country at Washington, tells of an incident in India.
1t appears that an eminent British general during a

]

campaign in that country had.ordered his man tao
prepare his bath at a certain hoar. One day a flerce
engagement was going on, but-¢he servant made his
way through a storm of bulletseand appeared at the
commander’s side,
“Sahib,” sald he, *‘your bath {pvready’ g e
R ®

NOT YET FINISHED.
URING a recent visit to m Southern town =&
Washington man was much interested in a
darky who had been told off¥to administer to his
wants.

One morning the stranger opeped his eyes to find
the diminutive coal black servitor standing at his
bedside with a tray bearing coffee and rolls.

“Who are you, anyhow ?’ facettously demanded the
Washingtonian.

The taciturn youngster vouchmafed no reply, but
grinned broadly.

“Where were you raised?”’ nextiinquired the visitor,
with a vague notion that this wassan opening question,

The little darky grinned again.and chuckled —

“I ain’'t done raised yit, suh!”

b AR
BY WAY OF CONSOLATION. ®
¢ ¢"]~HERE is such a fhing as overdoing this ‘bright
I side’ business,” recently observed a crusty old
bachelor, “as was evidenced recently in the
household of a friend of mine, whose wife has always
prided herself on the elrcumstance that she looks on
the bright side. L]
«Phe husband, an absent minded sort of chap, put

the lighted end of his cigar in hi#s mouth as he sat
reading one evening. Of course, he jumped up and

made a dreadful racket for a moment. Then witey,
anxlous to live up to her reputation, of being nice and
cheerful and - encouraging, smiled blandly and ob-
served:—

“At any rate, dear, it was mostifortunate that you
discovered it at oncel” 4 ¥
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WHAT THE SQUIRREL KNEW, <

H should ha’ been half an hour earlier,’” re-
marked the great, gaunt Kerryman, With deep H
set, kindly eyes and the biggest heart in the i
world for bables and all tiny helplesa things, he hLas
authority over the two small city squares full of
flower beds and trees, between which runs a broad
paved thoroughfare with double trolley tracks.. “Ye'd
ha’ seen a grand movin'.” ] AL
“Rarlier!” scoffed I. “It's not yet six. I've ten min- X
ntes to wait before the first car for Summerside comes ¥ £
along, Your friends must have been in a hurry. @ T
#“They were that,” chuckled Larry Mullane, *Fa
never ha’ belleved it mesilf had I not been standin’ :
right here and seen it. An’ I'd ha’ been glad of'a 1
gintleman like yersilf to back me up in the-tellin’ of ]
it. Ye see, most ¢’ the squir’ls has been livin' over yomn,
in the east park. But yesterday's windstorm broke'a
lot o’ the branches there an' must ha’ scared the mother
o that last young family the childer is 80 whd oven
O’ course the grown ones is tame as anythin’ ever since
they were put here, two years ago, an’ they're back nn’
forrard. reckless as ye likes. But I was rakin® some o'
the twigs an’ stuff an’ happened to see the wmonther
come leppin’ across the street as they do. = . ®.
“But ‘twas slower; an’ when I looked to see wa¥, g
there was a young one clingin’ right to her body, along !
her breast—with his paws holdin’ tight to her un' hia
head cuddled close under her neck. Over the tracks
she came, careful like, an’ ’cross the sidewalk an' the
grass, an’ up that elm forby there, where 't\gux
afther puttin’ new boxes they were last week. .\ir
there she left him, an’ back, quicker'n & could be
afther tellin’ the story, an’ a minute later over tlie
tracks from the east park there she was comin’ with
a second.equir] baby hangin’ on to her 4ok dear life,
An’ if ye'll belleve me, Sor, 'twas never .
was wastin’ till she’'d the whe'

in the west park. But
seratching his grizzled
to know ’twas too *
that 'twould be

p'raps not late’




