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e . CHAPTER ONE
Al d “
THE cat walked_slowly, almpst indolently, along thg ribbon
of r,;'_cllow dirt, a road that bordered the tiny Indian forest
« village, sauntering as if on the way to one of the thatch-roofed
huts to report in for supper and a nap. Mary Lou, sitting beside
*mg ia the jeep, gulped, and Rao cut the motor and gently
brought the machine to a silent stop. Dusk was just beginning
to seep into the jungles of the central province of Madhya
Pradesh, a dusk that arrives like a sneak thief, and vanishes
before you are aware of it. Then night.comes down as if some-
.one had yanked a curtain. The brazen cat was a ieopard that
had already entered the villags of Bori and killed a calf tethered
just outside its owner’s hut. It had dragged the calf away,
hidden it, and mow was back to lord it over the unarmed
villagers, Its assured, graceful stroll was a frightening thing
to watch.”

We were patrolling the perimeter of the village because the
natives were terrified of the animal that seemed to have no fear
of man, and Rao was afraid that the leopard might happen
across one of the villagers. Then we wbuld Lave real tragedy
on our hands. E

Rao just pointed his finger at Mary Lou. She looked steadily
at him for a moment, slid across me, got out of the jeep and,
with shooting vision already beginningto reach its dim and
dangerous stage, she cheeked the .308 rifle, carefully following
the walking leopard. The rifle barrel moved as steadily as if it
were on a stand. When the sound came, it was a sharp, sudden
crack that startled us even though w4 sat waiting for i.. Almost
instantly the spotted cat crumpled, kicked both hind legs, then
was still. Rao, the driver and the forest guard immediately
started talking exuberantly in Hindustani, stood seemingly at

\ 13
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14 FORESTS OF THE NIGHT 2

attention for a momefit, then bowed their heads slightly, in
respect to Mary Lou's accuracy and calm. She wasn’t watching
them; her rifle was still at her shoulder and she was completely
focused on the cat in the road, unaware of the noise of the four
Indians, of the jeep, me, everything except the fact that she had
a leopard on the jungle réad and wasn'’t sure that it was dead.
With rifle jutting before her like a huge, poimjng finger,
she advanced toward the terrible; suddenly immense, figure of
the leopard. Rao ran forward. “It is all right,” he said. “He is

dead! See?” He stooped, picked up a stone and tossed it at the *

sprawled leopard, striking it squarely in the midriff. It didn’t,
move a hair. “o
Now it was dark and Mary Lou stood still a nioment longer,
watching the cat, then she brorght the rifle from her shoulder
and smiled. She was a lovely brunette who always seemed to

have a golden glow about her, and she stood slim and elegant

in her khaki trousers and bush jacket, looking for an‘incredible-

instant there in the wild night lie a Bergdorf Goodman model
showing a prospective customer hew shooting clothes are
supposed to fit. She was my wife, Maria Iouisa, the namé
shortened by school chums to Mary Lou, but, for a mpment, as
I looked at her proudly, the whole thing seemeg unreal, like
something rolling off TV or romantically day-dreamed.

It was real enough, we both realized as we stood on the
veranda of our dak bungalow two hours later, watching the
entire village daricing and cavorting before us, paying homage
for the killing of one of the most terrible creatures in their
jungles, the cunning leopard or panther as they called it.

We had come to these dark jungles on a sort of mission: I
am a professional writer and much of my work seems to appeal
to sportsmen and has appeared in several national magazines
.and in a thrice-weekly column in the New York Herald
Tribune. One Zay, early in 1957, the Government of India
Tourist Office suggested (hat it might.be interesting for me to
journey to India and discover by first-hand expenencc what
sports that country had to offer. Thjy also said that it was the
fir.c time this offer had been made.

-
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Ashoka Dutt, a slender, handsome, yowng Indian with velvet
eyes, and a quick wit, was then publicity oﬁ'lcer in the Govern-
ment of India Tourist Office in New Yogk. His understanding
about visas, his planning of our itinerary, and his thoughtful,
almost fatherly advice gof us off on the right foot with his
conitry and its.people! He arranged to have Tourist Office
representatives meet us at every stop‘in India, and gave us a
list of what he thought we weuld need, even though Ris office
didy’t know too much about hunting and shikar. Shikar, which
is Hindi for big-game hunt, is the same to India as the safari
is to Africa. By working out the climatic conditions for
%qhmary and March, the time of year that we would be in the
jungle areas, We discovered that we would need both cold- and
warm-weather clothing. We were grateful to Dutt many times
late at night, as we shivered on a rough machan high ina palas
tree, ,even though we were heavily bundled in alpaca duck-
shooting cats and cgps and lined shooting pants: Laft to our
own resources we probably *vould have taken only tropical
gear into the jungles. Nearly everything we had read on India
concentrated on s steaming climate. Writers like Jim Corbett
never paid much attention to comfort. He believed in telling
only the bare facts of the hunt and the killing of cats. He
probably figurtd every damn fool knows about clothing and
similar items. Oy that no one was simple-minded enough to go
after the big cats anyway. J i

We consulted with Henry Hunter, public<elations chief of
Olin Mathieson Chemical Corporation, which numbers
Winchester Arms among its companies, and went tb the factory
at New Haven to experiment, shooting various high-calibre
rifles before we made our selection. Thie was terribly impor-
tant; our lives and perhaps the lives of others could depend
upon our choice. Hunter has a keen knowledge of people as y
well as guns, and he was helpful with detailed information on
what Winchester rifles ad accomplished in the field, both in
Africa and India, although the Indian information was quite
sparse. - F g

Believing that one should stay with rifles with which I is

4 \
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familiar, and havingsfespect for and a working knowledge of
Winchester’s bolt-action Model 70, we tested that model in the
458, America’s most powerful big-game rifle, a whale of a
‘weapon that hurlsa .510-grain bulgct. Technically the rifle has
a muzzle velocity of 2,215 feet per second, with a muizle energy
of 5,110 foot pounds. We read documented reports of the rife’s
knocking down an elephant with one shot. We didn’t wint to
shoot an elephant and never have been able to understand why
anyone should, but we did want to get the dangerous great
gaur, some of them weighing in_excess of 17 cwt. We also
wanted enough gun for the tiger. The .458 might be a bit.
too much for the big cat, but I have always believed in“over-
gunning rather than under-gunning. o
For lesser game, like the antelope, leopard, wild boar, blue
bull, chital and sambar, we selected the reliable and powerful
.308, also in Model 7o0. Its muzzle velocity, with the 150.grain
silvertip-coutrolled expanding bullet, is 2,860 foot séconds; the
corresponding muzzle energy, 2730 foot pounds. L
We also took along my favourite. a Browning superposed
twenty-gauge“Lightning” shotgun and a Wifichester Model 21
twenty-gauge for dove and the famous Indian grey partridge.
I brought several boxes of the three-inch No. 6_cartridges for
water fowl. " ;
I found that the Scandinavian Airlines System (Air India
International wasn't flying into New York) knew a lot about
sportsmen and their transportation problems, having trail-
blazed the polar routes and instituted the polar-bear flights,
so I talked with George Herz, their public relations manager.
One of the basic reasons for the success of our trip was meeting
and knowing people like Ashoka Dutt, Hénry Hunter and
George Herz, men‘who knew their jobs so well that they made -
ours easy. :
Armed with z Government of India permit to take the guns -
and aminunition into their country, and a customs record of
export, so we could bring the guns back into this country, we
had little trouble getting them abcard the plane. There is on
st planes an ammunition limit of 22 kilos per aeroplane
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compartment. That’s about 48 pounds ‘angl as we followed air- |
line instructions and had all of our cartridges in the original
wooden box, the whole business weighing about 40 Rounds, we
were all right on that item.

We' learned later from Allwyn Cooper, Wardha Road,
Nagpur our shikar ou{ﬁtters, that*we could have contacted
themeand shipped guns, ammo and htavy clothing on ahead,
say a month'early thus saving ourselves the trouble ofdugging
the*stuff with us. I'll probably do this if I tackle a shikar a
second time. However, having had them misrquted on a trip to
Mexico, I had learned that it is wise to carry your guns with
.oy Our rifle, bolts off, were in heavy sheepskin cases, and the
shotguns in flt leather cases. We carried our cameras and
binoculars. $miieil

We disgovered that a vaccination certificate is requu'cd for
a pergon who arrives within nine days of his departure from or
-passage tirough a ygllow-fever endemic area. Thhe *Passport
Division of the State Dgpartfaient gave us health cards which
wefe filled out and signed by our daoctor, John Street, who also,
with the help of the Slone Brothers of New Milford, put
together a kit of medicines, antibiotics, the latest and most
effective malaria pills and the like.,We were required to have
smallpox typius and cholera inoculations. Dr. Street also
advised typhoids paratyphoid and tetanus shots.

We put off a couple of inoculations pntil the night before
we departed We were to be in Dr."Street’s office by eight
o’clock, biit when we started oyt thropgh near-by Brldgewater,
Connecticut, on a snowy mght a hoyse at the road junction was
totally ablaze and firg engines and cars blocked us for about an
hour. When we got to the office, the docto® was out on an emer-
» gency call; conseguently we didn’t get hofne until well after

midnight. We were well punctured, but felt protected. The

needles hadn’t let our entlfusiasm leak out. Aeleast not mine.

But by this time, Mary Lou Was“beginning to think that
maybe this trek to India was not such a good idea,It took me
two hours to convince her-#hat she had a form of stage frlght and
that everything was gomg to be all right. e *~

>4 .
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“All that time up :here in that plane,” she said soberly. “1
don’t like it. I don't think I'll go.”

Shaming her by snide references to John Foster Dulles
travelling one hundred thousand miles in a year changed her
mind, and we started packing at two-thirty a.m. for<a trip that
would last months. In béd at four, up at six, and then thgre
we were in Idlewiid, fo find that our S.A.S. flight was five
hours 'ate. Finally, though, we were in Scandinavian Air-
line’s big DC-7C, winging our way to Calcutta. o

Fifty-three comfortable hours in the air, plus stopovers at’
Copenhagen, Dusseldorf, Geneva, Rome, Cairo, Karachi,
totalling no more than six hours and S.A.S. had us in Iﬂdxa

If you've never been confused by a city, I stiggest that you
try Calcutta, known even in India as “the city of confusion”.
The population, swollen by homeless refugees from Pakistan,
is so vast that it makes New York City (even though it is larger)
look like thé suburbs of Cleveland. Your first impresion as you
stand at Dum Dum Airport is ‘that somehow you personally
have kicked over a fantastic human ant-hill and the swarm is
upon you: six coolies—in soiled red, dark blue and white
turbans and dhotis that even at some long ago poirt were a
dubious whntc—appear for each of your bags, and jabber and
gesuculate A great tug of war starts, with children anywhere 4
from six to twelve grabbing your coat, your sleeve, your lapel;
askmg—thh smxles,\ cloquem brown eyes and palms out-
stretched for rupees—whcther you want a taxi, a guxde They
are not obnoxious about, it, and you get the feeling that they
have this privilege in this Jand where poverty is a way of life to
be fought with any means.

The courtly Coloiiel M. D. Framjee; head of the local tourist
office, arrives. With his soft, assured English and the help of
- his two skilful assistants, K. K. Roy and K. C. Chakravarty, the
COﬂfUSIOIl 1s gofie, the customs cleated, the bags stowed and we
are in a black Studebaker, brushmgbullock carts, goats, mak-
ing split-secorid, nerve-fracturing stops to avoid. hitting
oblivious people, chickens and salred cattle (sacred because
thiey were supposed to have been created on the same day as

”
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Brahmin), Through streets that teem®wjth people—sitting, .
walking, sleeping on the pavements, preparing their meal of a
wheat mash along the kerbs—we make gur way to jhe’Grand
Hotel, a gigantic, implausiple pile full of equally implausible
characters: smug, smiling, well-dressed Japanese businessmen;
a dew harasseddooking English; Ghurkas, Sikhs, Punjabis,
Marahas, Madrasis; Russians in theif befl-bottomed trousers
and with bovinesexpressionss a few unquiet Americans, con-
spilyous in this off-tourist season. A page ripped out of an
E. Phillips Oppenheim noygl. .

« One day, one hearty mutton curry and one savoury chicken

cugt? later, we were back at Dum Dum Airport catching the
midnight ma®t plane to Nagpur, the city known as the geo-
metric centre of India; and dur jumping-off point for shikar.

Once you've checked through cystoms (usually an uncompli-
catedyand friendly procedure if you are a tourist), there is little

-trouble with baggagg. Overweight is checked afid paid for.

Then the coolies take qver, uietly, effectively. The Indians,
as 1 was to realize many times, are a people with a highly
developed anticipatory intelligence. They know what should
be dones what you want, before you do.

Quer night I discovered that I was getting a reaction to my
typhus inoculafion and my left arm was inflamed, swollen and
painful. The plane contained only three-seat units and Mary
Lou and I were separated: she jammed,between two brightly
sari'd women; I with a handsosne but grumblfng Anglo-Indian
on one side and on the other a huge, gilent, bearded Sikh, who
smelled slightly of garlic. Z ;

As I glanced at the glossy beard of the Sikh, the Anglo-Indian
(half Indian, half English, of a rpinority gfoup that seems to be
held in contempt By both races at this point In history) immedi-
ately went into detail qn what the Sikhs were, much to my

" embarrassment and that ¢f the big, beardedeIndian. Nearly

everyone in India undesstands English and most spsak it. It

seemed,to me more of a national language tharf Hindustani.
“These chaps were pusied about in a bloody fashion by the

Moslems a long time ago,” the Anglo-Indian said. “Ihgy



20 FORESTS OF THE NIGHT

decided to give thems€lves that fierce look by growing beards
and all that rot. Protective colouring sort of, y'’know."”

He wasgquiet for a moment, then staring directly at the Sikh,
went on: “Their religion could bg called the five Ks, if you
like. Kes, the unshorn hair, held by the khanga comb, covered
by the usually bright turban, the kara metal wristlet, the kacch
underpants, and the kirpan, kind of a sword. Unlike?most
Indiang they can take a drink wlhen they want to. And most of
them want to.” 3

On his lap the Anglo-Indian hag a sleek calfskin mail bag -
with a brass lock. His mission in life he told me was to deliver,
the mail to an official at the airport at Nagpur, then retufnsto
Calcutta, carrying another full bag. The bag, from the intense
way he clutched it, must have been jammed with money-mail
or registered letters. He had,English features, with seft, brown
Indian eyes—an interesting combination. As he chatted, with
me, he idly polished the brass lock with the sleeve of his tweed:
jacket. It gleamed like a diamond. 1

As he bumped against my arm that was ballooned and get-
ting very sore, he told me that Nagpur was a $ood place to stop
“for a half-hour or so, chap. Excellent fresh orange juice at the
port. But no place for a chap to sleep. Bugs, y'’know.”

I had developed a violent dislike for him and his habit of
banging my arm every time he wanted to talks and by the time
the plane sat down I was hoping that something would happen
to cancel his return flight so he would have to bed his pompous
little self down with the bugs at Nagpur.

As we deplaned, a tall, darkly handsome, slender man, wear-
ing horn-rimmed glasses, and dressed in the high-neclied coat,
the achkan of the Infidian diplomat, stood on the tarmac just
outside the entrance. He had been watcking us from the :
moment we got out of the plane, and glthough _there were two
other American‘couples and two Eriglishmen with their wives,
he walked toward us, and said, “Mr. and Mrs. Scott?”

When I said yes, he shook hands with me, and then placing
his hands together before his face, prayer-like, in the graceful
Pindu ndmashthe greeting, he half bowed to Mary Lou.
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“How did " T started. "%

“You have the look of a hunter,” he explained smilingly.
The ability to use astute flattery, intermingled with tact and
good manners to the point where it emerges as sincerity, is
another Indian talent. T'his was Vidya Shukla, owner-director
oSAllwyn Cooper (anate) Limited, the shikar outfitters who
weredto handle our hunt. A member of ‘the House of Parli-
ament, a bnghtoyoung Indfan who knows his way around,
Shukla will be heard from in Indian politics if he isn't
~ knocked off by a tiger. Big-game hunting, especially cats, is
one of his fayourite hobbies—the reason for Allwyn Cooper,
whéte he can mix business and pleasure.

As we sat waiting for our dozen bags to be gathered, we made
conversation with Vidya Shukla. “We're looking forward to
shikar,” bsaid a little fatuously. “I've been wondering how it
diffexss from African safari X

He gave me a quick, inquiring glance. “It dlffcrs all right,”
he sajd seriously. “I think that they are a bit better organized,
get more cooPeratlon frem their gpvernment than we do. But
I also think they are morg commercial. I believe I can give you
a quote,’z rather long one if you don’t mind, that might answer
yourquestion.” He hesitated. “Have you ever heard of Captain'
C. Forsythe?” -

“Is that the nian who wrote Highlands of Central India?”
Mary Lou asked, getting an appreciativa nod from Shukla and
a surprised expression from ‘me. She had spent hours in the
New York Public berary before we 2eft and had gleaned some
amazing facts. .

Then, quoting freely and brilliantly, Shukla said, ““ ‘T will
here speak only of the'glorious field that_India offers to the

' sportsman—incomparably the finest in the world. As a field

for sportsmen Africa may be thought to be better, but it is not
so if India be looked at as'a whole. Perhaps, more animals in
number or in size may be slaughtered in Central Africa; but
that does not surely imply superior sport. In readmg accounts
of African shooting, I have often wondered how men could
continue to wade through the sickening details of daily

l‘
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massacre of half-tame“animals offering themselves to the rifle
on its vast open plains. In India, fewer animals will perhaps be
bagged; a!} have to besworked for, and some perhaps fought for.

““The sport will be far superier, and the sportsmen will
return from India with a collection of trophies which Africa
cannot match. Africa and Tndia both have their elephants. We
cannot offer a hlppopotamus, but we have a rhindceros
Superics in a sporting point of view to his African relauve We
have a wild buffalo as savage and with better horns than Gape
species; and we have four other spegies of wild bovine besides,
to which there is nothing comparable in Africa. In felines,
besides a lion, a panther, and a hunting- leopard alidst
identical with those of Africa, we have the tiger, ‘and one, if not
two, other species of leopard. Our black antelope is unsur-
passed by any of the many antelopes of Africa; and besides him
we have fourteen species of antelopes and wild goats and sheep
in our hills and plains, affording the finest stalking in the
world. »

** *Africa has no deer at a]l, except ¢he Barbary stag whlch is
out of the regular beat of sportsmen., India, on the other hand,
has nine species of antlered deer. We have three beard; Africa
has none. There is no country in the world that can show ¢ sncha
list of large game as we can in India. And for minor sport, what
can cpmpare with our endless array of pheasants, partridges,
dove; pea fowl, jungle fowl and water fowl?'”

“That’s what we call quite 4 mouthful,” Mary Lou said.
“How can you remembex it?” -

Again that warm smile. i'Many of ray clients ask me the same
thing: How does shikar compare with safari? The English
hunter, Forsythe, knew his subject so ‘well and wrote about it
so eloquently, I though it only a mark of wespect to-use his
words.” 2

I had never been entertained before while waiting through
the dull routine of having bags sortcd at an airport. “This is
the best-timed example of soft sell I have encountered,” I said.
“Madison Avenue could learn som#thing from you.”

-“1 am happy that this gets us off on the right foot,” he said.
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“I believe that successful and pleasant sHikar is more important
in making friends for India than millions of printed and
shouted words coming from Parliamentsand I have told Nehru
807 s : - '

He dréve us to the Mount Hotel, a veranda’d, one-story
tropical hostelry right out of an old Warner Brothers’ movie.
“I'd tike you to breakfast with me,” ShuKla said. “I'm leaving
tomorrow aftermoon before *you take off and I'd like to say
goosl-bye and good luck over coffee.” He bowed and departed.
We were alone in the middle of India. o
. By now, although I hadn’t mentioned it, Mary Lou noticed
miy irm and was terribly concerned. She tried to make the room
bearer, a littlé, wizened brown man who appeared as if from a
hole in the floor, understand that she wanted some ice. Failing
to get herpoint across, she rolled up my sleeve, showed him the
swelling and touched his hand to the blaze.

It was now that stil hour of the morning, about thrée-thirty,
an_hour when everything seems strange and exaggerated even
when you are in familiar surroundings, and the two of us felt
not only exhausted but gompletely isolated, cut off from the
rest of the civilized world. A rat scurrying in the far corner of
our-room didn’t enhance this first-night alone in India. But I
pointed out to Mary Lou that we had bedded down in similar
circumstances ifi remote Canada and Mexico, and that by
daylight we would have our perspectiye back. o

The bearer padded back in twenty minutes with some ice
cubes and a couple of bottles of mineral water. Two things that
we had been repeatedly warned about by old Indian hands like
our friend, world-traveller Fred Rosen, were to skip all raw
vegetabics and to drink‘no water unless it‘vas bottled or boiled.

The Mount Hetel room bearer also had anote for us: “Dear
Scotts: We're on our way home and would like to see you in
the morning.” It was signéd Dan and Marjoric Maddox, Nash-
ville, Tennessee. It was<he buoyant note we needed.

The whole thing had the familiar Hollywood touch: the
Humphrey Bogart Hotel;the message from white hunters just
out of the jungle, me with an arm that felt as if it wds about to

o
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split open; an Indign‘who spoke little English, padding back
and forth in a sleek, white turban and dhoti; the brunette
(Mary Lou), who keptice packs on my burning arm for hours;
the beds with their gauze or mosguito-netted canopies; the
large fan turning lazily and hopelessly overhead; the gpen
spigot in the next room %that served as bath, shower, water
supply and tormentoér as'it dripped continuously. °

Daylight did come, however, 4nd the arne deflated. Coffee
and tiger talk with Shukla made the day right, and he told us
that he would send S. V. Rege, Allwyn Cooper’s officer-in-
charge, to travel by train with us to Harda, the edge-of-wilder-
ness town where we would be met by Rao Naidu, our shikari
or hunter. Mary Lou and I were sorry to see Shukla go; he
would have been fun and a great comfort to have in the jungle.

And then Dan and Marjaorie: Dan was tall, slender, dark,
and articulate; Marjorie, blonde, lovely and lively. They had
gentle Southern accents and more enthusiasm thin I have-
ever encountered. At first the talk was all jungle, all tiger. Then
it got into the supposedly mundane tkings like food and cloth-
ing and weapons. But nothing is mundane with Maddoxes.

“My deah girl,” Marjorie said to Mary Lou, “y'alltare just
going to freeze if you park.yourself on one of those machans.
You goin’ to do it?”

Mary Lou looked at me. “Yes,” she said.  *®

Marjorie went to ong of her bags and rummaged, coming
up with some long-john underwear. “You’ll need these,” she
said to Mary Lou. “Andsthese”’—giving her a pair of canvas

slippers—“for around camp.” * e
We then had some tea, made robust with Dan's priceless
bourbon, and more tilk. 0 .

“You're in for a surprise,” Marjorie said tosMary Lou. “Club
21, the Carlton House, La Crémaillérg 4 la Campagne should
do as well. You'll be staying in the sime dak bungalow we had,
with the same staff. The cook, Moticingh, is so darn yummy
that I hated to leave o v

“Blue bull,” Dan broke in. “As® for some of that loin of
blue bull that I left. It is the best thing I ever ate—"
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“Nope, suh,” said Marjorie. “Peaco¢k! That's the greatest;
simply the most delicious hunk of stuff in the world!"

After ransacking their bags again, thgy gave Mary Lou and
me sweaters and heavy caps, telling us that the nights were
bitter cold and we'd need them sitting up for tiger. Dan even
offered to lend me his .%58. I had one and he was relieved; he
thought it was the rifle for anything*big*and dangerous that
walked in the jungle. . x ~

"] took a trophy of nearly everything worth-while,” he said
quietly. “There are two nore tigers there in our blocks, I
know, and a great bison that I missed, that is a prize animal,
a gfant. I would have sworn that I hit him, but the shikari
said no. That's Rao Naidu, quite a guy. Knows his stuff and
you'll like him——" . . ° -

“Dan got his tiger and leopard and missed a beautiful
tigress,” Marjorie said. “I think he respects the leopard more

-than any®ther animal, and he’s been to Africa® anc all over
the place, hunting.” , °

%A testimonial,” Dangsaid. “But she’s right. I got more of a
bang out of that leopard than angrthing, including the tiger.
They're smart as hell, and really dangerous. They've learned
to_live closer, to man than any other wild animal, and they
know our habits better than we do ourselves. Thereare literally
thousands of them and they've gotten to the point where they
enter villages, and carry off cattle, kill people.” 5

We had to meet Mr. Rege; get our liquor allotment—ywhich
Maddox told us was quite an undertaking—check our clothing
and guns and get ready to board, the afternoort train. The
Maddoxes said they vould see us off.

Mr. Rege, Shit S. V. Rege, was the officer in charge of Allwyn
Cooper, which meant that he was the man who took most of
the responsibility of getting clients into the jungle and did
most of the work at homebase. He was short and soft spoken,
a gentle version of Edward G. Robinson, and he lugged a bulg-
ing, well-worn leather brief-case that immediately gave the
impression that here was )ne son-of-a-gun of a busy man. The
impression was correct: He bustled like a Boy Scout leader

o
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with his first troop an# shooed us around Nagpur getting our
liquor permits signed, checking on our personal belongings,
reminding us of items,we should have.

“Kleenex,” he said pensively, several times. “Don’t forget
this Kleenex. It comes in handy in the jungle.” He was right.

It was as if Nagpur were a giant driim with the populatien
jumping up and down ¢n top of it, yelling at the top of ¢heir
lungs: the lowing and bleating of cattle and goats in the
streets and on what served as pavements; the constant blagg of
motor-car horns, which seemed to merge into one long, con-
sistent sound, never stilled, always shrill and irritating, as if
horn buttons of one hundred cars had stuck sirﬁultaneoﬁ‘sky':q
And the colour: turbans and saris of every hue; brilliant
flashes of red, gold, purple, fine yellows and pale blues that
stood out sharply among the brown and white bullocks and
the black water buffaloes; the squalid dirt roads, the run-down
shops, lifting the whole medieval scene_into one o7 fine art, .
limned for ever in your mind. = .

