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          The desert wind would salt their ruins


        
            and there would be nothing, no ghost or


            scribe, to tell any pilgrim in his passing

  
            how it was that people had lived in this

 
            place and in this place had died.

         


          Cormac McCarthy
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  A NEW KIND OF WAR
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  CAVALRYMEN REMEMBER SUCH moments: dust swirling behind the pack mules, regimental bugles shattering the air, horses
  snorting and riders tack creaking through the ranks, their old company song rising on the wind: Come home, John! Dont stay long. Come home soon to your own
  chick-a-biddy!1 The date was October 3, 1871. Six hundred soldiers and twenty Tonkawa scouts had bivouacked on a lovely bend of the Clear Fork of
  the Brazos, in a rolling, scarred prairie of grama grass, scrub oak, sage, and chaparral, about one hundred fifty miles west of Fort Worth, Texas. Now they were breaking camp, moving out in a long,
  snaking line through the high cutbanks and quicksand streams. Though they did not know it at the time  the idea would have seemed preposterous  the sounding of boots and
  saddle that morning marked the beginning of the end of the Indian wars in America, of fully two hundred fifty years of bloody combat that had begun almost with the first landing of the first
  ship on the first fatal shore in Virginia. The final destruction of the last of the hostile tribes would not take place for a few more years. Time would be yet required to round them all up, or
  starve them out, or exterminate their sources of food, or run them to ground in shallow canyons, or kill them outright. For the moment the question was one of hard, unalloyed
  will. There had been brief spasms of official vengeance and retribution before: J. M. Chivingtons and George Armstrong Custers savage massacres of Cheyennes in 1864 and 1868 were
  examples. But in those days there was no real attempt to destroy the tribes on a larger scale, no stomach for it. That had changed, and on October 3, the change assumed the form of an order, barked
  out through the lines of command to the men of the Fourth Cavalry and Eleventh Infantry, to go forth and kill Comanches. It was the end of anything like tolerance, the beginning of the final
  solution.


  The white men were grunts, bluecoats, cavalry, and dragoons; mostly veterans of the War Between the States who now found themselves at the edge of the known universe, ascending to the turreted
  rock towers that gated the fabled Llano Estacado  Coronados term for it, meaning palisaded plains of West Texas, a country populated exclusively by the most hostile
  Indians on the continent, where few US soldiers had ever gone before. The llano was a place of extreme desolation, a vast, trackless, and featureless ocean of grass where white men became lost and
  disoriented and died of thirst; a place where the imperial Spanish had once marched confidently forth to hunt Comanches, only to find that they themselves were the hunted, the ones to be
  slaughtered. In 1864, Kit Carson had led a large force of federal troops from Santa Fe and attacked a Comanche band at a trading post called Adobe Walls, north of modern-day Amarillo. He had
  survived it, but had come within a whisker of watching his three companies of cavalry and infantry destroyed.2


  The troops were now going back, because enough was enough, because President Grants vaunted Peace Policy toward the remaining Indians, run by his gentle Quaker appointees,
  had failed utterly to bring peace, and finally because the exasperated general in chief of the army, William Tecumseh Sherman, had ordered it so. Shermans chosen agent of
  destruction was a civil war hero named Ranald Slidell Mackenzie, a difficult, moody, and implacable young man who had graduated first in his class from West Point in 1862 and had finished the Civil
  War, remarkably, as a brevet brigadier general. Because his hand was gruesomely disfigured from war wounds, the Indians called him No-Finger Chief, or Bad Hand. A complex destiny awaited him.
  Within four years he would prove himself the most brutally effective Indian fighter in American history. In roughly that same time period, while General George Armstrong Custer achieved world fame
  in failure and catastrophe, Mackenzie would become obscure in victory. But it was Mackenzie, not Custer, who would teach the rest of the army how to fight Indians. As he moved his men across the
  broken, stream-crossed country, past immense herds of buffalo and prairie-dog towns that stretched to the horizon, Colonel Mackenzie did not have a clear idea of what he was doing, where precisely
  he was going, or how to fight Plains Indians in their homelands. Neither did he have the faintest idea that he would be the one largely responsible for defeating the last of the hostile Indians. He
  was new to this sort of Indian fighting, and would make many mistakes in the coming weeks. He would learn from them.


  For now, Mackenzie was the instrument of retribution. He had been dispatched to kill Comanches in their Great Plains fastness because, six years after the end of the Civil War, the western
  frontier was an open and bleeding wound, a smoking ruin littered with corpses and charred chimneys, a place where anarchy and torture killings had replaced the rule of law, where Indians and
  especially Comanches raided at will. Victorious in war, unchallenged by foreign foes in North America for the first time in its history, the Union now found itself unable to deal with the handful
  of remaining Indian tribes that had not been destroyed, assimilated, or forced to retreat meekly onto reservations where they quickly learned the meaning of abject subjugation
  and starvation. The hostiles were all residents of the Great Plains; all were mounted, well armed, and driven now by a mixture of vengeance and political desperation. They were Comanches, Kiowas,
  Arapahoes, Cheyennes, and Western Sioux. For Mackenzie on the southern plains, Comanches were the obvious target: no tribe in the history of the Spanish, French, Mexican, Texan, and American
  occupations of this land had ever caused so much havoc and death. None was even a close second.


  Just how bad things were in 1871 along this razor edge of civilization could be seen in the numbers of settlers who had abandoned their lands. The frontier, carried westward with so much sweat
  and blood and toil, was now rolling backward, retreating. Colonel Randolph Marcy, who accompanied Sherman on a western tour in the spring, and who had known the country intimately for decades, had
  been shocked to find that in many places there were fewer people than eighteen years before. If the Indian marauders are not punished, he wrote, the whole country seems in a
  fair way of becoming totally depopulated.3 This phenomenon was not entirely unknown in the history of the New World. The Comanches had also stopped
  cold the northward advance of the Spanish empire in the eighteenth century  an empire that had, up to that point, easily subdued and killed millions of Indians in Mexico and moved at will
  through the continent. Now, after more than a century of relentless westward movement, they were rolling back civilizations advance again, only on a much larger scale. Whole areas of the
  borderlands were simply emptying out, melting back eastward toward the safety of the forests. One county  Wise  had seen its population drop from 3,160 in the year 1860 to 1,450 in
  1870. In some places the line of settlements had been driven back a hundred miles.4 If General Sherman wondered about the cause 
  as he once did  his tour with Marcy relieved him of his doubts. That spring they had narrowly missed being killed themselves by a party of raiding Indians. The Indians, mostly Kiowas, passed
  them over because of a shamans superstitions and had instead attacked a nearby wagon train. What happened was typical of the savage, revenge-driven attacks by Comanches and Kiowas in Texas
  in the postwar years. What was not typical was Shermans proximity and his own very personal and mortal sense that he might have been a victim, too. Because of that the raid became famous,
  known to history as the Salt Creek Massacre.5


  Seven men were killed in the raid, though that does not begin to describe the horror of what Mackenzie found at the scene. According to Captain Robert G. Carter, Mackenzies subordinate,
  who witnessed its aftermath, the victims were stripped, scalped, and mutilated. Some had been beheaded and others had their brains scooped out. Their fingers, toes and private parts had been
  cut off and stuck in their mouths, wrote Carter, and their bodies, now lying in several inches of water and swollen or bloated beyond all chance of recognition, were filled full of
  arrows, which made them resemble porcupines. They had clearly been tortured, too. Upon each exposed abdomen had been placed a mass of live coals . . . One wretched man, Samuel
  Elliott, who, fighting hard to the last, had evidently been wounded, was found chained between two wagon wheels and, a fire having been made from the wagon pole, he had been slowly roasted to death
   burnt to a crisp.6


  Thus the settlers headlong flight eastward, especially on the Texas frontier, where such raiding was at its worst. After so many long and successful wars of conquest and dominion, it
  seemed implausible that the westward rush of Anglo-European civilization would stall in the prairies of central Texas. No tribe had ever managed to resist for very long the surge
  of nascent American civilization with its harquebuses and blunderbusses and muskets and eventually lethal repeating weapons and its endless stocks of eager, land-greedy settlers, its elegant moral
  double standards and its complete disregard for native interests. Beginning with the subjection of the Atlantic coastal tribes (Pequots, Penobscots, Pamunkeys, Wampanoags, et al), hundreds of
  tribes and bands had either perished from the earth, been driven west into territories, or forcibly assimilated. This included the Iroquois and their enormous, warlike confederation that ruled the
  area of presentday New York; the once powerful Delawares, driven west into the lands of their enemies; the Iroquois, then yet farther west into even more murderous foes on the plains. The Shawnees
  of the Ohio Country had fought a desperate rearguard action starting in the 1750s. The great nations of the south  Chicasaw, Cherokee, Seminole, Creek, and Choctaw  saw their
  reservation lands expropriated in spite of a string of treaties; they were coerced westward into lands given them in yet more treaties that were violated before they were even signed; hounded along
  a trail of tears until they, too, landed in Indian Territory (present-day Oklahoma), a land controlled by Comanches, Kiowas, Araphoes, and Cheyennes.


  Even stranger was that the Comanches stunning success was happening amid phenomenal technological and social changes in the west. In 1869 the Transcontinental Railroad was completed,
  linking the industrializing east with the developing west and rendering the old trails  Oregon, Santa Fe, and tributaries  instantly obsolete. With the rails came cattle, herded
  northward in epic drives to railheads by Texans who could make fast fortunes getting them to Chicago markets. With the rails, too, came buffalo hunters carrying deadly accurate .50-caliber Sharps
  rifles that could kill effectively at extreme range  grim, violent, opportunistic men blessed now by both a market in the east for buffalo leather and the means of getting
  it there. In 1871 the buffalo still roamed the plains: Earlier that year a herd of four million had been spotted near the Arkansas River in present-day southern Kansas. The main body was fifty
  miles deep and twenty-five miles wide.7 But the slaughter had already begun. It would soon become the greatest mass destruction of warm-blooded animals in
  human history. In Kansas alone the bones of thirty-one million buffalo were sold for fertilizer between 1868 and 1881.8 All of these profound changes were
  under way as Mackenzies Raiders departed their camps on the Clear Fork. The nation was booming; a railroad had finally stitched it together. There was only this one obstacle left: the
  warlike and unreconstructed Indian tribes who inhabited the physical wastes of the Great Plains.


  Of those, the most remote, primitive, and irredeemably hostile were a band of Comanches known as the Quahadis. Like all Plains Indians, they were nomadic. They hunted primarily the southernmost
  part of the high plains, a place known to the Spanish, who had been abjectly driven from it, as Comancheria. The Llano Estacado, located within Comancheria, was a dead-flat tableland larger than
  New England and rising, in its highest elevations, to more than five thousand feet. For Europeans, the land was like a bad hallucination. Although I traveled over them for more than 300
  leagues, wrote Coronado in a letter to the king of Spain on October 20, 1541, [there were] no more landmarks than if we had been swallowed up by the sea . . . there was not a stone,
  nor a bit of rising ground, nor a tree, nor a shrub, nor anything to go by.9 The Canadian River formed its northern boundary. In the east was the
  precipitous Caprock Escarpment, a cliff rising somewhere between two hundred and one thousand feet that demarcates the high plains from the lower Permian Plains below, giving the Quahadis something
  that approximated a gigantic, nearly impregnable fortress. Unlike almost all of the other tribal bands on the plains, the Quahadis had always shunned contact with Anglos. They
  would not even trade with them, as a general principle, preferring the Mexican traders from Santa Fe, known as Comancheros. So aloof were they that in the numerous Indian ethnographies compiled
  from 1758 onward chronicling the various Comanche bands (there were as many as thirteen), they do not even show up until 1872.10 For this reason they
  had largely avoided the cholera plagues of 1816 and 1849 that had ravaged western tribes and had destroyed fully half of all Comanches. Virtually alone among all bands of all tribes in North
  America, they never signed a treaty. Quahadis were the hardest, fiercest, least yielding component of a tribe that had long had the reputation as the most violent and warlike on the continent; if
  they ran low on water, they were known to drink the contents of a dead horses stomach, something even the toughest Texas Ranger would not do. Even other Comanches feared them. They were the
  richest of all plains bands in the currency by which Indians measured wealth  horses  and in the years after the Civil War managed a herd of some fifteen thousand. They also owned
  Texas cattle without number.11


  On that clear autumn day in 1871, Mackenzies troops were hunting Quahadis. Because they were nomadic, it was not possible to fix their location. One could know only their general ranges,
  their hunting grounds, perhaps old camp locations. They were known to hunt the Llano Estacado; they liked to camp in the depths of Palo Duro Canyon, the second-largest canyon in North America after
  the Grand Canyon; they often stayed near the headwaters of the Pease River and McClellans Creek; and in Blanco Canyon, all within a roughly hundred-mile ambit of present-day Amarillo in the
  upper Texas Panhandle. If you were pursuing them, as Mackenzie was, you had your Tonkawa scouts fan out far in advance of the column. The Tonks, as they were called, members of
  an occasionally cannibalistic Indian tribe that had nearly been exterminated by Comanches and whose remaining members lusted for vengeance, would look for signs, try to cut trails, then follow the
  trails to the lodges. Without them the army would never have had the shadow of a chance against these or any Indians on the open plains.


