
Chapter III, from “The Setting Out” 
 
Before there were horses the Kiowas had need of dogs. That 

was a long time ago, when dogs could talk. There was a man 

who lived alone; he had been thrown away, and he made his 

camp here and there on the high ground. Now it was 

dangerous to be alone, for there were enemies all around. The 

man spent his arrows hunting food. He had one arrow left, and 

he shot a bear; but the bear was only wounded and it ran 

away. The man wondered what to do. Then a dog came up to 

him and said that many enemies were coming; they were close 

by and all around. The man could think of no way to save 

himself. But the dog said: “You know, I have puppies. They are 

young and weak and they have nothing to eat. If you will take 

care of my puppies, I will show you how to get away.” The dog 

led the man here and there, around and around, and they came 

to safety. 

A hundred years ago the Comanche Ten Bears remarked upon the 

great number of horses which the Kiowas owned. “When we first 

knew you,” he said, “you had nothing but dogs and sleds.” It was so; 

the dog is primordial. Perhaps it was dreamed into being. 

The principal warrior society of the Kiowas was the Ka-itsenko, 

“Real Dogs,” and it was made up of ten men only, the ten most brave. 

Each of these men wore a long ceremonial sash and carried a sacred 

arrow. In time of battle he must by means of this arrow impale the 

end of his sash to the earth and stand his ground to the death. 

Tradition has it that the founder of the Ka-itsenko had a dream in 

which he saw a band of warriors, outfitted after the fashion of the 

society, being lead by a dog. The dog sang the song of the Ka-itsenko, 

then said to the dreamer: “You are a dog; make a noise like a dog and 

sing a dog song.” 
 
 

There were always dogs about my grandmother’s house.  
Some of them were nameless and lived a life of their own.  
They belonged there in a sense that the word “ownership” does 
not include. The old people paid them scarcely any attention, 
but they should have been sad, I think, to see them go. 
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