That is the lasting impression of India: the incredible
number of people and the fantastic colour evefywhere.

Our last stop was at a government office where we spent
forty minutes with a high clerk (who wanted to be pompous
but didn’t know how), filling out long impressive-looking
forms, attesting (we think) that we weren't going to become
alcohglics or sell liquor to the natives. Then we went around to
the government shop and got twelve bottles of Indian beer
(excellent!), two of English gin (horrible!) and one bottle of
rye whisky, with a brand name we couldn’t decipher (no
comment!), and that was it. Rege was amazed that we didn’t
take our full quota. 4t wouldn’t have been much more than
we had, but he képt saying, “Americans always take their
quota.” :

Back at the Mount Hotel the Maddoxes were waiting to go to
the station with us, and Dan, strangely enough for a big-game
hunter, spent ten minutes effusing on the wonder of Nagpur
oranges and how he didn’t know holy he was going to survive
in the future without them. “You'll see,” he said darkly. “They
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drug you.with them. Then when they%e.gone, your life isn’t
worth living.”

Our baggage had been sent to the setion aheadiof us and
was there in a great heap, ifiterspersed with wicker and woven-
bamboo baskets that were filled with comestibles like eggs,
otanges, bananis, and surrounded by a widening circle of
starifig Indians. This was India’s Central Railway and the
angiquated traitf was waiting, shaking as if itewere going to
comtte apart at the rivets. Rege had reserved a huge compart-
ment for us, with a stand-up type lavatorysand section for
baggage. On.the way, we had made one stop at the Ashoka
Réestaurant and Rege had bustled from it with a wicker hamper
covered with a spotless white linen napkin.

Dan bent over one df the baskets, and brought out a handful
of small 6ranges, gave us each one and we stood there in that
incredible railway station, eating the sweetest oranges I have
“ever tasted, talking sbout yhen we would see on€ another
again, and surroundedeby what seemed to be half the popula-

tion of Nagpur. 4 -

Then Rege bustled us aboard, got in with us, opened the
windows of the car, and Mary Lou and I stuck our heads out,
shouting good-byes to Dan and Marjorie Maddox, who stood
eating oranges and waving. The entire crowd at the station
made noises like a college-football cheering section as we

rattled out of Nagpur. _ » .

-~
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CHAPTER TWO : ¢
» ° o
“WHE we stop, which will be‘%ften,” Rege said, “don’t let
anyone into this compartment if I am not here. There wilP not
be enough room on this train, and dnany people will try to get
in here to ride with us.” : o o

"That came to be known as the understatement of the ?rép.
That train was alive with people: They crowded everywhere—
on the edge.of seats, on the floors, on the platforms; some sat
on laps; some stood, some hunkered (a peculiar stjuat only
Indians can master). ke

There was a neatly framed notice inour compartment, in’
English and Hindi, warning: “Do mot purchase food and
drink from the platform Jpedlars, as it may be drugged.”
This was designed, of course, for the protection of foreign
travellers, but it had a disquieting effect that lasted’ through-
out the train trip. We were glad that Rege was with us, ard
told him so several times. He just smiled and said, “It is my
great pleasure, Mr. and Mrs. Scott. We at AllWwyn Cooper want
to sea that you are delivered to the tiger safe and sound.”

Rege told us that we were to travel about twa hundred
miles, that our first stop of any note would be Itarsi. There we
would change trains for the last lap to Harda where we would
be met by jeep. He would leave us there and return to Nagpur.

Rege had neat bedrolls whieh he spread on the berths and
after we had been under about three hours,she took the white
napkin off the big hamper he had brought from the Ashoka
Restaurapt and laid a little_buffef for us. There were both
vegetable and chicken cutlets, each of the latter with a
protruding leg bone. Both varieties were spicy and delicious,
amopg the consistently best dishes **e had in India, and avail-

able nearly everywhere. Then hot tea from the thermos and
28
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the little hard Indian rolls, better than &ny we produce. There
was also a loaf of bread shaped like a fish. *“This is our sign of
good luck,” Rege said, as he cut pieces and served themr. Later
. there were wafer-thin slices of fruit cake. :

After x while, just after darkness, we slept. Fitfully. The
train was a consistent yanker, and we had too much to think
abouy anyway to sleep for long, on this last leg of the journey
that would ‘get us into the jungles and after thg big game we
had,come to stalk.

“Will there be insects and snakes in the,jungle?” Mary
Lou asked Rege, trying in a wakeful moment to make con-
versation and reassure herself at the same time.

‘He smiled. “Not this time of year. You will have warm,
but comfortable days and cool nights; no bugs, no snakes.”

“Any language barrier?” Mary Lou persisted, feeling for
trouble spots. _

Rege s#id that our shikari, Rao Naidu, spoke-English and
that a few of the staff, jnclidding Motisingh, the cook, could
also s'pcak English. “Aftega fashion,." he said, in his own stilted,
precise English.®“But among hunters there is no language
difficultys” He had us thére. We didn’t know exactly what he
meany, but it ounded impressive. . '

The train made its way through the soft Indian night, send-
ing its beam before us like a probing finger, reaching out and
finding the dangerous spots that might lie ahead. It was a
large, rugged engine, madeby the Scots, Rege said, and it
tugged fifteen cars behind it. It snorted like a living thing
and every now and then a burst of flame belchéd from its
stack, colouring the dark sky like a Roman candle.

Somefhing historic skould be done abeut this shikar train,
something to lift,it into the fame of trais like the Orient
Express. It has a dogged determination about it that deserves
recognition. Never—or sellom—travelling over twenty miles
an hour, it crept across the broad face of Madhya Pradesh,
through orange groves and the ,rich agriculture section, stop-
ping about every ten mile,.

The next morning the sun shone on the wheat ficlds, acres
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of beaten gold, and w¢ could see bundles being cut, tied and
stacked; much of it was being thrashed in the fields by burros,
tied to thecrude woodgn thrasher which moved as they plodded
in fixed circles, a method probably as ancient as India itself. .
The orange groves seemed neater, more symmetricaily spaced
than those we had seen in Florida and California, and many
Indians in loincloths were at work among the trees, cultivating
the ground by hand with hoes. B4

At one stop, the station master came aboard and chatted, He
marched in and sat down beside us. ““‘Shikaris?”

Rege said that we were. .

“Why not stop here?” the station master asked. “We B%v%
tiger and panther, no more than three miles from this village,
and we would like you to hunt them.” .

There was some shouting now, and we could see that the
conductor had collared an old man and a boy and was throw-
ing ther off the train. 2 ) .

“They have no tickets,” the stafion naster said sadly. ‘:I\g’ow
I suppose it will be my burden to get money from them or
throw them into prison.” )

The conductor came back and ’talked with the station
master, who left us, ;vaving his hand. “Good fogtune on, your
shikar,” he said. ;

The conductor was an excitable young ¢man with even,
almost pretty, features. He wore a fancy braided blue uniform.
“Why, why, must they do this t¢ me?” he asked. “Why must
these people steal the brgad from my lips and ride the train
without tickets? I do not like to lose my temper with them, but
what can I do? If officials of Central Railway l'mew“that we
must be conductors, guards and policemen all at once, maybe
they would be more generous when they count our rupees.”
Scowling darkly he left us to make his younds, looking for free
loaders. | )

This Central Railway can be compared with the heart in
the human body, pumping life into the towns, the primitive
villages and huts that are miles awa}. Its narrow bed with sun-
silvered 1ibbons of tracks is responsible for the life of much

{
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of Central India, the link that makes it pogsible for the people
of the back country to move. They come from the inland
villages, walking many miles to get to she railway @nd squat,
waiting for this train that will carry them to Nagpur, Itarsi and
Harda. °

*The train continued to stop at every spot along the way
where thex_’g was even a cluster of buildifigs, and after about
three hours of this, we remarked about it. ° °

Reege explained: “These people live again because of this
railway. It gets them the fgod and clothing they need, brings
them to the cities, to the hospitals, the markets, the shops.”

MWe couldn’t complain after that if the train stopped every
ﬁve minutes. Rege had put it out clearly as India’s lifeline.

That lifeline is the way to see the real India: children sleep-
ing on the station platforms covered with flies and little else;
men and women making their morning toilets on the edge of
the platforms: men «in dlsglevelled dhotis and ‘women and
children in saris and other pieces of clothing that looked like
long-tailed shirts or cast-8ff bed lingn, sitting, sleeping, eating
curds and a wheat mash that looked as if it had already been
eaten and digested once; the grey-headed Indian house crows
beldly swooping down among the butstretched people as they
scratched themselves awake and began to stir. And at every
station the loud cry of “Cha, cha ga rum,” sounding as if the
turbaned food-butchers were bullfrogs talking to the roon,
but reallysmeaning, “Tea, hot teal”

Once, as our train stopped, we held our compartment door
firmly against three turbaned men®and a boy with thick oily
hair anc wild eyes, who tried to beat their way in. We looked
out of wmdows—always open for ventilation, but also bring-
ing dust and soot Svhich covered us and everything in the car
with a fine, black sifting of all the filth that was airborne—and
saw three families awakening on the railway station cement
platform. It was early morning and apparently they had been
there all night. From b¢neath one large, voluminous sari
emerged a woman, two children and a man. The woman had
thrown the garment over her whole family—their protection
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. - from the outer world,®he cold, the damp, the night. Two more
families beside them were doing’the same thing. It reminded
me of thgf amusing ggrcus act in which about six large clowns
emerg¢ from a midget car that looks as if it would bgrely hold
one person. : $

And always there was*the food vehdor with that tremolo,
“Cha, cha ga rum!” 2nd his wooden-wheeled cart with its
sickly-bookingpale yellow and pink confections on open trays—
soft candies that attracted the flies and the children. There
were piles of big, shiny green leavgs—actual leaves from trees
—that were used as plates for a mixture of food: a sort of
cottage cheese, messy mounds of cooked vegetables, the popo’l.’u
papars—thin fried pastry, resembling our potato crisps—and
pakavras, another fried pastry stuffed with a hot vegetable
mash. The Indians would lever the food from the leaves with
their fingers and pop it into their open mouths; or somgtimes
just op&n their mouths, tilt the l-eaf ang let the fodd slide in.
Mary Lou and I were always awedeby this leaf-and-rpo.uth
procedure and looked for it at everyplatform. Actually, it was
a very skilful manceuvre. I've seen 'Amcricahs at a ball game
who make eating hoy dogs a less appetizing procedure.

Where there is an Indian woman, there is 3 brass pot. As
there are many women on any station platform, there were
stacls of shiny pots everywhere. They use them main.ly .for
water, Rege told us, and keep them sparkling by polishing
them with wood ashes. It's quite a sight to see the morning
sun striking sparks off ethe many gleaming satiny surfaces,
almost as if the platform was afire. * f

You can have your air-conditioned soat-free cars and impec-
cable time-tables., We were seeing ‘India off guard as we
made our way to the jungles, an India the tourist doesn't even
know exists. o . {

Afterehirteen hours, we regched'ltarsi, which was only about
150 miles from Nagpur. There we waited an hour for anot.her
train, wawed amidst humanity th surged aroun(.l us, staring,
pokfhg fingers at our luggage, buj never bothering us. As a
matter of fact if we had been the Indians, we would have

‘

.
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stared, too, at the mounds of luggagé;; unfamiliar clothing,
city-pale faces. '

Our second train was a little faster; we made theaext stop,
Harda, in five hours. As tlfis was almost a hundred miles, we
had the illusion that we were really zipping along at great
speed. . ¥
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My trained eye, as reporters in, books like to say; wasn't too
sharp at Harda. About all I can remember of the place is shat
it was full of bamboo and teak-wood buildings, that it seémed
to teeter on the edge of the junglé, was active, rather large—
and welcome. Rao Naidu dims any other impressions of Hgrda
for me: A tall, slender man with even features that lookecdas
if they were cut out of bronze, soft brown eyes and the gentlest
male voice I have ever heard. He walked up to us on the
station platform with long, graceful strides, and said, “I am
Rao Nzidu,your hunter, sir.” AN

Rege said, “This is Mr. and Mrs. Scott, Rao. They are the
guests of the Government. We mus‘t'show them some jungle
cats and what shikar is redlly like.” He grinmed, looking more
like Edward G. Robinson than ever: “You think there are any
animals left?"” x

Rao Naidu smiled. “I have a few personzl Triends among
the cats. They will be there.”

Rpo had a jeep and trailer waiting. The coolies loaded our
bags and guns and the box of aratiunition, and we said good-
bye to Rege. Kanhaiyalyl Tiwang, a broad, grey-haired man,
the deputy forest ranger at the village of Bori, despite his over-
weight, jumped agilely up with the bags, and we were off. In
ten minutes we lest civilization completely excefit for an
occasional old Mercedes truck that lurched by, heavily loaded
with bamboo that had been cut in the jungles.

Rao drove rapidly and skilfully, swerving around cattle -

that seemed determined to commit suicide or murder, depend-

ing upon__the point of view. Dust trailed us like a storm cloud

and [ could see it raining upon Kdahaiyalal Tiwang, painting

his face like a clown’s. When he’ saw me glancing back, he
34
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grinned hroadly, exposing teeth stainédc,a bright red from
indulgence in the national habit of constantly chewing betel
nuts (a slight stimulant, obtained fronfche betel p'a\l'm tree).
“Did you meet Mr. and Frs. Maddox?” Rao asked.

We told him that we had become friends in a short time.

*“He is a goodt hunter,” Rao said’ seriously. “Mrs. Maddox
did not ﬁunt, but she brought good cheer to our camp. The

staff was sorry torsee them g6.” ° 5
“® would think so,” Mary Lou said. “We're running out of
people like the Maddoxes.? .

_Rao smiled. “I think that we have adequate replacements.
D¢ you hunt, Mrs. Scott?”

“Yes,” Mary Lou said. “It's my favourite sport. Wing shoot-
ing particularly and attacking small trout with a light fly rod.”

“We don't do any fishing out here. The rivers are all nearly
dry as this time of year,” Rao said. “But there are plenty of
game birds, four species of dove, grey jungle fowl, peafowl,
some partridge. As a matter of fact, we are going to depend
upon you to supgly the camp with fresh meat. Motisingh, our
cook, has a great desire for roasted peacock.”

“These’could be meatless days,” Mary Lou said. “We'll do
our best, but Lhope the supply of canned goods isn’t low.”

Rao laughed. “No, we have adequate supplies. But the taste
of fresh meat like curried dove or breast of peacock is*con-
sidered a real treat by all o:‘ us.” =

We werg penetrating deeper into the jungle now, with the
road becoming narrower, the foliagé thicker. Ahead of us I
could see a big, grey mofkey sitting in the road staring. He
looked like a seedyold:man patiently waiting on a street corner
for a bus, He broke into the juhgle as we got closer, loping on
all fours; but still looking like a man.

“Langur?” I said to Pao.

He nodded. “The favourite meal of the panther,” h¢ said. “I
believe there are many panther or leopards near camp, for
the monkeys have been ir’ turmoil most of the tire during
these past two days. A suregign that the cats have been athong
them, killing.”



36 FORESTS OF THE NIGHT

>

We had driven abdut three hours, had entered and passed
through two small viﬁages, with mud huts and thatched roofs
and silent, staring pc Sple in various states of dress and undress.
Rao raised his arm and waved as we went through and every-
one waved back, grinning. 2 Ly

“These forest people are happy,” Rao said. “It is said that
Nehru would rather ispend his time among them than with
the peuple insthe cities. If this is true, our Prime Minister is
really a brilliant man. There is no evil in the hearts of these
people.” ; » 9

After a few minutes, he said, “I have heard that you are in
India to' investigate our many outdoor sports and report;on
them for your people.” When I said that was just about right,
he went on. “We need men like you over here. Our tourist
attractions, which are many, do not get the proper acknow-
ledgment.”

“Why is that?” e B

“Confusion, I believe,” he said sobezly. “The Tourist Office
is still part of Transport [recently it became a separate
division and function] and rather new. We have written the
office at Delhi with suggestions of things they could do for
people coming here on shikar that would vagtly improve the
situation. Although I understand the director, Mr. Chib, is
a very able man, we hear nothing in reply.” Rao’s English
wasni’t exactly of the Oxford variety, but it was good and his
vocabulary was excellent. Vastly; he pronounced “yostly” and
occasionally he stumblec over a word like “acknowledgment”,
but largely his English wzs superior to that of the majority of
Americans, including me. i 5

“We need an ajr-conditionéd hotel or at least a motel in
Nagpur instead of the Mount,” he said. “Gpecial liquor and
gun permits that would be automatic as soon as Americans
had sigr.ed with us for shikay, things of that nature. An air-
conditioned compartment on the ~rains, better time-tables,
Al' thesp arrangements are neceisary if we are to attract
Americans, That train to Harda is a disgrace. I warrant you
have nothing in America to compare with it—"
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“Don't.be too sure,” I said. “Ameriéﬁ«. isn't exactly the land
of perfection. There is a railroad called the New Haven that
doesn’t do much better than your Cenfril.” o e

“You are joking, of coufse,” Rao smiled.

We were approaching another small, mud-hut village. The
gtoup of men standing beside the road watching our approach
were dressed in what looked like short dhotis, and had turbans
wound carelesslyaround thetr heads. They weze coffee brown
ande lithely built. “What are these forest people called?” I
asked. . .

_“These in the Hoshangabad District where the Bori Range
is Jocated are aboriginal Gonds and Korkus, with a few immi-
grants mixed in, people who came from Budelkhand, Marwar
and Khandesh. The dates of these immigrations are supposed
to have been in Akbar's time and in 1784."”

Ras saw me scribbling in my notebook and stopped. “‘Please,
‘continue,”Rao,” I said. “You have knowledge of this section
that I have not been able to find in any printed book.”

He seemed a Lgiﬂc abashed at that and said, “I have gathered
many facts about the people and the land around Bori. This is
the coufifry where shikar is the best, the place where we do
most of our hupting and as that is my life and my love from
this time on, I feel that I should know something of it."”

Indians are inclined to speak sometimes as if they avere
lecturing, and their Engl’sh may tzke on a monotomously
unaccented tone which i§ often hard to follow accurately,
especially if you are trying to put paris of what they are saying
on paper. Rao was an exteption. Except when he was1alking
about his great love of shikar. Then his words sounded like
something he had rehedrsed a iong time ard came out as if he
had comimitted them to memory.

“That, I would say, s part of doing your job well,” I said,
gently brain-picking. “Knowing the people around you, the
fauna, the flora, everythizg connected with an area in which
you work."” BT e

“Yes, yes,” he said quickly. “That is exactly it. I havé' made
a study. Of the total population of the Hoshangabad District,
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about seventy per Cexﬁt of the people are engaged in pasture
and agriculture. The .}:grlcultural tenants form about fifty per
cent of the populatidn while the agricultural labourers are
about twenty per cent. Cottage industries like hand:spinring
and weaving are also very important, supportmg four per.cent
of this population.”

He had slowed the j jeep on the outskirts of the v.lllage while
he was-talking and a small brown boy, clad“in nothing byt a
loincloth, broke from a group and dashed toward us. He got to
the side of the jeep Mary Lou was on and, smiling as if his
teeth were going to drop out with the joy of it all, threw foyr
bananas into Mary Lou’s lap and ran gracefully off. Mary Lgu,
almost immediately had the skin off one, passed them around,
and we talked between mouthfuls.

“How do you communicate with these people?” Mary Lou
asked. “Mostly Hindi? Or do they have some other languagc?"

Rao had the fact for that one. “The-principal language of
the district is the Bundeli dialect of*Western Hindi, wkich
about sixty-five per cent of the people use and is what I use
most of the time. The Malwi dialect, of Hindi is spoken in the
Harda tahsil. But the Kirs, a land-cultivating casté, have a
peculiar dialect all of their own, which is a form of Mdrwari,
I believe. Most of the Gonds and Korkus speak their own
tribal languages, but they have learned forms of Aryan ver-
naculars current arourd them, .and Hindi is the common
language for our inter-communication. .

“Most of these forest people are Hindus, Animists and even
Mohammedans Rao went on, as he dodged three big, white
Brahmin bulls in the middle of the road. “The Gonds are
mainly Animists; the Korkus, Hindus. Hanuman is the only
God of whom any representation is attemipted; the’ rest are
just stones that are painted red. Somte of the very religious
from these jungles do make pilgrimages to the shrine of Onkar
Mandhata and the holy cave temgle of Mahadeva.”

I knew that what these jungle tolk were wearing weren't
dhotis, the apparel that looks and is worn a great deal like a
nappy except it is longer, more voluminous. Rao explained



0
9 FORESTS OF THE NIGHT 30

that one for me as a result o(f the simple Indian expedient of
reading my mind. He saw e staring yt three villagers, who
were sitting under a large tree with vio%e‘»ht red blossoms, and
saigd:. .

g’,['h&sé men are village elders. They are wearing pagris,
a piece of cloth twelve'inches wide and five yards long. The
larger the man’s pagri, the more respéctable he is considered.
Many of them aléo wear on the shoulders the dyppattaor short
cloth, three feet wide and twelve feet long.”

Ahead of us now I could,see a long puff of smoke rising into
the afternoon sky. Coiling lazily, it drifted off followed by
others. It was as if someone on the ground was manufacturing
small, immaculate wkite clouds and sending them up where
they belonged. RO

Rao saw me watching the smoke, and smiled, showing fine,
even avhite teeth. “That is the camp. They have a fire going
for us. Wewill sit thexg on the hill and talk before dinnfer.”

Mary Lou sat silently for a moment. “I can’t believe it. .. .”

f felt the same way. How many miles? Ten thousand. How
many hours and"days and thoughts had gone into this? They
were uncbuntable.

Ashoka Dugt had told us of his.country: “India,” he said,
“is a vast subcontinent covering more than 14 million square
miles and is isolated from the rest of Asia by the Himalayas,
the ‘abode of snow’ in the north and. north-east. The eastern
and western boundaries ase formed by the Bay of Bengal and
the Arabian Sea. )

“Distances by air from Delhi, 1,000 miles east t6 Sadiya in
Assam, 1,075 miles south to Madras and 1,400 miles to Trivan-
drum, and 8oo miles to Bombay on the west coast, may give you
a small .idea of the size of my country. And there are wide
climatic differences: imBikaner (Rajasthan) the thermometer
rises as high as 120°F. in the summer, and in Dras (Xashmir)
it has been registered as loyf as 29°F. in winter. Rainfall in my
complicated country,” he'had said, smiling as only Ashoka
Dutt can smile (a commodity that should be bottled axnd sold

for the benefit of India), “%s also extreme. It ranges from less
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than 4 inches in Ja\'sakmer (Rajasthan) to about 430 inches in
Cherrapunji (Assam). A,

And now we \yx‘e‘almost at our destination in this vast,
complex country, right smack in tife centre of it, its heartla.nd
of jungle, where we would live w1th aborlgmal pﬂople.and
hunt the most dangerous big game on’earth, the leopards and
tigers of the central foreits of Madhya Pradesh. The man-eaters
Jim Gorbett, had made infamous, the .black panther,
“Bagjeera,” and the villain tiger, “Shere Khan,” Knplmg.had
captured in his.great prose. .

Another hour and we were there: A white-waghed, red-tile-
roofed dak bungalow sat upon a little promotory ovcrlook‘!ng
the fifty-hut village of Bori, a half-mile away. The staff was
lined up before it, waiting to greét ns. Standing stiffly erect,
Rao made the introductions with the air of a front-line colonel
reviewing his staff.

“Thé cook, Motisingh,” he said, and,we shook l'?ands with.
a tall, handsome, grey-haired man, who smiled shyly around
an almost white toothbrush moustache; then the driver,
Pathak, short, with widely spaced front teeth ind an infectious
grin; the clerk, Dube, short, dark, tense; the roofn bearer,
Fakira, broad, relaxed; the houseboy, Govinda, slender, young,
shy; the skinner, Chotelal, thin, with an unudy turban and
a bewildered expression; the laundryman, Jajanath; the
assistant cook, Laxman;,assistant Criver, Sampat, slim, elegant
with the finest masculine featuret I have ever seen; and a
short, swarthy, happy-looking Indian with a bright green and
red, odély shaped, almost pointed tarban, which was his badge
of office, Sardarkhan, the forest guard. «

After Mary Lou and I firmly shook Hands with each of them,
Rao showed us around. T

A broad stone-floored verandz, with a red tile roof that
sloped steeply off the main_rool; completely encircled the
bungalow. There was one largc. 1pom inside in which there

were two mosquito-netted, canopicil beds, two low tables, two
chairs of the conventional Kind woven with bamboo seats,
There were also two large, plantation chairs, wide enough and
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long enough so that you co 1d complei'.el'y relax, even sleep,
in them,stretching your legg'full out onyhe long firm, protrud-
ing wooden arms. These bre strictly Ih@ian. I've never seen

anz}th.inglikc them before.
the fldor wasstone and there were two bright, vari-coloured
cotton rugs spread. .

“These dak bungalows are built by fur Forest Department,”
Rao said proudly. “They are placed throughgut the jungle
andeare used as rest houses by our travelling forest and govern-
mental officers. Mr. Shuklg leases them for our shikar and we
have exclusiye use of them, one dak to every two shooting
bitcks. Only thing that could deter would be an official travel-
ling this way. He has the right and privilege to rest here for
the night.” e

Mary Lou and I looked at the two medium-sized beds in
the ngrrow room, :

It mus®have been gbvious what we were thinking, for Rao
immediately said, “Bugthat never happens. Never has a client
of ours been disturbed.”s

He parted thé cocoa-coloured cotton curtains shielding the
other redm. This obviously was the bathroom. It was bare,
with stone figors, and had a wooden stand in the far corner
with a washstand and a zinc pitcher.