  By the afternoon of the second day, the Tonks had found a trail. They reported to Mackenzie that they were tracking a Quahadi band under the leadership of a brilliant young war chief named
  Quanah  a Comanche word that meant odor or fragrance. The idea was to find and destroy Quanahs village. Mac kenzie had a certain advantage in that no white
  man had ever dared try such a thing before; not in the panhandle plains, not against the Quahadis.


  Mackenzie and his men did not know much about Quanah. No one did. Though there is an intimacy of information on the frontier  opposing sides often had a surprisingly detailed
  understanding of one another, in spite of the enormous physical distances between them and the fact that they were trying to kill one another  Quanah was simply too young for anyone to know
  much about him yet, where he had been, or what he had done. Though no one would be able to even estimate the date of his birth until many years later, it was mostly likely in 1848, making him
  twenty-three that year and eight years younger than Mackenzie, who was also so young that few people in Texas, Indian or white, knew much about him at the time. Both men achieved their fame only in
  the final, brutal Indian wars of the mid-1870s. Quanah was exceptionally young to be a chief. He was reputed to be ruthless, clever, and fearless in battle.


  But there was something else about Quanah, too. He was a half-breed, the son of a Comanche chief and a white woman. People on the Texas frontier would soon learn this about him, partly Empire
  because the fact was so exceptional. Comanche warriors had for centuries taken female captives  Indian, French, English, Spanish, Mexican, and American  and
  fathered children by them who were raised as Comanches. But there is no record of any prominent half-white Comanche war chief. By the time Mackenzie was hunting him in 1871, Quanahs mother
  had long been famous. She was the best known of all Indian captives of the era, discussed in drawing rooms in New York and London as the white squaw because she had refused on
  repeated occasions to return to her people, thus challenging one of the most fundamental of the Eurocentric assumptions about Indian ways: that given the choice between the sophisticated,
  industrialized, Christian culture of Europe and the savage, bloody, and morally backward ways of the Indians, no sane person would ever choose the latter. Few, other than Quanahs mother,
  did. Her name was Cynthia Ann Parker. She was the daughter of one of early Texass most prominent families, one that included Texas Ranger captains, politicians, and prominent Baptists who
  founded the states first Protestant church. In 1836, at the age of nine, she had been kidnapped in a Comanche raid at Parkers Fort, ninety miles south of present Dallas. She soon
  forgot her mother tongue, learned Indian ways, and became a full member of the tribe. She married Peta Nocona, a prominent war chief, and had three children by him, of whom Quanah was the eldest.
  In 1860, when Quanah was twelve, Cynthia Ann was recaptured during an attack by Texas Rangers on her village, during which everyone but her and her infant daughter, Prairie Flower, were killed.
  Mackenzie and his soldiers most likely knew the story of Cynthia Ann Parker  most everyone on the frontier did  but they had no idea that her blood ran in Quanahs veins. They
  would not learn this until 1875. For now they knew only that he was the target of the largest anti-Indian expedition mounted since 1865, one of the largest ever undertaken.


  Mackenzies Fourth Cavalry, which he would soon build into a grimly efficient mobile assault force, for the moment consisted largely of timeservers who were unprepared
  to encounter the likes of Quanah and his hardened plains warriors. The soldiers were operating well beyond the ranges of civilization, beyond anything like a trail they could follow or any
  landmarks they could possibly have recognized. They were dismayed to learn that their principal water sources were buffalo wallow holes that, according to Carter, were stagnant, warm,
  nauseating, odorous with smells, and covered with green slime that had to be pushed aside.12 Their inexperience was evident during their first
  night on the trail. Sometime around midnight, above the din of a West Texas windstorm, the men heard a tremendous tramping and an unmistakable snorting and bellowing.13 That sound, as they soon discovered, was made by stampeding buffalo. The soldiers had made the horrendous mistake of making camp between a large herd of buffalo
  and its water source. Panicked, the men emerged from their tents in darkness, screaming and waving blankets and trying desperately to turn the stampeding animals. They succeeded, but by the
  smallest of margins. The immense herds of brown monsters were caromed off and they stampeded to our left at breakneck speed, wrote Carter, rushing and jostling but flushing
  only the edge of one of our horse herds . . . one could hardly repress a shudder of what might have been the result of this nocturnal visit, for although the horses were strongly lariated
  out, staked, or picketed, nothing could have saved them from the terror which this headlong charge would have inevitably created, had we not heard them just in
  time to turn the leading herds.14


  Miraculously spared the consequences of their own ignorance, the bluecoats rounded up the stray horses, broke camp at dawn, and spent the day riding westward over a rolling mesquite prairie
  pocked with prairie-dog towns. The latter were common in the Empire Texas Panhandle and extremely dangerous to horses and mules. Think of enormous anthills populated by
  oversized rodents, stretching for miles. The troopers passed more herds of buffalo, vast and odorous, and rivers whose gypsum-infused water was impossible to drink. They passed curious-looking
  trading stations, abandoned now, consisting of caves built into the sides of cliffs and reinforced with poles that looked like prison bars.


  On the second day they ran into more trouble. Mackenzie ordered a night march, hoping to surprise the enemy in its camps. His men struggled through steep terrain, dense brush, ravines, and
  arroyos. After hours of what Carter described as trials and tribulations and much hard talk verging on profanity and many rather comical scenes, they fetched up bruised
  and battered in the dead end of a small canyon and had to wait until daybreak to find their way out. A few hours later they reached the Freshwater Fork of the Brazos, deep in Indian territory, in a
  broad, shallow thirty-mile-long valley that averaged fifteen hundred feet in width and was cut by smaller side canyons. The place was known as Blanco Canyon and was located just to the east of
  present- day Lubbock, one of the Quahadis favorite campgrounds.


  Whatever surprise Mackenzie had hoped for was gone. On the third day the Tonkawa scouts realized they were being shadowed by a group of four Comanche warriors, who had been watching their every
  move, presumably including what must have seemed to them the comical blunders of the night march. The Tonks gave chase, but the hostiles being better mounted soon distanced their pursuers
  and vanished into the hills. This was not surprising: in two hundred years of enmity, the Tonkawas had never been close to matching the horsemanship of the Comanches. They always
  lost. The result was that, while the cavalrymen and dragoons had no idea where the Comanches were camped, Quanah knew precisely what Mackenzie was doing and where he was. The next night Mackenzie compounded the error by allowing the men the indulgence of campfires, tantamount to painting a large arrow in the canyon pointing to their camp. Some of the companies
  blundered yet again by failing to place sleeping parties among the horses.


  At around midnight, the regiment was awakened by a succession of unearthly, high-pitched yells. Those were followed by shots, and more yells, and suddenly the camp was alive with Comanches
  riding at full gallop. Exactly what the Indians were doing was soon apparent: mingled with the screams and gunshots and general mayhem of the camp was another sound, only barely audible at first,
  then rising quickly to something like rolling thunder. The men quickly realized, to their horror, that it was the sound of stampeding horses. Their horses. Amid shouts of Every man to
  his lariat! six hundred panicked horses tore loose through the camp, rearing, jumping, and plunging at full speed. Lariats snapped with the sound of pistol shots; iron picket pins that a few
  minutes before had been used to secure the horses now whirled and snapped about their necks like airborne sabres. Men tried to grab them and were thrown to the ground and dragged among the horses,
  their hands lacerated and bleeding.


  When it was all over, the soldiers discovered that Quanah and his warriors had made off with seventy of their best horses and mules, including Colonel Mackenzies magnificent gray pacer.
  In west Texas in 1871, stealing someones horse was often equivalent to a death sentence. It was an old Indian tactic, especially on the high plains, to simply steal white mens horses
  and leave them to die of thirst or starvation. Comanches had used it to lethal effect against the Spanish in the early eighteenth century. In any case, an unmounted army regular stood little chance
  against a mounted Comanche.


  This midnight raid was Quanahs calling card, a clear message that hunting him and his Comanche warriors in their homeland was going to be a difficult and treacherous
  business. Thus began what would become known to history as the Battle of Blanco Canyon, which was in turn the opening salvo in a bloody Indian war in the highlands of west Texas that would last
  four years and culminate in the final destruction of the Comanche nation. Blanco Canyon would also provide the US Army with its first look at Quanah. Captain Carter, who would win the Congressional
  Medal of Honor for his bravery in Blanco Canyon, offered this description of the young war chief in battle on the day after the midnight stampede:


  
    
      
        A large and powerfully built chief led the bunch, on a coal black racing pony. Leaning forward upon his mane, his heels nervously working in the animals side, with
        six-shooter poised in the air, he seemed the incarnation of savage, brutal joy. His face was smeared with black warpaint, which gave his features a satanic look. . . A full-length headdress
        or war bonnet of eagles feathers, spreading out as he rode, and descending from his forehead, over head and back, to his ponys tail, almost swept the ground. Large brass hoops
        were in his ears; he was naked to the waist, wearing simply leggings, moccasins and a breechclout. A necklace of bears claws hung about his neck . . . Bells jingled as he rode at
        headlong speed, followed by the leading warriors, all eager to outstrip him in the race. It was Quanah, principal warchief of the Qua-ha-das.15

      

    

  


  Moments later, Quanah wheeled his horse in the direction of an unfortunate private named Seander Gregg and, as Carter and his men watched, blew Greggs brains out.
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  A LETHAL PARADISE
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  THUS DID QUANAH PARKER, the son of a white woman from an invading
  civilization, begin to fulfill an intricate destiny. He would soon become one of the main targets of forty-six companies of US Army infantry and cavalry  three thousand men  the
  largest force ever dispatched to hunt down and destroy Indians. He was to become the last chief of the most dominant and influential tribe in American history. What follows is, in the largest
  sense, the story of Quanah and his family. It has its roots in both the ancient tribal heritage of the Comanches and in the indomitable, fate-cursed Parker clan, which came to symbolize for many
  nineteenth-century Americans the horrors and the hopes of the frontier. The two lineal streams came together in his mother, Cynthia Ann, whose life with the Comanches and fateful return to white
  civilization form one of the Old Wests great narratives. Behind it all is the story of the rise and fall of the Comanches. No tribe in the history of North America had more to say about the
  nations destiny. Quanah was merely the final product of everything they had believed and dreamed of and fought for over a span of two hundred fifty years. The kidnapping of a blue-eyed,
  nine-year-old Cynthia Ann in 1836 marked the start of the white mans forty-year war with the Comanches, in which Quanah would play a leading role. In one sense, the
  Parkers are the beginning and end of the Comanches in US history.


  The story starts, as it must, in Texas in the tumultuous and transformative year of 1836, twelve years before Cynthia Ann Parker gave birth to Quanah in a patch of prairie flowers on Elk Creek
  near the Wichita Mountains in southwestern Oklahoma.1


  That year General Antonio Lpez de Santa Anna made an epic blunder that changed the destiny of Texas, and thus of the North American continent. On March 6, while flying
  the blood-red flag of no quarter given, some two thousand of his Mexican troops destroyed several hundred Texans at a small mission known as the Alamo in the town of San Antonio de
  Bexar. At the time it seemed like a great victory. It was a catastrophic mistake. He compounded it three weeks later at the nearby town of Goliad when he ordered his army to execute some three
  hundred fifty Texan soldiers after they had surrendered. The prisoners were marched out in columns, shot down, and their bodies burned. Wounded men were dragged into the streets of the presidio to
  be shot. These acts created martyrs and spawned legends. The murderous ferocity of the Alamo fighters was mere prelude to what happened next. On April 21, at the Battle of San Jacinto, a force of
  Texans under the command of General Sam Houston outmaneuvered Santa Annas army, cornered it against a muddy bayou, and, with extreme bias, destroyed it. The victory marked the end of Mexican
  rule north of the Rio Grande, and the birth of a sovereign nation called the Republic of Texas.2


  The news was cause for jubilation among the settlers, and in the spring of 1836 no citizens of the new republic had greater reason to celebrate than an extended family of religious,
  enterprising, transplanted easterners known to their neighbors as the Parker Clan. Drawn by the promise of free land, they had journeyed to Texas from Illinois in 1833 in a
  caravan of thirty oxcarts. The deal they were offered seemed almost too good to be true. In exchange for meaningless promises of allegiance to Mexico (of which Texas was still a part), several
  Parker family heads were each given grants of 4,600 acres of land in central Texas near the present town of Mexia. In perpetuity. No taxes or customs duties for ten years. Pooling their resources,
  they had aggregated adjacent lands totaling 16,100 acres (25.2 square miles), a veritable kingdom by the standards of their native Virginia. (They supplemented their grants with another 2,300 acres
  they bought themselves for $2,000.)3 The land itself was magnificent, located at the edge of Texass prodigiously fertile blackland prairie,
  timbered with forests of post oak, ash, walnut, and sweet gum, and crossed with broad, rolling meadowlands. There was a bubbling spring (a gushing fountain4 in one description), several creeks, and the nearby Navasota River. Fish and game abounded. In 1835 about two dozen people representing six Parker families and relatives built
  a one-acre fort on the property containing four blockhouses, six log cabins, and a bulletproof front gate, all enclosed by sharpened, cedar-timber walls fifteen feet high. There were gunports
  everywhere, even in the floor of the blockhouses second story, and benches on which shooters could stand. Parkers Fort was a small  and prodigiously fortified  pastoral
  utopia. It was exactly the sort of place most American pioneers dreamed of.


