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The Texas–Comanche Wars were a series of 19th-century conflicts originally between settlers in Spanish Texas and the Southern Plains Indians, primarily the Comanche Nation. The Texas Declaration of Independence from Mexico was enacted in 1836. Texas later joined the Union in 1845. The Union government in Washington was keen to absorb Texas, but unhappy with this state having its own private army, the Texas Rangers.

Washington subsequently demanded that Texas dismantle the Rangers, to be replaced by the U.S. Cavalry. Things became complicated, when Washington later withdrew the 2nd Cavalry, needed to defend settlers against the Comanche, due to the impending American Civil War, (1861-1865). This was a frustrating time, for Rangers, who never knew when they were disbanded and when they weren't.

The Comanche could also not be blamed for their continuing hostility. Despite being granted treaty land by Washington, “Comancheria”, in what is now called Oklahoma, they were still pressured by an endless parade of: Texas Rangers, Militia, other Indian tribes fighting for their own territory and endless foreign settlers, motivated by the myth of “Manifest Destiny”.

This myth of the virtuous battle by European colonists against savage Native American tribes was driven by political, economic and religious ambition. First contrived in 1845, “Manifest Des-tiny” perpetuated the hypocritical notion that the rightful and exceptional destiny of the United States justified their greed and ruthlessly imperialistic expansion throughout North America and later the world.

Many Americans are still stuck in this mid-19th century mindset. Accounts of this period by most Texas historians, though unified in their bias against the Comanche, still can't agree amongst themselves about the details. Inspired by a lucid dream of the “Battle of Little Robe Creek” (May 12th, 1858), I decided to develop my own account in the style of “magic realism”, that incorporates fantastic or mythical elements into otherwise realistic fiction. For scholars confused by the reference to a Native American tribe, called “Kowtona”, for reasons that should become apparent, my use of this fictitious name should become self-evident.

DSM
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Chapter One
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COMANCHERIA - HILLSIDE

A faint predawn glow illuminates the Great Plains, where it rises into the Antelope Hills and sparkles off the meandering South Canadian River fed by the Wichita Mountains.

“ANTELOPE HILLS, OKLAHOMA INDIAN TERRITORY”

A mixed bag of a couple of hundred smartly dressed TEXAS RANGERS, including a motley crew of MILITIAMEN and an assortment of “friendly” Native American WARRIORS with white head bands, mostly KOWTONA, make their way up a steep hillside on horseback. The raiding party reaches the top of a rise to reveal nestled into an adjacent wooded hillside, a small Penateka Comanche village. The Commanding Officer, a distinguished veteran Texas Ranger, calmly signals a grim Kowtona War Chief, as his eager Second-in-Command efficiently directs the remainder of the group to quietly take their ease on horseback.

PENATEKA COMANCHE VILLAGE

The Kowtona warriors make their way down the hillside on foot, approach-ing a collection of five Comanche tipi lodges covered with decorated buffalo hides. They take their position by the entrance to each structure and await a sign from their Chief. Sprung by a subtle nod, the Kowtona war party burst into the un-suspecting lodges howling their war cries.

TEXAS GOVERNOR'S OFFICE - MAP

A large framed De Cordova wall map of Texas, New Mexico and the Indian Territory to the north.

SUPER: “TEXAS, 1858”

TEXAS GOVERNOR'S OFFICE

SR. CAPT. LEROY CORD, (36), and CAPT. HARRY HARTMAN, (32), sit uncomfortably, despite the lovely Spanish leather chairs, in the grand office of TEXAS GOVERNOR HARDIN RUNNELS, (46).

Standing behind his massive antique carved oak desk, with the large wall map behind him, the Governor holds forth, while the officers take modest sips from their old fashioned glasses of elderly single-malt Scotch. The Governor pauses to take a drink from his own glass, then charges back into his rant.

GOV. HARDIN RUNNELS


Now, I have on good authority from our agent at the Brazos Indian Reservations, that the Kowtona would be most anxious to participate in this operation. Your first order of business, will be to travel to the Rez and have words with Kowtona Chief Placido. Let me impress upon you the necessity of energetic effort and remember our reputations, yours and mine, depend on immediate and drastic action.



Sr. Capt. Cord sets down his glass and surges to his feet.

SR. CAPT. CORD 


Governor, we take full responsibility for this mission. Am sure I can speak for Capt. Hartman.



Captain Hartman nods in agreement.

SR. CAPT. CORD (CONT’D) 


Rest assured, any apprehension regarding our inability to contain the enemy and justify the expedition, will be minimal.



GOV. RUNNELS 


Excellent, knew I could count on you. Gentlemen, drink up. Much work to be done.