“The ghuslkhana,” Rao spd, his inflection confirming our
thoughts. It was a small, sqéiare room. with a small hole in the
far wall, where a square parapet built of stone, no more than
six inches in height, was{occupied by a large zinc tub—our
bath tub. Obviously whenthe bath,had been takerl, <Jse water
was emptied and flowed oujside through the hole in the wall.
I immediately thought of Xipling’s mongoose, “Rikki-tikki-
tavi”, and of the, snakes ajd scorpions that would perhaps
find it convenient to vse tlfat water-exit hole as an entrance.
Before the encircled tub Spas a wooden-slatted mat. to stand
on and a small wooden tg#<l rack. In the far corner was a
wooden seat with four lege! This was the commode, the “thun-
derbox” noted in English litetature of India. The lid was
snapped down, concealing’the centre hole. This was 1ot exactly
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foreign to anyone w o had evey used a Chic Sales iri rural
America. Protruding lbeneath thi; wooden contraptioa was a
big white enamel ¥, called, if i remember my Kipling, a
“top hat”. = SRS gl

“This is the work of the sweeper or houseboy, Govingda,”
Rao explained. “Call him by name, or just mehtar, and ke
will come.” Rao later éxplained to me that the people who
handle:the work in ghuslkhanas are the lowest of the outcastes,
the untouchables, who inherit the odious task of dealing with
ordure and can.engage in no other_employment. “I'm sorry to
tell you this,” he said. “I am of the group who think caste
should be abolished.” &

We later learned that Govinda, the handsome, shy-looking
lad, did little else except bring us hot.water for the tub and
for shaving and sit and watch the curtain that separated the
bedroom from the ghuslkhana. When he saw it open, then
close, hie knew that the room was in use¢; when it opened and-
closed again, he entered. This system svorked more efficiently
than the plumbing in many hotels and homes I have stayed in
over the years. 5 : i

It would be dark soon, Rao told us and suggestetlsthat we
use what light was remaining to sight in our rifles. “We hunt
for cats by jeep at night. Our plan is to g(;‘ out this night
immediately after dinner.”

He had taken our rifles and slgqtguns out of the cases and
they were racked just inside the ter't, which was set up beside
the bungalow. This became the h b of our life, the centre
of activit;.*Everything was plannes from and evolved around
Rao’s tent. We took the .308s, aad the, 458 and a _handful
of shells, and Rao instructed the rorest guard, Sardarkhan, an
eager little man, fo run out an-; pin up a target. it was a
standard 100-yard bulls-eye pape target such as is used on
rifle ranges, and we shot from the j.&p, which was driven down
from the hill the dak was on,"fo» Hoint the other side of the
dusty road that fan by the camp,

Both-Winchester .308s had Lyman All American 4X power
scopes mounted on the Pachmayr Lo-Swing mount, making it
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possible to use the scope ffr distance. shooting or swing it
off quitkly and use the iroy sights shogld the necessity arise.
The bi .458 wasn't scopefl. Mary Lo ‘Insisted that I shoot
ﬂrs‘;. gq\off three shots, cradling the rifle, and leaning forward
on he jeep, which had the windshield down and made a
convenient rest. ‘The forest guard waved his hands, then held
one up, showing five fingers, then holcfing.up two on the other
hand, which meant a seven,*Rao said. Then he signadled, an
eight and a nine. The bull on the target was ten, and 1 wasn't
in it. “That is not bad at all,” Rao said. “Nows, Mrs. Scott.”
Mary Lou,carefully cheeked her own .308, using the same
procedure I had, and got three shots off, but much mére slowly
than I. This time the forest guard unpinned the target and
ran it back. Rao studied it, then came over and shook Mary
Lou’s hand. “It will be a pleasure to hunt with you, Mrs.
Scott;’ he said. - .
Several’of the campmataff crowded around, and one of them,
I think Dube, the clerks said, “Hip, hip, hurrah!™ The shout-
ing was about three shots flat into the ten, in the bull, two of
them making one large hole.
"Th(qriﬂe is sighted in all right,” Mary Lou said. “Either
that of I'm plain lucky.” .
“This is not luck, Mrs. Scogt,” Rao said proudly. “I have
a skilful shot with me on/his shikar.” He looked a* me
quickly. “You too, sir.” 4 . ,
“I'm happy that I was fust anywhere in tle black,” I said.
“Are you going to sigh\in the .458?" Mary Lou asked.
She shot it first, the big Nun knocking her 105 potinds back
after each shot as if someon} had given her a fierce push. This
time the shots were seven atjd two eights. I got two eights and
a nine. “This is the first lad:} I have ever seen using a gun this
big,” Rao said. “It is surprifing that she is so good, with a rifle
with a recoil like this.”
I could see who was fap=haired around our shikar camp.
My shooting would have ‘o be spectacular to even get a nod
from Rao and the staff. Three of them rushed over to help
Mary Lou from the jeep, Rao held up one hand like a traffic
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cop, got out, walked around andigently helped her doyvn. She
is a person who refusts all male {ielp when engaging in their
sports, fecling that sh¥ has the capikity, the strength, t/ie desire
and the skill to do everything on her own. But now sh¢ accepted
the helping hand with grace,and smiling sweetly at me, walked
ahead of us back to the d4k bungalow on top'of the hill. Thén
suddenly darkness was 'upon us. o

Theofire was still going on the knoll twerty yards in front
of the bungalow and Rao motioned to Govinda to bring more
logs. The boy dog-trotted away and came back with several
odd-looking, greyish brown logs. “From the Moka tree,” Rao
said, throwing them one by one on the fire. Sparks were starf.ed
into the night by a slight wind that hadcome up.

I mixed Mary Lou a whisky and water and I had a gin and
lemon squash. Ice came from a small, Servel refrigerator that
held one small tray of ice cubes. It wasn’t working preperly,
howevér, and the drinks were only slightly chilled. We dis-
covered that ice and ice cubes were held in small reggrd,
probably a hangover from the British who like their drinks
warm. Rao had a straight lemon squash. “I Will take a drink
with you when you get your tiger,” he said. L\

Below us we could see the huddle of fifty Bori huts a8 night
first made them into indistinct blobs, then seemed to float
them away into the nothingnes: that is the jungle after dark.

We sat there observing the angient rite of watching the fire
devour the logs and spit flame in*o the sky, and.we talked
about the hunt still ahead of us this hight.

“W¢ Tiunt the cats and the other night prowlers like the
wild boar and even the sloth-bear”’ Rao-said. “We use a light
and drive the roads. Many of ou? huiiters find it interesting.
Have you ever done it?” e »

“It's against the law in the Staes te hunt most animals by
night,” Lsaid. “Of course we don’ "have the animals that prey
on people and that makes all the Zifference, I guess.”

“You will find that night is the ¥lement of the leopard and
the tiger,” Rao said. “You dre meeting him on an uneven
basis. He' knows the roads, the foiests, every ravine around
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Bori bjtter than any of us. Tfae light, howgver, almost puts us
on equyl footing with hinj, But not guite. These cats are
animals\that are always hynting, aIWa!s' ‘on the alert. They
may be hyinting us before we know that we are hunting them.”

«y"hat’sa very neat twist,” Mary Lou said. “We go out in
their own backydrd, defivered in a Jeep. V\'y’hat could be more
conveniciyfrom their viewpoint?”

«Let us not forget the guns,” Rao said. . -

“rrue,” 1 said. “But neither of us is accustomed to shooting
at night. I should think that would put us as a distinct dis-
advantage.” , :

T he word is among the staff, and has reached the villagers,”
Rio said softly, “that Mrs. Scott has great control over her
rifie. All of us have confidehce in both of you. This is good to
start withs Many people who come here on shikar are only
fair shots and this immediately puts all of us at what you call
a disadvarftage.” IR d

“Now if we can onlyget word to the animals,” Mary Lou
said. .

Rao laughed. Motisingh appcareh on the veranda where he
had a tible set with a cloth and silver. “Dinner,” Rao said.

Fakfra serw;d.so deftly that he would put the finest waiter
at the posh Carlton House to ghame. His skill reminded me
of an old Milton Berle chefnut about Lindy’s where-the
waiters are known for the'{ unco-operative attitude, and I
decided to recite it for Ragy We suspected that he had an acute
sense of humour and this ‘\as a test-firing.

I built the scene of LinaY’s, telling Rao about the lczation
of the place and the kind "} people who inhabited it, then
said, “These two men were hyving lunch. Neither had a watch.
A waiter walked,by. ‘Parchn me, waiter,” one man said.
‘Could you tell me the tim [?" The waiter stopped, stared at
the man, looked at the taife, and said, ‘Not my tahle,’ and
walked on.

1 was secretly a little elhbarrassed at telling one that old
and hackneyed, but maybe this would be one of the charms of
the jungle: no story woulll be too old. Mary Lou gave me a
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glum look, but Rag laughed S0 Nard that he finally rased his
napkin to his lips to $ other off tl'e sound.

When Fakira cami& back with the main course, Rilo trans.
lated the Lindy thing for him. H¢ stared at me. I sjailed, He
said three or four involved-sounding words to Raé, whleled
around and left. 2 > )

“Looks like someone didn't appreciate the sparkilng recita.
tion,” Mary Lou said. » >

“We have our sense of humour,” Rao said, “but we are also
a serious people. Fakira, being a waiter, said he did not see
anything to laugh about and wondered why the owner of the
restaurafit had not come out and fired the man immediately,
He also said that he thought the waiter did not know his job
and perhaps ought to be pulling a‘rickshaw.”

Although this incident didn’t conclusively prove it, Indians
have an acute sense of humour and quickly catch the nuances
in any situation. It did prove, however, their pridé of accom-
plishment in their jobs. No matter what the task was, they did
it well. But this took care of any so-called joke-telling for the
stay in the jungle. Being a conﬁrmegl typewriter type, I wasn’t
much of a vocal storyteller anyway, and from that mc'nent on
we let the natural situations inspire the humour ahd the
laughter.

Motlsmgh had prepared a crltghtful sort of chicken a la
King, in a splced cream sauce sesfved over toast wedges. Our
first meal in the jungle could have come from the superb
kitchens of Gaston Laurjssen’s Rit -Carlton.

A e a [

-~
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"RuUREE men wege waiting for us beside Rao’s tent. One was

wm a IOk, black moustache, brown eyes with a
merry twinkle, gold rings in his ears, and a tremendous,

-

car'él.essly wound turban. This was Shobhararfi, our tracker
from Bori. There was the driver, Pathak; Kanhaiyalal Tiwang,
forest ranger of Bori, who fad ridden in from Harda with us,
and Rao. We*would be spending most of our time with these
four. Kanhaiyalal Tiwang had taken it upon himself to accom-
pany us. He would serve, as sort of governmental buffer,
he told us in his slow, uncertain English. He was fat and com-
placent, but comfortable to have around.

It was hone ¢8ld, and as we climbed into the front of the
jeep. Mary Lou on tﬁ?.'ﬂ’f.side beside the driver, me on the
outtide, we were again thankful for Ashoka Dutt’s repeated
warnings. Rao, the tracker and theranger sat in back on the
hard meta cross seats. Tltat was the way we would ride from
then ou’cxcept that Mary Lou and I would occasionally change

positions. AR

* 1t was nine o'clock by my Mamilton on which the hands

had been set ahead and moy£d back so many times we réally
don’t know what time it realfy was. The three in the back Were
wrapped tb their teeth in the duppayfa, which they wore like
a shawl, and Pathak droy\ as if he knew every hqgle in the
road. He handled the jeepygracefully, throwing it smoothly
into fout-whéel drive avhe} necessary to bump across the
dry riveg beds, and he was fextremely careful as he tracked
across the narrow Spots wherf the banks broke away sheerly to
* deep unguarded drops belqgv. We hadn’t ridden with Pathak
ten minutes before we begap~to feel secure. This was half
the battle, for we would b§f spending much time in the jeep,

hunting at night. .
Everyone™was silent noy and suddenly Rao switched on a

4 \
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sealed-beam searchlight and beégan probing.the dark forests
with it, looking for the burning eyes; every head in the jeep
followed the movemént like spectﬁtors ata tennis m;‘h Every
head except that of Pathak. He needed full covicentration at the
wheel. s

The moon was pale this night, frosted silver, and it ghosted
the landscape—the trees and the stream that flowed'tar below
us—iiito indistinct unreality. Fhis could have been a dregam
sequence from a picture by Hitchcock. e

Now ahead of us we could see bonfires, stretched along the
road like a burning necklace around the dark neck of night,
and the Tigures of people who were feeding the flames.

Rao whispered, “The Forest Department hires the villagers
to burn back brush and undergrowth, not only to clear the road
but to ensure double safety: to prevent careless fires and to
_ keep back the creeping jungle.” .

Then the fires were behind us and. we could sée eyes that -
glowed a few hundred yards off to our right. “Sambar,” Rao
said. “Sambardoe,” Pathak correeted, runmng the words
together as if they were one. But we did not stop. We would
not shoot antlered game at night. Only the killers. ¢

The cold was penetrating, strange to us in the ieart of
India, as we turned onto a..ather road. “Hold on,” Rao said,
“this is the kacharasta” (rough road). It is not a road at all
really, but perhaps a place wherg'some carts and a few vehicles
have passed. Pathak threw the jeep into four-wheel drive and
we slanted straight ovér a bank into a nulla and bounced
across the rocks. Midway, the jeer/ hialted. Rao threw his light
off to the right. There was a large animal covered with white
spots. It looked like a giant whitethil deer. “Chital,” Rao
whispered. “We will hunt ther S by day.” The animal stood
with head raised, its antlers looking enormous with the spot-
light on them. Then suddenly it jpurted away.

Shortly, without warning, wevsare ata village, “Lodhidana,”
Rao said. The jeep stopped bes;‘re the largest mud hut, and
we were immediately surrounded by men and children. These
aboriginal villages, we were to lear 1, stretched across the jungle
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Rao Naidu standing in the machan awaiting the climbi'ng author




End of the wild boar that charged out of tht: night; it took four of us to lift
the thing into the back of the jeep before returning to camp
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in a connecting link for thousands of mlles It was etiquette to
stop and ask the gaon, the village headman, to go hunting
with you and offer him a few rupees after he had acted as a
combination guide and tracke}. Supposedly these village elders
knew the hunting in their own territories better than out-
landers like Rao and the forcst Tanger. We had occasion to
doubt this, S

But now Pathak was out ofithe j jeep, pouring us a cup of hot,
strqng tea from a thermos, and we nibbled on a bit of fruit
cake that Motisingh packed for us. The villagers gathered
around, smxlmg and staring. There was much jabber in Hindi,
while Rao'stood slightly apart, dignified, somewhat aloof, but
still master of the conyersation and the situation.

It seemed that threg wild boars had been sighted not more
than two hours before in a heavily-forested area about eight
miles_south of the village. They had been rooting, and two
of them Imd charged three herdboys from the village as they
were driving buffalo back from the grazing grounds. The boys
had escaped by circling the buﬁalo, who faced down the
pugnacious pigs?® '

The gao, a slender man with an amazmgly smooth face
but faded old eyes and practically no hair, held his arms high
and said several' Hindi words te Rao. He was vehement and
excited.

Climbing into the back of the jeep, Rao said to me. “He
would like us to try to kill the wild boars. Not only do the
villagers need the meat badly, but these animals are about as
dangerous as anything in the jungle. They charge without
provocation.” d

While we were dnnng to the spot where the wild boars
were supposed to be, Rao told of what one of the tusked
monsters had done a couple of months ago. It seemed that a
shikar client had shot at a boar, wounding it.

“This is our nightmare here in the jungle,” Rao said soberly.
“It is one reason I try to be very careful of people I take
on shikar. When an animal like a boar, a bear or any of the
cats is wounded, its dange;; to humans is increased by at least

4
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fifty per cent. Careless or tép quick shooting can wound a
tiger or a leopard, and it can ey on these unarmed villagers
for months after the hunter has gone back to America. I know
you will be sure of your targett The man who shot the wild
boar was not. He flashed a shot at it as it headed for heavy
cover. He couldn’t really see cnough‘of thesanimal to shoot,
and he wasn't a go?ii enough shot to try for the boar svhile
it was gunning.’ !

They had trailed it and observed blood, but couldn’ tﬁﬁnd
the animal. So they forgot about it, “There really wasn’t much
else we could do,” Rao said. “I did search for it again, but
it had penetrated deeply into the jungle apparemly and- ‘we
never saw it again.’

But one of the village people dig. One of the older men
from Bori was returning from a neighbouring village about
ten miles away where he had been working at a charcqal plt
walking quickly along the yellow dust road, tryig to mak ;
it to his hut before darkness fell. v

“We never found out exactly what happened,” Rao saxd
“There were long, deep, scuffs in the road where Lhc man had
apparently been dragged. From the tracks it was evident that
it was a big boar. The man was dead, his storgarh had been
almost completely ripped <*t. He really never had a chance.
Thopse animals are quick, almokt as fast as a cat.

There was silence new and we watched the long beam of
Rao’s light as it pushed aside the patches of forest-dark. Then,
suddenly, dramatically,*as these things always happen, the
light picked out two big, black animals. They wheeled immedi-
ately as the light hit them, charged toard us, then veered,
making a shalp, right-angle turn. Sftting on the outside, I
tried for them. Rao attempted to keep the light on their fleeing
bodies. I swung, led the boar in thesrear, and squeezed the
trigger. It was a clear shot in the open and the big .458 boomed
like a cannon, but the pigs kept on going and vanished in
the thick tangle of ringal, a stunted bamboo growth where
even the light couldn’t detect them! I started to gct out of the

jeep. q
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“No,” Rao said softly. “It i not safe to get out into the
darkness with wild boars around. They are probably i in there
now watching and may charge.”

.We stayed for another ter| minutes with the Indians in
back fingering their turbans and talking in disgruntled tones
among themselves. I took it that they really liked roast pork
and were gravely disappointet] that I hac” missed. It developed
that I was right. e v o .

“Wonder where the third one is?” I asked Rao.

His face impassive, he said, “It could be a wiser animal,
standing back in the thickets and watching us whlle the other
two panlcked » o

““Are they that smaxt?”

“Smarter,” he said. “Théy are a noble adversary.”

They didn’t look noble—what I had seen of Lhem—wnh
the lang, black, hairy bristles, tusks shooting up, elongated
heads, thi€k but muscular bodies. They didn’t resemble their
pink and white descendants, the Yorkshires, in the slightest.
The butchers of New Jersey wouldn’t have recognized them.

“Too bad " Ro said, motioning TFor Pathak to turn around.
The moon was almost gone by now, faded into a dull silver,
and night closed in around us. The jolting and the tight posi-
tions in the jeep 'had cramped my !cgs and I tapped Rao on the
shoulder and indicated that | would like to stop and stretch.
Five minutes later Pathak pulled overdo the side of the nzrrow
road and I got out. '

To walk the kinks out, I went bick from the road about
fifteen yards. Then I started to return to the jeep that was
standing with lights ou, sendmg its beams into the road directly
ahead. For some reason, I looked up. Coming down the road,
heading right for me, was an enormous wild boar. Even though
it was dark, the light picked up the coarse, black hair on the
animal, and I could see the tusks curling up like bent blades.
I didn’t have my gun and the boar was moving too fast for me
to reach the jeep before he got to me. He was ominously silznt
and moving as fast as a dog chasing a rabbit. Knowing in one
dreadful instant what it feels like to be the hunted rather than
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the hunter, I wondered if aryone in the jeep had seen the
dreadful thing in the road. I gianced at the jeep. Rao and the
Indians were sitting, frozen. Mary Lou had the rifle at her
shoulder and I could hear sourd crack sharply from it as the
tusked monster kept on coming. He ran straight for me for
about twenty feet, then fell, twitching, about fifteen feet in
front of me. “a W s

I didn’t say anything. I got to Mary Lou and'put my hand
on her shoulder, gripping hard. Rao said, “That wass*he
coolest shot I have seen! That boar was coming so fast, the
light was so bad that he had everything on his side.”

I wished he wonld stop talking. I didnt want to hear details,
My hunting days had almost ended theve in that dark Indian
night and I wanted to spend the next few minutes in silence,
sayinga prayer and thanking God for a wife who didn’t scream
and panic when danger came.

Mary Lou worked the bolt of the .308, ejecting’ the spent
shell. “Glad 1 didn’t need another shot,” she said. “I don’t
think I could have made it.” -

There was silence as the men dragged thé‘boar toward the
jeep and hefted him into the back. It took four of them, with
me hoisting one of the muscular legs, to get that,giant pig into
the jeep, They climbed in‘zad two of them sat on him as we
started back to camp. £

When we got there, after two hours on the rough roads, the
staff was lined up before the bungalow, and Motisingh held
a glowing Coleman landern while they took the black boar
out of the jeep. Rao bent and exarained it carefully, called
us over and showed us a mark near the tép of the left shoulder.
It was more of a festering scab than 4 scar; it was a healing
bullet wound. .

“This is the bad one,” he said. “This one could walk with
the tiger. He hated man, probably everything that moved. I
am sure he is the one that killed the old man from the village.
He was with those other two that chased the village boys. When
he heard us coming, he went into the jungle and followed us,
waiting for his chance.”
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There was much talk as Rac and the driver excitedly told
what had happened. The Gond word for boar, “buddee”, was
used so often it sounded like a chant. The old man from the
village of Lodhidhana, smiling and nodding, was still with us.
He would take most of the Boar back with him, leaving the
liead as our trophy and'a hind leg for a mgal for us. Everyone
stood and stared at Mary Lon after the c¥atter ended.

‘There never is time in the central jur.gles to think oz brood

“akayt what has happened. There is no past tense. Just as we
started into the bungalow o go to bed, we heard a commotion
and saw two men running toward Rao’s tent.

“It looks ‘like trouble,” I said. Mary Lou juSt nodded
wearily. She had had enough danger and drama for one night,
but she stood with me on’ the veranda and waited while the
men talked with Rao. He came over to us after about five
minuses. : :

“A tigér has made a kill. One of the staked buffaloes was
killed, the rope tying dt to the tree broken. I dislike asking
you to come, but it may be the chance we are waiting for.
With tiger you %y to take them hen you cap.” He looked
at Mary Lou. “Why don’t you rest? Your husband and I will
go after thescat.” ]

She shook her head. 14

It was close to dawn now,,and we got into the jeep, taking
the two runners with us, and started for the place near the
jungle where the young buffalo had been staked out.

“I don't think I like this idea of tying the buffalo out for
the tigers and leopards to kill,” Mary Lou said. “Isn't there
any other way?” 4 :

“One,” Rao said; “Beating. But you must know where the
tiger is to condugt a beat, and about the only way you can
do that is by identifying his kill. The beat is done by getting
about a hundred men together and driving an area where you
know the tiger is. You sit in a tree and try to shoot him as he
emerges from the jungle-before the beaters. Other ways-are
sitting up over a fresh kill, or stalking. We will stalk this cat.
Only skilled shots are ever permitted to hunt tiger this way.”
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“Save those pretty compluﬁnts, Rao,” Mary Lou said. “I'm
still not happy about tying up\ those buffaloes.”

“Mis. Scott, look it it this wiy. We have plenty of buffalo,
and we would rather have them!killed than our people. Tigers ‘
and leopards in this region arecattle killers, and if we don’t
use baits to get them, thcy will enter our villages or attack
cattle while they ar a 'rrazmg That way we never know exactly
wheresthey arg, what areas theylare gomg te move in, where
they will strike next. But when we give the tiger or leopasd a
bait, such as a staked buffalo calf, and they make the kill, we
stand a good chance of their coming back to finish the meal
and then®we can get them.”

“It all makes sort of sound jungle sense,” I said. “Find the
tiger before he finds you kind of business.”

"The night had become a charcoal shade of grey bynow. One
native was waiting near the edge of the jungle. “Achya.” Rao
said—the Hindi hello, sounding oddly like “Hotcha”, one of
the favourite words of our roarmg twenties. One of the men
with us jumped out of the jeep and walked over to a large
mahwal tree, or giant creeper, and pointed at the ground.
There were scuff marks all around where a strugg]e had taken
place, and a broken piece of rope was still tigd:to the tree,
mute tesumony to what had happened

“We're going to follow the uger with this fresh kill,” Rao
said.“It’s dawn now and we can see what we are doing." And,
suddenly, magically, as if his saying it made it so, it was. Pale
colour was in the sky, aind we could hear the jungle coming
alive: the cat cries of the adult peacocks as they stirred from
sleep and got down from their trees; the shrill twittering of
langur monkeys, sounding like a bunch of excited schoolgirls;
the faraway harsh bark of a sambar buck deep in the jungle.

“We'll follow the drag marks,” Rao said, “and stalk this
kill.” He laughed. “I'd rather have you high in a tree in a
machan, but we don’t have a choice.”

This was dangerous work. I had stalked a leopard in Africa
once and the cat had almos: outwitted us, knocking down
and clawing a native. I could feel cold coming to my spine.



[

¢ FORESTS OF 7HE NIGHT 55

The tiger could be lying ahead of us in bamboo tangle wait-
ing to pounce. Playing cat anl mouse is no fun if you are the
mouse. | ; :
1 had the .458 in a leathe: sling over my shoulder, Mary
" Lou carried her .308 and Rab had a .423 Mauser; the native
frackers had no weapohs. Shobharam, our, tracker from Bori,
wastet with us. He was cheaking thé six other baits we had
staked out. =« ¢ % e
““.Qne native, a white-turbaned elder, was ahead, stooping
to follow the track. Suddenly he straightened. A trio of
frightened, chattering langurs leaped out of a tree and we
_stood transfixed, rifles at the ready. This is the hard way to
hunt the tiger, for if you press him too closely, he becomes
annoyed and he will drop-his kill, hide in the high rusa grass
and wait for the pursuers.