  The fort had another distinction: in the year of Texass independence it was situated on the absolute outermost edge of the Indian frontier. There were no Anglo settlements to the west, no
  towns, no houses, no permanent structures of any kind save for the grass huts of the Wichitas or the makeshift shacks of Comancheros and other Indian traders. (Between Parkers Fort and
  Mexican California stood Santa Fe and the small, scattered settlements of New Mexico.) And the fort was so far beyond the ordinary line of settlements that there were hardly any
  people behind it, either. In 1835, Texas had a population of fewer than forty thousand.5 Though a few towns like Nacogdoches and San Antonio had
  both histories and bustling cultures, most of their residents lived on farms and plantations and in small settlements along river bottoms. Almost all were subsistence farmers, and most lacked any
  sort of government protection at all. Whatever small and unresponsive Mexican forces had existed were now gone, and the fragile Texas republic had better things to do than protect lunatic Anglo
  farmers who insisted on living beyond civilizations last outposts. Along with a handful of widely scattered neighbors, the Parkers were left to their own devices in a truly anarchic place
  ruled entirely by Indians.


  But the Parkers were even more alone on the frontier than this description suggests. To say that their fort was near presentday Dallas might suggest that the entire Indian frontier in North
  America in those days ran northward toward Canada along that line of longitude. But in 1836 the only borderland where white civilization met hostile Plains Indians was in Texas. Oklahoma was pure
  Indian territory, a place where beaten tribes of the South and middle Atlantic states were being forcibly relocated, often right on top of warlike plains tribes. The Indian-dominated plains north
  of that  part of the future states of Kansas, Nebraska, and the Dakotas  were simply unreached yet by anything like civilization. The first fight between the US Army and the Lakota
  nation on the northern plains did not take place until 1854.6 The Oregon Trail did not exist yet. All of the towns on the hostile frontier were in Texas.
  You can think of the Parkers land as the tip of a blunt finger of Anglo-European civilization jutting out into the last stronghold of untamed Indians in America. That anyone, let alone
  families with babies and small children, would possibly want to settle there was scarcely imaginable to most people in the civilized east. In 1836 it was an extremely dangerous place.


  Which does not explain why, on the warm and fragrant spring morning of May 19, less than a month after the Battle of San Jacinto had removed most of what passed for federal
  power from the territory, the Parker clan was behaving as though they were living on a settled, hundred-year-old farm west of Philadelphia. Ten of the sixteen able-bodied men were out working the
  cornfields. The eight women and nine children were inside the fort, but for some reason the massive, armored gate had been left wide open. The men who remained there were unarmed. Though the
  Parkers had been the prime movers behind the formation of the original companies of Texas Rangers7  designed specifically to deal with the Comanche
  threat8  local commander James Parker had, as he put it, recently disbanded the troops under my command9 because he perceived little danger. Later he conceded that there may have been another reason: in his own words, because the government was not in a condition to bear
  the expense of supporting troops10  meaning he would not get paid. It remains unclear how he and his brother Silas, also a Ranger captain,
  could possibly have come to the conclusion that their settlement was, even temporarily, safe. They were almost certainly aware of recent Comanche raids in the area: in mid-April a caravan of
  settlers had been attacked and two women kidnapped; on May 1, a family named Hibbons had been attacked on the Guadalupe River. Two men had been killed and Mrs Hibbons and her two children had been
  taken captive. She had somehow escaped, and later wandered battered, bleeding, and nearly naked into a camp full of astonished Rangers in the middle of the night. The Rangers managed to rescue the
  children from a Comanche camp.11 Under normal circumstances, a small group of defenders at Parkers Fort could have held off a direct assault from
  a large body of Indians.12 As it was, they were easy prey.


  At ten oclock in the morning a large band of Indians rode up to the fort, stopping in front of its main gate. Estimates of the number of warriors vary from one hundred
  to six hundred, but the smaller number is probably more accurate. There were women, too, mounted like the men. The riders carried a white flag, which might have reassured more nave settlers.
  The Parkers were too new to the western frontier to know exactly who this painted-for-war group was  seventeen-year-old Rachel Parker Plummer guessed incorrectly, and perhaps wishfully, that
  they were Tawakonis, Caddoes, Keechis, Wacos, and other sedentary bands of central Texas13  but they had encountered Indians before
  and knew immediately that they had made a disastrous error in leaving themselves so exposed. Had they fully understood whom they were confronting  mostly Comanches, but also some Kiowas,
  their frequent running mates  they might have anticipated the horrors that were about to descend on them. As it was, there was nothing to do but play along with the idea of a parlay, so
  forty-eight-year-old Benjamin Parker, one of the six men in the fort, walked out to meet the warriors.


  What happened next is one of the most famous events in the history of the American frontier, in part because it came to be regarded by historians as the start of the longest and most brutal of
  all the wars between Americans and a single Indian tribe.14 Most of the wars against Native Americans in the East, South, and Midwest had lasted only a
  few years. Hostile tribes made trouble for a while but were soon tracked to their villages where their lodgings and crops were burned, the inhabitants exterminated or forced to surrender. Lengthy
  wars against the Shawnees, for example, were really just a series of Indian defeats strung out over many years (and complicated by British-French alliances). Wars against the northern
  Plains Indians such as the Sioux started much later, and did not last nearly as long.


  When Benjamin Parker reached the assembled Indians, alone, on foot and unarmed, they told him they wanted a cow to slaughter and also directions to a water hole. He told them
  they could not have the cow, but offered other food. He returned to the fort through the open gate, told his thirty- two-year-old brother, Silas, what the Indians had said, remarked on the
  absurdity of their request for directions to water when their horses were still dripping wet, then gathered up a few staples and bravely went back out, even though Silas warned him not to.
  Meanwhile, seventy-eight-year-old family patriarch John Parker, his elderly wife Sallie, and Rachel Plummers sister Sarah Parker Nixon were fleeing out the back exit, a low doorway 
  too low for a horse to pass through  that led to the spring.15 Another Parker in-law, G. E. Dwight, did the same with his family, prompting Silas
  to say, scornfully: Good Lord, Dwight, you are not going to run? Stand and fight like a man, and if we have to die we will sell our lives as dearly as we can. This was bad advice.
  Dwight ignored it. In spite of his bravado, Silas had left his shot pouch back in his cabin. He then made another mistake, failing to tell his niece Rachel to join the others and run away with her
  fourteen-month-old son, James Pratt Plummer. Do you stand here, he said to her instead, and watch the Indians motions while until I run into the house for my shot
  pouch.


  But events were moving much faster than Silas Parker had expected. As Rachel watched in horror, the Indians surrounded her uncle Benjamin and impaled him on their lances. He was clubbed, shot
  with arrows at extremely close range, and then, probably still alive, scalped. This all happened very quickly. Leaving Benjamin, the Indians turned and charged the fort. Rachel was already running
  with her son in her arms toward the back door. She was quickly caught. In her own detailed account a large sulky Indian picked up a hoe and knocked me down.16 She fainted, and when she came to was being dragged by her long red hair, bleeding profusely from her head wound. I made several unsuccessful attempts to raise my feet
  before I could do it, she wrote. She was taken to the main body of Indians, where she saw her uncles mutilated face and body up close. She saw her son in the arms
  of an Indian on horseback. Two Comanche women began to beat her with a whip. I supposed, Rachel recalled, that it was to make me quit crying.17


  Meanwhile the Indians attacked the men who had remained in the fort, killing Silas and his relatives Samuel and Robert Frost. All three were scalped. Next, the warriors turned to a task
  especially suited to mounted, raiding Plains Indians: running down fleeing, screaming victims. Elder John Parker, his wife Sallie, and her daughter Elizabeth Kellogg, a young widow, had managed to
  travel three quarters of a mile when the Indians overtook them. All three were surrounded and stripped of all of their clothing. One can only imagine their horror as they cowered stark naked before
  their tormentors on the open plain. The Indians then went to work on them, attacking the old man with tomahawks, and forcing Granny Parker, who kept trying to look away, to watch what they did to
  him.18 They scalped him, cut off his genitals, and killed him, in what order no one will ever know. Then they turned their attentions to Granny, pinning
  her to the ground with their lances, raping her, driving a knife deep into one of her breasts, and leaving her for dead.19 They threw Elizabeth Kellogg
  on a horse and took her away.


  In all the confusion, Silas Parkers wife Lucy and her four children had also run out the back gate of the fort in the direction of the cornfields. The Indians caught them, too, forced
  Lucy to surrender two of her children, then dragged her, the two remaining children, and one of the men (L. D. Nixon) back to the fort, where they were somehow rescued by three men from the
  cornfields who had arrived with rifles. The two children who remained in captivity were soon to become household names on the western frontier: Silas and Lucy Parkers blue-eyed,
  nine-year-old daughter, Cynthia Ann, and her seven-year-old brother, John Richard.


  Thus ended the main battle. It had taken barely half an hour and had left five men dead: Benjamin Parker, Silas Parker, Samuel and Robert Frost, and Elder John Parker. Two
  women were wounded, Cynthia Anns mother, Lucy, and Granny Parker, who had miraculously survived. The raiders had taken two women and three children captive: Rachel Parker Plummer and her
  toddler son (the first child born at Parkers Fort),20 Elizabeth Kellogg, and the two young Parker children. Before they left, the Indians killed
  a number of cattle, looted the place, and set fire to some of the houses. They broke bottles, slashed open the tick mattresses, threw the feathers in the air, and carried out a great number
  of my fathers books and medicines, in Rachels description. She described what happened to some of the looters:


  
    
      
        Among [my fathers medicines] was a bottle of pulverized arsenic, which the Indians mistook for a kind of white paint, with which they painted their faces and bodies
        all over, dissolving it in their saliva. The bottle was brought to me to tell them what it was. I told them I did not know though I knew because the bottle was labeled.21

      

    

  


  Four of the Indians painted their faces with the arsenic. According to Rachel, all of them died, presumably in horrible agony.


  In the aftermath of the raid, there were two groups of survivors, neither of which knew of the others existence. Rachels father, James Parker, led a group of eighteen  six
  adults and twelve children  through the dense wilderness of trees, bushes, briars, and blackberry vines along the Navasota River, terrified the whole time that Indians would find them.
  Parker wrote: every few steps did I see briars tear the legs of the little children until the blood trickled down so that they could have been tracked by it.22 Every time they came to a sandy part of the river bottom, Parker had them walk backward across it to confuse pursuers. Unfortunately this ploy also fooled
  the other group of survivors, who never found them, though both were headed to the same place: Fort Houston, near modern-day Palestine, Texas, roughly sixty-five miles away.23 At one point Jamess group went thirty-six hours without food, finally eating only after he managed to catch and drown a skunk. They traveled for five days and
  finally gave up, too exhausted to continue. James went on alone to get help, covering the last thirty-six miles to Fort Houston, amazingly, in a single day. Four days later, the second group of
  refugees arrived at the same place. The survivors did not return to bury their dead until July 19, fully one month after the raid.


  The preceding description may seem needlessly bloody in its details. But it typified Comanche raids in an era that was defined by such attacks. This was the actual, and often
  quite grim, reality of the frontier. There is no dressing it up, though most accounts of Indian depredations (the newspapers favorite euphemism) at the time often refused even
  to acknowledge that the women had been victims of abuse. But everyone knew. What happened to the Parkers was what any settler on the frontier would have learned to expect, and to fear. In its
  particulars the raid was exactly what the Spanish and their successors, the Mexicans, had endured in south Texas, New Mexico, and northern Mexico since the late 1600s, and what the Apaches, Osages,
  Tonkawas, and other tribes had been subjected to for several centuries. Most of the early raids in Texas were driven by a desire for horses or whatever loot could be taken. Later, especially in the
  last days of the Indian wars, vengeance would become the principal motivation. (The Salt Creek Massacre in 1871 was an example.) The savagery of those raids would make the violence at
  Parkers Fort seem tame and unimaginative by comparison.


  The logic of Comanche raids was straightforward: all the men were killed, and any men who were captured alive were tortured to death as a matter of course, some more slowly
  than others; the captive women were gang-raped. Some were killed, some tortured. But a portion of them, particularly if they were young, would be spared (though vengeance could always be a motive
  for slaying hostages). Babies were invariably killed, while preadolescents were often adopted by Comanches or other tribes. This treatment was not reserved for whites or Mexicans; it was practiced
  just as energetically on rival Indian tribes. Though few horses were taken, the Parkers Fort raid must have been deemed a success: there were no Indian casualties, and they had netted five
  captives who could be ransomed back to the whites for horses, weapons, or food.


  The brutality of the raid also underscores the audacity of the Parker family itself. Though they had built themselves a sturdy fort, they quite obviously neither farmed nor hunted nor gathered
  water within its walls. They were of necessity often outside its stockades, constantly exposed to attack and under no illusions about the presence of warlike Indians or about what they did to their
  captives. There was no quality of self-deception in their undertaking. And yet they persisted, bred prolifically, raised their children, farmed their fields, and worshipped God, all in a place
  where almost every waking moment held a mortal threat.


