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“No,” answered the scout. ‘“God bless her! she is wiser and
truer than most men I know on. That mare will do any thing
for me. Won’t you Nelly?”’

The mare winked affirmatively the only eye we could see.

“Wise!”’ continued her master; ‘‘why, she knows more than
a judge. I'll bet the drinks for the party that she’ll walk up
these steps and into the room, climb upon the billiard-table and
lie down.”

The bet was taken at once, not because any one doubted the
capabilities of the mare, but there was excitement in the thing
withotit exercise.

Bill whistled in a low tone. Nell instantly scrambled to her
feet, walked toward him, put her nose affectionately under his
arm, followed him into the room, and to my extreme wonder-
ment climbed upon the billiard-table, to the extreme astonish-
ment of the table no doubt, for it groaned under the weight of
the four-legged animal! and several of those who were simply
bifurcated, and whom Nell permitted to sit upon her. When she
got down from the table, which was as graceful a performance
as might be expected under the circumstances, Bill sprang upon
her back, dashed through the high wide doorway, and at a single
bound cleared the flight of steps and landed in the middle of the
street. The scout then dismounted, snapped his riding-whip, and
the noble beast bounded off down the street, rearing and plung-
ing to her own intense satisfaction. A kindly-disposed individual,
who must have been a stranger, supposing the mare was running
away, tried to catch her, when she stopped, and as if she re-
sented his impertinence, let ly her heels at him and then quietly
trotted to her stable.

The Virtues of Black Nell.

“Black Nell has carried me along through many a tight
place,” said the scout, as we walked toward my quarters. ‘‘She
trains easier than any animal I ever saw. That trick of dropping
quick which you saw has saved my life time and again. When
I have been out scouting on the prarer or in the woods I have
come across parties of rebels, and have dropped out of sight in
the tall grass before they saw us. One day a gang of rebs who
had been hunting for me and thought they had my track, halted
for half an hour within fifty yards of us. Nell laid as close as a
rabbit, and didn’t even whisk her tail to keep the flies off, -until
the rebs moved off, supposing they were on the wrong scent.
The mare will come at my whistle and foller me about just like
a dog. She won’t mind any one else, nor allow them to mount
her, and will kick a harness and wagon all ter pieces ef you
try to hitch her in ome. And she’s right, Kernel,”” added Bill,
with the enthusiasm of a true lover of a horse sparkling in his
eyes. ‘“A hoss is too noble a beast to be degraded by such
toggery. Harness mules and oxen, but give a hoss a chance ter
run.”

I had a curiosity, which was mot an idle one, to hear what
this man had to say about his duel with Tutt and I asked him:
The Ethics of Killing Men.

Do you not regret killing Tutt? You surely do not like to
kill men?”

“As ter killing men,” he replied, “I never thought much
about it. The most of the men I have killed it was one or
t’other of us, and at sich times you don’t stop to think; and
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“This was just before the war broke out, and we were al-
ready takin sides in the mountains either for the South or the
Union. M’Kandlas and his gang were border-rufians in the
Kansas row, and of course they went with the rebs. Bime-by
he clar’d out, and I shouldn’t have thought of the feller agin
ef he hadn’t crossed my path. It 'pears he didn’t forget me.

“It was in '61, when I guided a detachment of cavalry who
were comin in from Camp Floyd. We had nearly reached the
Kansas line, and were in South Nebraska, when one afternoon
I went out of camp to go to the cabin of an old friend of mine,
a Mrs. Waltman. I took only one of my revolvers with me, for
although the war had broke out I didn’t think it necessary to
carry both my pistols, and, in all or'nary scrimmages, one is
better than a dozen, ef you shoot straight. I saw some wild
turkeys on the road as I was goin down, and popped one of 'em
over, thinking he’d be just the thing for supper.

“Well, I rode up to Mrs. Waltman's, jumped off my horse,
and went into the cabin, which is like most of the cabins on the
prarer, with only one room, and that had two doors, one opening
in front and t’other on a yard, like.

“How are you, Mrs. Waltman?’ I said, feeling as jolly as you
please.

“The minute she saw me she turned as white as a sheet and
screamed: ‘Is that you, Bill? Oh my God! they will kill you!
Run! run! They will kill you!”

“Who’s agoin to kill me?’ said I. ‘There’s two can play at
that game!

Ten Against One.