Rao joined the tracker, who was moving consistently ahead,
and they hunkered over pug marks. “A big one,” Rao said.
“Look, he isn't even dragging the buffalo. He has flipped it
over his shoulder and only occasionally does a hoof drag the
ground, leaving® trail.” 4 2

The young buffalo had weighed about 200 pounds, but the
big striped gag was handling it as if it were a pat of hamburger
—which it prac"tically was wher: we found it two hard hours
later. L 5

It was lying under a big catechu tree, and there was-little
left except the head and part of one leg. “Our men were
mistaken in their timing,” Rao said; “the cat was a monster.
He was hungry. And he teok the bait sooner than they thought.
The runners were tardy reaching us.” He turned to the two
men who had come for"us and there was much talk, with both
of the trackers moving their Heads from side to side in the
negative gesture all Indians use, which means yes, maybe, or
perhaps, and is as important for understanding the language
as the spoken word. %

“No good to build a inachan here,” Rao said suddenly.
“We are several hours too late on this kill. The tiger will go
for water, find a cool place and sleep. Fn 203
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“Then—probably during the early hours of the morning—
he will kill again. Let us hope that we have news of this new
kill. If'we do, he will not have eaten so heavily and he will
return to it. This"—he swept his hand at the remains of the
luckless buffalo—"he will not thuch again 4

Black vultures, ,thelr horrid uaLed necks red with excite-
ment and anticipatien,” were mqvmg in as we started back
retraciag our steps carefully, watchmg every blade of grass,
every clump of young bamboo, in case the tiger had cirgad
and crept in behind us.

When we reached the jeep, the sun was bright and begmnmg
to get watm and the grey jungle fowl were movmg on the
dusty roads, the light picking out the.iridescent colours of
their neck ruffs and breasts. They boomed away, quick as a
grouse, when we got within fifty yards of them. Doves, by the
hundreds—spotted, rmged brown, 1mper1al—were pecking
for grit.

On the ride back we chatted with Rao about his family and
his reason for devoting his life to the jungle and shikar. He was
an educated man, who probably could Have successfully
entered any of a half-dozen profcssxons Why did he bury
himself in these jungles? . W)

I had learned a long time ago that direct quesnons although
hopest, sometimes have the dxsadvamagc of putting a person
off. Rao was essentially a shy, sensjitive man, so I tried to be as
delicate as I could in ﬁndmg out why he had come to the
jungle.

“Mr. Shukla tells me that yourstudied engineering in
college,” I said. “Maybe that's why the. Maddoxes remarked
that you had the niftiest machans.” *

He laughed. “These clever iorest people make the machans,
You'd be pretty uncomfortable if you had to sit all night on
one that I fashioned. Yes, I did my Inter Science in 1936 from
Hislop College, and qualified as Automobile Engineer from
Teshnical College Dayal Bagh in Agra, and had first-division
carrier 5

“First division?”’




P

¢ FORESTS OF THE NIGHT 57

“Successful candidates are classed in three divisions in
Indian universities. First, for those who obtain sixty percent of
the total aggregate marks; second, to those who get more than
forty-five per cent, and so on. After I completed my course.

"+ 1 got married.” He half closed his brown eyes and laughed.

“Faunderstand that’s tlie way it's done in_America, t00.”

Ha added soberly. “I am indeed a Tucky man, though, Mr.
Scott. Our families arranged for our marriage and we had

“S.engr even seen one another before. Butmy father was thought-
ful and Prabha, my wife, is lovely and a great persan. We have
two children, a son, Shankar Das, seventeen years old, and a
daughter, Rajani, eight years old.” > .

“You must miss them while you're out here on shikar, and
they must be lonely for you,” Mary Lou said.

“Lonely, for us both, yes,” he said slowly, “but the peace
and quiet of this life means so much to me that I believe I
am able te*communicate that to them when I return to Nagpur
after shikar season is finished.I am with them during the rainy
season and the hot spells, so in reality, I am with them at the
important times. Then, I work at shikar headquarters in the
city with MT. Shukla, gefting equipment ready, training staff
men. 4 thigk, t}}is is a better life than I would have had as
an engineer.” (9

By now the jeep had jogged us to the dak bungalow and.
as usual, the entire staff was lined nup before the building,
disappoingment on their faces as they saw we had returned
empty-handed. Motisingh had the breakfast table laid, and
Fakira, the bearer, was waiting to serve. )

Someone at Allwyn Cooper had got the idea that the
dining-table should be tittered with standard American condi-
ments: ketchup,, A-1, Worcestershire, chili, two kinds of
mustard—and with this combination stood a jar of Dugson’s
Nepal Honey. I never tired of reading the glowing words
printed on the jar: “Not only delicious, refreshing and
invigorating, but it is aa immediate help for mental and
nervous exhaustion at all ages.s.."

It didn’t seem to help me much. I had had three big dollops
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with my toast this morningand I sat there more exhausted than
ever.

Just before Fakird served, Motlsmgh had come bustling
out and placed two bottles, one of rye, one of gin, on the table
directly in front of me.»He hadsdone thls at every meal since -
we arrived. . 1 7

This morning I decided to find out why. As we sat down,
I .asked Rao. |

He fidgeted in his seat. He was obvxously embarrq;sam 2
“I've wondered. too. I do not know.”

There was one way to find out. As Motisingh hovered
near the edge of the veranda, watching the bearer serve our
shirred eggs, I motioned to him. He came gliding over, his
weathered brown face anxious.

“Yes, master?” o

“Motisingh, why do you place these bottles here before me
at every meal?” °

He shuffled his feet, then looked directly at me. “Master
writer?"” &

I nodded. e :

“Motisingh cook for another writer, Master> "—he
named a famous American columnist who also did a great
deal of writing about big-game hunting—"and he want whisky-
gin at each meal.”

That was that. Motisingh thought that all writers had to
have whisky-gin as soon as they sat down at his table. He was
being thoughtful.

Mary Lou was grinning and Rao shook his head. “I should
have known. That fellow he mentioned wouldn't ‘make a
move without a bottle.”

Rao kept us so busy that mealtime was the only interval
we had for conversation. We really had little time for much
of anything besides hunting and sleeping. Not even for see-
ing some Americans who were camped about twenty miles
from us. Mr. and Mrs. Edwin Carty had sent word that they
were here from California, were about to end their hunt
and would like us to drop over for a drink. We sent word
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that we would like to and would come as soon as we could. . ..
Now Rao, without prodding from us, began talking about his
career. ‘ ' :

_“Ypu both will get your tiger, never fear. It may mean

“.hard work, but I can see that neither of you mind that. And
rémember, even I got’ my first tiger whgn I was nineteen
yearswold. If I could do that, I am surc’anyone could.”

I had noticedathis modesty in most of the Indians ave had
“%aet, They never bragged about their exploits or themselves,
~ and they always played down their own accomplishments. Rao

was an especially modest man, and I suppose that he would
close up c:)mpletely in civilization, but there is something
about himting and the remote places that does make people
unfold, limber up, talk, I had hunted in Alaska with some
old sourdeughs who did little except grunt and drink whisky
when, they were, in town, but after a few days in the big
woods they opened up like old buddies.

“This life is probably about as close as I can come to doing
what my ancestors did,?’ Rao said. “In the outmoded caste
system”’ (hc'alw:fys called the system outmoded when he spoke
of it, ignoring the fact that it obviously was at work here in
jungles camp), “1 am a Hindu, 3 Kshatriya, whose original
duty was to wa§c war and protect the Brahmins. Mr. Shukla
is a Brahmin and by working for him in this way I am sort
of fulfilling my destiny.” a .

I couldn't quite fit that in, but he obviously wanted to
talk so I kept quiet. »

“My father, Narayane Das, was a government executive
officer in this state, and he wanted me to follow him into
government work. Buf he made one mistake. He bought me
a Diana air-gun, gave me a céunted number of pellets and
then had me account for them. If I did not have a bird or a
good explanation for every one fired, he did not like it. What
he was doing was working.me up to the use of a shotgun. He
loved hunting and shikar——" .

“That’s why you are in these jungles? Your father’s mistake

was that he taught you to love hunting?”
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“I suppose that is it. That and my friends’ urgings.”

Motisingh had forgotten about the bottles. Now he padded
silently in with an dbashed smile and removed the “whisky-
gin."” s

Mary Lou obviously-was interested, now that Rao was talk- "
ing freely. “How did yout friends gef you into the jungles?”
she asked. ' p _ -

Raa-smiledo—a gentle, slow mpvement of ghe lips, that sent
crinkles into the dark skin around his velvet eyes, givimyg
them a soft light. He obviously was pleased and flattered. “Oh,
I did continue my engineering and was quite happy, I suppose.
But I went hunting at every opportunity. Then one day twe of
my friends came to me with a newspaper and showed me an
ad. It said that the post of shikari was open with Allwyn
Cooper. At that time the name ‘shikari’ didn’t appeal to me
too much, at least, not enough to cause me to change my
profession. But my friends said that it was rare #n this life
that a person could do what he loved best, get paid for it and
make it his profession. They insisted that the post of ‘Gentle-
man Shikari’, as they called it, was a dignified and honourable
one. Just to please them, and then only after several days'
time, I sent in my application. Mr. Shukla sent. for me; we
liked one another. I became enamoured of the job, and here
T am. T had to learn as I went along. I owe much to my
American clients, especially to a Mr. Herb W. Klein, from
Dallas, Texas. He liked the way I conducted his hunt, made
this known to my superiors and to his hunting friends. A Mr.

Blickman did the same thing.” °
“What about that first tiger?” I asked. “And how many
have you killed up to date?” :

I suppose we should have been in bed. But it was pleasant
here on the veranda with the morning sun warm on our
shoulders and the Darjeeling tea hot and delicious. The
morning sound of children singigg in the one-room thatch-
roofed, mud schoolhouse rose from the valley and touched us
pleasantly, putting us in a-relaxed, receptive mood. The
sound of Children singing is the same the world over, in any
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language, in any place, the song the world really lives by.
The Bori children, deep in this remote gunglc, were in good
voice. This was probably the most peaceful, the most carefree
moment either Mary Lou or I had had in many months.
Civilization was out there soriewhere, rushing by, shouting,
scteaming, bustling, “Forty die in dirline x2sh!” “Revolt in
Cuba.Twenty traitors to the July 26th’Movement executed!”
“Drink the bests Savarin Instant Coffee tastes as if ® were
fimdg in a coffee pot!”™ “Only at A&P will you get pot roast
like this! Don’t miss this huy!” Do this, buy &hat, this is the
best, no that js! Buy, save, drive, rush yourself to death!

Overhead vultures soared, strangely a gclaxmg, peaceful
sight, their wings spread wide to capture vagrant air currents.
They never seemed to flagetheir wings but hovered there like
destiny, the beauty of their flight belying their revolung
purpose.

A goat tfed to the kitchen shed was bleating, and the high
sing-song chant of the skinner came from his tent out near
the road. A line of women from the village of Bori laboured
up the hill towa?d the spring, smgle file, brass pots on their
heads catchmg the sunlight and winking it back to us.

Peace, quieg, serenity. And yet, not many yards from where
we sat was violent death, claweg murder padding about in the
jungle. And Rao was talking about it.

“I shot thirty panthers the first year with that sho&gun
That same summer, when I was nineteen, my father and I
were on a machan near a water hole,“and I saw my first tiger.
I mean the first that I’saw when I had a gun in ‘my hands.
My father had a 500 Express and I thought he was going to
shoot. We sat stock-still, and suddcnly he reached over and
pinched me. I togk steady airh and shot the tiger on the
temple and rolled him over. Without hesitation I shot him
again in the chest and that was all. I was calm and did not lose
my presence of mind, but later I was so overpowered with joy
and excitement that I was trembling. My father was preud
of the way I handled myselfr He said I acted like an
experienced hunter.” Rao stopped and shook his head, then
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with a wry smile; “But I didn't act like an experienced hunter
on my third tiger. I'had a bitter time with that one that made
me decide never to try to shoot a tiger or a panther with a
shotgun again.” ; e 1

He finished his tea,*stretchéd his arms, in a quick, ei?/
cat-like move . He whs fike a cat in the way he moved
across dry tell-tale tedk leaves almost without sound, and
when ave had gtalked the tiger, Rao had scaled up a big grey
phetra tree as gracefully as a langur. His movements jwese™
all relaxed, and his voice was so spft that at times you had to
strain to hear. - ~

“I'll tetl you abpout this third tiger,” he said. "Ig was my_
best lesson, one that probably saved my life and maybe that
of clients. I was out in the jungle wath my father and had shot
a spotted deer, a chital. I returned to camp about nine a.m.
and got news of a big tiger. The cat was near the village and
had killed five buffaloes there in two days. The viMagers were
terrified and wanted me to stop it. Net waiting for my father
to return to camp, I left with my shotgun, my gun bearer
and about teq villagers. The other bank of tfe river yve had to
cross was covered with dense underbrush. When'we got there,
the villagers pointed out ghree bullocks that,the tiger had
killed that very day. The cat ad only licked the blood from
their throats and left. I could not decide where to build the
mackan, so I decided to wait for ghe tiger on the ground near
the kills. 2

“But the local shikar® advised me that the tiger would not
return until nightfall. T had just about decided to return to
camp and ask my father’s help, when ong of the villagers came
running to me and, his eyes rolling wHite in his head, pointed.
I could see the tufted ears of the big cat where he was resting
in the grass about sixty yards away. Slowly the cat stood up,
its tail switching, its back humped. Everyone fled except my
gun bearer. I decided then to regurn to the village, but the
tiger, in a quick movement, had daubled back and now stood
barring our path. Then, about thiny yards from us, the beast
sat down 5ngl watched. So close I coyld see the yellow of its eyes.
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“I was a little confused and decided that we had better
climb into a tree. I made the gun bearerogo first. I lifted my
gun toward him, but he shouted, “Oh, ‘Sheet!” (Oh, tiger),
and I-immediately pulled the gun back. Swinging around
auickly, I found the tiger haa.advanced and was standing a
few yards from me. To*my horror, as I stoo? watching him,
he slipped behind a bamboo thicket. T at once felt that I was
gone, that there was no escapg from this experignced ménster.

?T-wag perspiring heavily. Without taking my eyes from the
tiger, I cursed myself for_coming without waiting for my
father, for gettmg myself into this predicament by listening
to the excited villagers who wanted to get,rid of this devil.
I stepped back againstghe tree, keeping my gun on the animal.
He crouched lower untilAis belly was touchmg the ground
and started creeping toward me. I couldn’t wait; I got excited
and fired at the big head.

“The tiger ]umped back. I immediately shot thc second
barrel while the tiger was running away. At once I gave my
gun to the bearer and climbed up the tree with him. I reloaded
the gun gnd we Tooked for the tiger, but couldn't find him.
We waited 4 half-hour more, then climbed down and went
to the spot where I had shot at thg tiger. We saw his big pug
marks and a few feet to the left some drops of blood. My
® bearer followed the trail and I was behind him with the
loaded gun. As we moved on, the blcod trail increased.«The
tiger seemed to have bled a lot and inexperienced as I was, 1
thought that it was badly wounded. My bearer had some
experience and showedmte the drag marks, saying, “The tiger
has a brokcn leg. See how he drags it?’ We continued to trace
the trail, at times, like"fools, actually crawling through the

» heavy underbrush,

“Moving like that, sometimes walking, sometimes crawling,
we followed the trail about two hundred yards toward the
river. Then we lost the tracks, but heard one of the village
Pi dogs barking. As we approached, the dog ran away. We
looked in the heavy cover where the dog had been, but saw
nothing. We started to move away when my bearer wheeled
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and said, ‘There!” The cat had circled behind us and stood
glaring, lashing hif tail. I fired, and thought I had hit him in
the midriff, but he ave a loud roar and ran in the direction
of the river. I wanted to try a runing shot, but there were too
many trees and bushes. Aga-/: we followed the blood trails
Now everythmg’-thc dead feaves, te trees—looked likehe
tiger's stripes. I wantéd to fire, but I restrained myself, told
the bearer to glimb into a tree gnd take some stones with him
and throw them into the heavy cover. I hoped this would flash=
the tiger out apd I would geta shot The bearer hadn’t been in
the tree a second when he ]umped down shouting, “The Uger
isdead!’s

“Then the tlger roared, the bushgs a few feet from us
rattled, and I knew that the monsegr was going to charge any
minute. The leaves crackled and I thought Waybc he is run-
ning away again.” But he wasn’t; he was tearing through the
bushesright for us. I thought I was a dead marn. The tiger
sudderly stopped—about ten yards from me. All I could see
was the huge head and the bloogy hanging tongue. The
animal was growling decp in its throat. I 18velled my gun to
shoot, but then thought of something our friend, the late Mr.
Borne, Collector of the District, had said., ‘The stiger is
infuriated at sound and moyement, especnally when it has

. hegen wounded.' So I decided to stand still and wait for him*
to eeme closer, so that I could §tub the barrels in his mouth
and fire both of them.

“Then my gun beartr went to pieces. He screamed, ‘Oh,
Lord, we are gone!’ This foolishness made the tiger charge
and he came at me with a roar that even now, more than
twenty years later, I cannot forget. Hee was mid-air in his leap
when I fired. He dropped right at my sidg, his neck less than
three feet from my gun., I fired the second shot and ran for my
life. T ran-about fifty yards, stopped and reloaded, turned
around and saw the tiger staggerjng toward the river bank. I
mpved slowly after him and heard him fall into the river.

“My gun bearer was lying unconscious where the tiger had
charged.” He was suffering from shock, and I brought water



Rao Naidu had a rough platform built atop a storage shed near the spot where the leopard killed the Bori villager's
calf. This would give the hunters a high position from which to fire when the leopard returned to his victim
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(Above) The return to Bori with the leopard that killed the old man’s calf
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(Below) The marauding leqpard is dead ¢ the dare of thanks begins >
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from the river in my hat and splashed it on him, got him on
my back, and started toward the village. As I struggled, look-
ing back for the cat every few feet, I finally got far enough
so_that the villagers came down out of the trees and helped
me.

“It was dusk when ¥ got bacr. to camp,and narrated the
whole, shameful tale to my father. He was very upset, but
patted me on the shoulder and told me how, proud He was
“sthat I faced the tiger's charge. I knew he wbs worried, how-
ever, that thq tiger was still alive and would Attack people from
the village. He went to thc village and ®%old them all what
had hap[))eneds\qva'nmg them not to go anywhere near the
river until the next morning when we would try to locate
the wounded animal.

“I didnit sleep; neither did my father. At dawn we were
starting out, when a villager came running toward us, and I
thought ‘©h, dear Lord, the tiger has mauled someone and
it is all my fault{’ In the same breath I thanked my God for
having spared mialife yesterday. My fear turned to joy when
the runner toldﬁne that they had sighted the tiger, floating
dead orrthie Tiver. My father was in a jubilant mood and
embarrassed,1ge 1 with his congramlatlons ‘But, Beta,’ (sonny),
he said, poumng at his 500 E;,press, ‘if you had carried this
gun, you wduld not have run in that danger. But I am happy
that you had this terrible and valuable experience so «arly
in life.’

““#On the way to thetiver he told me what I had done wrong.
Just about everything. I'shouldn’s have shot the cat with the
shotgun from the grqund. It is rave for a tiger to be killed
with one shot from so light a gun. I should not have trailed the
tiger. I should have come back tor help. It was just luck that
the beast hadn't attacked us while we were crawling on our
hands and knees through the grass. Anyway, wéigot to the
river and there was my tiger floating downstream, caught on
a sunken tree. A villager swam out, tied a rope to him and ave
brought hira ashore. I had strusk him with ever' shot, but
none, cxce’-pt the last in the neck, had hit a vital spot. The
5
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enormous strength of the beast, its will to live, taught me
a great lesson: felver shots, all placed in kill areas, were
necessary. ki

“But I never used a shotgun agjain for anything except, birds
or wounded leopards. *More than a dozen times since then
I've had to trail wounded"tig"érs into the jungle, but I always
used my .423 Mauser

Mary Lou w. quiet and a little pale after Rao had ﬁmshed
and I felt cola) thinking, “What danger have I foolishly=
exposed her to2"

But Rao went oh, reassuring | us that h had ust been a
stupid boy at the time and had been s ed.ﬁy $umb luck.
But he had learncd much in the more than two decades since
and had killed many tigers. It really wasn't a dangerous sport
if you did what yQu were supposed to, didn’t pamc er act silly.
He eased our tension with his quiet, confident voice.

S. V. Rao Naidu is like that. He can quietly imspire con-
fidence even without saying a word. Rerhap: he hasn't killed
as many tigers as thc famed jlm Corbett, sut he is reputed
o be the best profcssxonal tiger hunter in®he business. To
date he has personally killed forty tigers and Tore than a
hundred leopards. More in portant, he has se} JIp over two
hundred and fifty of the big sfiped cats for the Plll planmng
their deaths with a cold efficiency.

I moted this to Mary Lou asgwe stretchedout for a nap
before our next hunt. Rao had told us that Motisingh wanted
us to take our shotguns and get a peacock for the pot. <~ 7

“He dearly loves peacoek and kasn't had one since the
Maddoxes left. The party ocfore thetq couldn’t bag a bird.
They are fast, smart and wary.”

So was Rao Naidu. In a rfeat psychological switch he got .
our minds off the striped Killers, and on to the innocuous
subject of Weacocks.

NG



CHAPTER FIVE

IT was late afternoor® when we Started eut, jeeping about
six mjles to a place in the jungle where Rao said peafowl were
found. A narrow dirt road mpeandered througdj a thick{young

"« bampoo forest, and Rao said, “Watch for tNem on the road.”

If you've gver seen a pegcock in a zoo 0/ a troplcal garden,
marching proudiv around with the sun flashing on its green,
blue and emc}?gd icathers, its long jewelled tail deagging the
ground like a royal train, it may seem strange that this decora-
tive bird is considered fair game in India. Called the Mor by
the village people of the central province of Madhya Pradesh,
where we were hunting, it is not only considered a leading
game bird} but also a great table delicacy.

S he peafowﬂ is saered in some sections,” Rao said. “In
Hmdu mythology, Skanda, younger brother of Ganesha. and
the son of Sn;al?s the god of war. He is supposgd to havé had
six arms"and to have ridden on ajpeacock. Many of our people
also call him Kartikkeya. But trhese forest folk don't hold to
these belief#and they hunt th;, peacock for food and trap and
sell them t§ buyers for zoos.’

As hewas tdlking, a peafowl and two large peacocks, feathers
afire, appeared on the edge of the road about a hundred yards

“afead of us, heads down, pecking grit. Rao motioned us to

get out, me with the Browning superposed and Mary Lou
with the Winchester,21. We walked slowly, carefully and—I
thought—quietly, for about ten yards. Then the birds locked
up, ran a few feet and took off, flying grandly but quickly,
their long tails flowing behind them. They were out of shotgun
range. N

“That's the secret,” Raa said, smiling. ““They louk easy to
hit. They are so big. The male stands three feet high and
including Mis tail is six and a kalf feet long. But the trouble
67
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is that they are so alert it is difficult to get within shooting
range.”

We saw eighteen more within an hour, only one within
range, and that a small colourles¢ peafowl that I felled at forty
yards. There were two Bori villagers with us and the tracker,
Shobharam, and Lhad wofidéred why%ve had so many people
along. ‘They sat in the ] jeep while we tried to stalk the bjrds. I
had neticed MJ isingh talking excitedly with Rao before we
left and he had ghne out and come back with the three mgn. =

Shobharam hadfaughter in his eyes from the) moment he
got into the jeep. 1 was convmced that pathing but tiger
hunting ifiterested him and that he lookgfl dgfvn hlS nose at
everything else, with humour, of course, ‘but kind of a con-
temptuous humour. Now he rattled out of the back of the
jeep, his skinny frame and legs makmg his dirty white turban
look more huge and top-heavy than ever.. He motioned to
the two villagers, and they disappearediinto the bamboo tangle.

"Motisingh is sincere about his tastefor peicock,” Rao said.
“This next pian is ius:. he suggested that mese men go into
tiie Jjungle and beat the birds toward us on The road.”

“We have one,” I said. “Isn’t that enough for @~meal?”

“If we come back with a pe. afowl, not the blg rp;al peacock,”
Rao said, “Motisingh will fee&.us curried rice or'ly. We must
get the peacock, a young male.”

Rao said that we would dnve.up the road, park the jeep,
then walk about fifty yards and hide and wait. The plan was
that the three men woufld beat in that direction, hoping 6~
drive some birds out whereyzwe coudd-get a shot. It sounded
logical and my respect for?\dotisingh, whose plan this was,
grease,

We waited for about a halfhour, then, syddenly Mary Lou
nudged me, and there sailing over the tops of the young
bamboos wefe five big peacocks, the late sun striking rainbow-
fire on their feathers, their tails sigeaming behind them, like
a varicotoured jet stream, At thirty-five yards, we both swung
on the birds, leading and followmg as they flev; and both
guns cracked. One bird faltered in the air, then, hhlf beating

}
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its wings, went down. Either one of us had missed or we were
both shooting at the same bird. I tan to where it lay in a clump
of young bamboo and brought it back.

_“Oh,” Mary Lou said, “it’is too beautifull I'd rather have
the rice!” Kl

Rao laughed. “Not fter you taste one! Besides, this is one
of the jungle experiences. You can’t come to Madhya Pradesh
and not go peasock shooting.” Only then d¥1 I notite that
Raos had his Mauser. He had watched f¢f the killers, the
leopards anil tigers, whilg, we played the’ peacock game.