  As a breed they were completely alien to the Plains Indians experience of Europeans. When the Spanish empire had moved ruthlessly north from Mexico City in the seventeenth and eighteenth
  centuries, dominating, killing, and subjugating native tribes along the way, it had done so in an extremely organized, centrally controlled fashion. Military presidios and Catholic missions were
  built and staffed first; soldiers arrived; colonists followed and stayed close to Mothers skirts. The westward push of the Americans followed a radically different course. Its vanguard was
  not federal troops and federal forts but simple farmers imbued with a fierce Calvinist work ethic, steely optimism, and a cold-eyed aggressiveness that made them refuse to yield
  even in the face of extreme danger. They were said to fear God so much that there was no fear left over for anyone or anything else.24 They habitually
  declined to honor government treaties with Native Americans, believing in their hearts that the land belonged to them. They hated Indians with a particular passion, considering them something less
  than fully human, and thus blessed with inalienable rights to absolutely nothing. Government in all its forms lagged behind such frontier folk, often showing up much later and often reluctantly.
  This was who the Parkers were. Elder John and his sons had lugged themselves westward out of the wet green forests of the east and toward the scorching treeless prairies of the countrys
  heartland. They were militant predestinarian Baptists, severe in their religion and intolerant of people who did not believe as they did. Johns eldest son, Daniel, the clans guiding
  spirit, was one of the leading Baptist preachers of his generation and spent his life picking doctrinal fights with his fellow churchmen. He founded the first Protestant church in Texas. The
  Parkers were politically connected, too. Both James and Daniel were representatives to the political gathering in 1835 known as the consultation whose purpose was to organize a
  provisional government for Texas.


  Though their lands were temporarily abandoned after the raid, parts of the extended Parker clan were soon pushing restlessly westward again. They, more than columns of dusty bluecoats, were what
  conquered the Indians. In that sense Quanahs own genetic heritage contained the seeds of his tribes eventual destruction. His mothers family offers a nearly perfect example of
  the sort of righteous, hard-nosed, up-country folk who lived in dirt-floored, mud-chinked cabins, played ancient tunes on the fiddle, took their Kentucky rifles with them into the fields, and dragged the rest of American civilization westward along with them.


  While the survivors of the Parkers Fort raid crawled and stumbled through the lacerating brush of the Navasota River bottom, the Indians they feared were riding
  resolutely north, as fast as they could go with their five captives. They pushed their ponies hard and did not stop until after midnight, when they finally made camp in the open prairie. Such
  flight was ancient practice on the plains. It was exactly what the Comanches did after a raid on Pawnee, Ute, or Osage villages: pursuit was assumed, safety existed only in distance. The raid had
  begun at ten a.m.; if the Indians rode twelve hours with few breaks, they might have covered sixty miles, which would have put them somewhere just south of present-day Fort Worth, well beyond the
  last white settlements.


  Under normal circumstances, one might have been able to only guess at the fate of the hostages as they disappeared into the liquid darkness of the frontier night. But as it turns out we know
  what took place, and what happened on the ensuing days. That is because Rachel Parker Plummer wrote it down. In two roughly similar accounts, she told the story of her thirteen-month captivity in
  excruciating detail. These were widely read at the time, in part because of their often astonishing frankness and brutal attention to detail, and in part because the rest of America was fascinated
  to hear what became of the first adult American females to be taken by the Comanches. The accounts form a key part of the Parker canon; they are a principal reason for the fame of the 1836
  raid.


  Rachel presents an interesting, and compelling, figure. At the time of the raid, she was seventeen. She had a fourteen-month-old son, which suggests that she married her husband, L. T. M.
  Plummer, when she was fifteen. This would have been normal enough on the frontier. As the account proves, she was also smart, perceptive, and, like many of the Parkers, quite
  literate. She was sensible, hardheaded, and remarkably resilient, considering what was done to her. Though she does not detail the sexual abuse she suffered, she also makes it painfully clear that
  that is what happened. (To undertake to narrate their barbarous treatment, she wrote, would only add to my present distress, for it is with the feelings of deepest
  mortification that I think of it, much less to speak or write of it . . .25 )


  After the Indians stopped for the night, they picketed their horses, made a fire, then began a victory dance that reenacted the events of the day, displaying the bloody scalps of their five
  victims. The dance included striking the captives with their bows and kicking them. Rachel, who along with Elizabeth Kellogg had been stripped naked, describes the experience: They now tied
  a plaited thong around my arms, and drew my hands behind me. They tied them so tight that the scars can be seen to this day. They then tied a similar thong around my ankles, and drew my feet and
  hands together. They now turned me on my face . . . when they commenced beating me over the head with their bows, and it was with great difficulty that I could keep from smothering in my own blood
  . . .26 Along with the adults, Cynthia Ann and John were kicked, stamped, and clubbed. So was fourteen-month-old James Plummer. Often did
  the children cry, wrote Rachel, but were soon hushed by blows I had no idea they could survive.27 The two adult women were raped
  repeatedly in full view of the bound children. It is impossible to know what the nine-year-old Cynthia Ann could possibly have made of this  brutally beaten, cut and chafed from the long
  ride, and now forced to watch the degradation of her adult cousins. Rachel does not speculate: she merely assumes their torment and misery.


  The next day the Indians and their captives once again headed north, pushing at the same brutal pace.


  

    
  


  Three
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  WORLDS IN COLLISION
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  THE PARKER RAID marked the moment in history when the westernmost tendrils of the nascent American
  empire touched the easternmost tip of a vast, primitive, and equally lethal inland empire dominated by the Comanche Indians. No one understood this at the time. Certainly, the Parkers had no notion
  of what they were dealing with. Neither the Americans nor the Indians they confronted along that raw frontier had the remotest idea of the others geographical size or military power. Both,
  as it turned out, had for the past two centuries been busily engaged in the bloody conquest and near-extermination of Native American tribes. Both had succeeded in hugely expanding the lands under
  their control. The difference was that the Comanches were content with what they had won. The Anglo-Americans, children of Manifest Destiny, were not. Now, at this lonely spot by the Navasota
  River, the relentless American drive westward had finally brought them together. The meaning of their meeting, and the moment itself, became completely clear only in hindsight.


  Though the idea would have astonished Texas settlers of the time, the Comanche horsemen who rode up to the front gate of Parkers Fort that morning in May 1836 were representatives of a
  military and trade empire that covered some 240,000 square miles,1 essentially the southern Great Plains. Their land encompassed large
  chunks of five present-day states: Texas, New Mexico, Colorado, Kansas, and Oklahoma. It was crossed by nine major rivers, stair-stepped north to south across six hundred miles of mostly level
  plains and prairie. In descending order, they were: the Arkansas, Cimarron, Canadian, Washita, Red, Pease, Brazos, Colorado, and Pecos. If you counted the full reach of Comanche raiding parties,
  which ranged deep into Mexico and as far north as Nebraska, their territory was far bigger than that. It was not an empire in the traditional sense, and the Comanches knew nothing of the political
  structures that stitched European empires together. But they ruled the place outright. They held sway over some twenty different tribes who had been either conquered, driven off , or reduced to
  vassal status. In North America their only peers, in terms of sheer acreage controlled, were the western Sioux, who dominated the northern plains.


  Such imperial dominance was no accident of geography. It was the product of more than 150 years of deliberate, sustained combat against a series of enemies over a singular piece of land that
  contained the countrys largest buffalo herds. Those adversaries included the colonial Spanish, who had driven north into New Mexico in 1598 and later into the Texas territory, and their
  Mexican successors. They included a host of native tribes, and a dozen tribes who contested for supremacy on the buffalo ranges, among them Apaches, Utes, Osages, Pawnees, Tonkawas, Navajos,
  Cheyennes, and Arapahoes. The empire was not based solely on military supremacy. The Comanches were diplomatically brilliant, too, making treaties of convenience when it suited them and always
  looking to guarantee themselves trade advantages, particularly in that most tradeable of all commodities on the plains, horseflesh, of which they owned more than anyone. One sign of their
  domination was that their language, a Shoshone dialect, became the lingua franca of the southern plains, much as Latin had been the commercial language of the Roman Empire.


  Considering all of this, it is just short of amazing that the Anglo- Americans, in the year 1836, knew so little about the Comanches. The Spanish, who fought them for more than a century,2 knew a great deal, though even they did not suspect the full scope of the empire. As late as 1786, the Spanish governor of New Mexico still believed
  that the Comanche stronghold was in Colorado, when in fact they had established supremacy as far south as the San Saba country of Texas, some five hundred miles away.3 This is partly because the European mind simply could not comprehend the distances the average Comanche could travel. The nomadic range of their bands was around eight hundred
  miles. Their striking range  this confused the insurgent populations as much as anything  was four hundred miles.4 That meant that a
  Spanish settler or soldier in San Antonio was in grave and immediate danger from a Comanche brave sitting before a fire in the equivalent of modern-day Oklahoma City. It took years before anyone
  understood that the same tribe that was raiding on the plains of Durango, Mexico, was also riding above the Arkansas River in modern-day Kansas. But by 1836, of course, the Spanish were long gone,
  replaced by Mexicans who had even less success dealing with Comanches, who contemptuously referred to them as their stock-keepers.5 It is
  one of historys great ironies that one of the main reasons Mexico had encouraged Americans to settle in Texas in the 1820s and 1830s was because they wanted a buffer against Comanches, a
  sort of insurance policy on their borderlands. In that sense, the Alamo, Goliad, San Jacinto, and the birth of the Texas republic were the product of a misguided scheme to stop the Comanches. No
  one knew this, either. Certainly not settlers like the Parkers who were, in effect, being offered up as meat for Comanche raiders.


  Still, encounters at that point between whites and Comanches had been extremely rare. Lewis and Clark knew the tribe only by hearsay. Lewis wrote about the great
  Padouca nation (Padouca was believed to be another name for Comanche) that occupied the country between the upper parts of the River Platte [present Nebraska] and the River
  Kanzas. He goes on to say that of the Padouca there does not now even exist the name.6 They were thus just a rumor, and perhaps not
  even that. In 1724 the French trader tienne Vniard de Bourgmont visited the Padoucas and described them as not entirely wandering  [they] are partially sedentary
   for they have villages with large houses and do some planting.7 Since there was never such a thing as a sedentary, village-dwelling
  Comanche, it is likely that the Padoucas were something altogether different (quite possibly plains-dwelling Apaches, though it is impossible to prove).


  In the 1820s, Stephen F. Austin and his first group of Anglo Texas settlers encountered the Comanches, and Austin was even briefly held captive by them. They seemed otherwise friendly enough,
  and nothing came of it. The first pack trains moved down the Santa Fe Trail in 1821, connecting Missouri to New Mexico with a route that crossed Kansas, Colorado, and Oklahoma. Total traffic,
  however, averaged only about eighty wagons a year. Some were attacked by Indians, but in those years white people moving down a trail were not to be confused with settlers who actually wanted to
  hold land. The trail was merely a thin ribbon of commerce that jeopardized neither hunting grounds nor traditional lands, and reports of Comanche attacks were probably exaggerated.8 Contact was minimal, and in any case the traders found it hard to tell one Indian from another.


  In 1832, Sam Houston, then working as a trader with the Cherokees, made an unsuccessful trip to Texas to try to make peace among Comanches, Osages, and Pawnees.9 In 1834, a troop of two hundred fifty mounted dragoons under Colonel Richard Dodge made contact with them above the Red River. According to the description
  of George Catlin, a well-known artist and chronicler of the west who was with Dodge, the Americans were dazzled by Comanche horsemanship, their prowess from horseback with a bow and arrow, and
  their ability to break wild mustangs. Catlin even speculated  hilariously, in retrospect  that it is probable that in a few days we will thrash them.10 He had no clue what he was talking about. In battle, the Comanches would have likely cut the heavily mounted and musket-firing dragoons to ribbons. (W. S. Nye wrote that
  the soldiers were attired in costumes better suited to comic opera than to summer field service in Oklahoma.)11 But these encounters
  offered little or no information about the true nature of the tribe. Their history, numbers, and limits are still in obscurity, wrote Catlin at the time. Nothing definite yet
  is known of them.12 Just how obscure they were, as late as 1852, is apparent in the account of an expedition to the headwaters of the Red River
  by Captain Randolph Marcy, published in 1853. He describes the country  which was at the time the core of the Comanche empire, fully sixteen years after Parkers Fort  as a
  completely unexplored place no white man [had] ever ascended13 and as unknown to Americans as unexplored regions of Africa.


  It should be noted that the Comanches and Kiowas who raided Parkers Fort were mounted. Indians riding horses may seem obvious enough to us now, but to Americans in the early
  nineteenth century the phenomenon was quite new. In spite of the indelible image of whooping, befeathered savages on horseback, most Indians in the Americas were footbound. There were no horses at
  all on the continent until the Spanish introduced them in the sixteenth century. Their dispersal into wild mustang herds was exclusively a western event, confined to the plains and to the southwest, and accruing almost entirely to the benefit of the aboriginal inhabitants of those areas. This meant that no soldier or settler east of the Mississippi, going back to
  the first settlers, had ever encountered a mounted Indian warrior. There simply werent any. As time went by, of course, eastern Indians learned to ride horses, but that was long after
  they had surrendered, and no eastern, midwestern, or southern Native American tribe ever rode into battle.


  The first settlers ever to see true horse Indians were the Texans, because it was in Texas where human settlement first arrived at the edges of the Great Plains. The Indians they encountered
  were primitive nomads and superb riders, nothing at all like the relatively civilized, largely agrarian, village-dwelling tribes of the East who traveled and fought on foot and presented relatively
  easy targets for white militias and armies. The horse Indians lived beyond the forests in an endless, trackless, and mostly waterless expanse of undulating grass that was itself terrifying to white
  men. They resembled less the Algonquins or the Choctaws than the great and legendary mounted archers of history: Mongols, Parthians, and Magyars.