“It's M’Kandlas and his gang. There’s ten of them and you've
no chance. They've jes gone down the road to the corn-rack.
They came up here only five minutes ago. M'Kandlas was
draggin Poor Parson Shipley on the ground with a lariat round
his neck. The preacher was most dead with choking and the
horses stamping on him. M’Kandlas knows yer bringin in that
party of Yankee cavalry, and he swears he’'ll cut yer heart out.
Run, Bill, run!—But it’s too late; they're coming up the lane’.

“While slie was a-talkin I remembered I had but one revolver,
and a load gone out of that. On the table there was a horn
of powder and some little bars of lead. I poured some powder
into the empty chamber and rammed the lead after it by ham-
mering the barrel on the table, and had just capped the pistol
when I heard M’Kandlas shout:

‘““There’s that d—d Yank Wild Bill’s horse; he’s here; and
we'll skin him alive!””

If T had thought of runnin before it was too late now and
the home was my best holt a sort of fortuss like, I never thought
I should leave that room alive.

The scout stopped in his story, rose from his seat, and strode
back and forward in a state of great excitement.

“I tell you what it is, Kernel,”” he resumed, after a while,
“I don’t mind a scrimmage with these fellers round here. Shoot
one or two of them and the rest run away. But all of the
M'Kandlas’s gang were reckless, blood-thirsty devils, who would
fight as long as they had strength to pull a trigger. I have been
in tight places, but that’s one of the few times I said my prayers.

“Surround the house and give him no quarter!” yelled
M’Kandlas. When I heard that I felt as quiet and cool as if I
was a-goin to church. [ looked round the room and saw a
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»
pulled me safe through it, after a bed siege of many a long
week.”

‘““That prayer of yours, Bill, may have been more potent for
your safety than you think. You should thank God for your
deliverance.”

‘“To tell you the truth, Kernel,” responded the scout with
a certain solemnity in his grave face, I don’t talk about sich
tkings ter the people round here, but I allers feel sort of thank-
ful when I get out of a bad scrape.”

“In all your wild, perilous adventures,” I asked him, ‘“have
you ever been afraid? Do you know what the sensation is? [
am sure you will not misunderstand the question, for I take
it we soldiers comprehend justly that there is no higher courage
than that which shows itself when the consciousness of danger
is keen but where moral strength overcomes the weakness of the
body.”

“I think I know what you mean, Sir, and I'm not ashamed to
say that I have been so frightemed that it 'peared as if all the
strength and blood had gone out of my body, and my face was
as white as chalk. It was at the Wilme Creek fight. I had fired
more than fifty cartridges, and I think fetched my man every
time. I was on the skirmish line, and was working up closer
to the rebs, when all of a sudden a battery opened fire right in
front of me, and it sounded as if forty thousand guns were fir-
ing, and every shot and shell screeched within six inches of my
head. It was the first time I was ever under artillery fire, and
I was so frightened that I couldn’t move for a minute or so, and
when I did go back the boys asked me if I had seen a ghost?
They may shoot bullets at me by the dozen, and it’s rather excit-
ing if I can shoot back, but I am always sort of nervous when
the big guns go off.”

“I would like to see you shoot.”

Wild Bill Gives Exhibition of Shooting.

“Would yer?” replied the scout, drawing his revolver; and
approaching the window, he pointed to a letter o in a sign-board
which was fixed to the stonewall of a building on the other side
of the way.

“That sign is more than fifty yards away. I will put these
six balls into the inside of the circle, which isn’t bigger than a
man’s heart.”

In an off-hand way, and without sighting the pistol with his
eye, he discharged the six shots of his revolver. 1 afterward
saw that all the bullets had entered the circle.

As Bill proceeded to reload his pistol, he said to me with
a naivete of manner which was meant to be assuring:

“Whenever you get into a row be sure and not shoot too
quick. Take time. I've known many a feller slip up for shootin*
in a hurry.”

It would be easy to fill a volume with the adventures of that
remarkable man. My object here has been to make a slight
record of one who is one of the best—perhaps the very best—
example of a class who more than any other encountered perils
and privations in defense of our nationslity.

One afternoon as General Smith and I mounted our horses
to start upon our journey toward the East, Wild Bill came to
shake hands goodby, and I said to him:

“If you have no objection I will write out for publication an
account of a few of your adventures.” ’
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