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TO THE YOUNG PEOPLE OF MY COUNTRY,
THAT THEY MAY KNOW
HOW THEIR PARENTS AND GRANDPARENTS LIVED,
AND THE UPS AND DOWNS THEY AND THE
INDIANS HAD TOGETHER, THIS BOOK
IS RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED
BY THE AUTHOR





FOREWORD


Dale F. Giese


Most historians agree that Nine Years among the Indians, 1870–1879: The Story of the Captivity and Life of a Texan among the Indians by Herman Lehmann is one of the very best captivity narratives ever published on the Apaches and Comanches. J. Frank Dobie called it “the finest of the captive narratives of the Southwest.”


Herman’s story was originally published in 1899 by Johnson Brothers Printing Company in San Antonio, Texas. Written by Judge Jonathan H. Jones of Mason County, Texas, it carried the cover title Indianology. The description on the title page read:


A Condensed History of the Apache and Comanche Indian Tribes. For Amusement And General Knowledge. Prepared From The General Conversation Of Herman Lehmann, Willie Lehmann, Mrs. Mina Keyser, Mrs. A. J. Buchmeyer And Others.


The 1899 version, very rare today, differs from Nine Years among the Indians, which was published by Von Boeckmann-Jones Company of Austin, Texas in 1927. First, Willie Lehmann, Mina Keyser, and Mrs. A. J. Buchmeyer do not appear to be participants in the latter work. Second, although Herman dictated both versions with honesty and humor, the 1927 story is more carefully edited than Indianology.


For more than twenty years I have used the Lehmann-Hunter story in my university classes as a primary source of Plains Indian life as seen through the eyes of this remarkable man.


Herman’s story is about a young boy born of German immigrant parents who lived near Fredericksburg, Texas. At the age of eleven he was captured by Mescalero Apaches and eventually gained warrior status. Because he killed an Apache medicine man five years later, he was forced to flee for his life. Joining the Comanches voluntarily, he continued his Plains Indina way of life until Quanah Parker convinced him to return to his mother in Texas. He does so reluctantly, adapting with much difficulty to an industrialized society.


Herman relates that the Apaches and Comanches operated in bands and rarely came together in a large body. He further states that all bands had some white and Mexican captive children. In the course of his narrative, he mentions many of their names. Continuing to reflect on his life, he says, “My career has been rather checkered; I have lived as a savage and as a civilized man, and while I love my old Indian comrades, the refining influences of civilization have brought a great change in me. When I was a savage I thirsted to kill and to steal, because I had been taught that that was the way to live; but I know now that that is wrong. I would not take human life now, nor would I steal.”


Through Herman’s eyes we learn of the role of Indian women, who performed all of the labor except the making of weapons and pipes. While the birth of a male brought much rejoicing and meant a future warrior, the birth of a female received little attention. He notes that illegitimate children were rare among the Native Americans and that if a married woman committed adultery, the penalty was to cut off her nose.


Male slaves such as Herman were highly prized, for they meant additional warriors for the tribe. In a relatively short period of time, Herman was undergoing a warrior training program that taught him how to ride, fight, manufacture bows, arrows and shields, and poison arrows. He seemed to learn quickly and soon grew to love his Indian comrades and their way of life. Later he would have several opportunities to leave and rejoin his family in Loyal Valley, Texas, but he preferred the society of the Apache people. Only after a drunken brawl, during which he killed a medicine man in self defense, did he escape the Apaches—to save his life. Instead of returning to his family, he chose to become a Comanche and continue the life style of the Plains Indian warrior.


Of particular interest to students and scholars is Herman’s ability to humanize Native Americans, who are neither noble nor bloodthirsty savages in his narrative. For instance he describes incidents in which they made careless, comical, and tragic mistakes. On one occasion they were caught bathing by the Texas Rangers, who took all of their horses and killed several warriors. At another time one brave accidentally shot himself in the knee, and at still another one of Herman’s people out hunting antelope killed a warrior who, dressed as an antelope, was also stalking the prey. Peace and harmony did not always reign among the plains tribes. At times the Comanches and Apaches joined in mutual alliances against the whites, and sometimes they desperately fought each other. Some Apache bands even warred on one another. Alcohol, “hoosh,” was often the underlying cause. There was great hatred of the Tonkaways, who had allied themselves with the whites. Herman graphically describes the cannibalism they practiced on the Comanches.