No morg birdcame and ten minutes %ater, when the men
came out of tiksjuijgle, we got into the jeep and went back to
camp. Motisingh was waiting for us, and his handsome face
beamed as he saw the birds. He didn't touch the peafowl,
but took she big, beautiful peacock. One of =he villagers took
the peafowl, talked briefly with Rao and struck off down the
hill toward Bori. The eracker went to Rao’s tent and waited.
He had had enbugh of this foolishness and wanted.to make
tiger talk. > - AR

“You .mightfbe interested,” Rao said, “tq, know that a
villagef“Just told me they werd going to try and net some
peacocks tosorrow. It is very in‘eresting and I told them you
would come* We don't have ward of a kill yet, but if we do, you
can go withf them in the morping, even if we do sitona machan
tonight.” ¢ 2 e

“You're a hard man, Rao,” I said. “You don’t give us time

fotomplete a clear thought. I haven't even shaved since we

arrived. But it sounds interesti=g. How do they do it?”
“I'll tell you a litdde later,” hd said. “Shobharam wants to
talk about tiger baits and a track he saw ezrly today. ..." -

-



CHAPTER SIX
' 9
OvVER the dark forests of the Bori Range spread a sopg. It
seemed to comc om the mountamn peak, Sugyadeo, that even

with night closidg around it, still lifted its knobby head-

proudly above thefungle. We stood on the knolljoverlooking
the village. Rao terided the fire, occasionall pokmg the logs,
sending sparks into the sky as we stood eﬂng The song
started as a sort of guttural bark, then, rose into an almost
drumlike call, not discordant, but alive and somehow musical.
“The nger ca'ls,” Rao said. “Some think that it is the sambar,
but there is a dxffcrcnce That is the song of compamonshxp
for the tiger. It is a male letting thestigress know?that he is
near. Tngers make a varxety of soundseand all of them mean
somethmg P =S o
“Later, when we sat hxgh on a machan, dlsap,\o,mtcd because
a tiger had fa:led to come, Rao would explain tigéi~sounds,
but at the moment we all stog A silently, listeningas the strange
call faded away. ({
The sky was clear, full of stars, and the air was crisp, like
an eawly fall night in Connecticist. The weathir in the day—
time was a photographer’s dream of perfection: every morning

>

we awoke to a bright, cléar, cloudless sky; the sun was brignt |

but not too warm; the nights foolcd off ‘quickly and we needed
blankets to sleep comfortabl:”. R

~.These hours around the ﬁre Just before dinner were
probably the most pleasant wé spent in thg jungle. An open
fire, whether it is inside a fireplace or outside at camp, seems
to do someﬂung magical to most people, relaxing them to
that poin~ where they are completgly at ease and conversation
comes xeadx,ly. the fetters of civilization and pressure living

drop off. - ‘a
Tomght was such a night and Rao was explainiry the caste

70 } “
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system. I had noticed, when we brought the wild boar back
to camp, that Rao had instructed the old"village gaon how he
wanted the head cut, well down on the’shoulders so it would
make a good trophy mount‘for us. He had also selected one
back leg to be used as fresh ham. All tlfis, when our own expert
skinner, with the know-how and the desirerto do the job, was
sitting in his tent. Now I asked about it. - ®

“These village people, eyen as badly as fhey need meat,

‘ ;vou.ld not touch a kill of ours if our skinrtr had worked on
it. He is supposed to be an untouchabl:.” Rao laughed, a
little embargassid. “The new Constitution abolished caste
dxsnnctnon ark} our Parliament, of which Mr. Shukla is a
member, passed a Tagy imposing fines and imprisonment for
practice of caste discrimination. But it is an almost impossible
task to casry this message to all of our five h=ndred and fifty
thousand villages-and our three hundred and snxty-two mxlllon
people, orfe seventh of the entire human race.’
» I knew vagutly of «¢the caste system, but now asked Rao
about it and, though he hesitated- e nnally explamed it
simply and g\l(prly-somethmg the school bogks never did.
Mary IX6u and I were developing a companionship with Rao
that wouldehave been xmpossxb ¢ in New Delhi, Calcutta or
Bombay, ayd we answered his pertinent questions about
America, l(ock ‘n’ Roll, ]uvemle delinquency (about which
Rao had mte“'estmg ideas); she, in turn, did his best to elarify
_any confusion we had about his country. A difficult job, for
'Inidia is a complex country. In its area—which is two-thirds
the size of Europe, incliding Rassia—with land frontiers of
8,200 miles, and a coastline of %900 miles, are to be<found
climatic conditions, people and customs -more diverse- u‘n.."
those of all of Euyope.

“I'd say the caste system could be divided in four sections,”
Rao said slowly. “Thé Brahmins, the teachers, the griests, who
many of us believe came from the head of god Braisma; then
the warriors, my caste, the Kshatriyas, who were borr of
Brahma's 7¢ms; the merchants and traders, the Vaaisyas, who
sprang frcm Brahma’s thighs; the Sudras, the -vorkers who
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came from the god’s feet. Only the first three can wear the
holy thread on theif shoulder and are twice-born. And what
will make this more®confusing for you, each caste has sub-
divisions. Gandhi was a Vaisya, but he called himself a Bania
(a sub-caste of the mer&hant caste). Below these four general
castes are the Harijans, thie untouchables, and the other
Hindus consider themselves defiled if touched by one, The
untouthables ¢3 the unpleasant, work, as I gxplained to you
about Govinda, Fgur houseboy. They sweep the floors, gleap
the bathrooms, d%:se of dead gpimals, work iin skin and
leather, take care of*all the waste and refuse."Buy even among
the untouchables, there are castes within, ihveaste..’l under-
stand that there is a caste which now dogs nothing except care
for the governmental rest houses and one that only pulls rick-
shaws.” Rao sniiiled rather sadly. ' .

“No one knows where this Hindu caste system came from
or how it originated. We are doing everything we €an to fight
it, but even now just about every Hindu homé has its sweepes,

its untouchablie, and tiev,all admit that they don’t know how

"tﬁeyl could get along without them. Even ?\\e( fifty, million
untouchables themselves are’fighting against the b’ff:?rking up
of the caste system, fearing /hat they will lo.se.t&eir ancient
right of employment. - R

“The thing I deplore most about the caste system—and
Gandhi did and Nehru does also—is its hop¢lessness. The
Hindu, born of low caste, must remain there until ke dies. By
leading a pure life, he fiopes to be reborn a Brahmin. Tris
fetish, this belief in reincarnmation, is'one of the big problems
we have in India, and until it is corrcct'cd I'm afraid that there
will-clways be this caste confusion, this dreadful waste of
human life i :

He halted abruptly. “But enough of this. You didn’t come
on shikar #§ learn of the social ills of India. Let us talk of
other things.” . .

MaryLou had been silent, shocked at the lot of the untouch-
ables, but now she made a rapid switch in subjecty. “What is
this peacock e2xcursion we're going on in the morni?\g?"

}
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“These villagers of Bori, and the others in this section, get
much-needed rupeesbycapturing peacocks alive for the animal
dealers who come here and collect theri for the zoos. They
don't do it often, but we are liicky. This is the time just before
the rclngxous celebration of Hoh, ard Lhey are going out
tomorrow."” o .

“Bug those birds are so fast,” she said- “How cap the villagers
ever get close engugh to capture them?” & @

o Lhat's what makcs it interesting,” Rao said. “That is what
I ‘want you tg see.’ .

But—-perh%ps because oE the appearante of Motisingh on
the veranda, sigaalling that dinner was ready—Rao-kept us in
suspense. We wouldn’t learn until morning what the peacock-
netting system was.

There was a clear soup—made from peamm, Rao said—
better than any consommé 1 have ever had. It is served with
chapatties, the flat, wafer-thin fried pastry, something like a
giant unsalted potato erisp. Then Motisingh staggered in,
bearing a large platter with huge fresii tram. It was pearly
white, and caclg*‘of us sliced a plece as thick or thin as we
desired. T"Was cautious, slicing off‘a piece as thm as a chapatty.
But after I tas;gd it—sweet, moist; delicious; better than corn-
fed pork—I vsed ‘abandon on the fiext slice. Then came a large
* bowl of ricé, cooked with spices and mixed with nuggéts of
sweet meat ané nuts. “Birian: pillau,” Rao said. “A Lucknow
creation; very few outside of that cxty know how to do it. You
nKe%e?”

We nodded enthusiastitally, mouths full.

“I don’t understand how Mossingh turned out such a
masterpiece with that wild pig,” Mary Lou finally gos cut
“We believe in ageing meat and any fresh meat that I have
ever eaten—especially as fresh as this—was tough. What's his
secret?”’ "

“We like to live on fresh-meat here in the jungle, as I told
you coming in,” Rao said. “It’s a welcome change for everyone.
Even our st# from Nagpur looks forward to these meals. We
keep just eaough for the day’s meal and give the rest to'the
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village people, who are starved for meat all the time. ‘Boily-
brown’ is what wezcall the way to cook this. Motisingh boils
the meat first, with seasonings and spices that he won't divulge,
and then he browns or sautés if in a pan with canned butter
that we bring from tlte city. Usually he slices it first before
simmering in ths butter.°But, I'm m cook, and exactly how
he did this leg whole T don't know. One thing for certain, he
boiled it first ﬁt,ith his seasonings_::" =

Rao’s frankness in the matter of food talk probably gould
have shocked, another Hindu. Most of them avoid meat,
especially beef. In ¢he jungle apparently ill-concgived civilized
taboos wexe off. ,

After dinner we looked at Motisingh's “kitchen”. “I don’t
believe it!” Mary Lou summed up the scene. His oven was
eight bricks,. his fire, charcoal; his utensils, thsee pots of
varying sizes and ‘one large frying-pan. On a rough wooden
shelf above the raised cooking platform was an uausual array
of spices and condiments, some were £amiliar, most were not.
That was tlic kiwier from which flowed this unusually good

“foou. 4 N ,
“You haven’t seen anything yet!" was what Ko meant
to say, but it came out, “Wait until you seg gsomething!™
Referring to the dishes that' Motisingh was yet R whip up for
us. f .

n . )
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CHAPTER SEVEN e

It looked like a lgopard the way it moved acrc-.\s the ﬂoar It
was eyen graccful in a boneless sort of way, but somehow it
]ust didn’t convmce me that it was the killer cat. Then the
skin fell off, and the man got up from tlse floor. It was the
villager who hai hurned off with the peafowl we had shot
yesterday.”

We had awakened that morning at four o’clock, and had tea
with Rao while waiting for last-minute news.”nat the tiger
had struck. No word had come, so we went to the village to
join the pemcock hunt. When we arrived, three men were
stagnding in front of one of the mud-walled; thatch-roofed huts,
and Rao said, “Thcy wang us to step inside:”

This hpt was Yuilt on one side of a quadrangle; the other
three sides were closed in "by cattie and cart sheds and a sort
of granary. The framework of thie house was rough timber
fixed in the ground; a heavy shi€ld of clay had been formed

Sround the#frame, and the roof was thickly thatched ‘with
grass. There was a lavish usecof cow dung inside on the avalls
and mixed.with mud on the floor. The forest people believe
thdtit keeps the hut clean because ifisects won't breed in a
place plastered with covedung. It was a toss-up which was
preferable, the smell or the insects.J'd take the insects.

Some root vegetables ‘that looked like patatoes hung, from
the ceiling in a lopg, woven grass bag to protect them from
rats, and leaning against the wall in the far corner was a big
russet bundle of dried rusa grass. A fragrant odour came
from it, and Rao told us that an oil distilled from the grass is
used as an external application to ease the pain of rheumatism.

Out of th¢shadows of this roem had crept the figure that
looked like a wounded leopard. “This is the way they catch
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peacocks,” Rao said. The two men with him laughed heartily.

We must have fooked completely blank, for Rao laughed
and said, “They dress as leopards, creep close and then net
the birds.” 1 ¢

He went on to explain that the jungle people knew one of

“the weaknesses of the wary peacocks. They are one of the
smastest birds in the forests. Being preyed on by about every
carngvorous animal in the jungle, they flydnto trees or wing
out of any territory where they sense danger. “With one
exception,” he said. “They are fascinated by the spotted cats.
The leopard really®loesn’t need to kill cattle and,molest people.
He does it.because he is a vicious, nasty animal. He could live
on langur monkeys and peacocks if he chose. I have seen an
adult peacock stand still, hypnotized by a leopard, and let the
cat walk up“slose enough to bat its head off. Fhese forest
people have profited by the bird’s weakness and this is the way
they catch them for ekportation to z&os.” "

This is the way: Seven of us went intd the area in the
bamboo forést whére we had been the day before, getting there
just at dawn. Rao, with his .423 Mauser, hid himself in case
a cat wandered close, and two of the men made a slow, steady
beat, walking in deeply, then making noise ers the °turn on
their way back toward us. I was with the other two men. Mary,
Lou chose to wait this one out in the jeep, not winting to see
the gorgeous birds trapped, I think. 4

Feeling pretty silly, I put on a leopard skin that fitted over
me like one of those gruesome costume-party getups,”and
crouched low on my hands-and knées. Cautioning me not to
move. but to remain in that position and watch, the two
villagers each dorned a leopard skin, and knelt on either side
of me, perhaps twenty yards away. They =ach had concealed
under their bodies a filmy, cleverly weighted net that they
had woven from the husks of coco-nuts.

There ‘were sounds like catcalls: then screaming alarm cries;
thzn the birds, some slinking, bellies to the ground like cats,
some flying. There were ninc of them. Four—regardless of the
fact that w. were supposed to be leopards, animals that held
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a strange fascination for them—flew away. The others stayed
on the ground, and like tame turkeys in barnyards at feeding
time, started mincing toward us, getting within twenty-five
yards. My friends in the skins started bellying forward and
when they got within ten yards of the’birds, that now stood
still and watched, they gumped up and quickly threw their
nets, trapping the hypnotized birds; gripping the net firmly
while the big peagocks flapped wildly, the meg had all they
could‘io to hold them. There were two birds in one net, one
in"another. I rushed forward and helped them avrap the nets
securely arom;d the strugglmg birds. THe frantic peacocks
ripped lar, e esca holes in the nets and we hurried back to
the jeep where we put them, still in the nets, into large wicker
baskets. 7

In a few ainutes, Rao and his helpers joined us. Everyone
was smiling. It had-been a good morning’s work. They would
get about five dollars apiece for the peacbcks.

«I'm glad that it worked out this way,” Rao said. “It isn’t
always so casy. Sometimes the peacocks seem to sense same-
thing is wron gnd the hunters return empty-handed. This
has been good luck. This is more money than they make in two
months.¥ I later learned that the peacocks would sell for
seventy-five to one hundred and hfty dollars in America and
England. Seme bird collectors would pay as high as two
hundred for an-especially beaatiful, well-coloured male with a
perfect tail..

Apparently most of the peacocks, Pavo cristatus, that we
see in our aviaries, private parks and zoos, come from India
and Ceylgn, and Rao believes that the majority of them are
captured by forest tribal people. I remembered when-I was
> a boy watching a big blue one at the Bronx Zoo spreading its
trailing train and musically rattling its quills. I had written
my first purple essay in the fifth grade on “Pride and the Pea-
cock”, the impression had bern so great. Now pride had fallen;
beauty had been betrayed by a man in cat’s clothing. I'felt a
little sad as I'heard the birds scratching in the wicker baskets
in the rear of the jeep. They would bring badly ne¢ded money
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to the bird hunters and scintillating beauty to whoever bought
them, but they wolild be gone from their green jungles where
they were smarter than just about everything except leopards
—and men. :

There were three men from the village of Bori waiting for
‘us at the dak bungalow. Rao’s eyes lit up as he saw them, and
I thought of Euripides’ line: “Danger gleams like sunshine
to a brave man'’s eyes”. The three went to Rao’s tent and in a
few minutes he came back. “A leopard has made a natural kill
right in the village while we were after peacock,” he said. “A
calf has been killéd. They want us to come.” .

When e arrived at Bori, it was almost as if some Hollywood
director had been there and set up the scene: A group was
gathered «vound a skinny, grey-bearded old man with a dole-
ful expression on his leathery, brown face, and they were all
staring at a brown and white calf that was stretched on the
ground. Rao bent and examined the animal. Caliing me over,
he said, “See here at the base of the meck, the two small holes?
Fang mark§, a leopard’s. A tiger's are much larger and deeper.”
The calf was already beginning to bloat, and -Rao gave
instructions to cover it with grass and leaves so that the vultures
and crows wouldn’t discover it. Rl

As we talked with the old man, his eyes flashed and he
excitedly relived the scene for us. It seemed that in the late
nigiit he had heard a noise in ffant of his hut. He had a small
paddock no more than fifteen feet from the hut; and a _clalf,
which would one day be a priceless milking animal, was in
the enclosure. He didn't permit hef to wander around, he said,
beczase of her great value. : ,

" In ~n aside to-me, Rao said, “The panch garya, a way of
life here, the five products of the sacred .cow—curds, butter, -
milk, dung and urine. The loss of this animal was a severe
one to this poor man.”

The old man had come out of his hut quickly, carrying the
oiilly ‘weapon these forest people have, a crude, hand-forged
axe, the kulhadi. He saw a leopard on top of the calf, Screaming
as loudly as he could and brandishing the axe, bie had advanced



. FORESTS OF THE NIGHT 79

toward the cat, an extremely brave—or foolhardy—thing to
do, for the leopard, in one quick movement, could have torn
out his throat or stomach. But the leopard—hissing and snarl-
ing, backmg away slowly, now aware that the other villagers
were coming to aid the old man—Had ﬁnally leaped the
enclosure and vanished.¢ e

“Well build a machan,” Rao said. “The lespard's meal
was mtcrrupted He will surely return tonight gnd try to*drag
the calf away.”

here were no trees neag by, for the kill had been made
brazenly almo;t in the centre of the villfge. But there was
a storage shed a Rao immediately gave instructfons that a
rough platTorm should be built atop it, raising the shooting
elevation to about fifteen feet above the ground.

“This is dangerous,” he said, “but we have no choice. If
we moved the calf near a tree the leopard would not approach
it. If a killeis moved, rarely will the Cats come to it. The
legpard can climb and jump fifteen feet vertically, so we will
be exposed to his atzack. He must be killed with the first shot.”

“I think I hanc a date back at_the dak bungalow,” Mary
Lou said.

Rao laughed. ‘O‘All three of us will have nﬂes This cat
won't have a chance.”

* Ididn't say anythmg I had scen leopards move before and
had hunted them in Africa. ¢

Shobharam, our tracker, wasn’t with us. He was out checkmg
the seaked buffalo baits. So Rao did the tracking. The pugs
of the cat were still visible, and stooping low to brush aside
some twigs and grass, Rao said, “Sge this?” The track of the
cat showed that it had one toe missing. “He will be 2asy to
identify as the calfkiller. Probably had a porcupine quill in
the toe and bit it off.”

“Could he have been wounded by a hunter?”

“I doubt it. This cat shoved no fear of man, entering the
village and killing in the middle of it. If he had been wounded
by a gun, he would have been much morc wary of man. There

are few guns in these jungles anyway.”
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We followed the track: until they disappeared into the
dense jungle. Thewn we returned to the village where Rao gave
instructions that the calf should be kept covered. He said
we would return about four o’clock to climb into the machan
and wait for the leopard.

The village priest, the hhumka, w squat, fat native with
the face of 2 kindly bulldog, was with the man who had lost
the calf. He looked with pleasure upon Rao and said a few
words. After telling me who he was, Rao said, “He s3id the
god Bagh Deo’s blessing was upon us for our, protection of
the village.” >

We wexz getting ready to return to the dak when we saw
Shobhgram approaching, his usually cheerful face more alight
than ever. vIt looks like something has happened,” Rao said.

It had. A tiger had killed a bait, dragged it inte the jungle,
eaten about half of it, left it and retired deeper into the forest
to sleep until nightfall when he would return to firfish the meal.
Shobharam had followed the drag -trail, found the young
buﬁalo, covered it, and even now @ machan was being built.
He stood, awaiting orders from Rao, who to]d him,about the
leopard. Shobharam smiled and spread his hands like a
merchant cffered a bargain. oo *

“We have a problem,” Raq said to me. “We can come back
here and sit up for the lcopard, or we can forgetthe leoparcf
and cry to take the tiger——"

“No way of doing both?”

“No——"" he began, then; “Perhaps there is. We cotld do
this: Go and sit up for <he tiger at four o’clock, leaving
instractions here that the leopard should be permitted to
drag the calf ints the jungle. The next morning we could
follow the leopard, perh"nps build a machan and wait for him
that night, far he won't finish a calf in one meal. And we might
even havge luck in stalking the cat through the jungle—"

“I don’t chh care for stalking a leopard on the ground,”
I saic. “But you're the shikari. We’'ll do whate\ er you think
best.” »

“The tiger is most important. You haven't miuch more time
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with us. I think we should try foi the striped one first, then
come after the spotted cat.” o

He walked over to the greybeard and the priest and told
them, with much gesturing, of our decision. Their reaction was
immediate. .

They both waved their arms,ycallmg to? the rest of the
vnllage;s, who circled Rao, hararguing him. The priest hold-
ing up his hands, moved the crowd back. He wasn’t dressed in
the rqbes of a priest, but in the long pagrz of the respected
v1nage elder. There was authority in his voice, however. The
words, “Kazrea, Koola, Deedum, Puchna,® seemed to sound
more than any others. Then there was silence, and: the priest
approached Rao and sgoke to him for about a minute.

“First, they’re saying that if the leopard returns ~id perhaps

kills a villager, the blood will be on my hands,” Rao explained.
“He reminded me of the priest’s function. It is he who
performs the yearly sacrifice to the villafe gods, and it is also
he,upon whom devolves the dangerous duty of keeping tigers
out of the boundazies. When a tiger comes to a Village, the
bhumka goes to the god, Bagh Deo, and makes his oftering—
a goat, a chxcken, anything he wishes—promising to repeat it
for so many yeays, on condition that the tiger does not reappear
for that length of time. The tigef, on his part, never fails to
Tulfil the contract thus honourably made by his lord, for he is
pre-eminently an honourakie and upright beast, ‘pious
withal’, as Mandeville says, not faithless and treacherous like
the levopard, whom no contract can bind.

“He reminded me that he can do nothing with the leopard
and if I didn't help him that he wpuld lose face and I would
bring danger to all his people o

“That’s what we£all pumng you on the 3pot

“Yes, I know. And I can’t permit this or I will be doing
nothing but travelling from village to village defending them
from leopards, when my duty is to you and other shlkar
clients.” -

“What'll we do?” »

“I'll just ha’e to be as gracious as I can and teli them that
6
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we will come back and trai. the leopard and make a vow that

- we will hunt untilswe kill him. That missing toe is a stroke
of good luck, for new we;can identify the killer when we
deliver him back here.” + *

Rao with his gentlé voice and convincing manner talked
with the old man who had lost the calf, not ignoring the
bhumka, but not dirécting his conversation at him _either.
Finally the greybeard held up his hands, palms flat, and Rao
came back to us. “They are not happy, but they thank us for
‘our pledge to return and track down the leopard I'vetold them
to let the animal ¢ake the dead calf into the ]pngle, and we
will follow, the drag trail.”

This all convinced me of something. I hag long suspected:
The leop..f‘d is the most dangerous animal in the jungles,
cunning, treacherous, unpredictable.” .

“That is true,” Rao said. “The tiger follows a set pattern;
makes a kill, return$ to it; makes & big swing through the
jungle, returning to a certain place almost at the exact hour
each time. “T'here are even tiger trails in the jungles that the
blg’catsﬁave used for years. Usually they have; their own hunt-
ing territory and no other tiger enters it."”

“I remember Kipling's Shere Khan,” Mary Leu said. “The
other ammals held contempt for him because he hunted where
he chose.’ >

“Correct,” Rao said. “The Englishman, Kipling, knew his
jungles and his animals. But I think he was wrong in makmg
the tiger the villain, and a black panther or leopard, Bag?icera,
the good one. The real villain is the leopard. All of the jungte
people know this and really fear the animal. You can never
tell what the spottad cat will do. They are on the increase here.
Like the crow, they have learned how to-live with civilization

and are thriying, living on the fringe of the jungles, preying

on cattle and people alike.

“When a tiger is killed, the aboxigines, the Madia, the forest
peaple, clasp their hands in piety, bow low and touch the tiger’s
dead paws with their hands, paying it deep respect. They also
beg for tigér fat, believing that it is the béit remedy for
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rheumatism, their constant ill here in the jungles, especially
during the monsoons. But the leopard! They treat him with
contempt when he is dead and grat feaf when he is alive.”

When we got back to the dak, Rao said, “If you don’t mind,

I'd like us to go to the tiger’s kill right away. I want to direct
the building of the maghan. Sometimes they select the wrong
tree, either too near the dead an’mal, or too far fer an effective
shot in thedark. I'd like to make sure..."” | .

+ Wg took our heavy caps and gloves and alpaca-lined jackets.
It was about_one-thirty when we left in the jeep, halting at
a clearing in,the jungle about ten mile§’ from camp. Shob-
haram pojnted gut the drag marks of the luckless bullock.
This was a fresh kill; the tiger could be hidden near by. guard-
Ing 1t ~
“I dislike having yoti walk through this bamboo with your
“fifle safety off,” Rao said, “but it is better to be ready in case

the tiger aftacks.’? ’ %

«The tracker went first, then Rao, then Mary Lou. I brought
up the rear in case of a*flank or rear attack. As we trudged
up the bkill, which was heavy with underbrush, I began to
wonder what the devil Mary Lou and I were doing here. If
I wantéd to write about the participant sports, what was wrong

_with quail shooting in the sonthern United States? I have

yet to heaf of a man being attacked and torn to pieces by a

covey of bobwhite. ¢ ¥

We were cautioned to walk carefully and as quietly as
possible. The tiger does not have a keen sense of smell, but he
can almost hear an eyelash flick,"and he can pick up strange
movement at incredible distances. @

Soon we saw two natives, sitting at the base of a hig, black
Unjun tree. Shobharam shook his head angrily, making his
gold ear-rings dance. The two men he had left hadn’t made
much progress. Using their kukhadis they had hacked down
the boles of young bamboortrees, peeled the bark from them,
and started fo lay the platform about fifteen feet from She

» ground in the: crotch of the tree. The dead bullock, about

half consume 1, wasn’t completely covered, and Rao snapped
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a command that sent thefnatives scurrying for brush and
leaves to cover thesbody so the crows and vultures wouldn't
descend and spoil cvtrythirxf by warning the tiger.

“I'm sorry this isn’t corfipleted,” Rao said. “Noise at this
point is not good. It m¥ghg warn the tiger that we are near his
K¥l1, and he will tot reEum.{ut at leamt the trees are cut.”

By that time the men hadfhe animal well hidden and one
of them hiked up the tree as easily as I tie a shoetlace. It was
impressive, watching how quickly and efficiently the Igdigns

= put the machan together, using pothing but know-how and
the crude axe. Onée the platform, was laced toggther with the
strips of ba@boo and secured in the crotch gf the tree, it was
complggely camouflaged with leafy Rranches, which were
cleverly Wdven around both sides so that there was no exposure
from below. Cats are the only animal§ that look mp, and the
tiger’s eyesight and ability to see in the dark being what it 15
this hiding of the shooting platforn? was wgost ithportant. It
could mean the difference between suctess and failure. .