  They came from the high country, in the place we now call Wyoming, above the headwaters of the Arkansas River. They called themselves Nermernuh, which in their
  Shoshone language meant, simply, People. They were of the mountains: short, dark-skinned, and barrel chested. They were descendants of the primitive hunters who had crossed the land
  bridge from Asia to America in successive migrations between 11,000 and 5,000 BC, and in the millennia that followed they had scarcely advanced at all. They grubbed and hunted for a living using
  stone weapons and tools, spearing rodents and other small game and killing buffalo by setting the prairies on fire and stampeding the creatures over cliffs or into pits. They used the dog-travois
  to travel  a frame slung between two poles, pulled by a dog  lugging their hide tipis with them. There were perhaps five thousand of them, living in scattered
  bands. They squatted around fires gorging themselves on charred, bloody meat. They fought, reproduced, suffered, and died.


  They were in most ways typical hunter-gatherers. But even among such peoples, the Comanches had a remarkably simple culture. They had no agriculture and had never felled trees or woven baskets
  or made pottery or built houses. They had little or no social organization beyond the hunting band.14 Their culture contained no warrior societies, no
  permanent priest class. They had no Sun Dance. In social development they were culturally aeons behind the dazzlingly urban Aztecs, or the stratified, highly organized, clan-based Iroquois; they
  were in all ways utterly unlike the tribes from the American southeast, who in the period from AD 700 to 1700 built sophisticated cultures around maize agriculture that featured large towns,
  priest-chiefs, clans, and matrilineal descent.15 To the immediate east were tribes  including the Missouris, Omahas, Pawnees, and Wichitas
   who excelled at pottery and basketry, spun and wove fabric, practiced extensive agriculture, and built semipermanent houses covered with grass, bark, or earth.16 The Nermernuh knew none of those things. From the scant evidence we have, they were considered a tribe of little or no significance.17 They had been driven to this harsh, difficult land on the eastern slope of the Rockies by other tribes  meaning that, in addition to everything else they were not good
  at, the Comanches were not very good at war, either.


  What happened to the tribe between roughly 1625 and 1750 was one of the great social and military transformations in history. Few nations have ever progressed with such breathtaking speed from
  the status of skulking pariah to dominant power. The change was total and irrevocable, and it was accompanied by a complete reordering of the balance of power on the American plains. The tribes that had once driven the Comanches into the mountains of Wyoming would soon be either dim memories (Kansas, Omahas, Missouris) or, like the Apaches, Utes, and Osages, retreating
  to avoid extermination. The Nermernuh were like the small boy who is bullied in junior high school then grows into a large, strong, and vengeful high schooler. Vengeance they were good at, and they
  had extremely long memories for evils done to them. It should be noted that the dull boy became suddenly very clever, too, and he went from being the least clever boy to the cleverest of all.


  The agent of this astonishing change was the horse. Or, more precisely, what this backward tribe of Stone Age hunters did with the horse, an astonishing piece of transformative technology that
  had as much of an effect on the Great Plains as steam and electricity had on the rest of civilization.18


  The story of the Comanches implausible ascent begins with the arrival of the first conquistadors in Mexico in the early sixteenth century. The invaders brought horses
  with them from Spain. The animals terrified the natives, provided obvious military superiority, and gave the Spaniards a sort of easy mobility never before seen by the inhabitants of the New World.
  The Spanish horses were also, by the purest of accidents, brilliantly suited to the arid and semiarid plains and mesas of Mexico and the American West. The Iberian mustang was a far different
  creature from its larger grain-fed cousin from farther north in Europe. It was a desert horse, one whose remote ancestors had thrived on the level, dry steppes of central Asia. Down the ages, the
  breed had migrated to North Africa by way of the Middle East, mixing blood with other desert hybrids along the way. The Moorish invasions brought it to Spain.19 By that time it had become, more or less, the horse that found its way to America: light, small, and sturdy, barely fourteen hands high, with a concave Arabian face and
  tapering muzzle. This horse didnt look like much, but it was smart, fast, trainable, bred to live off the grasses of the hot Spanish plains and to go long distances
  between watering holes. Possessed of great endurance, the animal could forage for food even in winter.20


  Thus the mustang immediately prospered in Mexico and enabled the Spanish, in haciendas around Mexico City, to become horse breeders on a grand scale. Barely twenty years after Corts
  landed, Coronado was able to amass fifteen hundred horses and mules for his great northern expedition.21 As the Spanish conquest spread, so did their
  horses. Since they were fully aware of what might happen if indigenous tribes learned to ride, one of the very first ordinances they passed prohibited natives from riding any horse. They could not
  enforce such laws, of course. Ultimately they needed Indians and mestizos to work their ranches. This meant that knowledge of how to groom, saddle, bridle, and break horses gradually passed from
  Spanish control into the hands of the locals. This transmission of Spanish horse culture began in Mexico in the sixteenth century and continued steadily as the Spaniards drove north to New Mexico
  in the seventeenth century.


  That was the first part of the horse revolution. The second was the dispersal of the horses themselves. This happened very slowly at first. The first real herd of horses in North America arrived
  with the expedition of Don Juan de Oate to New Mexico in 1598. He brought with him seven hundred horses. The Spanish defeated, converted, and then enslaved the local Pueblo Indians, who
  built their forts and missions for them. The Indians also tended the horses, though they never showed any interest in using them for anything besides food.


  But the Pueblos were not the only Indians in New Mexico. By giving shelter and aid to them, the Spanish had incurred the wrath of local Athapaskan bands  Apaches  who had conducted
  raids against settlements almost since they began. Now something quite interesting and, in the Spanish history of the Americas, unprecedented happened. The Apaches began to
  adapt themselves to the horse. No one knows exactly how this happened, or precisely how they came into possession of the elaborate Spanish understanding of horses. But it was an amazingly swift
  transfer of technology. The Indians first stole the horses, then learned how to ride them. The horse culture was entirely copied from the Spanish. Indians mounted from the right, a practice the
  Spanish had taken from the Moors, and used crude replicas of Spanish bits, bridles, and saddles.22


  The horse gave them astounding advantages as hunters. It also made them doubly effective as raiders, mainly because it afforded them an immediate and swift method of escape. According to Spanish
  records, mounted Apaches were conducting raids into New Mexican settlements as early as the 1650s. In spite of this auspicious start, the Apaches were never a great horse tribe: they did not fight
  on horseback, and never learned the art of breeding or particularly cared to learn it. They used their Spanish mustangs mainly for basic travel and had an inordinate fondness for cooked horseflesh,
  eating most of the ones they had and saving only the choicest for riding.23 They were also, always, a semiagricultural tribe, which meant that their
  applications of the horse would always be limited  in ways that would later accrue entirely to the benefit of their greatest foes, the Comanches. But for now they had what no other tribe in
  the Americas had.


  And they managed to cause an enormous amount of trouble. They began a relentless and deadly series of raids against the peaceful Pueblos, who were scattered in settlements from Taos to Santa Fe
  and south along the Rio Grande. The Apaches would attack and then disappear quickly into the western landscape, and the Spanish could neither stop them nor track them down. With each raid, too,
  they became richer in horses. In one raid alone in 1659, they took three hundred.24 It became clear to the Pueblos, eventually, that
  the Spanish could not protect them. This was very likely the main reason for the great Pueblo revolt in 1680. There were other reasons, too, like the forced labor, the imposition of Catholicism,
  and the suppression of Pueblo culture and tradition. Whatever the cause, the Pueblos rose, and in a grisly, blood-soaked rebellion drove the Spanish out of New Mexico. For ten years. Their imperial
  nemesis gone, the Indians lapsed into their old ways, which included pottery-making and farming but not horses, for which they had no use. Abandoned by the Spanish, thousands of mustangs ran wild
  into the open plains that resembled so closely their ancestral Iberian lands. Because they were so perfectly adapted to the new land, they thrived and multiplied. They became the foundation stock
  for the great wild mustang herds of the Southwest. This event has become known as the Great Horse Dispersal. The dissemination of so many horses to a group of thirty plains tribes permanently
  altered the power structure of the North American heartland. The Apaches had been the first North American Indians to understand what hunters and raiders could do with a horse; the other tribes
  would soon learn.


  The horse and the knowledge of how to use it spread with astonishing speed through the midcontinent. In 1630, no tribes anywhere were mounted.25 By
  1700, all Texas plains tribes had them; by 1750, tribes of the Canadian plains were hunting buffalo on horseback. The horse gave them what must have seemed to them an astonishing new mobility. It
  allowed them, for the first time, to fully master the buffalo. They could now migrate with the herds. They could now travel faster than a buffalo at full gallop, and they quickly learned to ride
  the huge creatures down on the open plains, thrusting their fourteen-foot lances between the animals ribs or shooting them on the run with arrows. Hunting skills quickly became martial
  skills, too. Tribes who learned to hunt on horseback gained an almost instant military dominance over nonhorse tribes, and for a time over everyone else who dared challenge
  them. It turned them into expansive traders, providing both the thing to be traded and the mobility to reach new markets.


  What the horse did not do was change their fundamental natures. Before the arrival of the horse, they were peoples whose lives were based almost entirely on the buffalo. The horse did not change
  this. They merely became much better at what they had always done. No true plains tribes fished or practiced agriculture before the horse, and none did so after the horse. Even their limited use of
  berries and roots went unchanged.26 They remained relatively primitive, warlike hunters; the horse virtually guaranteed that they would not evolve into
  more civilized agrarian societies. Still, the enhancements were breathtaking to see. War could now be made across immense distances. Horses  the principal form of wealth on the plains
   could now be gathered and held in large numbers. And there was the simple, fundamental, spiritual power of the animal itself, which had transformed these poor foot Indians into dazzling
  cavalrymen. And the new technology turned tribes who had lagged behind their peers in culture and social organization into newly dominant forces. These included names that would soon be famous
  throughout the country: Sioux, Cheyenne, Kiowa, Arapaho, Blackfoot, Crow, and Comanche.


  No one knows exactly how or when the Comanche bands in eastern Wyoming first encountered the horse, but that event probably happened somewhere near the midpoint of the seventeenth century. Since
  the Pawnees, who lived in the area we now call Nebraska, were known to be mounted by 1680, the Comanches almost certainly had horses by that time. There were no witnesses to this great coming
  together of Stone Age hunters and horses, nothing to record what happened when they met, or what there was in the soul of the Comanche that understood the horse so much better
  than everyone else did. Whatever it was, whatever sort of accidental brilliance, whatever the particular, subliminal bond between warrior and horse, it must have thrilled these dark-skinned pariahs
  from the Wind River country. The Comanches adapted to the horse earlier and more completely than any other plains tribe. They are considered, without much debate, the prototype horse tribe in North
  America. No one could outride them or outshoot them from the back of a horse. Among other horse tribes, only the Kiowas fought entirely mounted, as the Comanches did. Pawnees, Crows, even the
  Dakotas used the horse primarily for transport. They would ride to the battle, then dismount and fight. (Only in the movies did the Apaches attack riding horses.)27 No tribe other than the Comanches ever learned to breed horses  an intensely demanding, knowledge-based skill that helped create enormous wealth for the tribe. They
  were always careful in the castration of the herd; almost all riding horses were geldings. Few other tribes bothered with this. It was not uncommon for a Comanche warrior to have one hundred to two
  hundred mounts, or for a chief to have fifteen hundred. (A Sioux chief might have forty horses, by comparison.)28 They were not only the richest of all
  tribes in sheer horseflesh, their horses were also the main medium through which the rest of the tribes became mounted.29


  The first Europeans and Americans to see Comanche horsemanship did not fail to notice this. Athanase de Mzires, a Spanish Indian agent of French descent, described them thus:


  
    
      
        They are a people so numerous and haughty that when asked their number they make no difficulty of comparing it to that of the stars. They are so skillful in horsemanship
        that they have no equal; so daring that they never ask for or grant truces; and in the possession of such a territory that, finding in it an abundance of pasturage for their horses and an incredible number of [buffalo] which furnish them all the raiment, food, and shelter, they only just fall short of possessing all the conveniences of the
        earth.30

      

    

  


  Other observers saw the same thing. Colonel Richard Dodge, whose expedition made early contact with Comanches, believed them to be the finest light cavalry in the world,
  superior to any mounted soldiers in Europe or America. Catlin also saw them as incomparable horsemen. As he described it, the American soldiers were dumbfounded at what they saw. On their
  feet they are one of the most unattractive and slovenly looking races of Indians I have ever seen, but the moment they mount their horses, they seem at once metamorphosed, wrote Catlin.
  I am ready, without hesitation, to pronounce the Comanches the most extraordinary horsemen I have seen yet in all my travels. He went on to write:


  
    
      
        Amongst their feats of riding there is one that has astonished me more than anything of the kind I have ever seen or expect to see, in my life:  a stratagem of war,
        learned and practiced by every young man in the tribe; by which he is able to drop his body on the side of his horse at the instant he is passing, effectively screened from his enemies
        weapons, as he lays in a horizontal position behind the body of his horse, with his heel hanging over the horses back . . . in this wonderful condition, he will hang whilst his horse
        is at fullest speed, carrying with him his bow and shield and also his long lance 14 feet in length.31

      

    

  


  Thus positioned, a Comanche warrior could loose twenty arrows in the time it took a soldier to load and fire one round from his musket; each of those arrows could kill a man at
  thirty yards. Other observers were amazed at the Comanche technique of breaking horses. A Comanche would lasso a wild horse, then tighten the noose, choking the horse and driving it to the ground.
  When it seemed as if the horse was nearly dead, the choking lariat was slacked. The horse finally rose, trembling and in a full lather. Its captor gently stroked its nose, ears,
  and forehead, then put his mouth over the horses nostrils and blew air into its nose. The Indian would then throw a thong around the now-gentled horses lower jaw, mount up, and ride
  away.32 The Comanches, as it turned out, were geniuses at anything to do with horses: breeding, breaking, selling, and riding. They even excelled at
  stealing horses. Colonel Dodge wrote that a Comanche could enter a bivouac where a dozen men were sleeping, each with a horse tied to his wrist by the lariat, cut a rope within six feet of
  the sleeper, and get away with the horse without waking a soul.33


  No other tribe, except possibly the Kiowas, so completely lived on horseback. Children were given their own horses at four or five. Soon the boys were expected to learn tricks, which included
  picking up objects on the ground at a gallop. The young rider would start with light objects and move to progressively heavier objects until finally, without assistance and at a full gallop, he
  could pick up a man. Rescuing a fallen comrade was seen as one of the most basic obligations of a Comanche warrior. They all learned the leather thong trick at a young age. Women could often ride
  as well as men. One observer watched two Comanche women set out at full speed with lassoes and each rope a bounding antelope on the first throw.34 Women
  had their own mounts, as well as mules and gentle horses for packing.


