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Horses Are More Human  
by Elmer Davis 

 
Y midsummer of 1862 the young 
men had all gone away—all the 
able-bodied ones, except those 

who had families to support; and Silas 
Brumby. Nobody knew why Si hadn’t 
enlisted; he was a queer fellow, with no 
family, no close friends; he never talked 
much except to the horses he took care of 
at the livery-stable. It was Judge Woods 
who put it squarely up to him at last—old 
Judge Woods, who had fought under 
Harrison in 1812. 
 “A big strong fellow like you, Si, 
with no home ties, ought to be in the 
army.” Si chewed on a straw, and said 
nothing. “You ride like a centaur,” the 
Judge persisted. (“Whatever that is,” 
thought Si.) “You’re better with horses, 
you know more about horses, than any 
other man in this town. You’re a born 
cavalryman. . . . And don’t you care about 
saving the Union?” 
 “Sure I do. But I’d hate to kill 
anybody, Judge—even a Rebel.” 
 “You?” the Judge snorted. “Why, I 
saw you half kill a man with your fists last 
year, on the courthouse square. They had 
to drag you off him.” 
 “He was beatin’ a horse,” Si 
explained. “A worn-out horse that couldn’t 
have pulled that dray out of the mud. I 
hate to see horses hurt.” 
 “I didn’t hear the horse 
complaining,” the Judge muttered. 
 “You wouldn’t. A horse, he don’t 
like to be hurt; but if he is hurt, he’ll take 
an awful lot without a whimper. . . . 
Unless he’s too bad hurt—” 
 Si shuddered. There it came again, 

out of the depths of his memory—that 
horrible scream, like an enormously 
magnified neigh, but a cry of unendurable 
agony. He couldn’t have been more than 
four years old when he heard that—the 
day old Baldy slipped on the icy bridge, 
and plunged through the rail onto the 
rocky ledge below. But he never would 
forget it. . . . 

B 

 “There’d be a lot of that in a 
battle,” said Si uneasily. “Horses gettin’ 
bad hurt, I mean. I don’t know as I could 
stand it.” 
 “Horses? My God, you don’t think 
they’re more human than people, do you? 
When men are getting hurt, being killed—
” 
 “I figure they asked for it, Judge. 
But the horses—it ain’t their war—nor 
even their Union, so far as they know. 
Don’t seem fair for them to get hurt. I hate 
to think of it!” Si shuddered again. 
 “Hell!” said the Judge, disgusted. 
“You hate to think of getting hurt yourself, 
more likely. They’re talking of a draft, 
Brumby, to catch the men who won’t 
volunteer. . . . I hope to God it catches 
you!” 
 And in due time it did. 
 

HE First Michigan had gone over the 
guns in the road, cutting down the 

gray-clad gunners; the Seventh Michigan 
was trotting up in support. Sergeant 
Brumby peered vainly into the murk of 
dust and smoke ahead; but on the left the 
air was clearer, and between the trotting 
ranks he caught a glimpse of long lines of 
dismounted men advancing under fire. The 
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Rebels had stopped an attack up that way, 
earlier; but this new General Sheridan 
didn’t stay stopped; he was at them 
again—and Sergeant Brumby, at last, was 
in what you could call a real battle. Not 
that he hadn’t seen plenty of action—
outpost skirmishes, the raid to 
Charlottesville in the winter, fighting back 
there in the Wilderness last week. Plenty 
of action—and he hadn’t minded it half as 
much as he had expected. The whine of 
bullets was no fun, of course, but pretty 
soon you were too busy to think much 
about it. And as for killing—when a crowd 
of men in blue fired their carbines or 
revolvers at a crowd of men in gray, how 
could you know who had hit the men who 
fell? And the secret horror that was lurking 
in his memory had never been awakened, 
yet. Si Brumby had seen horses killed, 
horses wounded—but by bullets. A horse 
could take that; it needed more than a 
bullet-wound to evoke that shriek of 
agony. 
 