R3o scal®d up the tree gracefully, sat on e machan, bounc-
ing. on 1t, trying it out, helping to_put the fgyshing touches
to the screenipg. From fifteen feet below it was almost
impossible 4o detect him, except for the pnowement of the
brown hands as they arranged a branch here, bunched more,_

leaves there, 2 L
Hé&tame down as easily as he'went up. “That peepul tree”

—he pointed at a large grey tree nearer the kill-=“would be
==—better, but it isa sacred tree and these people refuse to clihb it.

We're all right, though. If will bt about a fifty-yard shot.

I like it closer. These shogs in the dagk from a trae are not

casy. Bag this gilledo.” o

One of the villagers lowered a rope ladder he had taken
up with himeand Rao said, “It's three-forty. A bit early to

*sit up, but I think it would be wise for us to go up now.”
===  Climbing thg swaying rope ladder wasn’t easy, but it was
bettex than, monkeying up as Rao had. We gog comfortable,

Rao in the centre with his dght, Mary Lou o his left with

the .g08, I n his right with the .458. The Il@an slid down

e e ' /|



o FORESTS OF THE NIGHT 85
and Rao pulled up the rope ladccr We were in the tree for
the night. ¢

Rao said several rapid words * 1 Hindli to Shobharam and
he and the two natives started off}: “talking loudly and scuffing
their feet. “I told them to make noise us they went,” Rao said.
“If the tiger is lying up near by,she wjll lisfen, perhaps even
follow, them, and it will take bis attention off as here.”

“You mean he might know we are here in the tree?’~Mary
Lou gsked.

“He could. If he is neag by, he could have observed this
whole thing. But more than likely, he is deeper in the jungle
and asleep. He gill, awaken hungry as night f=ls and come
back here to finish his meal. At least that’s what we hope he
does. It is the routine a tiger usually follows.”

We weretalking in Iow tones but Rao said, “Let us whisper.

“True, the tiger perhaps cannot hear_us. But some other
animal can®and warn hifn. W hcn darkneéss comes, sit perfcctly
stell. Do not talk. Do nbt move.’

“We don't seerpvery lsigh here? How high are wc?" e _

“About ﬁftggn feet.” . A = :

“Can a tiger climb?” . o

“He “can fump elghteen feet stralght into the air and he
Jcan climb a tree if he is pressed, although usually he doesn't
“like to. He'is king of everything he surveys in the 1ung1e and
he doesn’t like to drop his <lignity and get in a tree. But a
leopard. He'll come up a tree like a flash.”

“Any tigers been known to get into a machan tree?”

“Yes,” Rao said slowly; “last year two men were killed by
a tiger that climbed for: them. The tiger was shot and woﬁmded
He saw the men in the tree and went for ther
“Let’s hope thic one doesn't join our party, Mary Lou
said. :

“I don’t expect you to wound.”

It was silent in the jungle now, and we sat watching the
bullock that as lying unconcealed. The sun’s dying rays Tell
like a weakly jowered spotlight through the thick branches
of the tree.
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Then suddenly, abruptl), it was dark. It was the time of
the tiger, the time t3 remain motionless, the time to listen for
sound, to strain your’eyes féf movement, the time to be alert,
the time we had travelled’ over ten thousand miles to live
through. =

“Jungle dark is'like no other darkr®ss I have experienced.
It is thick aad tangible. If there is such a thing as.velvet
dark, this is it. The tree we were in was comppletely encircled
by heavy undergrowth interspersed with bamboos and-othgr
~trees we couldn’t identify, much ,of it young stuff, standing
eight to ten feet high. But it acted as an effective blockade,
screening thaxest of the jungle from us, and gjving the clearing
where tle dead bullock was the effect of a stage.

But dof’t get the impression that the jungle is a silent,
mysterious place. Mysterious, yes. Silét, no. The immature
peafowl, settling in their trees for the night, beeped like a
Manhattan taxi; the jungle fowl's shrlll, piercing &all was like
that of a rooster mixed up with his Righ notes, and the big
peacacks’ cry sounded exactly like the neighQour's cat howling
at the moon fgom a backyard fence., e -

Finally, ‘as the moon came up, gleaming above the trees
like hand-pclished silver, two animals walked oa %o out jungle
stage: civet cats, grey-black,” measuring about four feet from
the end of the long, bushy tail to catlike heads. “Their long
hair formed an erectile ridge down the middle of the back
and there was no doubt about their being carnivorous. Both

—began to pull at the bullock, biting, off pieces of flesh? but
they were quiet about it arfd from’time to time they would
stop, Zilently raise their catheads ang Jook arounda

Mary-Lou timidly reached out a hand and touched me,
then made a slight motion with her heasl. About five feet
from her, directly behind and above, two eyes burned. I raised

“my rifle, but Rao shook his head, then quickly clapped his

— hands. Uttering a kind of gibberish scream, a big grey langur

mohkey fledfrom our tree, shaking the branchesgs he dropped

to the grougd and scampered off. How he had ever got up
here without our knowing it was a puzzler.

end s ‘
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The civets were gone now, tco, and we sat as if graven
for about fifteen minutes before (he nextsound came. It was
a splatter of leaves, and a spotte1 animal, larger than a big
dog, came into our clearing. A hyzna, the untouchable of the
animal kingdom. Their jaws are so ctrong that even a tiger
will not face three of them on a kill, but théy are such revolt-
ingly greedy animals that they will eat their own entrails if
wounded ina a ﬁght or by gunsﬁot I had seen this happen in
Africg and had absolutely no regard for this scavenging coward.
This one, an especially largg animal, with the black spots and
the bristly yel]ow hide showing clearly in the moonlight, stood
with horrnd head raised for a moment, listening. He had
probably heard one qf us move in the tree. This was a good
test, for if we could fool the hyena, it was possxblc that we
could outsit and outwit the nger Now the big head went down
‘and the hyena moved in curious little steps over to the bullock.
Then came the sound 6f the cracking of bones, and a steady
crunching. A sound that set the teeth on edge and started
the nerves humming. This went on for about five minutes,
until Rap suddenly flash¢d the light on the an;mal It stood
in a horrid frieze, head raised, slaver on its jaws. Then quickly,
it was gone.s o 0
. Tdidn’t want to listen to that any longer,” Rao whispered
“softly. “Alfo to, test the light.” It was a large, sealed-beam
lantern, given him by one of his American shikar clients, and
its ray was broad and powerful.

W2 had practised for, this mght shootmg back at the dak.
Rao would shine the lighit on arf object and Mary Lou and I
would raise our rifles 3nd sight it. Qddly enough, even though
the light was not on the rifle barrel, you tould see the target
and sight on it. With the llght off, of course, the rifle was
useless. The tiger could see us in the dark; and we could see
him as well—as long as our light batteries held up. '

Edison Marshall, RobertRuark and some of the other boys
who stalk big,game have written about sitting up.in machins,
but it seems 3 me that they underrate this night shooting
from a tree platform. Let me put it this way: You are to sit
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in a tree, on a hard, wooden platform, all night. You get in
the tree at four o’alock in the afternoon and you stay there
until six the next niorning. But here’s the rub: you can’t
move, scratch, cough, talk, dtand up, eat, drink. You sit statue-
still and you wait for the deadliest wild animal in the world
to walk around the tree under you, wait while he approaches
and eats the bait, then you try to uncramp yourself, take
stead; aim and shoot. 0

Without glossing my career, I have hunted in Africa,
Mexico, Canada and many other countries. I have spent long
hours in the most itncomfortable duckblinds known to man,
have even perched in the crotch of a mangrgve tree for hours
in blinding rain, waiting for ducks to.come. I have crawled
two miles on my hands and knees, hunting wild sheep and
goat; I have waded through hip-deep muid in Cuba znd Hudson
Bay, hunting ducks and geese; I have been torn by the sisal”
cacti of Yucatan after quail—but néver have I &ncountered
anything that required as much restraint, patience amd
strength of character as sitting up-all night on an Indian
machan. How Mary Lou ever did it, and without complaining,
is something I will never understand. Clement William Scott,
unfortunately no relative, in his “Woman of MamblesHead”,
sang, “Bring, novelist, your ‘antebook; Bring, dramatist, your_
pen!”And I'll tell you a simple story of what woinen do for
men”"What we need is a poet o tell us of women who sit in
Indian machans with their men. I can guarantee there aren’t
=nany of them. ¢ \i

Now the legs are crampéd, the back aches, and you feel
your Body is giving a lie to the fact that you are in your early
forties. Surely ¥ou<must be at least ninety-five years old. The
tree boles begin to bite, and it is bone-cold. Jungle cold, in
the early houss when the moon has gone, is damp and pene-
trating and the game doesn’t seem worth the playing. If this
can be called play. :

But then the sound comes: a careful tread, and you know
without being told that it is the tiger. SudNenly the body
grows your.g and warm again; the heart beats loudly, the legs
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are no longer cramped. He walks in a measured tread around
the tree, out about forty yards, stands silzntly and you strain
to see Him. There, that is He.. .. no, that is! But neither is.
They are trees, mind-made into a tigey in the jungle dark.

He makes his measured circle again there is sudden silence,
and Rao shakes his heaq. You tip your head stightly downward
and there he is, standing under the tree. You hawe seen tigers
in zoos, but this animal looks at 1east twice as big. Cold teuches
your Spine. Fear sits beside” you. He is not looking up and
he starts to move again, slowly, cautiously, apd you wondex
why—if you c ‘can see hlm—why Rao doest’t flash the light so
you can shdot A

Then silence comes again like a great hstemng You make
a furtive movement to look at your watch. It is four o’clock.
You sit stiffly, waitingr Finally, after a long time, you look at
“yolur watch agam Icis four -thirty. . .. The tiger has gone.

“Somethmg is wrong,” Rao whnspefs “Either he spotted
us in the machan, or e has forgotten where he placed the
kill."” A

We sat snlently for Lhc rest of, the night, hoping the tiger
would return.*He never came, but the dawn did, grey and
chill. As we put down the rope ladder and swayed to the
gmund I began to wonder ahout some of the tiger-hunting
“stories I hud read, written by men I knew. Something didn’t
fit. The big smped cats areri’t so easy to take as some of the
great whitz hunters would lead us to believe. One of these,
whohits his typewriter overhard at times, had written in Th=
Saturday Evening Post, after hunting in these jungles, that the
end of the tiger was pear. Perhaps needing a differens angle
or point of view, as all of us who laboureaver the typewriter
" do, he wrote that they were so easy to kill that it had ceased to
be a sport. He must have been writing about some other terrain
and some other breed of cat. Tigers like the one who had *
walked out on us will be around for some time.

Pathak, thejeep driver, and Kanhaiyalal Tiwang, the deputy
forest ranger ci Bori, were waiting for us as we reached the
road. ) i
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“Now,” Rao said, as we climbed into the jeep, “we have
the leopard who killed the Bori calf to worry about.”

As we rode, I asked Rao-about the tiger. “I could see him
fairly clearly. Why didn’t you flash the light so we could get
a shot?” ThiS

“The tiger would have zun as soon as he saw the light. A
running shot at night would mean a wounded tiger, That
would be no fun trailing. I have never had a tiger shot or
shot one, wounding it, that I didn’t trail. “ Bire

- “When sher, the tiger, gets to, the bait z;nd starts eating
you can fash the Kght on him and he will not"'move. When
he is eating his own kill, he is afraid of nqthing, That was
what I was waiting for. I have the idea_that he had forgotten
where he hid the bait. His nose is not good. Also he might
have heard that tardy building of the machan. Sher is a beast
with a superior inteiligence. Obviously something was wrong.

® °

>
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CHAPTER EIGHT
)

AFTER breakfast, a wagh and fresh khakis? with the waim
Indian sun on our backs, we felt somewhat refreshed even
though we Jhadn’t slept all night, or the night befores As a
matter of fact, from the conStant activity and lack of sleep,
both Mary Lou and I had dropped ten pounds, but we had
never felt better

The cxhllarauon of the hunt, the newness of everything in
this central jungle were keeping us on the move. If, and when,
the newness wore off, there was no telling what would happen.
We would probably bole up and sleep around the clock for
““wodr days.

Right now we were en our way to Bori to discover what
the leopard had done last night while we were on the machan.
The animal had returned all right, just as Rao hadpredicted,
and the vxllagers—thhout any ggeat effort on their part, 1'm
sure—had perdhltted the cat to drag the calf mto the jungle.
Our plan Wassto follow the drag and find the kill, perhaps
even flushing the leopard in thg process.
® Shobharum, with his stooping walk, led the way, as usual,
following the trail with Rao ¢hen Mary Lou, and me oringing
up the rear, in our customary formation. The drag-trail was
clearseven to our unschooled eyes and the cat had finally
picked the calf up and carried it, completely off the ground,
apparently, for after a guarter of a mile only the cat 'setracks
were visible. e

After a half-milg of.this, even the sharpcyed Shobharam
looked confused and he kept stopping and ﬁngr’rmg the gold
ear-ring in his left ear. “A sign that he is unsure,’ " Rao said.
He jabbered several words.to the tracker in Hindi, then said
to us, “Wait here, please,” and they went ahead, Mary Lou
and I stood and watched them go.

“This is one smart cat, I would say,” she said.

91
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“The people in the village sure aren’t going to be happy.”
“Jack,” she said,,"how many days do we have here before
we leave the jungle?”’ :
“Not many, why?” .

"I love it. It’s so restfyl, even when we're hunting, that
I &nd I'm relaxed and at peace with the world all of the time.

I haven’t missed a newspaper or a radio, and I'm beginning
to wender if all that crazy rush and things like that TV
nonsense are a dream. This is real. That otfer is— " .l

-~ Suddenly the incongruity of it struck me and I laughed.

“What's funny?“ she said, her mood disturbed.

“Here we are tracking a leopard in the jlbngleoa’fter sitting
up in a tree all night, without sleep, watching murder walk
the ground under us and you tell me that you love it. Char-
acteristics like this should be foot-nated in the marriage
contract: ‘She likés the faraway places.’ You must promiise
not only to love, horfour and respect, but you nfust see that
she spends two months every year in the jungle hunting man-
eating amimals——' "’ ’ .y

"I guess you're stuck,” she said, smiling és\ig she had been
caught counting the money in my wallet.

Rao and Shobharam were coming back. Neither of them
looked happy. “Wonder what happened to the Jleopard?”
she said, the smile going. : GRUE. -

He got away. Clean. Cunning: Clever. Rao said that they
now couldn’t even find his tracks.

“AsItold you,” he said wearily, “the tiger follows a pattern,
the leopard does not. This 6ne may have hidden his kill by
hangiag it high in the crotch of a tree or burying it, Anyway,
we will return. If-I know 2nything about these creatures,
this one will come back to the village.”

The village gaon, the bearded elder, and the priest didn’t
look at all happy about the news. The old man who lost the
~alf tugged his grey beard and looked as if he were about to
cry. J imagine that Rao told them the same thing he had us,
that the cat would be back and then we would concentrate on
getting it. The entire village had long faces as we left, and

.
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I half expected jungle jeers and hoots, but Indians are
reserved and they merely registéred dmppomtment as we
drove off to the bungalow.

For 1unch Motlsmgh had boily'brown breast of peacock,
white rice with spicy gravy and a home-made 1 mango ice-cream
that he had whipped up in that mysterious, no-quéstions-asked,
Indian fashion. There was also a delicious-laoking salad of
thickly sliced tomatoes, but havmg been warned, we never
touched it, or any uncooked fruits or vegetables. The only
item that we'found consistently unpleasant was the double-
boiled watgr. It tasted like liquid smoke, But-sfter that pea-
cock lunch, our tastecbuds were so entranced that <ven the
water was drinkable.

Mary Low put it like'this: “If you've ever had tender, young
“ hen turkey, gently cookegd in butter, then you almost know
how good wild peacock 1s.”

slhe meat is tender,® fine-grained and juicy. Peacocks not
having been fed ¢Jremically-treated grains and antibiotié-fase-
growers as ourdomestic fowl are, their flesh had asweet flavour
and enough firfaness and body t it to make-every mouthful
a savoufy experignce. Nothing I have tasted before or since
Was as delicious. et

Motisingh smiled for the rest of our time there, once I had
asked Rao to translate what I thought of him and his peacock.
Later he eVen asked if I would put iy in writing. I'm doing
that Here, but I also did+n a magazine article and wrote hirh
a special note, recommending not only the dish but the chef.

This mray scem an qver-concentzation on food, but We had

. been told by experienced travellers in India that food might

be one of the big «lisappointments. As food is so important
from an energy-building, aesthetic, thought-stirnulating, con-
versational, and about every other viewpoint, this—had it
proved true—might somewhat have marred the shikar for us.
“Gourmet t*lat you are,” Fred Rosen had said, 'ﬂattcrmgly,
“maybe the curries will pall a[ecr a while, the~chicken get
chewy, the goat monotonous.” \
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In the jungle nothing gets monotonous. Except, perhaps,
sitting in a tree too »ften. ¢

Now Rao insists that we take a nap. “After that, later in
the afternoon, why den’t you go out and shoot some doves for
the table? We will go driVing tomght for that leopard. I am
not at all happy that we lost his trail i’

The quality of Rao’s English did not vary even under stress,
and though he had guided a number of Americans on shikar,
he hadn’t picked up any of our slang or' habit of bunching
words like, “Fllbe seeinya.” Now he said polltely, “I do hope
that you will find the dove hunting much fun. They are also
delicious.”

I told,him that we knew what they. were, had eaten them
and shot them; that they actually were the most popular
game bird in the United States, some riineteen million fallmg 5
to the gun every year. 4

“Really?” he said, lifting his cyeorows in surprise. “Mr.
Klein nor none of the others spoke of‘this. They talk of quail.
Here, of course, there are so many doves that we do not even
consider them a game bird and hardly anyong hurpts them.”

' )

It was that quiet time of afternoon in the jungle when the
sun lessens its heat and somé ef the creatures of the yild begin
to stir from,their midday naps, just as we stirrea from ours.
We took the j jeep, and with Pathak driving and his assistant,
Sampat, in the rear, holding my big rifle, went off looking
for doves. “They will be in the roads now, pecking for tie grit
that they use as a digestive,” Rao had said. “We will wait for
you tb return before Motisingh plans dinner.” What he meant
was that he was deffending upon us to supply meat for tonight’s
table. i

Before we*started Rao insisted t.hat I take the .458 for
Sampat to carry and that I strap my Smith and Wesson .44
Magnum on my waist. “You might get out of the car to shoot
a deve or fellow a winged one down, and runtnto a tiger.”

It seemec that last year @ tiger hunter on a shikar in this
very block. had decided to break machan routine by taking an



'v

= toifunt while driving. Mary Lou stayed in

‘
2 FORESTS OF THE N?GHT 05

afternoon off and'going dove shooting. He was doing well, was
into his third brace of imperial doves, angd was following the
last one that he had winged mto a méass of lantana where
it had lobbed.

He was met by a big male tiger ¢n the run. Luckily he had
enough presence of miad to shoot and blind the aninal,
holding it off long enough to allow him and hi$ gun bearer
to get into atree. They had to sit most of the njght befofe the
big beast went away and someone at camp remembered that
they weren't aro;_md and wept to get them. . ¢

This was a new sport for us, hunting®doves with a gun
bearer and the most powerful hand gun made, strapped at our
side. Rao was rlght qf course. The doves were on phe road,
but as we got close to them they burst into the air and jittered
in trees on the edge of the jungle until we lgrassed. We decided

ont and I got into
the open baek where I cbuld swing the gun freely. Travelling
at gbout ten miles an hour we would spurt up to the doves as
they flew and try, to get them on the wing. Mathematically,
I don’t know exactly how this would be compuged, but it was
difficult shootirfg. The doves were travelling at least thirty-
five miles an h@ur, and we were doing fifteen to twenty, trying
to get close enough sort of paralleling them on the road. By
the time wé had_downed four doves, using a full box of cart-

" ridges, we decided that the tecnnique perhaps wasn't working

proeerly .

I'venever seen so many.doves: the brown, imperial, spotted;
the beautiful soft grey ringed, with the spotted (looking much
like our mourning doye except fQr the black 5pots) in the
ma]orny During the first hous—although it -is difficult to
“deal in round numbers with wild birds—I would say that
we saw at least two thousand birds. Paraphrasing that talented
phrase-maker, Winston Churchill, never were so few doves
taken with so many shots. @

Then we decided that it might be mtellngent to stick with
wing-shooting techniques that we knew. We suggested to
Pathak that he lag behind with the jeep,\ while ‘we, taking

F

-

4
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Sampat and the tiger gun, walked on ahead. That way, if
we were quiet enoygh and quick enough, we might be able
to get off in-range shots at the doves before they spooked into
their protective trees. Neither Pathak nor Sampat could seem
to understand why we didh1’t plink them off the trees. Trying
to explain to themn that tiie idea of wipg-shooting as a sport was
to allow the bird to get under full flight before you shot, thus
makiag it necessary for you to call upon your skill and shot-
gun know-how to bag the bird, didn’t 4eem to make any
“mpact. f . .

The result of waiking, almost tiptoeing, ahead of the vehicle
was perhaps the best wing-shooting that Mary Loy and I will
ever experience. We were able to catch the doves on the rise
at about forty yards, thus giving both bird and shooter an
equal break. We didn't fill Sampat’s bamboo basket with doves, \
but we did collect enough so we wouldn’t have to look the™
other way when Motisingh chose the ones he would prepare
for dinner. B o

Rao was waiting for us when we got back to the dak, giving
us that elecgric smile of his when he saw thg results. “You
will like what Motisingh dees with them,” e said.

Motisingh came gliding out, took a few, of the doves out of
the basket and pinched thaiy breasts, smiling and nodding
his silvery head as he inspected each bird. 4

It was dusk by that time and Rao suggested that we go
back to the jeep and prowl the perimeter of the jungle near
the village, looking for the leopard. I am sure he will come,”
he said. Tiwang and his man Sardarkhan, the forest guard
with the happy manner and the gay, peaked turban, got in
back with Rao and-Mary Lou, and I got in the front seat with
Pathak. But it was beginning to seem that no matter with °
whom we rode, the camaraderie was there, the total effect
that of a smoothly functioning team. Little was said; Rao
might utter a few words to the Indians occasionally, but we
were discovering that conversation wasn’t nelessary for con-
viviality, understanding and companionsliip. Without a
motion, without a word being uttered, we suddenly realized
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that we had been accepted. We were hunters; we were willing;
we were there; that seemed to be enough.¢

As you will remember from earlier remarks about Indian
jungle dusk, the way it arrive$ is a sudden and sometimes
treacherous thing: it sits on the edge of darkness, the purpling
of twilight, and then rgmarkably £#st, as if Someone yanked
down a window curtain, dusk has fled, night has come.

It was durmg the mauve stage that we say the cat® Rao
stopped the jeep, pointed at Mary Lou. She carefully sighted
her .308 at the lgopard strolling near the border.of the v1llage"
As she shot, I fell, sending a long spiral &f dust into the air.
His back legs twnched and then he was still.

When Rao had cagefully examined the lcopard, proving
that a toe from the left front foot was gone, he had tied it
across the bsnnet of the jeep and driven into Bori where he
had”a long confab with the priest, the v1flage headman and
the man whe lost the calf.

INe left amidst congmtulations, cheering and much excite-
men. “They will be at <he bungalow soon to dance <heir
respect to.you,’, Rao had said. .

“Why,” I askgd him, “were yo# so sure thag tlus particular
leopard would«<comg back tonight? He must havs had a full
belly, that calf was enough for 3 gouple of night's chow.”

He answered Jmy question as we drove back_to the  dak.
“The leopard is a vindictive animal. This one knew that
the villagers would not attack him. He had entered their
v1llagc twice, killed one of their prize animals, taken it under
their very noses, and they did néthing. Being the conceited
brute thas he is, he camg back to lord it over these unarmed

ple; helpless, he thought, qgamst his clawed strength,
should he want to use its” _

“Do you really think a wild animal can reasen that way?"

“I've read in your books and actually observed the same
thing here, that crows will not fly from you unless you have 2.
gun. They wil'*make a call if you get too closer true, then
fly; but if you have a gun, they utter a certain alarm call
and fly away from a great distance. Isn't this true:"

s

~
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“Yes, Muir, Thoreau and other naturalists have written
words to that effect.i]

“If a crow can think, discern, when you carry a gun, that can
do it harm, a leopard, the most intelligent of our animals in
my mind, certainly can reason under similar circumstances.

“Twice in my youth, when I sat hjdden in the jungle with
my father, : have seen something rolling on the ground,
playiiig like a_house kitten. The chital, the spotted deer, is
a curious animal, and both times I watclied a deer come to
mvestigate. The rolling, playing animal was a leopard. When
the deer got within striking distance, the “kitten” was up
off the ground.and on the back of the other animal so fast
I could bardly follow the motion with qy eyes. There is little
doubt about it. The leopard has a brain.

“I had to trail another ‘thinking’ leopard that a client of
mine had wounded. We were out on a morning round when
we saw a leopard walking along a torest road the way they
do, with the air that it belongs to tiilem. My client, an old
senttfeman, fired immediately and- the animal crouched. I
kept telling him to shoot again, byt he seemed to freeze and
didn’t and the leopard got <o his feet and sfaggered toward
a nulla. Bymow my client had worked himselfsout of ¢he funk
and fired again and the cat seemed to toll into the nulla.

Thinking that both shots had found the mark, we ‘cautiously -

approached the spot where the animal had disappeared. It
was gone, so we went back to where we first sighted it, found
some blood and followed the trail back to the nulla. Ve saw
that the cat had climbed up on the other side, wounded
apparently only with that first shot. | y

“I had a .423 with me, but decided that a shotgun was a
better weapon for stopping a wounded Jeopard on a close

charge, and returned to camp to get it. Since my client was

old and had a bad heart as well, I left instructions that he
i7as to remain at camp. Our officer in charge, Mr. Rege, was
there, and  knew that I could depend upon Aim to keep the
man from coming with me. Then I got into the jeep and went
to the village and arranged for some men to bring several
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> °
buffalo which we would drive before us to flush the leopard
from his hiding-place. After making thgse arrangements, I
went back to the place where the leopard had vanished and
found Rege there waiting with®the cliant. I was annoyed, but
Rege said that the man had insisted on commg, that he had
wounded the cat and tls‘t it was hi¢ responsibility to at 18ast
join in the hunt before the animal did further ddmage.