  When they were not stealing horses, or breeding them, they were capturing them in the wild. General Thomas James told a story of how he had witnessed this in 1823, when he had visited the
  Comanches as a horse buyer. He watched as many riders headed bands of wild horses into a deep ravine where a hundred men waited on horseback with coiled lariats. When the terrified wild
  horses reached the ambush there was a good deal of dust and confusion as the riders lassoed them by the neck or forefeet. But every rider got an animal. Only one horse got away. The
  Comanches pursued him and in two hours he came back tamed and gentle. Within twenty-four hours one hundred or more wild horses had been captured amid the
  wildest excitement and appeared to be as subject to their masters as farm horses.35 They would chase a herd of mustangs for several
  days until the animals were exhausted, making them easy to capture. Comanches waited by water holes for parched horses to gorge themselves so they could barely run, then captured them. While the
  Comanches had a limited vocabulary to describe most things  a trait common to primitive peoples  their equine lexicon was large and minutely descriptive. For color alone, there were
  distinct Comanche words for brown, light bay, reddish brown, black, white, blue, dun, sorrel, roan, red, yellow, yellow-horse-with-a-black mane-and-tail; red, sorrel, and black pintos. There were
  even words to describe horses with red, yellow, and black ears.36


  Comanche horsemanship also played a leading role in another Comanche pastime: gambling. Stories of Comanche horse hustles are legion. One of the more famous came from the Texas frontier. A small
  band of Comanches showed up at Fort Chadbourne, where the army officers challenged them to a race. The chief seemed indifferent to the idea, but the officers were so insistent that he agreed to it
  anyway. A race was arranged over a distance of four hundred yards. Soon a large, portly brave appeared on a long-haired miserable sheep of a pony. He carried a heavy club, with which
  he hit the horse. Unimpressed, the officers trotted out their third-best horse, and bet the Comanches flour, sugar, and coffee against buffalo robes. Swinging the club ostentatiously,
  the Indian won. For the next race, the soldiers brought out their second-best horse. They lost this race, too. Now they insisted on a third race, and finally trotted out their number- one horse, a
  magnificent Kentucky mare. Bets were doubled, tripled. The Comanches took everything the soldiers would wager. At the starting signal, the Comanche warrior whooped, threw away
  his club, and went away like the wind. Fifty yards from the finish, the Comanche rider turned fully around in his saddle, and with hideous grimaces beckoned the other
  rider to catch up. The losers later learned that the same shaggy horse had just been used to take six hundred horses away from the Kickapoo Indians.37


  In the late 1600s, Comanche mastery of the horse had led them to migrate southward out of the harsh, cold lands of the Wind River and into more temperate climates. The meaning of the migration
  was simple: they were challenging other tribes for supremacy over the single richest hunting prize on the continent: the buffalo herds of the southern plains.


  In 1706 they rode, for the first time, into recorded history. In July of that year a Spanish sergeant major named Juan De Ulibarri, on his way to gather Pueblo Indians for conversion in northern
  New Mexico, reported that Comanches, in the company of Utes, were preparing to attack Taos pueblo.38 He later heard of actual Comanche
  attacks.39 This was the first the Spanish or any white men had heard of these Indians who had many names. One name in particular, given to them by the
  Utes, was Koh-mats, sometimes given as Komantcia, and meant anyone who is against me all the time. The authorities in New Mexico translated this various ways (Cumanche, Commanche) but
  eventually as Comanche.40 It would take the Spaniards years to figure out exactly who these new invaders were.


  

    
  


  Four
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  HIGH LONESOME
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        With these remarks, I submit the following pages to the perusal of a generous public, feeling assured that before they are published, the hand that penned them will be cold in
        death.1

      

    

  


  Those are the words of twenty-year-old Rachel Parker Plummer, written probably sometime in early 1839. She was referring to her memoir of
  captivity, and predicting her own death. She was right. She died on March 19 of that year. She had been dragged, sometimes quite literally, over half of the Great Plains as the abject slave of
  Comanche Indians, and then had logged another two thousand miles in what amounted to one of the most grueling escapes ever made from any tribe by any captive. To the readers of her era, the memoir
  was jaw-dropping. It still is. As a record of pure, blood-tinged, white-knuckled adventure on Americas nineteenth-century frontier, there are few documents that can compare to it.


  On the morning after that harrowing first night, the five Parker captives  Rachel and her fourteen-month-old son James, her aunt Elizabeth Kellogg (probably in her thirties),
  nine-year-old Cynthia Ann Parker, and her seven-year-old brother John were strapped to horses behind Comanche riders again and taken north. For the next five days the Comanches pressed hard,
  passing Cross Timbers, the forty-mile-wide patch of woods on the otherwise open prairie west of modern Dallas, a beautiful faced country, as Rachel put it, with
  a great many fine springs. Not that she was allowed to drink from them. During that time, the Indians gave their captives no food at all, and only a single small allowance of water.
  Each night they were tied tightly with leather thongs that made their wrists and ankles bleed; as before, their hands and feet were drawn together and they were put facedown on the ground.


  Rachel does not tell us much about what happened to Cynthia Ann  beyond the blows, the blood, and the trussing of the first night  but it is possible to make an educated guess
  about what happened to her. Though Comanches were mercurial about these things, their treatment of a nine-year-old girl would usually have been different from that accorded the adult women. Cynthia
  Anns first few days and nights were no doubt horrific. There was the shrieking panic of the Indian attack, the uncomprehending horror of the moment her mother Lucy set her on the
  warriors horse, her own fathers bloody death, the astonishing sight of her cousin and aunt being raped and abused. (In spite of her strict Baptist upbringing, as a farm girl she would
  have known about sex and reproduction; still, it would have shed little light on what she witnessed.) There was the hard ride through the prairie darkness of northern Texas to the camp where she
  was tied and bludgeoned, then the five subsequent days on the trail without food.


  Considering what happened to her later, however, it is likely that the beatings and harsh treatment stopped. There are plenty of records of children being killed by Comanches, and of young girls
  being raped, but in general they fared far better than the adults. For one thing, they were young enough to be assimilated into a society that had abysmally low fertility rates (partly caused by
  the life on horseback, which induced miscarriages early in pregnancy) and needed captives to keep their numbers up.2 They were also valuable for the ransom they might bring. In several other unusually violent Comanche raids, young female captives had been conspicuously spared and quickly accepted into the tribe.
  Girls had a decent chance, anyway. Certainly that was true compared to adult male captives, who were automatically killed or tortured to death. The strongest argument for her humane treatment was
  the presence at the Parker raid of the man who would later become her husband and a war chief: Peta Nocona. Indeed, Peta may well have led the raid, and it may have been his horse upon which Lucy
  Parker had put the screaming, protesting Cynthia Ann.3


  On the sixth day the Indians divided their captives: Elizabeth Kellogg was traded or given to a band of Kichai Indians, a sedentary tribe from north-central Texas that raised crops and enjoyed
  something like vassal status with the Comanches; Cynthia Ann and John went to a band of middle Comanches, probably the Nokonis; Rachel and James went to another Comanche band. She had assumed that
  they would let her son, bruised and bloody but somehow still alive, stay with her. She was wrong. As soon as they found out I had weaned him, she wrote, they, in spite of all
  my efforts, tore him from my embrace. He reached out his hands toward me, which were covered with blood, and cried, Mother, Mother, oh, Mother! I looked after him as he was borne from
  me, and I sobbed aloud. This was the last I ever heard of my little Pratt.4


  Rachels band pushed on to the cooler elevations in the north, probably into what is now eastern Colorado. She found herself on the high, barren plains. We now lost sight of
  timber, Rachel wrote. We would travel for weeks and not see a riding switch. Buffalo dung is all the fuel. This is gathered into a round pile; and when set on fire it does very well
  to cook by, and will keep fire for several days.5 They were in the heart of Comancheria, an utterly alien place that was known to mapmakers of the
  time as the Great American Desert. To anyone accustomed to timbered lands, which describes almost everyone in America prior to 1840, the plains were not just unlike anything
  they had ever seen, they were, on some fundamental level, incomprehensible, as though a person who had lived in the high mountains all his life were seeing the ocean for the first time. East
  of the Mississippi civilization stood on three legs  land, water, and timber, wrote Walter Prescott Webb in his classic The Great Plains. West of the Mississippi not one
  but two of those legs were withdrawn  water and timber  and civilization was left on one leg  land. It is a small wonder that it toppled over in temporary
  failure.6


  If there existed an implacably hostile human barrier to Spanish, French, and American advance in the form of the Plains Indians, there also existed an actual, physical barrier. For people living
  in the twenty-first century this is hard to imagine, because the land today is not as it was in the nineteenth century. Almost all of the American landscape has now been either farmed, ranched,
  logged, or developed in some way, and in many parts of the country the raw distinctions between forest and prairie have been lost. But in its primeval state, almost all of North America, from the
  eastern coast to the 98th meridian  a line of longitude that runs north to south roughly through the modern cities of San Antonio, Oklahoma City, and Wichita  was densely timbered,
  and the contrast between the dense eastern woodlands and the big sky country of the west would have been stark. A traveler going west would have seen nothing like open prairie until
  he hit the 98th meridian, whereupon, in many places, he would have been literally staring out of a dark, Grimm Brothers forest at a treeless plain. It would have seemed to him a vast emptiness. At
  that point, everything the pioneer woodsman knew about how to survive  including building houses, making fire, and drawing water  broke down. It was why the plains were the very last
  part of the country to be settled.


  The main reason was rainfall. Or lack of it. Just west of the 98th, the annual rainfall dropped below twenty inches; when that happens trees find it hard to survive; rivers
  and streams become sparse. The ecology of the plains was, moreover, one of fire  constant lightning- or Indian-induced conflagrations that cut enormous swaths through the plains and killed
  most saplings that did not live in river or stream bottoms. A traveler coming out of humid, swampy, rain-drenched, pine-forested, river-crossed Louisiana would have hit the first prairie somewhere
  south of present-day Dallas, not very far from Parkers Fort. Indeed, one of the reasons Parkers Fort marked the limit of settlement in 1836 was that it was very near the edge of the
  Great Plains. That land consisted of rolling, creased plains dotted with timber; there was thicker timber in the bottoms of the Navasota River. (From the Parkers point of view this was quite
  deliberate; they built a stockade fort, after all, of cedar.) But a hundred miles west there would have been no timber at all, and by the time the traveler reached modern-day Lubbock and Amarillo,
  he would have seen nothing but a dead flat and infinitely receding expanse of grama and buffalo grasses through which only a few gypsum-laced rivers ran and on which few landmarks if any would have
  been distinguishable. Travelers of the day described it as oceanic, which was not a term of beauty. They found it empty and terrifying. They also described it as
  trackless, which was literally true: all traces of a wagon train rolling through plains grass would disappear in a matter of days, vanishing like beach footprints on an incoming
  tide.


  Not only were the High Plains generally without timber and water, they were also subject to one of the least hospitable climates in North America. In the summer came brutal heat and blowtorch
  winds, often a hundred degrees or hotter, that would later destroy whole crops in a matter of days. The winds caused the eyes to burn, the lips to crack, and the body to dehydrate with alarming
  speed. In fall and winter there was the frequent norther  a sudden strong wind from the north, often at gale force, accompanied by a solid sheet of black
  clouds and enormous billowing clouds of blown sand. A norther could send the temperature plunging by fifty degrees in an hour. A blue norther had the additional feature of freezing,
  driven rain. This was routine weather on the plains.


  Worst of all was the blizzard. People from the east or west coasts of America may think they have seen a blizzard. Likely they have not. It is almost exclusively a phenomenon of the plains, and
  got its name on the plains. It entailed wind-driven snow so dense and temperatures so cold that anyone lost in them on the shelterless plains was as good as dead. In the years after the plains were
  settled it was not unusual for people to become lost and die while walking from their barns to their houses. Howling winds blew for days. Forty- to fifty-foot snowdrifts were common, as were
  whiteouts where it no longer became possible to tell the ground from the air. Plains blizzards swallowed whole army units, settlements, and Indian villages. This, too, was
  Comancheria, the beautiful and unremittingly hostile place they had chosen, the southernmost and richest range of the American buffalo. This was the very last part of the continent conquered and
  held by the US Army. The last part anyone wanted, the last part civilized. The land alone stood a good chance of killing you. The fact that it was inhabited by Comanches and other mounted Indians
  made death something of a certainty.