HE trot quickened to a canter; 
Sergeant Brumby’s revolver was out, 

ready; his knees tightened on Painter’s 
flanks. Good old Painter—the best horse 
he had ever ridden, the best friend he had 
ever had. It was Painter’s alertness and 
speed that had saved him last winter, when 
he ran into one of Fitzhugh Lee’s 
patrols. . . . He’d need a good horse today; 
this was getting hotter. From the front 
came a heavier burst of firing, the 
screeching Rebel yell. Another screech; a 
shell flew overhead, exploding a little way 
behind him; he saw a puff of smoke 
floating away from the gun that had fired 
it, across the fields. And now, toward the 
right flank where Sergeant Brumby rode, a 
straggling crowd of horsemen in gray 
came galloping, firing as they came. He 
pointed his revolver at the crowd, fired 

again and again. So did others; the men in 
gray—not so many, after all—checked 
their horses, firing into the flank of the 
blue column as it galloped past. Brumby 
saw an officer with a flowing bronze 
beard, heard his silvery voice even above 
the firing: “Give it to them, boys! Give it 
to them!” 
 Up ahead, something was wrong; 
the column slowed down, ranks crowded 
ranks, horse jostling horse. The First had 
been struck by a countercharge, was being 
pushed back; the press grew thicker; men 
began to turn their horses; the whole 
column was drifting toward the rear. 
Sergeant Brumby drew Painter aside, out 
of the jam. Now a man could see where he 
was, what he could do— 
 A terrific concussion; he was 
pitched headlong over Painter’s neck, and 
hit the ground so hard that for an instant he 
lay stunned. And then he came back to 
consciousness—the shuddering 
consciousness of a four-year-old child, 
suddenly aware of undreamed-of horror. It 
rang again in his ears—that magnified 
neigh, a scream of intolerable agony. 
 He staggered to his feet. His cap 
was gone; his saber had flown out of the 
scabbard, fallen a dozen feet away. . . . To 
hell with that thing He didn’t need it while 
he still had his revolver. Maybe he wasn’t 
badly hurt, or even hurt at all; but 
Painter—old Painter, his best friend, lay 
there screaming, his bowels half torn out 
by the exploding shell. 
 Sergeant Brumby shook his arms, 
howling curses at them all. The gun that 
had got Painter was far away; but that gray 
line was close, and the bronze-bearded 
officer in command was laughing. 
Laughing! For the first time in his life Si 
Brumby took deliberate aim at a particular 
man, and fired. The bronze-bearded man 
swayed in the saddle; his hat flew off. 
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With a grin of vindictive satisfaction Si 
turned back to his horse. Good old Painter, 
dying in agony; there was one thing his 
best friend could still do for him. Si shut 
his eyes, thrust the muzzle of his revolver 
against Painter’s forehead, pulled the 
trigger. The bang, the recoil, told him that 
Painter’s troubles were over; but he turned 
clear around, away from what he couldn’t 
bear to look at, before he, opened his 
eyes—and saw a horseman in gray coming 
at him, swinging a saber. . . . 
 

ROUND the bronze-bearded man 
there had risen cries of consternation: 

“The General! The General!” An officer 
seized his bridle rein, led his horse to the 
rear; another officer—only a boy, red-eyed 
from smoke and sleeplessness—stared in 
horror at that incredible sight, and then 
looked back at the Union sergeant, 

bending over a fallen horse. 
 “He got Jeb Stuart!” the boy 
groaned. “Damn him, he got Jeb Stuart!” 
 Jeb Stuart, the greatest man in the 
boy officer’s world—the knightly 
commander who always went into battle 
gay and laughing. The boy officer raised 
his revolver, pulled the trigger. . . . Empty! 
He flung it away; he’d rather do this job 
with a saber, anyway. He wished he could 
do it with his bare hands. He spurred his 
horse forward. 
 Si Brumby looked up at him 
contemptuously. Saber, huh? He leveled 
his revolver at the gray-coated body, 
squeezed the trigger. . . . A click. He 
jerked the trigger in frantic haste; another 
click, another. And as the swinging saber 
came down on his head, he realized that he 
had fired his priceless last bullet into his 
horse. 
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