“I acted as tracker, following the blood trgil with 2 local
shikagi, another tracker, my client, Mr. Rege and two villagers.
With so many people, hoy could we have sienee and tife
surprise elenfent that we needed? FolloWing the trail for a
hundred yards, we found that the cat was stil] bleedmg badly
and stopping for occq&xonal rests. Despxtc the warngngs I had
ngen, the local shikari kept walking ahead of me as if he were
in scarch of innocent horned game. Suddenly we heard a
fierce growl and the shikgri came runnmg back screaming. I
thought the!leopard wagafter him and rah to his aid, but upon
sesing me, the cat whipped around and retreated.

“I decided thatshis was the time to use the buffalo, sending
them in. befqre me to Jocate ehe leopard, .who now was

“obviously in a Rilling mood. With the four buffaloes in front
of me, the loeal shikari and the tracker behind, I started
forward. I had convinced the,shaken client that he should
Teturn to camp, with Mr. Rege. I kept on thg blood trail,
always with the buffalo ahéad. We had made slow progress
in this fashfon for about two hundred yards when an uprooted -
tree tunk stopped our progress and I thought I saw mowe-
ment behind it. Driving ‘the buffalo over it, I saw nothing
to bear owt the fact thgt the leoparg was there. The firs® went

SACTOsS popping its ears out bue nothing %tlse happened; the
second went withowt msxd;:nt then the third, so now I thought
that it had been my imagination and I closely followed the
fourth animal as it crossed the big log. The buffalo was across
and I was followmg about six feet behind. As [ started across;
the leopard rofe up from behind the log and ir one qulck
movement went into a leap. Iipmediately I fired. Then as
it slowed in mid-air I fired again. I hit gis cat in the chest

X . )
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and gave him eternal sleep. This was a cunning cat, indeed.
He was bent on hayring me along, so he had not growled or
charged when the four buffalo actually had to step right over
him. Never had I heard of this before. But the worst part
of the whole thing was that silent charge. There was no warn-
ing, just the leap. If Fhad+ had a riflg, I think he would have
gotten me, But the fast spread of the shotgun shell knocked
him back and «gaYE e time to shoot again. Tkis, too, was
a thinking 1c0par 4 i
v ‘

The staff was lihed up before the bungaloy as was their
custom, and they began to chatter excitedly as they saw the
leopard en the jeep. We got out slowly, feeling something like
the great white hunters, returning Hollywood-style after a
perilous jaunt into the bush after a crafty killer. “The bowing
respect that followed as we walked to our room helghtencd
the impression so much that by the“time we got inside and
closed the door, it was all I could do%o restrain myself frem
shouting to Mary Lou, “That was great! A, terrific shot! I'm
proud of youl” I did say it, but more modeyately. I stuck
out my hand and said, “Shake, buddy! You (killed the nasty
old cat and: I'm glad.” SILSe

¥So am 1,” she said. “I fe=k sorry for those poor, unarmed
people in Bori, facing terrors like that animal all the time.
I wish I could do more to help. Remember, though, my jungle
pal, we're rotation shooting. The next shot is youfs.” |

« “I couldn’t have shot if I wanted to. Rao calls thé shots
and he pointed at you. Remember, you're the fabulous skilled
rifle shot who made a two-in-one hole in the target. I've
never done that in‘fny life.” \

“Blind luck, and you know it. The riaxt shot no matter
what Rao says, is yours. We'll stay even that way.”

“Maybe. You're one up on me already, and with one of
the big five in India. A leopard! A thinking one at that. How
does it feel »”

“It feels ¢ired and hungry. I've been thmkmg that I'm
glad we went doving today. Bet they'll taste scrumptious! ™
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I never really knew what the word meant, but if it means
spicy, deliciously flavoured, fall-apart-at-ghe-touch-of-the-fork
tender, then this word “scruymptious” deserves some investi-
gation, I couldn’t pay any more respeet to Motisingh than I
already had, so I showed my appreciation by eating six doves,
curried as only the Indigns can curd, served with tiny bofied
potatogs and some canned corn that Motisingh had deceived
into believing that it had sprung fresh from tjje earth. 1t was
mi.xecl with buffa® cream and some tiny, hot red peppers
and it was sensatjonal. . . -

Sensationallalso was the dance of honofir the villagers did
for us afteg 'dinngr on that dark knoll overlogking Bori, with
the sounds of drums and singing filling the junglgnight. It
was a scene that I would have thought a trumped-up phony if
I had seen ® on a mowie or TV screen.

It was like this: Two_ drummers, who made sounds and
carried driftns like the bongo man in George Shearing's
orshestra, were in the®*centre. The women formed a circle
around them, begding low and using what looked ligc sheaveg
of wheat to swgep the groynd as they swayed frgm side to side
in perfect rhytdm. They sang, im high, schoolgirlish voices, a
top-of-séale seng thyt seemingly had no beginning and no end-
ing. Theg they stopped, wentete the edge of the knoll and
stood staring at ys as we watched from the dak veranda. Then
the men formed a circle, and it was immediately obvious that
they were the more graceful. They would take long, forward, =
hoppthg steps, then stop,bend low and sway, then straighten
and swing long, lithe legs to each side, all the while singing the
same druenbeat song. , ¥ o

The drummers continued to #mile and $eat for about forty
minutes, until Raocssaide “They feel that now they have some-
~what repaid you for killing the leopard. Bow a thanks to them
and then walk into the bungalow.”

We did and they left, sidging and dancing all the way o
the village, somg, carrying torches that lit up the Wistingl’me
so that it looked like a great lyminous serpens undulating

down the hill. .
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“Whew!” Mary Lou said. “That was something.”

“I don’t think they could last through many leopard
killings,” I said. “They really threw themselves into that.”

“The Madia are sincere in everything they do,” Rao said.
“And I am happy you had the chance to see this. Few people
frofa the outside world ever get the opportunity.”

“
"

We'had retugned to the knoll aond were watching the embers
of the fire turn wood into glowing roses, When a native cape
funning up. He passed a folded piece of paper to Rao, who read
it there by the dyihg fire. If the moment had ﬁcgn carefully
blocked out as.a dramatic sequence by a,script writer, it
couldn’t have been better timed or staged.

“From the forest department guard at Unchabari,” he said.
“This runner has spent four hours bringing this to us, A
leopard has entered the compound, of the village and made
off with a calf. They0 have no gun arid they are %sking us to

come. How do you feel about it?”  *® .

“W‘heri?" I asked. ® "o

“It’s too latg to do anything now. We can’t trail the cat in
darkness. Early tomorrow.” ¢ )

“What if Shobharam returns with news_ of 2 tiger kill?”
Mary Lou asked. ae o

»
“If he doesgn’t bring news tcrgi%ht, it will mean that we will
have time to go to Unchabari.”

“I'd like to go," I sajd. “To be quite frank, I'm becoming

niore interested in leopards anyway.” E
“They're becoming your frisson nouveau” (new shiver),
Mary"Lou said. “Mine too!” . .
L]

¢

The huts of Unchabari were high oh the banks of the road. 3
Time, bullock carts, people and animals had worn the road
down so much that it was four feet below its original level,
It lpoked gutted out, as if by a Hoﬂding strear

The forest guard, dressed in stiffly starehed khakis and
bush jacketf-a small man with greasy, pomaded hair and a
pert litdde moustacle riding atop his lip like something with

3 v
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a life and movement all of its own—greeted us. “Hallow, how
you are?” 3

The gaon was also waiting. He was«tall, skinny, dignified
and old. He looked like an emaciated Lionel Barrymore gone
native. As he shook hands with us, he talked, the words spilling
out as if he had kept them bottled tightly“for a long tame,
awaiting our arrival. \ @

Rao translated, after making several respectful nods and
replies. t :

Tt Seemed that a leopard had entered the village late tie
night before; jumped the twelve-foot ¢compound fence of
tightly woven bamboo, killed a milch calf and, amazingly,
leaped the high wall again, carrying the calf. All this
apparently without enough noise to awaken any of the people
of Unchabari. ’ .

Rao had a surprised expression as the old man continued.
He translated after the gaon fell silent. “This is something
I did not know until mow. It happened earlier before shikar
season, and I was not told of it. Late one night a leopard
entered a hug, in this same village where three young girls
were sleeping nogether. He had-to jump the compound wall
to get in, butvhe came silently and took the girl from the
centre without awakening the, other two, killed her and
carried her over. the wall to the jungle. This is bad news. This
leopard hasn't been known"to kill a human since then, but
once one starts he never really stops.” Frisson nouveau. Mary
Lou kad the right expression for our introduction to leopards
of the man-eating variety. We hadn’t talked of them since
we arrived, sort of waiting for the propitious moment to-bring
ap the grisly subject. That mement was-here, and I wanted
to find out how Rao felt about animals that stalked and ate
men. ¢

As we waited for the village tracker to join us, I asked how
a man-eater got that way. * &

“One class 1s. the old tiger or leopard who as lost his
agility and ability to kill the fast, horned gam¢, or to carry
a calf from a village, and somehow finds numans easy: to kill.
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Once he starts, he won't eat anything else but human flesh.
Sometimes one of _the cats, hunting in the sjungle, will
mistakenly j jump a man. Seeing movement, he will think that
the person is one of his food-animals, and having made the
mistake will eat the man. From that time on he will hunt
alnvost exclusxvefy forthuipans. Txger and leopards that have
been wounded and have recovered also become hunters of
men; *weakened, they discover man easy to pulL. down, and
0 concentrate on this soft easy préy. An animal with porgupine
qGaills in the mouth, a tiger woundgd from a machan, a leopard

with a leg broker? from gunshot wounds—all these attack
man.

“But what we of the jungle dread mosf, is the female leopard
or tigress man-eater. They will kecp their cubs with them
for over two years, training them in theshorrible art of killing
people. This can become a terribly vicious circle. Often
the female young of the man-eating cub will in tiffn train her
offspring to eat nothing but humans. We knew of one leopard
that mnsc.d three litters to become man-easgrs. It took almost
the enfire malg population for miles around here many long,
tragic months tg get this horrible creature. She ate anything
that moved-—young, able men, children, babies,rold men and
women. Corbett wrote of a aman-eating leopard that he con-
sidered worsg than any tiger because of its intelligence. He
told of this animal entering a hift through a two by two foot
window, killing a girl and pulling her back through an open-
ing that seemed much too small even to permit entry df the
cat. Our leopard was even more of a menace than the one he
wrote*about. She would enter a village_in broad daylight and
carry away a child? She woutd hunt from trees and ledges,
dropping upon anyone who walked below. We got her by
sheer accident.

“It is a short step from cattle-eating to man-eating. It needs
orly one wrong move. A man rushing to protect his calf or
bullock, a blow of the paw, and tnere may be A new man-eater
born. That’ stone reason I was so glad that Mrs. Scott shot that
leopard-near Bori.'|

 §

/ »
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The tracker came. He had a face of a well-tanned, hungry
Eddie Fishesy and looked about sixteen years old, but Rao
said he knew his business. We followed the scuff marks of
the drag-trail of the leopard forabout feur miles, finally losing
it in the heavy cover the killer had entered. There was a long
discussion among the three villagers, the forest ranger ‘and
the tracker, and it was"decided that it would e foolhardy
to enter the dense stuff after an animal that might be lying
in wait. 3

“I wish we had found that kill,” Rao said, his face s€,
his jaw muscies rigid. “This is one leopard I would like to
build 2 maéhan and wait for.”

It had taken more than three hours to make the stalk and
return to the village. Rao told the gaon of Unchabari that we
WOuld be hunting chital and sambar and other horned game
in His district soon and perhaps we would be lucky and find
the leopard® The old man didn’t look enthusiastic about the
prespects, but very polizely thanked us for coming and walked
to the edge of his village with us. .

It was well over an hour backsto our dak where we found
the staff waiting as usual. Shobharam came quickly to the
jeep and helped Mary Lou from the seat. He took our guns,
walked to the tent and stood waiting for Rao.

" I joined them as they talked. Shobharam was gesturmg,
making his gold ear-rings dance a polka as he pointed back
the way wé had come.

“He has found no tiger kill,” Rao finally said, “but he
has discovered big pug marks about three miles from here.
He founé them about an hour ago and says that they art fresh
and that the tiger is in thebig pfece of forest near the river. He
thinks that we sheuldvconduct a beat. With the luck we've
been having, I agree with him. I hope that we can get the men
of Bori to feel the same way."”

“How many men does ir take for the beat?” i

“About one hundred. W&l need every man of Bori.”

“How do they feel about a beat?” *.

“They enjoy it. I think that they will come.” )
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And come they did. About seventy-five of them started
out walking and the other twenty-five, the elders and the
politicians and the young schoplteacher, rode with us. We °
attached a trailer and they piled in, twenty in a space built
to hold eight; the rest sitting on laps in the jeep, leaning
against one another, bached like ]elly beans in a sack. They
gabbled happily all the way, laughmg like crazy every time
a bun.p in the road threw them off balance. -

This was the dry season and“there wasn’t much water in

he Ganjal River that flowed turgidly between a narrow smp
of forest and a derise jungle on the opposite bank. The plan
was for us to build a machan on the near, side “of the river
in a fat Mhowa trée, one of the most useful wild trees in
India. It is never cut down when land is cleared and could be
called the village hquor store. The fleshy corolda of its red
flower, when it npens and falls during March and April, is
used to distill spirit§ that go down not unlike Frish whisky.
We had a long taste and found it pheasant and full of jelt.
The ceeds of the flower have a candy-sweet-flavour.

" The mén of Bori formed a single file and Rao gave each
of them a round wooden chit. These would be returned to
him at the end of the beat and each man would receive a
rupee (1/6d. or twenty-one cents), even if we didn’t see an
animal. But if we made a kill, the amount would be doubled.” '

The beaters waded the river, &nd we went to our tree and
watched Shobharam build the machan. We timed him as he
lased the boles of young trees together with bamboo. It took
exactly fifteen minutes to cut the trees, make the platform and
securc it in the tree. We were to give the men more than an
hour to walk to the other eud of-the jungle and start the
beat back. C

We climbed the tree. This time it was difficult since we
had no rope ladder. As we got to the machan we saw
langur monkeys in the trees around us, peering curiously,
wondering perhaps what strangt simians had invaded their
tree-world. -

One ~f the beate s, by slapping a tree with the flat of his
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axe, signalled that they were getting ready to start back
toward us. Even at that distance it echged and rang. Then
the sound of their voices, faint and far away. The beat was
under way. Starting deep in the jungle, the ninety men had
formed a loose V, encompassing a large area and forming a
sort of human funnel which supptiedly would drive toward
usall the game hidden irfthe forest. Those on the point of the V
were the stqppers; as the long back line moved consistently
forward the stoppers would *break off from their stationary
point in the V, and join th¢ others in the back line. On eatn
side of us for perhaps a hundred yards theré were men in trees;
Tiwang and his Assistant were on our right. How Tiwang,
with that paunch, ever got up the tree, I haven’t worked out.
But he was there, calmly chewing his betel nut. Their pur-
pose? If thergame broke out of the jungle and veered away
from our machan, they would clap their hands to herd the
animals ourway with the sharp sound. *

Making whooping mbises like small boys playing cowboys
and Indians and, hitting the trees with their kulhadis, the
beaters were getting closer when suddenly, from the nulla
to our right, a mahogany-coloured doglike animal came
loping dut, tofigu¢ hanging, bushy tail wagging. This was
the dreaded dhole, the wild red, dog. Rao said several words
in Hindi that came out like curses. The dog lay down, resting
his head on his front paws‘like a civilized collie before the
living-room fireplace. :

“We hate them!” Rac said. “In packs, even the tiger fears
them, they kill and maim anything that gets in their way.
Seldom you see a single one like this. We can't shoot, though.
It would alarm the tiger 2nd séid him back through the line
of beaters.” o e

In a few minutes, his head up, listening to the beaters the
«dog got slowly to his feet and started trotting up the nulla.

In thirty seconds, without seeming to hurry or be alarmed,
he was out of sight. The high, almost sing-song chant of the
native beaters suddenly became shouts. “They bhave flushed
something! "’ Rao whispered. Then the witd shouting cied and
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the chant was resumed. Breaking out of the jungle were two
wild boars, behind them a huge, elk-like sambzf stag with a
noble rack, his head shigh, turned slightly back, listening to
tlie beaters. Flying ahead of ‘them, looking as if they were
afire, with the sun on their feathers, came three peacocks,
making a good forty miles an hour.

Then thevbeaters emerged from the jungle, and the men
m the trees around us came down. Rao went down first,
gracefully, fast. By the time we got to the ground he had some
itiformation. s

“Bad luck,” he 'said. “The tiger was there*all right. He
was driven out of a thicket where he apparentiy, had been
sleeping, but he broke back through the line of beaters. He
took a swipe at one and missed him. That was all they saw.
They didn’t know anything about the wild dog, the boars
or sambar.”

It was still early %o Rao suggesteo. that, inastnuch as we
had the beaters already assembled, it might be a good ideasto
move-ahead a few miles and hunt the arga where he had
last seen the big bison Maddox had shot at.

He spoke to the gaon, who then addressed the men. They
wouldn’t receive any more money for the next=beat, but there
was.always the chance that we would bag an animal and their
present fee would be doublea. All but six old men agreed and
started walking. Again we took %bout twenty-five, with Rao
making sure that they weren’t the same ones who*had ridden
here with us. ¢

There was a machan in a tree in the new location, one
that Maddox had used, and we climbed to that. The slapping
of the trees with axcs and thesshouting started all over again.
We sat there for another hour and a half before the men
came from the jungle. They had seen plenty of sign, but no
bison. And there had been trouble: one of the men, a
youngster of about eighteen, had been struck hy a snake. They
thought it had been the small aad deadly krait, but weren’t
sure becauseit had slithered away. It is rare for snakes to be
abroad during the aikar season. It is too cold. They like the

\
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heat of summer, and the dam};ness of the monsoon drives
them out of iding. We had not only failed to sight a snake,
but there hadin’t even been any insects of any kind around. I
can’t say the same thing for sume areas of the States where
I've hunted turkey and wild pigs.

Our plan now was to get the boy béack t6 Bori as fast as
possible. There were né gurus in the jungle, those men—
wise beyond all belief, according to the Indjans—who can
cast out a spell oresave any ‘man who has been bitten by a
poisonous snake. As we drove, Rao, always the logical, the
calm one, surprised us. .

“It is too'bad we do not have a telephone so I could send
a wire to this guru I'know of in northerfi India. That’s all it
would take. Once this wise man knew of the snakebite, the boy
would be cured.” .

“Kven if he didn’t know what kind of snake or who the
boy is or whtre the bitevis?"” N

4] have seen it happen. Near Nagpur, a friend of mine
was bitten. His family telegraphed the guru, so that’he could
use his knowledge to saye the man'’s life. He did, and my
friend recovered.” g 5

“He stopped’ thg poison?” .

_ “He did. It happens often. They know secret mantas.”
- “What will happen to this boiy?” ’

“The Madia have their own ways of treating a snakebite.
You can cofhe with us and watch how they do it. I think this
boy’s dife will be spared.’ ; "

At Bori, the boy, looking pale and now unable to walk
very well, was taken to, the same hut where I had gone te look
= the man in the leopard skin.Six chickens were taken from
a coop behind the, hut They looked like wild jungle fowl
and probably were. The boy sat down and one of the men
lanced the snake wound with a primitive-looking knife,
sucked it for a while, then brought one of the chickens oyer
and placed its anus firmly oh the snake wound-It acted as
a suction, Rao explained. All of the chickens were used as we
stood there and watched; all of ‘them diéd. The poisnn they
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drew out of the boy’s leg surged through them eventually
killing them. {

“This boy will have to replace the chickens,” Rao said.
“It is usual that the namber is doubled in gramude

“Will he be all nght?” Mary Lou asked in a half-strangled
whesper.

“Yes,” Rao smiled. “A primitive) system, perhaps, but it
does work.”

And the boy did walk away smiling. He still looked weak
and pale, but he made it under his own steara.

We checked on him and he was perfectly all’right the next
day. ®
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CHAPTER NINE
A peruTATION from Bogi had approached Motisingh, asking
that we help them obtain meat. I was willing for several
reasons: not only was it proper for me to help these forest
people ‘who had been so co-operative, but our, camp larder
was low and Motisingh was unhappy. Aléo I had promised
Richard Ca.xhpbelb a taxidermist in Watertown, Connecticut,
that I would help him complete his Iadian animal exhibit.
He has one of the most complete private museums in the
country and she school children of, Connecticut make regular
educational visits to view the animals, birds and fish that he
has gatheredefrom all over the world. So'the stalking of any
Indian animal, even ifdt wasn't eatable, was on my agenda.
Bagging a food spgeies would constitute a triple good'deed.

Mary Lou and I were sitting.in she broad plantation chairs,
sipping chilled orange juice and Chotelal, the skinner, was
working‘on our’bird boots, cleaning away as skilfully as the
shoeshine boy at the Plaza. He had, without a word, but with
emphatic gesturgs, insisted upea this boot-shining routine
every time we returned fror a hunt. As a result our boots
gleamed all the time; the leather was calfskin-soft and pliable..
They #ever had it so good. We can report that, among other
skills, untouchables really know Fow to strap a boot.

We cam also testify that the emphasis Dan Maddoxs had
rlaced on the small Nagpur oranges was justified. Since
double-boiled watey isenot palatable, Motisingh kept two
large glasses of freshly squeezed juice in the Sewvel, awaiting
our return from jungle jaunts. Sweet, cold, it was something
to look forward tp when we clumped up on the veranda, tired
and hot after a long morning Lunt. It would be a sad day when

the orange basket was empty.
111 q : =
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“I think chital would be good to try,” Rao suggested, join-
ing us. “We can drive in the jeep to where the){are and make

\

a stalk.” ) Z

+ Stalk? The books define the action this way: “To pursue
or approach game, stealthily. To walk or go stealthily along.
An.act or course of stalking game. .. .”

We drove about twenty miles fram camp, parked the jeep
sligh:ly off the road and got our instructions: “The chital
graze in the fields beyond this rim of foresf,” Rao said. “In fact
Lve often wondered if it might not be a dangerous thing for
them to do. They ure actually surrounded by forest here, with?
the grass they eat in the centre, leaving them open for attack.”
At some long-ago time, he explained, someone had planted
gram here and the ground around the Bori range is so naturally
fertile that the grain continued to grow, and the spot became
a favourite grazing ground for some of the horned animafs like **
chital and blue buli. ' ¢

“Complete silence now,” Rao said. #We must move witkout
noise.” Then, walking as if he had just read the description
in the aictionary, he made a catwalk approach, We were care-
ful to place each foot softly on the ground and we watched
that we did not scrape bushes or branches &éf.trees: Finally,
after about forty-five minutes of this “going stealthi)y along”,
we left the bushy jumble of the jungle and stood on the edge
of the meadow clearing. Some thrree hundred yards away, near
.the opposite rim of the forest, was a band of ariimals. They
were light brown with white spots.and in varying sizes. One
looked enormous and stood, magnificent antlered-head raised,
on the alert while the herd with him chomped away at the
grass. Chital or spotted deei, guarded by a noble old stas,
This is a deer found only in India.and Ceylon, and while
they are numerous in the Bori range, Rao had told us that
the gregarious animals do especially well in the sub-Himalayas
and that he had seen great herds, numbering several hundred
in'one collection, in the Naini val Terai-Bhabar tract.

It was my tuin at the gun, but we stood silently for a
moment before I raised the rifle to my shoulder. I wanted

”
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the big fellow Not only would“his head ‘make a fine trophy
for the Conrncticut museum, but he would supply the entire
v1llage of Boki with food for,a while and pcrhaps something
in the form of a steak for ourcown table. That is one of the
stern laws of the jungle: take only whas you need, but select
it carefully so that everyone will benefit. This obviously was
an old Stag and I countgd three others, slightly smaller, that
would Soon be qualified to lead this herd of perhaps ffteen
chital. Soon’ these young blbods would have their chance.
THere*would he plenty of antler-scrapmg fights before the
new leader was selected, but new blood i vital for the con-
tinued health of the herd.

I don’t know what" made me turn my lead or whv my scalp
suddenly became nght but I did turn, slowly, and there, no
more than sixty yards behind use stood two leopards. They
were”standing rock-still, not even the long tails twitching.
There was no choice. Mary Lou and Rao ‘also saw them and I
started to twist my body so I could get my rifle on the two
silent leopards. Bu.t my movement, slight as it was, did it.,
Like a puff of smol\e or a bad drezan they were suddenly gone
into the trees. . »

Before the sh-akes started, I put the .308 Winchester on the
big chital stag, just behind and ;llghtly under the left shoulder

blade. The Lyman 4-power scope picked the animal up

clearly: his white spots gleamed and his antlers looked like
well- polxshed curved duelling swords. I touched off the shot.
and 'the 180-grain silvertip worked its “savage spell: the stag
leaped and fell; the herd stooa for just a moment, then
vanished into the forest. o

«Now I was a bit shaken and’I think Rao and Mary Lou
were, too. Rao trigd a light touch: “The stalkers being
stalked. How does it feel?”

“I don't like it,” Mary Lou said. “Leopards are Lhe original
creeps!” 3 &

“I don’t know, what madc me turn,” I said, “And there
they were just watching. .

“What probably happenJCd " (Rao said, “these two cats
‘ 8

-
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teamed up to stalk a chital, "nd we came along agd broke up
their game. It's not often that you see two leopgds together
that way. They were.probably planning to cut # chital out of
tke herd by one cat’s crossing over into the other patch of
forest and cxposmg limself so the deer saw him. They would
e panic and com¢ this way and the otlrer, waiting here, would
have an easy time taking any chital §ie wanted.”