Capt. Hartman also rises to his feet. Both sharply salute the Governor, as he circles his desk to give them their written orders and firmly shake their hands.

PENATEKA COMANCHE LODGE

Kowtona warriors swarm through the Comanche sleeping quarters, brutally hacking to pieces barely awake CO-MANCHE MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN. The SOULS of the slaughtered Comanche drift up from their bodies, howling death songs to their ancestors.

PENATEKA COMANCHE VILLAGE - OVERLOOK

On an adjacent hillside, the rest of the troops anxiously await the out-come of the attack. Cord and Hartman discuss the operation.

SR. CAPT. CORD


We were warned by Agent Rose, what bloodthirsty bastards these Kowtona are.



CAPT. HARTMAN


Much is made of their bein' friends of the settlers, when they're cannibals, for Christ sake! Despised by every other tribe on the Great Plains.



SR. CAPT. CORD


The governor said we'd be on a limited budget. Hell, I didn't figure him to think we could do this with two hundred Rangers, a handful of ragtag Militia and a bunch of so-called “friendlies”.



Leroy spits.

SR. CAPT. CORD (CONT’D) 


That fella spends top dollar on decorating his office, but won't provide enough Rangers for his glorious campaign.



CAPT. HARTMAN 


Can't be fussy about Injun volunteers. 'Specially when they're good fighters.



SR. CAPT. CORD


Long as the only flesh they eat for dinner is Comanche, I don't give a damn.



CAPT. HARTMAN 


Seems neither side in this Texas-Indian War are observing rules respectin' non-combat-ants.



SR. CAPT. CORD 


Whatever it takes to put fear of grim horrible death into these vicious Comanche.



PENATEKA COMANCHE VILLAGE

The Kowtona erupt from the lodges with triumphant howls brandishing bloody trophies of Comanche body parts.

PENATEKA COMANCHE VILLAGE - OVERLOOK

This is the signal the Texas Ranger officers have been awaiting. The Senior Captain murmurs affectionately to rouse his Appaloosa horse.

SR. CAPT. CORD


Sally, let's mosey on down the hill and see what we can see.



Sally snickers in response.

CAPT. HARTMAN


Nice your Appaloosa's such a great conversationalist. Though, I'd keep your heart-to-hearts on the down-low around the men. Might get antsy about your feminine companionship.



Leroy smirks back at his friend, as, Harry moves off to motivate the troops around him. The rest of the Rangers and Militia follow the two senior officers down the hill to check the results of the Kowtona massacre.

PENATEKA COMANCHE VILLAGE - HILLSIDE

Three young Comanche women: WHITE BUFFALO WOMAN, (24), feeding an INFANT, (1), strapped across her chest, her older sister, SUNSET SPIDER WOMAN, (27), younger sister, BLUE SKY WOMAN, (18), and their parents, CHIEF BUFFALO HEART, (48), and his Southern Ute wife, COYOTE WOMAN, (45), enjoy the simple task of picking mushrooms in the early dawn. All startle at the horrific sound of howling. Sunset Spider Woman runs to a vantage point gazing down at the camp gesturing to the others cautioning quiet.

PENATEKA COMANCHE VILLAGE

From the Comanche camp anguished souls of the recently slaughtered CO-MANCHE MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN rise through their tipi into the sky. The recently deceased family and loved ones of the mushroom pickers struggle with the horror of their plight.

PENATEKA COMANCHE LODGE

Senior Captain Cord and Captain Hartman enter one of the lodges looking for survivors. The Kowtona warriors enthusiastically slice bloody strips of steaming flesh and stuff them into leather carry bags. ANADARKO CAPTAIN, JIM POCKMARK, (27), lifts the hide flap and enters.

CAPT. POCKMARK


Senior Captain, found large Comanche camp nearby, where Little Robe Creek flows into South Canadian. Maybe seventy lodges...



SR. CAPT. CORD


Good work, Jim. Pass the word to the other friendlies. We'll pull out, soon as we torch the lodges.



Jim shrugs in acknowledgment. Without a look at the carnage about him, he moves back out the door. The Senior Captain shakes his head at the elated Kowtona, who follow the Scout with their booty.

CAPT. HARTMAN


Okay, Leroy. I'll get the men moving.



SR. CAPT. CORD


Thanks, Harry.



Both officers take one last look at the gore around them, then carry on.

PENATEKA COMANCHE VILLAGE

Cord climbs back on his appaloosa, casting his eye about the scene of this first victory. NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICERS curse the troops into formation, for the march to the next camp. The men chat excitedly among themselves.