The subject of religion is one that Herman clearly came to view from both the white and Indian perspectives. Of one raid he relates, “Down near Smoothing Iron Mountain we took twenty-five horses, tore down fences and left things like we believed the Great Spirit had intended them to be, free and open. . . . if the Great Spirit had wanted the country to be enclosed He would have fenced it.” Herman and his Indian companions believed in an afterlife and often buried their comrades with their weapons and buffalo robes, and horses and servants. The latter were killed for this purpose. On the subject of worship, he speaks frankly: “I have seen just as much earnestness and less hypocrisy among the Indians in their worship as I ever have since I came among the whites. . . . I am glad God has spared my life and permitted me to live to see these wonderful changes. I gave reverence to Him in the only way I knew how when I was an Indian; I worship Him now after the manner of an enlightened white man.”


Hatred of the whites is one of the dominant themes in Herman’s story. He quoted Victorio as saying, “ ‘The white man is the Indian’s enemy, and the Indians must quit fighting among themselves and all go together to fight the palefaces. While I was gone I saw as many palefaces as there are sprigs of grass on the plains or stars in the sky, and if we continue to fight each other we will all be exterminated by the white man.’ ” Herman mentioned that the plains were overrun by buffalo hunters who were killing the animals for their hides. He saw thousands of carcasses of buffalo, which “made us desperate to see this wanton slaughter of our food supply.” He says, “Our men were getting scarcer everyday, war parties and raiders would go out and never return. We held a great council, in which other tribes participated, and pledged ourselves to kill all of the whites as they came into our territory; kill them as they destroyed our game; kill them as they slew our warriors; kill them as they killed our squaws and children; to follow them and kill them so long as any of us remained, and on the break-up of the council we had a big war dance.”


The buffalo hunters were not their only targets. Cowboys and the cattle industry came in for their share of enmity. Apaches and Comanches stole Texas cattle, which they sold to the Pueblo Indians in the Rio Grande Valley. Herman said,


The Pueblos lived in Mexico and on the border land, were great traders, spoke the Mexican language, had their own herds and would pay a good price for cattle. . . . We would often get biscuits, sugar, coffee, meal and flour, besides guns and ammunition. . . . We could send by those fellows for almost anything we wanted (but that was usually mescal or whiskey) and they were faithful to their promises but we never paid for anything until we got it. The credit system was not in vogue among our tribes.


Fort Bascom, built near Tucumcari, New Mexico in 1863, was constructed to deter or halt both this exchange and another, the comanchero trade. Mexican traders brought onto the Southern Plains a quantity of goods to trade with the Apaches, Comanches, and Kiowas in return for horses, mules, and cattle stolen from Texas ranches. Herman and his companions were involved in this trade. He records that “we journeyed southeast and met a large party of friendly Mexicans with pack burros well laden with flour, meal, coffee, sugar and little trinkets to trade to the Indians for horses and mules, and they camped with us several days.” The Mexicans sometimes joined the Indians on these raids. In one incident, he recalls, “One time a party of Mexicans came to our camp to trade with the Indians. They had plenty of mescal, corn whisky [sic], and tobacco, and most of the tribe got drunk. One hundred and forty of the Indians and sixty of the Mexicans went on a cattle raid, and west of Fort Griffin, on the old trail, we ran into a big herd being driven to Kansas.”


At another time Herman recounted how the Apaches and Comanches met Mexicans on the plains to trade their horses for sugar, meal, sun-dried biscuits, guns, ammunition, whiskey, and mescal. Sometimes they would swap ten horses for one gun and once gave twenty horses for one needle gun. So vital was such trade to the Indians that wearing Mexican scalps on his belt brought the warrior little honor.


In time, the buffalo hunters were almost everywhere on the Southern Plains. Herman relates that many of them were wealthy sportsmen, “green” from the states, who were armed with the finest weapons and an abundance of ammunition as well as being outfitted with first-class camp equipment. Thus, the Indians kept themselves well supplied with the property of these hunters. Some they killed, others they spared. One individual mentioned in the 1899 version was captured, robbed, and stripped. Then each warrior struck him one time as he ran the gauntlet to his escape. He was made to promise that he would move his camp and try to keep the whites out of the territory. Just the same, more and more people came, and ranches and forts were established everywhere.


