[image: image1.wmf]“The villages of the Comanchees on the side of which we are encamped is composed of six or eight hundred skin-covered lodges, made of poles and buffalo skins, in the manner precisely as those of the Sioux and other Missouri tribes.  This village with its thousands of wild inmates, with horses and dogs, and wild sports and domestic occupations, presents a most curious scene. We white men, strolling about amongst their wigwams, are looked upon with as much curiosity as if we had come from the moon.


In racing horses and riding, they are not equaled by any other Indians on the continent.  Racing horses, it would seem, is a constant and almost incessant exercise, and their principal mode of gambling.  The exercise of these people, in a country where horses are so abundant, “stands to reason” that such a people, who have been practicing from their childhood, should become exceedingly expert in this wholesome exercise.  Amongst their feats of riding, there is one that has astonished me more than anything of the kind I have ever seen, a stratagem of war, learned and practiced by every young man in the tribe; by which he is able to drop his body upon the side of his horse at the instant he is passing, effectively screened from his enemies’ weapons as he lies in a horizontal position behind the body of his horse, with he heel hanging over the horse’s back.  In this wonderful condition, he will hand whilst his horse is at fullest speed, carrying with him his bow and his shield, and also his long lance of fourteen feet in length, all or either or which the will wield upon his enemy as he passes; rising and throwing his arrows over the horse’s back.  


The Comanchees are in stature, rather low.  A Comanchee on his feet is out of his element, and comparatively almost as awkward as a monkey on the ground, without a limb or a branch to cling to,’ but the moment he lays his had upon his horse, his face, even, becomes handsome, and he gracefully files away like a different being.”

                         -1843, The Indians of North America, George Catlin