QUAHADI COMANCHE VILLAGE - OVER-LOOK

Adjacent the confluence of the Cana-dian River and Little Robe Creek, about six dozen Quahadi Comanche tipi cover a raised embankment. Most in this thriving community busy themselves preparing their morning meals. Chief Buffalo Heart and his family, the lone survivors of the re-cent attack, rush towards the Chief's lodge.

CHIEF QUASHO'S LODGE

Chief Buffalo Heart, his wife and three daughters brusquely enter disturbing a tribal council meeting. CHIEF POHEBITS QUASHO, (53), and five TRIBAL COUNCIL OF GRANDMOTHERS rise to greet them.

CHIEF QUASHO


Chief Buffalo Heart and family always welcome at Pohebits' hearth. Trouble, my friend?



CHIEF BUFFALO HEART


Gandmothers, Chief Pohebits Quasho, Kowtona “wendigo” (cannibals) raid camp. Two elder daughters lose husbands and five children, rest of band snuffed out. Cowardly White soldiers watch from distance, be here soon.



Chief Quasho motions council members in the lodge to listen up.

CHIEF QUASHO


Pass word to break camp. Need to buy time for people escape down “Gooalpah”, (South Cana-dian River). Warn eldest son, Chief Peta Nocona, and other families up river.



Chief Pohebits Quasho looks sadly at Buffalo Heart and his family. He raises a hand in prayer.

CHIEF QUASHO (CONT’D)


Hear me, powers of four directions, behold us two-legged here on earth for flowering stick you gave us has lost bloom and people in despair. Hear my word, so future generations walk good road with flowering stick. Hear me, on behalf of our people, all relatives, the sacred seeds, four-leggeds and wings of the air, may this be good day to die.



Finishing his prayer, Chief Quasho drops his hand and looks about the lodge.

CHIEF QUASHO (CONT’D)


In youth, fought to death with brave Spanish soldier and earned right to take coat of iron, which many claim my blessing of survival in battle. Truth is, was strength of mountain lion ally give me courage to stand tall as warrior. Maybe this day we die, maybe not, but we fight, help others live another day.



CHIEF BUFFALO HEART 


Great words by great Chief. Thank you, “Wakan Tanka” (Great Spirit).



With pride in their eyes, the lodge empties, as the Grandmothers leave to spread word of immanent attack.

CHIEF QUASHO


Buffalo Heart, you are Fire-keeper, must live to protect Comanche way, to find balance and live in harmony with all life. Take this lodge, replace your loss, as I won't need it anymore. Last night had vi-sion, Is it not good day to die?



Chief Buffalo Heart embraces his old friend, Chief Pohebits. Buffalo Heart then approaches his family. Chief Pohebits Quasho's good wife dresses him with chainmail jacket, ceremonial buffalo robe and buffalo horn head-dress.

QUAHADI COMANCHE CAMP - OVERLOOK

Cord and the troops appear on nearby hillside. Hundreds of Comanche warriors circle horses in a field in front of a few remaining lodges, yip-ping and brandishing traditional weapons.

QUAHADI COMANCHE CAMP - WOODS

Heavily loaded non-combatant Comanche hustle through the woods.

QUAHADI COMANCHE CAMP - FIELD

On horseback, Comanche War Chief Quasho energetically charges through the experienced and confident throng, encouraging the Comanche warriors with loud catcalls of their despised enemy.

CHIEF QUASHO


Kowtona cowards kill sleeping children. Try wide-awake Comanche warrior.



QUAHADI COMANCHE CAMP - OVERLOOK

CAPT. HARTMAN


Leroy, we must attack at once.



SR. CAPT. CORD


Don't know, Harry. Take a look at that.



The Senior Captain gestures up the hill to the approaching dust clouds of COMANCHE REINFORCEMENTS in the distance.

QUAHADI COMANCHE CAMP - FIELD

While, fearless Chief Quasho harangues the wendigo Kowtona to one-on-one combat, friendly Indian scout captain, Jim Pockmark, raises his Sharps buffalo rifle and shoots Chief Quasho in the chest. A group of dis-tressed Comanche warriors race to his side and lead the chief and his horse back to camp. Pohebits' son, CHIEF PETA NOCONA, (24), a proud and respected warrior with a few hundred experienced COMANCHE WARRIORS at his side, arrives in time to see his father shot and immediately signs for all Comanche to move to shelter of the woods.

QUAHADI COMANCHE CAMP - OVERLOOK

Captain Hartman struggles to rein in his skittish horse beside the Senior Captain.

CAPT. HARTMAN


Leroy, we must attack.



SR. CAPT. CORD


These Comanche reinforcements change everything, even with our advanced weaponry.
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