As Herman’s band of Apaches and then Comanches moved throughout Texas and into parts of New Mexico, they were in constant search of food. This consisted of bison (his buffalo), horse, mule, cattle, bear, antelope, deer, peccary, wood rat, dog, skunk, possum, and lice (especially after a buffalo hunt). According to Herman, wild mustangs were captured by creasing: “shooting an arrow into his back just behind the shoulders; too low or too far back would cripple or kill. It takes a good shot, but we were adepts [sic] at that.” Herman noted that his people used dogs for hunting and protection and that a Newfoundland had once successfully protected a child from wolves.


Religion was very much a part of hunting. In the 1899 version, Herman says:


The Apache was ever mindful of the great Creator and stood in awe and reverence before all nature and the handiwork of God. He had no idea of Christianity but he bowed to every weed that he bent, every stream that he crossed and begged the pardon of every animal that he killed and always praised or emplored the Great Spirits after each chase, engagement or war.


At one time Herman gambled using cacti with different numbers of specks on them in a game of craps. Another time the Indians bet heavily on the ability of their comrades to rope antelope from a fleeing herd. Saddles, blankets, horses, and guns changed hands, and Herman became one of their favorites to bet on. He mentioned that it was the warrior’s religious duty to pay his gambling debts.


In his introduction to the 1927 edition, J. Marvin Hunter referred to the fact that Herman married a “splendid” girl in Loyal Valley and later went to live in Indian Territory on a Comanche headright given to him by the federal government. In the 1899 version Herman included a chapter titled “Work, Wedlock and Things Worse.” He spoke of jobs he held around Loyal Valley, quarreling and drinking. He “loved beer and other strong drinks, and when a man did anything I didn’t like, I never quarreled with him. But I would knock it out with him; . . .” Eventually he asked a Miss Burks to marry him, and she agreed. Although her father approved, he did not think the marriage was a good one because of his daughter’s terrible temper. Herman loved his first wife very much, but in time she would prove unfaithful. He related, “I had only five dollars in money but I saddled and straddled my pony and rode back to the Comanches at Fort Sill, and spent several weeks with Quanah Parker.” After several months he decided to return for his cattle, which he had left in Loyal Valley. He found his wife with another man, and at this point, he says, “I carried her to her mother and told her that I would rather be separated than live with such a woman. Several hard words passed but I left her there never to see her again.”


After the separation Herman bought a team and wagon and began freighting. He continued to drink and fight; so the Methodist Church decided to expell him from its congregation. He gambled, raced horses, made money fast, and spent it just as fast. In Cherry Springs, Texas he operated a saloon and made easy money, but according to Herman, he became too fat and drank too much. He sold the saloon and soon spent all the proceeds. The only mention of his second wife by Herman comes from his statement, “I have now found a good woman for a helpmate, have two bright little boys to make our home cheerful and I’m scratching in the soil for a livelihood.”


Through this wonderful narrative Herman brings to us the story of a lad uprooted from his family and thrust into a totally alien culture, but a lifestyle exciting for a teenager. He grew to love these people, and they shared mutual feelings for him. We gain more than just insight into the Indian way of life. Through Herman’s eyes we really come to understand just how they lived, fought, and died. Herman tells their story just as he lived it among these, his, people. Their story becomes his story with all of its violence, hardships, humor, passion, and love.





INTRODUCTORY


Herman Lehmann, with whom this book has to deal, was born of German parents, June 5, 1859. He was captured by a band of Apache Indians when he was about eleven years old, and lived with this tribe for four years; later he became involved in difficulties with members of the tribe and was forced to flee for his life. He went out into the wilderness, where alone in the mountains he remained for about a year, and later he went to the Comanches, into which tribe he was adopted, and he remained with them until he was finally restored to his people, being grown at the time of the restoration, and to all intents and purposes a wild Indian. During his captivity he had forgotten his mother’s tongue, had abandoned the white man’s ways, was a blood-thirsty, thieving savage, and when brought back to civilization he had to be forcibly restrained to keep him from slipping away and going back to his tribe. In time, however, he became reconciled, re-civilized, and eventually made a good citizen.