  This is where Rachel Plummer was now, very likely five hundred miles beyond the nearest settlement, in a place where only a few white men had ever been. From a settlers viewpoint, this
  was just empty territory, part of the United States by dint of the Louisiana Purchase (1803) but without forts or soldiers or even human beings beyond the odd trapper or explorer or occasional mule
  train along the nearby Santa Fe Trail. The first caravans would not roll across the Oregon Trail for four years. This was Indian land; lived on by Indians, hunted by Indians,
  and fought over by Indians. In Rachels account, she spent much of her thirteen months of captivity on the high plains, though she also describes a journey through the Rocky Mountains, where
  I suffered more from cold than I ever suffered in my life before. It was very seldom I had anything to put on my feet, but very little covering for my body.7


  She was a slave and was treated like one. Her job was to tend the horses at night and to dress buffalo skins by day, with a quota that she had to fill every full moon. This process
  involved painstakingly scraping all the flesh off the skin with a sharp bone. Lime was then applied to absorb grease, then the brains of the buffalo were rubbed all over it until it became
  soft.8 To make the quota and avoid a beating she often took her buffalo skins with her while she tended the horses. She had been given to an old man, and
  thus had become the servant of his wife and daughter, both of whom mistreated her.


  Rachels kidnapping may seem the somewhat random product of a random raid on a Texas settlement. There were, in fact, important reasons for what had happened to her, all related to the
  highly specialized buffalo economy of the plains. Hides and robes had always been useful trading items. (Comanche trade rested on horses, hides, and captives.) The hides were rising in value, so
  much so that, while an individual Comanche might eat only six buffalo per year, he would now kill an average of forty-four per year, and the number grew every year. The women, of course, did all
  the value-added work: preparing the hides and decorating the robes. The men of the plains soon realized that the more wives they had, the greater their production of hides would be, thus the more
  manufactured goods they could trade for.9 This simple commercial fact had two important effects: first, an increase in polygamy among Indian men; and
  second, a desire to seize and hold more women captives. These changes were perhaps more instinctive than deliberate among the Comanches. But it meant that Rachels days
  would always be long and hard, and that she would always have to meet her quotas.


  She was also, unfortunately, pregnant. She had been four months pregnant at the time of the Parker raid, and had borne all of this misery in advancing stages of pregnancy. In October 1836 she
  gave birth to her second son. She knew immediately that the child was in danger. She spoke the Comanche language well enough to, as she put it, expostulate with my mistress to advise me what
  to do to save my child.10 To no avail. Her master thought the infant too much trouble, and feeding him meant that Rachel was not able to work
  full-time. One morning, when the baby was seven weeks old, half a dozen men came. While several of them held Rachel, one of them strangled the baby, then handed him to her. When he showed signs of
  life, they took him again, this time tying a rope around his neck and dragging him through prickly pear cactus, and eventually dragged him behind a horse around a hundred-yard circuit. My
  little innocent one was not only dead, but literally torn to pieces, wrote Rachel.11


  The tribe moved on. In spite of what she had been through, Rachel somehow kept up her daily routines. She managed to note details of the flora, fauna, and geography that she saw. She wrote about
  prairie foxes, mirages of cool blue lakes that would appear magically in front of her, and shell fossils on the open plains. In what amounted to the first ethnography of the tribe, she noted
  details of Comanche society. The group moved every three or four days; the men danced every night; some worshipped pet crows or deerskins; before going into battle the men would drink water every
  morning until they vomited; taboos included never allowing a human shadow to fall across cooking food. When she had free time, she climbed to the top of mountains and even explored a cave. With her new grasp of the language, she was able to eavesdrop on a large Indian powwow near the headwaters of the Arkansas River. Since women were not allowed in tribal
  councils, I was several times repulsed with blows, she wrote, but I cheerfully submitted to abuse and persevered in listening to their proceedings.12 She overheard a plan for a large-scale, multitribe invasion of Texas. After taking Texas, and driving out the inhabitants, they would attack Mexico. The attack was to
  come either in 1838 or 1839.


  In spite of Rachels amazing resilience, she began to lose hope. She believed that her son James was probably dead, and that her husband, father, and mother had probably not survived the
  attack at Parkers fort. She had almost no hope of escaping, or of ever changing her status in the tribe. Despondent, suicidal, but unable to kill herself, she decided to provoke her captors
  into doing the job for her. After being ordered by her captors daughter (my young mistress) to get a root-digging tool from the lodge, she refused. The young woman screamed at
  her, then ran at her. Rachel threw her onto the ground, held her down fighting and screaming, and began beating her over the head with a buffalo bone, expecting at every moment
  to feel a spear reach my heart from one of the Indians.13 If they were going to kill her, she was determined at least to make a cripple of her
  captor. As this unfolded, she realized that a large crowd of Comanche men had gathered around them. They were all yelling, but no one touched her. She won the fight. I had her past hurting
  me and indeed nearly past breathing, when she cried out for mercy, wrote Rachel. She let go of her adversary, who was bleeding freely, then picked her up, carried her back to the camp and
  washed her face. For the first time, the woman seemed friendly.


  Not so her adoptive mother, who told Rachel she intended to burn her to death. (She had burned Rachel before with fire and hot embers.) Now Rachel and the old woman fought, in and around the roaring fire. Both were badly burned; Rachel knocked the woman into the fire twice and held her there. During the fight they broke through one side of the tipi. Again, a
  crowd of men assembled to watch them. Again, no one intervened. Again, Rachel won. The following morning twelve chiefs assembled at the council house to hear the case. All three women
  testified. The verdict: Rachel was sentenced to replace the lodge pole she had broken. She agreed, provided that the young woman helped her. After that, Rachel says, all was peace
  again.


  It is impossible to read Rachel Plummers memoir without making moral judgments about the Comanches. The torture-killing of a defenseless seven-week-old infant, by
  committee decision no less, is an act of almost demonic immorality by any modern standard. The systematic gang-rape of women captives seems to border on criminal perversion, if not some very
  advanced form of evil. The vast majority of Anglo-European settlers in the American West would have agreed with those assessments. To them, Comanches were thugs and killers, devoid of ordinary
  decency, sympathy, or mercy. Not only did they inflict horrific suffering, but from all evidence they enjoyed it. This was perhaps the worst part, and certainly the most frightening part.
  Making people scream in pain was interesting and rewarding for them, just as it is interesting and rewarding for young boys in modern-day America to torture frogs or pull the legs off grasshoppers.
  Boys presumably grow out of that; for Indians, it was an important part of their adult culture and one they accepted without challenge.


  A story from the early 1870s illustrates the larger point. According to the account of a former child captive named Herman Leh mann, who later became a full-fledged warrior, a group of Comanches
  had attacked some Tonkawa Indians, in their camp. They had killed some of them and run off the rest. In the abandoned camp, they found some meat roasting in the fire. It turned
  out to be the leg of a Comanche. The Tonkawas, known for their cannibalism, had been preparing a feast. This sent the Comanches into a fury of vengeance, and they pursued the Tonkawas. A fierce
  battle followed, in which eight Comanches were killed and forty were wounded. Still, they were victorious, and now, in the battles aftermath, they turned to deal with the enemys
  wounded and dying. A great many were gasping for water, wrote Lehmann, who was there,


  
    
      
        but we heeded not their pleadings. We scalped them, amputated their arms, cut off their legs, cut out their tongues, and threw their mangled bodies and limbs upon their
        own campfire, put on more brushwood and piled the living, dying and dead Tonkaways on the fire. Some of them were able to flinch and work as worms, and some were able to speak and plead for
        mercy. We piled them up, put on more wood, and danced around in great glee as we saw the grease and blood run from their bodies, and were delighted to see them swell up and hear the hide pop
        as it would burst in the fire.14

      

    

  


  This sort of cruelty is a problem in any narrative about American Indians, because Americans like to think of their native aboriginals as in some ways heroic or noble. Indians
  were, in fact, heroic and noble in many ways, especially in defense of their families. Yet in the moral universe of the West  in spite of our own rich tradition of torture, which includes
  officially sanctioned torments in Counter-Reformation Europe and sovereign regimes such as that of Peter the Great in Russia  a person who tortures or rapes another person or who steals
  another persons child and then sells him cannot possibly be seen that way. Crazy Horse was undoubtedly heroic in battle and remarkably charitable in life. But as an Oglala Sioux he was also
  a raider, and raiding meant certain very specific things, including the abuse of captives. His great popularity  a giant stone image of him is being carved from a mountain in South Dakota
   may have a great deal to do with the fact that very little is known about his early life.15 He is free to be the hero we
  want him to be.


  Thus some chroniclers ignore the brutal side of Indian life altogether; others, particularly historians who suggest that before white men arrived Indian-to-Indian warfare was a relatively
  bloodless affair involving a minimum of bloodshed, deny it altogether.16 But certain facts are inescapable: American Indians were warlike by nature, and
  they were warlike for centuries before Columbus stumbled upon them. They fought over hunting grounds, to be sure, but they also made a good deal of brutal and bloody war that was completely
  unnecessary. The Comanches relentless and never-ending pursuit of the hapless Tonkawas was a good example of this, as was their harassment of Apaches long after they had been driven from the
  buffalo grounds.


  Such behavior was common to all Indians in the Americas. The more civilized agrarian tribes of the east, in fact, were far more adept at devising lengthy and agonizing tortures than the
  Comanches or other plains tribes.17 The difference lay in the Plains Indians treatment of female captives and victims. Rape or abuse, including
  maiming, of females had existed when eastern tribes had sold captives as slaves in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. But that practice had been long ago abandoned. Some tribes, including
  the giant Iroquois federation, had never treated women captives that way.18 Women could be killed, and scalped. But not gang-raped. What happened to the
  Parker captives could only have happened west of the Mississippi. If the Comanches were better known for cruelty and violence, that was because, as one of historys great warring peoples,
  they were in a position to inflict far more pain than they ever received.


  Most important, the Indians themselves saw absolutely nothing wrong with these acts. For westering settlers, the great majority of whom believed in the idea of absolute good and evil, and thus
  of universal standards of moral behavior, this was nearly impossible to understand. Part of it had to do with the Comanches theory of the nature of the universe, which
  was vastly different from that of the civilized West. Comanches had no dominant, unified religion, or anything like a single God. Though in interviews after their defeat they often seemed to go
  along with the idea of a Great Spirit, Comanche ethnographers Ernest Wallace and E. Adamson Hoebel were extremely skeptical of any creation myths that involved a single spirit or an
  evil one.19 We never gave much consideration to creation, said an old Comanche named Post Oak Jim in an interview in the
  1930s. We just knew we were here. Our thoughts were mostly directed toward understanding the spirits.20


  The Comanches lived in a world alive with magic and taboo; spirits lived everywhere, in rocks, trees, and in animals. The main idea of their religion was to find a way to harness the powers of
  these spirits. Such powers thus became puha, or medicine. There was no dogma, no priestly class to impose systematic religion, no tendency to view the world as anything
  but a set of isolated episodes, with no deeper meaning. There were behavioral codes, to be sure  a man could not steal another mans wife without paying penalties, for example. But
  there was no ultimate good and evil: just actions and consequences; injuries and damages due.


  Enemies, meanwhile, were enemies, and the rules for dealing with them had come down through a thousand years. A Comanche brave who captured a live Ute would torture him to death without
  question. It was what everyone had always done, what the Sioux did to the Assiniboine, what the Crow did to the Blackfeet. A Comanche captured by a Ute would expect to receive exactly the same
  treatment (thus making him weirdly consistent with the idea of the Golden Rule), which was why Indians always fought to their last breath on battlefields, to the astonishment of Euro peans and
  Americans. There were no exceptions. Of course, the same Indians also believed, quite as deeply, in blood vengeance. The life of the warrior tortured to death would be paid for
  with another torture-killing if possible, preferably even more hideous than the first. This, too, was seen as fair play by all Indians in the Americas.


  What explains such a radical difference in the moral systems of the Comanches and the whites they confronted? Part of it has to do with the relative progress of civilizations in the Americas
  compared to the rest of the world. The discovery of agriculture, which took place in Asia and the Middle East, roughly simultaneously, around 6,500 BC, allowed the transition from nomadic,
  hunter-gatherer societies to the higher civilizations that followed. But in the Americas, farming was not discovered until 2,500 BC, fully four thousand years later and well after advanced cultures
  had already sprung up in Egypt and Mesopotamia. This was an enormous gap. Once the Indians figured out how to plant seeds and cultivate crops, civilizations in North and South America progressed at
  roughly the same pace as they had in the Old World. Cities were built. Highly organized social structures evolved. Pyramids were designed. Empires were assembled, of which the Aztecs and Incas were
  the last. (As in the Old World, nomadism and hunter-gatherer cultures persisted alongside the higher civilizations.) But the Americas, isolated and in any case without the benefit of the horse or
  the ox, could never close the time gap. They were three to four millennia behind the Europeans and Asians, and the arrival of Columbus in 1492 guaranteed that they would never catch up. The
  nonagrarian Plains Indians, of course, were even further behind.


  Thus the fateful clash between settlers from the culture of Aristotle, St Paul, Da Vinci, Luther, and Newton and aboriginal horsemen from the buffalo plains happened as though in a time warp
   as though the former were looking backward thousands of years at premoral, pre-Christian, low-barbarian versions of themselves. The Celtic peoples, ancestors of huge
  numbers of immigrants to America in the nineteenth century, offer a rough parallel. Celts of the fifth century BC were described by Herodotus as fierce warriors who fought with seeming
  disregard for their own lives.21 Like Comanches they were savage, filthy, wore their hair long, and had a hideous keening battle cry. They were
  superb horsemen, inordinately fond of alcohol, and did terrible things to their enemies and captives that included decapitation, a practice that horrified the civilized Greeks and
  Romans.22 The old Celts, forebears of the Scots-Irish who formed the vanguard of Americas western migrations, would have had no
  moral problem with the Comanche practice of torture.


  To their enemies, the Comanches were implacable buffalo-horned killers, grim apostles of darkness and devastation. Inside their own camps, however, where Rachel Parker Plummer,
  Cynthia Ann Parker, and the others now found themselves, they were something entirely different. Here, wrote Colonel Richard Irving Dodge, one of the first Americans to observe them closely, the
  Comanche is a noisy, jolly, rollicking, mischief-loving braggadoccio, brimful of practical jokes and rough fun of any kind . . . rousing the midnight echoes with song and dance, whoops and
  yells.23 He loved to gamble and would bet on anything  absolutely anything  but especially on horses and games of chance, and would
  happily wager his last deerskin. He loved to sing. He especially loved to sing his personal song, often written expressly for him by a medicine man. He often woke up singing and sang before he went
  to bed. He adored games of any kind, but more than anything else in the world he liked to race horses. He was vain about his hair  often weaving his wifes shorn tresses in with his
  own to create extensions, as modern women do. He would roll those extensions in beaver or otter skin. He was an incurable gossip and had, according to Dodge, a positive
  craving to know what is going on around him.24


  He would dance for hours, or days. He doted on his family, especially on his sons, and spent winters snug and indolent, wrapped in thick buffalo robes by the fire in his tipi, a brilliant piece
  of architectural design that required only a small fire to keep him warm even during the frigid, wind-lashed plains winters. And he loved to talk. He will talk himself wild with
  excitement, wrote Dodge, vaunting his exploits in love, war, on the chase, and will commit all sorts of extravagances while telling.25 His fellow tribe members had names like A Big Fall by Tripping, Face Wrinkling Like Getting Old, Coyote Vagina, Gets to Be a
  Middle-aged Man, Always Sitting Down in a Bad Place, Breaks Something, and She Invites Her Relatives.26
  To others, they were the personification of death. To themselves, they were simply People.


  They were in most ways typical Plains Indians. The culture of all true plains tribes was built around the buffalo, which provided lifes essentials: food, lodging (tipis made of hides),
  fuel (dried dung), tools (bone implements, water pouches made from the paunch), tack (bridles, thongs, and saddles made of hide), ropes (from twisted hair), clothing (buckskins, moccasins, and fur
  robes), and weapons (bowstrings made from sinews and clubs). Before the arrival of the buffalo hunters in the 1870s, the huge, swift animals were literally too numerous to count. The larger part of
  this population lived on the southern plains  Comancheria. They were the reason the newly mounted tribe had fought for that land in the first place.


  The buffalo was a dangerous creature to hunt. A healthy buffalo could run nearly as fast as an ordinary horse for two miles. Because it was the Indian practice to ride up on it from behind,
  shooting or lancing it, the wounded buffalo was thus an immediate threat to the rider. The danger, as Texas Ranger Rip Ford wrote, was to be caught and lifted, horse and
  all, upon the horns of so huge a beast, tossed like a feather so many feet in the air, to fall all mixed up with your four-footed companion.27
  Indian ponies were trained to turn instantly away from the buffalo at the twang of the bowstring.


  Buffalo was the food the Comanches loved more than any other. They ate steaks cooked over open fires or boiled in copper kettles. They cut the meat thin, dried it, and stored it for the winter
  and took it on long trips. They ate the kidneys and the paunch. Children would rush up to a freshly killed animal, begging for its liver and gallbladder. They would then squirt the salty bile from
  the gallbladder onto the liver and eat it on the spot, warm and dripping blood. If a slain female was giving milk, Comanches would cut into the udder bag and drink the milk mixed with warm blood.
  One of the greatest delicacies was the warm curdled milk from the stomach of a suckling calf.28 If warriors were on the trail and short of water, they
  might drink the warm blood of the buffalo straight from its veins. Entrails were sometimes eaten, stripped of their contents by using two fingers. (If fleeing pursuers, a Comanche would ride his
  horse till it dropped, cut it open, remove its intestines, wrap them around his neck, and take off on a fresh horse, eating their contents later.)29 In
  the absence of buffalo, Comanches would eat whatever was at hand: dry-land terrapins, thrown live into the fire, eaten from the shell with a horned spoon;30 all manner of small game, even horses if they had to, though they did not, like the Apaches, prefer them. They did not eat fish or birds unless they were starving. They never
  ate the heart of the buffalo.


  The Comanches were also true Plains Indians in their social structure. Nermernuh were organized in bands, a concept white men never quite understood. They insisted on looking at the Comanches as
  a tribe, meaning a single political unit with a head chief and, presumably, a cadre of civil and military subchiefs to do his bidding. This was never true. Nor was it
  true of the Cheyennes or the Arapahoes or anyone else on the plains. Comanches all spoke the same language, dressed roughly in the same way, shared the same religious beliefs and customs, and led a
  common style of life that distinguished them from other tribes and from the rest of the world. That life, however, according to ethnographers Wallace and Hoebel, did not include political
  institutions or social mechanisms by which they could act as a tribal unit.31 There was no big chief, no governing council, no Comanche
  nation that you could locate in a particular place, negotiate with, or conquer in battle. To whites, of course, this made no sense at all. It resembled no governing system they
  recognized. Across the plains, they insisted on making treaties with band headmen  often very colorful, strong-willed, and powerful ones  assuming incorrectly that the headmen spoke
  for the entire tribe. They would make this mistake again and again.


  The bands were always difficult for outsiders to understand. It was difficult to distinguish between them, or even to know how many bands there were. They occupied different, vaguely defined
  pieces of Comanche territory, and were distinguished by small cultural nuances that eluded the unpracticed eye: one liked a particular dance, another an item of clothing, one liked to eat pemmican,
  another pronounced its words more slowly than the other bands. The Spanish, seeing the world from the far western edge of Comanche country, thought there were three bands. They were wrong, though
  they were right that they had probably had contact with only three. Texas Indian agent Robert Neighbors, one of the keenest observers of the tribe, said in 1860 he thought there were eight. Other
  observers counted as many as thirteen, some of which eventually disappeared, were absorbed, or were exterminated.32


  Historians generally agree that there were five major bands at the turn of the nineteenth century. Most of the discussion in this book will focus on them. Each contained more
  than a thousand people. Some perhaps had as many as five thousand. (At its zenith, the entire nation was estimated at twenty thousand.) They were: the Yamparika (Yap Eaters), the northernmost band,
  who inhabited the lands to the south of the Arkansas River; the Kotsoteka (Buffalo Eaters), whose main grounds were the Canadian River valley in present-day Oklahoma and the Texas Panhandle; the
  Penateka (Honey Eaters), the largest and southernmost band, whose territory stretched deep into Texas; the Nokoni (Wanderers), middle Comanches, who occupied the lands in north Texas
  and present-day Oklahoma between the Penateka and the northern bands; finally, the Quahadis (Antelopes), Quanahs band, which haunted the headstreams of the Colorado, Brazos, and Red rivers
  in far northwest Texas. Each band played a different part in history. The Penatekas were the ones largely responsible for driving the Lipan Apaches into the Mexican borderlands and fought most of
  the first battles against the Texans; the Kotsotekas were the main raiders of the Spanish settlements in New Mexico; the Yamparikas battled the Cheyennes and Arapahoes on the northern borderlands
  of Comancheria. The Nokonis attacked Parkers Fort; the Quahadis fought the last battles against the US Army. All cooperated with one another on the friendliest of terms. All had, almost
  invariably, the same interests at heart. They hunted and raided together on an informal, ad hoc basis, and frequently swapped members. They never fought one another.33 They always had common interests, common enemies, and in spite of their decentralization acted with remarkable consistency when it came to diplomacy and trade. (Other tribes
  had band structures that were even harder for whites to understand. Sitting Bull, for example, was a member of the Sioux tribe, but his affiliation was with the Lakota, or
  western division, also known as Teton, and his specific band was Hunkpapa.)


  The Comanches, as a tribe, were thus without a center. But even within the band, their political structures were remarkably nonhierarchical, and their headmen wielded only limited power. There
  were usually two main chiefs in each band, one peace or civil chief, and one war chief. Though the former was usually superior to the latter, he exercised nothing like absolute control over
  individual band members, and there was nothing institutional about his power. There were indeed some very strong Comanche chiefs who commanded great allegiance, but they retained their power only
  so long as people went along with them. The civil chief s main job was that of a billeting officer  the man who said when the tribe would move and where it would go.34 He sat with a council that would rule on individual cases of theft, adultery, or murder, or whatever crime might come before them. But there was no consistent
  body of traditional law, no police, and no judges. It was, in effect, a system of private law. If a wrong was committed, then it was up to the wronged party to litigate it. Otherwise there would be
  no enforcement. Payment for damages usually came in the form of horses.35


  The head war chief, meanwhile, was a grand and glorious warrior but was not actually in charge of many of the war or raiding parties that went out, nor could he determine who joined them or
  where they went. These were gathered by individual warriors with individual notions about where they wanted to go. In Comanche society, anyone could be a war chief; it meant simply that you had an
  idea to raid, say, Mexican ranchos in Coahuila, and were able to gather a sufficient number of warriors to do it. Head war chiefs got that way because they were good at recruiting war parties. They
  would inevitably lead the most important sorties, and would lead the most important expeditions against powerful enemies. But they did not control, nor would they have wanted
  to, the martial plans of individual braves.


  Since discipline and authority were lacking at the tribal and band levels, one might expect that the power of the families or clans made up for this. But here, too, the Comanche was remarkably
  free of the usual social fetters. Though the family unit was clearly the basis of the band, the bands were never organized around a family group, nor were families even the main force in the
  regulation of marriage. There were no clan organizations of any kind. A family could not prevent a daughter or son from marrying outside his or her band, and could not even prevent a family member
  from leaving the band.36 There was no principle of heredity in leadership, which was based entirely on merit.


  The Comanche male was thus gloriously, astoundingly free. He was subject to no church, no organized religion, no priest class, no military societies, no state, no police, no public law, no
  domineering clans or powerful families, no strict rules of personal behavior, nothing telling him he could not leave his band and join another one, nothing even telling him he could not abscond
  with his friends wife, though he certainly would end up paying somewhere between one and ten horses for that indulgence, assuming he was caught. He was free to organize his own military
  raids; free to come and go as he pleased. This was seen by many people, particularly writers and poets from James Fenimore Cooper onward, as a peculiarly American sort of freedom. Much was made of
  the noble and free life of the American Savage. It was, indeed, a version of that freedom, especially from onerous social institutions, that drew many settlers west to the primitive frontier.


  This was the culture in which Rachel Plummer found herself. If there was much joy, laughter, singing, and gaming among the men, there was little left for her. As a woman, she
  was a second-class citizen, a member of a caste whose lot it was to do most of the hard work, including herding, skinning, butchering, drying beef, making clothing, packing and
  repairing tipis. And of course tending to children and all family matters. As a captive woman she had even fewer rights, and having been taken as an adult, she was never likely to get any
  more than she had. She bore the scars of her initial captivity and from punishments she had received. (Those who saw her later said she was quite visibly scarred.) She was the sexual slave of her
  master and of anyone he chose to share her with, which would have included members of his family. Considering what else she put up with, including the torture of one child and the murder of
  another, this would have been among the least of her worries. She was, as we have seen, the maltreated servant of her masters women.


  In other ways, Rachel became entirely Comanche. She shed her pioneer clothing for Indian buckskins, and, though she does not comment on it, would have been as filthy and bug-ridden as any of the
  Comanches, who were notable even among Indians for their lack of hygiene. She would have chopped off her long, lovely red hair. In addition to buffalo meat, which she loved, she developed a taste
  for prairie dogs (fat, and fine to eat), beaver (the tail only), and bear (very fat and delicious food). It is doubtful that she participated in the
  universal Comanche habit of picking lice off themselves and cracking them with their teeth, a practice that disgusted white observers. Like other women, she probably served the men during the
  entertainments, fetching water for them while they danced. If she played any of the games that women and children played (shinny, double-ball), she does not mention it. She knew that she was no
  longer in danger of being killed. She also knew that, if she remained with the tribe, her life would never change.


  Having failed in her plan to goad the Indians into killing her, she resolved now to persuade someone to purchase her from her captor. On the high plains she encountered a
  group of Mexicans. I tried to get one of them to buy me, she wrote. I told him that even if my father and husband were dead, I knew I had enough land in Texas to fully
  indemnify him; but he did not try to buy me, although he agreed to do it.37 She did not give up hope. Later, while she was tending the
  bands horses, she encountered what she called Mexican traders  almost certainly Comancheros from New Mexico. They asked her to take them to her master, which she did.
  Then, in her presence, they asked him if he would sell her. Her masters shocking answer: S, seor.
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