I have known Herman Lehmann personally and intimately for thirty-five years. When he was brought back from his captivity my father, the late John Warren Hunter, was living at Loyal Valley, the home of Lehmann’s mother, and I have heard him relate amusing incidents of Lehmann’s Indian ways, and how the savage boy would scare the children of the village. My own mother used to tell me if I was not good “that Indian” would sure get me. For a long time he dressed in his Indian garb; he did not like the white man’s clothing; he wanted to be alone, out in the woods; he kept aloof from everyone for a long time after his return. Finally, as the refining influences of a mother’s undying love, the cheerful associations of a happy family circle, and the affectionate treatment by his brothers and sisters, brought about a complete change in this wild character, and the wildness gave way to a kind and noble nature, and he became a white man again. But he never forgot his friends, the Indians. Years afterward, after he had married a splendid girl at Loyal Valley, he was granted a headright in the Indian Territory, through a special act of Congress, and he went there to live upon his claim, and among his tribe. Yes, his tribe, for he was still a Comanche in the eyes of his copper-colored brothers, and he still possesses all of the tribal rights and privileges even unto this day.


In giving the story of his life in this volume, I am giving it just as he gave it to me, without exaggeration, without boasting, and only in the hope that the reader will find it interesting and a true recital of facts. There are people living today who know all of the circumstances surrounding his capture and return; there are Texas Rangers who know of his participation in battles with the Rangers; there are Indians who went on the warpath with him, and fought by his side in bloody conflict.


Herman Lehmann is an old man now; his long and eventful life is nearing its close. He feels the weight of years, but he can look back into the far and dim past without regrets over any overt act he may have, in the savage state, committed, because, as he says, he was taught by the Indians to steal and to kill. He believed it was right. After his restoration he soon learned that it was wrong to do these things, and he has not done them. His conscience is clear, and he believes that a just God has pardoned him for whatever sins he may have committed in savagery, when he knew no better.


Some thirty years ago Judge J. H. Jones of Mason published a book, “Indianology,” which dealt at great length with the captivity of Herman Lehmann, and from this book I have obtained valuable material which is used in this volume. But most of the facts were related to me by the ex-captive, who, at this date, May 28, 1927, is with me and telling me of his harrowing and hair-raising experiences.


J. MARVIN HUNTER.




NINE YEARS AMONG THE INDIANS, 1870–1879





CHAPTER I


MY CAPTIVITY


My father and mother came over from Germany with the Prince Solms Colony in 1846, and settled at Fredericksburg, Gillespie County, Texas. My father, Maurice Lehmann, died in 1864. Mother married Philip Buchmier in 1866. Some time after the war they secured a large tract of land on Squaw Creek, about twenty-five miles northwest of Fredericksburg. On this land they built their frontier cabin and engaged in farming on a small scale, and stock raising.


From the beginning of the Civil War and up to 1872 the Indians made their periodical raids into Gillespie and adjoining counties, extending their depredations as far south as Austin and nearly to San Antonio, and the sod of many of the smiling valleys had been encrimsoned with the blood of these hardy pioneers while endeavoring to establish in the wilderness a home for their families.


The valleys of Beaver Creek and Squaw Creek and their tributaries offered an inviting field for the daring pioneer, and two or three other German families located near our ranch, and these, although several miles apart, formed the nucleus of a small settlement. The soil along these valleys was exceptionally fertile; springs abounded, timber was plentiful, the range was excellent, and there was plenty of game. With these natural advantages and despite the raids of the Indians, during which numbers of horses were driven off and our cattle maimed and slaughtered, the colonists prospered beyond precedent, and today their descendants are among the most prominent in point of intelligence and wealth of all the citizens of Mason and Gillespie Counties.


One day, in the month of May, 1870, I, with my brother, Willie Lehmann, and my two sisters, Caroline and Gusta, were sent out into the wheat field to scare the birds away. Gusta was just a baby at the time, probably two years old, and was being cared for by Caroline. I was about eleven years old, Willie was past eight years old, and Caroline was just a little girl. We sat down in the field to play, and the first thing we knew we were surrounded by Indians. When we saw their hideously painted faces we were terribly frightened, and some of us pulled for the house. Willie was caught right where he was sitting. Caroline ran toward the house, leaving the baby, and the Indians shot at her several times, and she fell, fainted from fright. The Indians had no time to dally with her, so they passed on thinking she was dead, and they often told me she was killed, and I believed it until I came home several years later.


They chased me for a distance and caught me. I yelled and fought manfully, when the chief, Carnoviste, laid hold upon me, and a real scrap was pulled off right there. The Indian slapped me, choked me, beat me, tore my clothes off, threw away my hat—the last one I had for more than eight years—and I thought he was going to kill me. I locked my fingers in his long black hair, and pulled as hard as I could; I kicked him in the stomach; I bit him with my teeth, and I had almost succeeded in besting him and getting loose when another Indian, Chiwat, came up. Then Carnoviste caught me by the head and the other Indian took hold of my feet and they conveyed me to a rock fence nearby, where they gave me a sling and my face and breast plowed up the rocks and sand on the other side. I was so completely stunned by the jolt that I could not scramble to my feet before the two Indians had cleared the fence and were upon me. They soon had me securely bound upon the back of a bucking bronco, stark naked. The Indians lost no time in getting away from there, and as we raced through the brush and undergrowth, my flesh was pricked and torn by mesquite thorns and catclaws, and the sun blistered my naked back and limbs. Death just then would have been a relief to me. My brother, Willie, was in the same distressing predicament as I, but he murmured not. The Indians passed down near Loyal Valley and on to Moseley’s Mountains, where they located some horses in the valley. All of the Indians, except Carnoviste, who remained to guard us two boys, went for the horses, and while they were gone we heard some shots fired. Carnoviste went out to a point to ascertain the cause of the shots, and Willie and I tried to run away, but Willie was unable to run fast and Carnoviste soon caught us, beat us, gagged us so we could not scream, and threatened by his countenance and actions to torture us more if we made another attempt to get away.


Soon the Indians returned with the stolen horses, and from there we turned west and traveled for a ways, and the Indians picked up a gray and sorrel horse; one had William Kidd’s brand and the other Mr. Stone’s. We then turned northwest, passed by the Keyser ranch and on to the Llano River. At the river they took us from the ponies, tied me securely and hobbled Willie, and then all lay down to rest. They neither made a fire nor ate anything here. We had had nothing to eat since breakfast that morning. Late in the night we were aroused and set out up Willow Creek, passing to the right of Mason, where the band scattered. Willie and I were separated, he being taken with one party and I with another. The Indians sent back scouts to see if we were followed, and to cover up our tracks if possible.


Carnoviste had me with him. We found a young calf lying down. He made signs for me to catch that calf, using about the persuasion you would to a dog. I was afraid not to obey him, so after the young bovine I went and caught him. Carnoviste jumped down, cut the calf’s throat, cut it open, plunged his knife into its stomach, got out the soured milk contents, and ate that nasty stuff with a relish that was sickening to see. I turned away disgusted and sick at the stomach. He made signs for me to eat some, but I made signs that I could not and would not. He grabbed me and soused my head into that calf’s paunch and rubbed that nauseous stuff all over my face, in my eyes, up my nose, into my ears and forced some down my throat. He held my nose and made me swallow, but the stuff would not stay on my stomach, and I vomited copiously. He then cut out the kidneys and liver and compelled me to eat some of them while they were warm with the animal heat. I would vomit the mess up, but he would gather it up and make me swallow the same dose again, and again I would vomit. He would soak it in the warm blood and make me swallow it down again. The blood settled my stomach, and I finally retained the revolting filth. Then Carnoviste took me to a hole of water, washed my face, put me on the horse with him, and we went to rejoin the other Indians of our party.





CHAPTER II


WE TRAVEL ON


After traveling some distance we went up on a hill and made a big fire, and soon discovered six Indians approaching with a large bunch of stolen horses. They approached cautiously, and when they discovered our identity they came up and we sat down to a hearty meal of raw and barbecued bull. The other six Indians, who had Willie with them, had gone farther north. We destroyed as much as we could the signs of our camp, sent back scouts, and proceeded on our way northward. There was water all along the way, but I was not allowed to drink, although I was real thirsty. Again we scattered, Carnoviste taking charge of me. He took the loads out of his pistol and gave it to me to see if I knew how to shoot. We played with the weapon for some time, and I began to think the old boy was a pretty jolly companion, although I could not exactly understand him, and then he would beat me.
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