© “Taey would have had an easy time taking any one of the
three great hunters," I said. ““They couyi have becn on us
ima split secqnd and killed all Lhree of us.’

“Probably,” Rae said slowly. *But Lhey were after chital,
obviously averen't man-eaters, and I think that tyriosity got
the bctter of thém. *Tthey were wonderfng what we were up
to.”

>

“Let’s bring someone ajong to watch the way we aren’t
looking in the futfre,” Mary Lou suggested. “I like huffting,
but'I don't care for*being hunted.” o °

“Nor Il"” Rao said. “I've wonderesl about this locatioa. I
think I Said that it was a perfect spat for sopneone to stalk the
chital afid’ blug bulls. The keopards apparently agree.”

We went bagk to the jeep and “tol¢ Pathak and Sampat
about the gchital. They drove us to the dak spickedsup four
mep f from the village and we geturned to get the spogted deer
It was a good head with a 31-mch antler sprgad, and the stag _
weighed 220 pounds on the olfl butcher’s scales Rao kept

&eside the skinner’s tent. Motisingh came over arfd cxammed
the deer, indicating with the flat of his hand like a aleaver,
what portion he wanted fof his larder. The remainder was
immediately taken by five men frqm Bori, who ame with
wicker baskets and sharp knives. o '

Outside the tent, Chotelal, the slgirner,.had an old oil drum
filled with water boiling over some charcoal. Every once in
*  a while he would walk over and stir the mixture with a stick,

» then go back and sit in front of his tent. Fe always had an
amazed or bewildered expression and after discovering what
,.-’n’e had in tht oil4lrum, it was easy to see why. He was boiling
heads. Jhis went dh all the,umf‘ Every time an animal was

g | o" ’
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bagged he would take over, skin‘the head, preserving the hide.
Then he would boil the skull until it was as white and bald
as a pearl. He had just finished all of the heads Maddox had
gathered, and now was busy stéwing the wild boar's that Mdry
Lou had collected. There always was a fveird, sweetish, sickly
odour near Chotelal’s tent and w€ soon learned to by-pass it
by long nose-conscious yards. . X

That night, Fakira, our bearer, served us steaks from th
chital Join that had been quickly sautéd in butter. They were
as tender as ady prime fillgt aged by one of the Chicagoor ?
Kansas City éxperts. 4

There was a celebration in Bori that night, too. Tomorrow
would start the week-long religious festival of “Holi”, when
bright-coloured paints, obtained from wild plants, would be -
flung into everyone's face, and the nights would be filled with
singing, dancing and drumbeats, and there would be much
drinking of Mahua, a wine made from fermenting tree flowers.

After dinner we wéht down to watch the fun. Although
Holi lasts a week, on one day even the humblest has the
prerogative of the Holi festival fo make the most respected
person of the locality' his victim, playfully throwing or smear-
ing coldur—ivid ,reds, blues and oranges—on 4o his face.
Evident'y the Mahua had beer. flowing pretty well, for when
we arrived a good half of the village had well-smeared faces
and all over the place little bands of from five to fifteen were
gathered in dance, sometimes joining hands in a primitive
versioh of the polka; sometimes kicking heels high in grace-
ful, exuberant individual displays of Terpsichorean ability.

In thejungle, Holj is sometimes associated with arfother
leremony, the gur tutna This is esserftially an aboriginal
festival and may last, Flag told us, until the thirteenth Badi
of Chait. It was going on now. A stout fifteerf-foot pole was
driven into the ground like a flagpole, and a lump of gur with
a rupee in it was placed or the top. Around it, the ween
took their stand, each with a green tamarind rod in her hand.
The men stood on the outside of the line, with crude shields
made of two parallel sticks jrinec bya crosspiece, held-in their
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hands. The men made a sudén rush and one of them wiggled
up the pole while the women plied their rods vi%?::usly. The
man scaled to the top; took the supee and got down and away
frem the flailing wands of the women as fast as he could.

This was done thrde times while we watched and the backs
of the three who reached the top and got the rupee (replaced
each time) Were covered with angrywed welts, but it was all
é’cconfplished ip high good humour and obviously a good time

was being had by all. 3 B 20b7
© ‘Raoeseemed pretty glum about the whole thing. When
asked why, he saiG, “We're supposed to have’another beat
tomorrow. That i, if any of these people haye enough strength
left to walk.” : -

Apparently good sense or financial responsibility took over,
for the drumming and the'festivity suddenly came to an end
and the village went to sleep. '

When we walked outside the dak tlie next marning, about
eighty men and boys were waiting Tor us, their faces still
colou:-sgr:igared like those of a bunch of circgs hopefuls trying
out for a clown role. And chey were acting like clowns, gay
and cheerful, the younger ones prancing around, still throwing
colour. S b

“About twenty didn’t mak= it,” Rao said. “But gve ha\;e
enough for 3 drive. Shobharam has reportegl that the tiger .
has not made another kill, and the big one that we tried to
weat out of hiding is still in the same area. He “only found
pug marks going in, none coming out. As long as no Kill has
been reported, I think it is worth-while that we make another
beat. You haven't too many days left, and the tiger may leave
to make his circle again and not return to this block for anothe
ten days.” e

“I'd like to make the drive with the Hakawalas” (beaters),
I said. “Mary Lou and you can sit in the machan. My muscles
tell _ae I need a walk.” 0 «

Rao argued against it, saying that the tiger or leopard or
wild boar could swing back through the line of beaters and
attack. Mary Lou agreed wigh him, saying, “Besides it’s my
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turn to take the next shot, and if you go with the beaters ;
you 11 just ‘scare everything and make thcm run the wrong
way.” ¢ o

I went with the beaters. These Hak.a;walas fascinated me.
Armed with nothing but crude axes, five of these men had
faced down a tiger about a year+ago. They killed the big -
striped cat, three of theg being badly mauled ir the process,
but they still lived to tell of their bravery around the«camp-
fires of Bori. Besides, I reasorted, what if an animal does break
balk through the line and Charge the beaters, wouldn't it:be °
better if I were there with the .458? Ccnvmcmg myself, if
not Rao apd Maxy Lou, I started on the long walk. T'wenty-
five men had been dffiven in the jeep ar trailer to the Ganjal
River crossing. I insisted on getting my wooden chit with the
rest of the Hakawalas. “I'll collectawith the rest. And we want
somécthing bagged on this beat.” #

Rao and Mary Lou sat glumly in the*tree as I waded’ the
river with the gaon, following directly behind him. I would
make the hour apd a half walk through the jungle, ther turn
and make the sweep back at the rear of the V. The only way
to see how a beat was conducted was to do it the hard way.
I didn’e want to be a hand-clapper, a tree-sitter, or even a
stopper.on this one.

It was a long, hard walk, the ‘slim Indians movmg lithely
ahead of me without any seeming effort, each carrymg their
crude leathier slippers in the left hand, an axe in the right.
The kottoms of their feet were horny-hard, almost leatker,
the flesh had toughened from exposure and constant pounding
against the ground. .

¢ 1 had the .458 on a Ieather sling. I wore a soft-brimmed
khaki hat, khaki trpuse’s and shirt open at the neck and ten-
inch Russell bird-shooter boots. And I felt dressed for an
excursion into the arctic wastes; everything, even the light
hat, weighed heavily. 2

The Indians were silent as they moved. T had bcen
cautioned: “Do not make noise going into the jungle ana
warn the tiger that you ars coming. Try to move silently.
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hands. The men made a suddén rush and one of them wiggled
up the pole while the women plied their rods vigorously. The
man scaled to the top; took the rupee and got dotwn and away
from the flailing wands of the women as fast as he could.

This was done three times while we watched and the backs
of the three who reached the top and got the rupee (replaced
cach time) were covered with angry red welts, but it was all
accomplished in high good humour and obviously a good time
was being had by all. X s

Rao-seemed pretty glum about the wholt thing. When
asked why, he said, “We're supposed to havq'apothcr beat
tomorrow. That is, if any of these people have enough strength
left to walk.” : 2

Apparently good sense or financial responsibility took over,
for the drumming a;md the festivity suddenly came to an end
and the village went to sleep. ‘

When we walked outside the dak the next motning, about
eighty men and boys were waiting for us, their faces atill
colous-smeared like those of a bunck of circus hopefuls trying
out for a clown role. And they were acting like clowns, gay

and cheerful, the younger onés prancing fround, still throwing
colour. BTy SN

“About twenty didn't make it,” Rao said. “Butsve have
enough for a drive. Shobharam has reported that the tiger
has not made another kill, and the big one that we tried to
Ueat out of hiding is still in the same area. He only found
pug marks going in, none coming out. As long as no Kill has
been reported, I think it is worth-while that we make another
beat. You haven't too many days left, and the tiger mnay leave
to make his circle again and not return to this block for anoth&
ten days.” AN 2

“I'd like to make the drive with the Hakawalas” (beaters),
I said. “Mary Lou and you can sit in the machan. My muscles
tell .ae I need a walk.” '

Rao arguzd against it, saying that the tiger or leopard or
Wild boar could Swing back through the line of beaters and
attack. Mary Lou :Igreed with h“m, saying, “Besides it's my
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turn to take the next shot, and if you go with the beaters i
you’ll just scare everything and make thcm run the wrong
way.’ ¢ o

I went with the beaters. lhcsc Hal.;,’walas fascinated me.
Armed with nothing but crude axes, five of these men had
faced down a tiger about a year+ago. They killed the big
striped cat, three of theg being badly mauled ir the process,
but they still lived to tell of their bravery around thecamp-
fires of Bori. ‘Besnde@, I reasorted, what if an animal does break
balk through the line and Charge the beaters, wouldn't itsbe
better if I were there with the 4587 Ccnvmcmg myself, if
not Rao apd Mar.y Lou, I started on the long walk. Twenty-
five men had been dfiven in the jeep ardi trailer to the Ganjal
River crossing. I insisted on getting my wooden chit with the
rest of the Hakawalas. “I'll collectawith the rest. And we want
sométhing bagged on this beat.”

Rao and Mary Lou sat glumly in the*tree as I waded’ the
river with the gaon, following directly behind him. I would
make the hour apd a half walk through the jungle, ther turn
and make the sweep back at the »ear of the V. The only way
to see how a beat was conducted was to do it the hard way.
I didn’s want to be a hand-clapper, a tree- sitter, or even a
stopper.on this one.

., Itwasa longb hard walk, the 'slim Indians movmg lithely
ahead of me without any seeming effort, each carrymg their
crude leather slippers in the left hand, an axe in the right.
The bottoms of their feet were horny-hard, almost leatker,
the flesh had toughened from exposure and constant pounding
against the ground. X .
¢ T had the .458 on a leather“sling. I wore a soft-brimmed
khaki hat, khaki trpuse’s and shirt open at the neck and ten-
inch Russell bird-shooter boots. And I felt dressed for an
excursion into the arctic wastes; everything, even the light
hat, weighed heavily. §

The Indians were silent as they moved. T had been
cautioned: “Do not make noise going into the jungle ana
warn the tiger that you ar: coming, Try to move silently.
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- The time to make the noise [s on the way out, ]q,,q after the
beat gets started.”

Finally we reachéd the outer, edge of the jutigle, made a
long swing to the right, spread out, formed our loose V and
started back, with th: gaon signalling the beat was to begin
by hitting a trée with his axe and shouting. Immediately

everyone did the same thing and starfed forward. They began
that small- boy war whoop and walked in dxstance-eatmg
strides. I kept up with them, but'not without effort.

Leacocks and grey jungle fowl fluttered before us*andi a
few fleet-footed chuusinga, four-horned antclopc When an
Indian beazer saw a langur, he would chase after him howling
and laughing, and the-monkey would fice i in terror. The beat
was noisy; but that was its purpose: “to drive the hidden
animals before us. 9 .

Suddenly, to my far left, two beaters started screaming? one
threw his axe and a*leopard darted oyt of a clump of ringal,
streaking back through our lines with<he two men screaming
fearlessly after him. There were teo many beaters between

“the leopard and me to risksa snap shot, somethmg I am not
in favour of anyhow = .

We had walked about a quarter of a mile when we.reached
a narrow, tree-filled ravine, a shola. Charging up oyt of the
depression came three startftd wild boar, bent on breaking
back through us. Without hesitation three of the Hakawalas
zan toward the pigs and one hit a lagging boar *in the rear
leg-with his flung axé. The other two pigs stayed to their
retreat, but the one squealed, swung angrily and started back
for the three men. & °

One boar in a rage is a natch for*five men armed with
crude axes, and his tusks can scoop ojt their intestines while
they are turning to run. The man Without the axe screamed,
“Dohokal! " (danger). I started on the run for them, rifle off
thg siing. The junjli suwar, the black wild Qoar, bristles up,
head down,.was full in his charge when I stgpped, threw the
.458 to my shoulder and squeezed a shot off knowing even
as the gun roared that I had7 misa'ed. The bullet ploughed a

-
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long scar jato the ground two £éet in front of the boar and’
he slowed, almost stopping, giving me the chance to shoot
again. This time the power of the .458<Winchester 510-grain
bullet seemed to pick him up, turn hxﬁl around and dusap
him on the ground. He didn’t even twitch a muscle. But I did,
and I'm sure the three Bori villagers were twitching as they
walked back and bent tg mspcct the animal.

The gaon came over to join us; pointing af the boav, then
at me, askmg, I thought, if I wanted the animal. I shook my
head, %nd he immediately spoke several words to the thiee
who had beefi charged. They started hacRing away at several
young bantboo tees, stripping the bark from their boles. I
saw that they were going to make a Strong rope and drag
the boar from the ]ungle They stayed there and we continued
the beat without seeing anything else except a jackal that
stood and watched as we went whooping by, looking like
open-moutlted, noisy faols to that wise litfle creature, I'm sure.

During the next thrée days, we made four more beats, but I
tree-sat these oy, climbing into machans twice more, once
over a dead bullock; once—an experience I don’t want again
_over a live one that bleated and cried all night long.
Nothing canreout, of the dark jungles either night.
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ENEVER think of Edwin and Doris Carty without thé words
of an old Indian hand surging back, as forceful as true and
as wise, today as they were the many years ago when first set
down. a : ; .

“Let it he clearly underssood,” he wrote, ;‘th'alt the Russian
is a delightful person :ill he tucks in his’shirt. As an Oriental
he is charthing. It is only when he insists upon being treated
as the most easterly of the westerly peoples instead of the most
westerly of easterns that he becomes a racial anomaly extrémely
difficult to handle. The host never kpows whick side of his
nature is going to turn up next.” - -

The Russian has tucked in his shirt in_India, but even
s0, in thre~big cities he seems to be faring well. Steel mills
and dams are to be his speciality, and he is widely respected,
though blunt and overbearing. One, in the ASkoka Motel in
New Delhi, where we were staying between huntipg trips,
emphasized his own languade (which the desk clerk clearly .
didn’t understand) by slapping the heavy palm of his hand
Qn the desk several times in a resounding smatk. He Jeft
after browbeating everyone in the lobby, in Russian, svhich
we considered quite a feat. °

“Although the Russians are doing well with the Indian
pundits and politisians,” Edwin Catty told us when wb
visited him and his wife, Doris, in tieir white tent, pitched
about twenty.miles from us on the edge of a heavy jungle,
“I understand that the people in these remote villages don't
knowr anything about them. Whereas quite s few Americans
come to these jungles every year, spreading goodwill and
showing what sportsmen and good people Americans
are.” 5
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“Edwin @lways has to talk politics even in the jungle,”
Doris Carty apologized politely. “Please don’t be offended.
He really méans well.” . " )

That brought a resounding roar. “Mf:an well, helll I do
welll” 3 \ A g

A blunt, hearty, well-set-up, grey-haired,” intensely blue-
eyed man, probably in Qis late fifties, Edwin Carty is a cattle
rancher and a sometime statesman from Oxnard, California,
and he had faken his wife on safari in Africa and polar-bear
huntifg in Ndrway, before coming to India. A puttererin -
politics, he is'a personal friend of Earl Warren and Donald
Douglas and has a forceful personality that makes itself felt
even when he is dreSsed in wrinkled kivakis, and sitting on a
canvas camp chair on the edge of the jungle. =

He had ot his tiger, but @ot a leopard, which he
bemoaned, and he had shot meat for the mearest village, shot
when he w# too tired.to climb in and dut of a jeep. Allwyn
Cooper was also his ouatfitter and he praised them lavishly.
The Cartys werg soon te leave the jungle and we had: come
tp visit them,for cocktails and a= chat before they took off.
A few days earlier h€ had sent over to borrow some .08 cart-
ridges and we fiad sent a box with one of our staff,
_"“We:had a cocktail party for the villagers,” Doris Carty
said. “Edwin mixed a punch, using most of his liquor, and we
had the chef whip up some cunning little sandwiches. I don’t
beljeve they had tasted either before.” ~

“Afid Doris has gone around passif)g out her jewellery to
the oldest women in the village,” Carty said.

“Just <he grandmothers,” she said. “And we have our
flunter translate that we are" Americars and that we like
them, and do everything in our power to prove It

“They are nice people,” Carty said. “They are simple and
humane and they go out of their way to please you. But
they also have dignity and = charm that 1 am beginniog to
like. Spread the word, I say. Spread the word that Americans
are people who like people. True, as I say, the Russians seem
to be making more of an iripression in the big cities, but-do
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~ you know, man, that there aye almost six hundred thousand
villages in India and that the vast majority of Indians live in
places not unlike thg:se jungle ones we are campéd near?”

oI think Americaj.sportsmen can do an awful lot to help
our cause abroad,” Doris Carty said, “First by proving what
good, sportsmanship is, seeond by being helpful and friendly
to people in the remote places,” ° : :
 “Yeah,” Carty said, “and it’s the people in these back
places who get misinformed. Let me tel] you, from what I
' hawe been able to find out, not one single Russian his been
on shikar among these primitive f)eoplc. Don’t that prove our
point?” 5 e

I think Carty couid prove any point'he turned his lungs
and forceful, blue-eyed personality on, but I wondered how
the cocktail punch and the jewellery and the supply of meat
the Cartys had provided to the backward’ people would"stack
up against the soft ealfskin wallets with the Kremlin etched
in black that visiting Russians had given some of the young,
vocal . Tourist Office staff in New Delhi« Jhey had shown
" them to u8 proudly, remarking how thoughtfy] the Russians
are. “Really nice. They like tis, too,” they said. ¥

But this js not a political book and other thafl shis encounter
we had with the Cartys in their tent in the jungle, our
politicking took the form of ‘holding still whjle the people of
Bori put on another dance for us and smeared our faces with
the rainbow colours of Holi. : s o

L« was at the precise moment that I was getting® some
particularly vivid red Holi’ goo mixed into my nose by a
wrinkled, toothless old woman, whq was rather forceful but
happy about the whele thing,*that the Tunner had come froth
the village Dhega. 2097 e

This busiress of native runners may seem somewhat
hackneyed to you who read this from the comfort of your
city Jiome, but in the jungle rynners and«drums carry all
messages. Lhis one required an answer, There had been a
natural kill, of a full-grown buffalo on the outskirts of the
village. T'wo tigers had made theikill, and the gaon of Dhega

R o (D
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suggestec"l that we get there as soon as possible and sit up for *
the return of the tigers. '

I was gettéing machan musgcles for sute, and I had noted
without comment that Mary Lou got ouf of her chair a little
stiffly these days and her weight was down from 105 to 9o,
but now I'm certain that, as the oliché goed, our eyes must
have lighted up and given Rao his answer.

We were ready to go in fifteen minutes. .‘ 4 1Y

Yhesbuffalo,-a large one, was lying about four milgs from
the village baside a nulla, And across thariver bed, perhaps
five hundred ‘yar.ds away, the remainder of th¢ herd was
milling about, lowing and blowing niervousiy. The tigers had
sneaked up to where'the buffalo grazed, a few hindred feet
from the main herd, cut the agimal down, and with the
tigre$ running alongside guarding, the: tiger had dragged
the big anigal across the nulla. Defiansly they had stafted
to eat the kill in full view of the herdboys and hadn’t moved
off until ten men. from, the village approached. They had
slunk away slewly, in no hurry, even though the erttire group
shouted and brandished ‘their axes. s

Shobkaram, leent and studied the pug marks that were all
around,the body bf the buffalo. Pointing out some that seemed
to be apart, a bit farther back, the told Rao that the ‘igress
had stood guard while the friale had made a meal off one of
the haunches. “This almost surely means. that they will be
back,’> Rao said happily. “It is now tite tiger's turn to stand
guard while his mate eats.” .

Ten men from Dhega came with us and set to work building
tZie machan in a big k‘Gu;q tree-that looks something like our
oak. Two of them bega% covering the buffalo with grass and
branches, the old trick of screening it from the sharp eyes
of the crows and vultures. One of the men had a dog with
him, a village pi dog, a cur, representing a large pertion
of dogdom, with a collie head, a bulldog body and a beagle's
underpinnings. The dog stood with his nead ‘turned away
from the tempting body of“the buffalo a$ if he couldn't care
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less about the whole thing. While we watched, he,,dizln't look
at the carcass once, and when his master was finished and
the men climbed dotn from the machan, he trotted off to the
village with them as if glad to be rid of the whole bloody,
boring business. b

Shobharam had taken the narrow pugdandi (footpath) that
twisted like a coiled rope through the jungle to try to discover
Eow far the tigers had gone and whether they were laying
up near by. Rio followed with his Mauser, in case the tigers
were waiting. “Thikdeho!” Pathak, the jeep driver, called after
them, as they disappeared almost immediately in the thick
stuff like a magic act worked for the benefit of those of us
who stood watching. ‘Within fifteen miriutes they were back,
Rao saying, “They are on the move into the deeper jungle.
I doubt if they heard the bnilding of the machan, or the noise
here around the kill. Shobharam thinks they will be bdck."”

A5 we got ready ta climb to the machan, Shobharam came
over and touched me on the left shoulder, then did the same
to Mary'Lou, smiling and nodding his head and saying a few
words. Rio translated: “He wishes you good fortune this
night, and thiiiks that you will have ic. He said there is'a
pair of tigers and a pair of hunters. The contest is even and
that bodes good luck.” ‘ &

I suggested that the jeep,~which could drive very close to
where we were, return for us at ten o’clock or thereabouts.
I had come to consider this machansitting as something
intensely unpleasant and the platform in the tree as -ort of
a prison of patience. “If the tigers don’t come by ten, they
probably won’t come,” I suggested. “That seems to have been
the case on every sit-up so far. Right?""'-

Rao nodded. “I think that is true.'f they don’t come back
to eat before ten, they won’t come back. They have eaten
very little of this kill, having been driven off by the men
befor= they had their fill. They won’t wait until late.”

At least that was a pleasant contemplation, But here we
were in the tree at three o'clock, early because of the anxiety
of the villagers to get the machai built and get away so we
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could startethe sitting-up wait far the beasts that had killed
their buffalo.

Just befor@dusk Rao went down and fincovered e buffalo
and the wait really began. Efentually*we heard a noise in
the nulla and out bounced the village dog who had turned
up his nose at the dead buffalo. Now he attacked it 4vith
savagery, eating in greaj gulps the flesh he tore off. He ate
for a long time and then yanked off about §ive pourlds of
meat and trotted with it batk down the nulla toward the
village. ? - . v 9

The show Nad started: Next came tw& jackals—cunning-
looking creatures gvith small, police-dog heads—atid one had
his supper while the,other watched. Just as they,started to
trade positions, the village dog came back on the run, snarling
and growling, and the jackals fled® The dog, proving that he
was not only a gluttén but selfish to boot, picked half-heartgegly
at the meat® but finally left as a squadron of crows kept
buzing the carcass, eader to sit down. X

It is just cEossibh: thae we stumbled on a partial answer
to, that age-old question, of the *flaturalists: ,“How does a
vulture discover his ®meal?” The argument,has been going
something like fl’lis,' “He discovers it by sight. Hesflies high,
has ineredible eyesight and finds his carrion by soaring in

-the sky.” The other school,of L‘hought cites case after case
where vultures have gathered before an animal died, then
waited for the feast. “Smell,” they say, “‘and some supernatur#.
power®beyond explanation accoynt for the vulture’s strange
ability to find carrion.”

There 2re three types of vulture in India: ‘the long-bflled,
the white-backed and 'tpe black or king. We saw all three
several times everysday, rgsting in trees like a convention of
undertakers, scrabbling at something dead on the ground, or
soaring gracefully in the sky. Several times we had arrived
to sit up over a Rill and ha the vultures come in and®spypil
most of the bait.-But—and this may be knewn tornaturalists,
though I had never read it-.-—the crows were always the first
in, and it seemed to be their coarse, swearing calls and the

.



146 FORESTS OF 'THE NIGHT

racket they made that brought the vultures. Onte, to prove
a point, we placed the entrails from a kill in the road a
hundred ‘vards from’the dak bangalow. We hall seen a tree-
ful of white-backed valtures nd more than a quarter of a mile
from where we placed the entrails. Would they with their
great eyesight, smell or whatever talent they had for finding
the dead, discover it first, or would the crows? The crows
were‘on it in five minutes; it took almost another ten for the
vultures to wake up to the fact"that their black brethrcn Jhad
made a find.

Here, now, at the kill the paxr of*tigers had made, the
crows had ‘arrived, making a noise like a bunch of delinquents
in a streef ﬁght “"The long-billed vultures came next, sitting
cautiously in the trees; then the white-backed hovered over
the crows; then the big, bold black birds, the'kings, called
thar because they drive all other'vulturés from a kill, came
and landed on the ground beside the buffalo. 7t was almost
dark when all of them scattered and fwo hyenas came loping
in, scood and stared at our tree; then; /aughing weirdly,
galloped off. King vulturéd were now in the free with us, so
close that we could see the scaly, naked Ted of their necks and
the 011y Elack feathers glistening. Rao stopd 4nd Waved his
hgh in the darkening dusk and they got clumsily <nto the
air and flew away. The crows made a tight circle in the:
sky, growing higher and tighter until they were gone from
view.

Now it was rat (night), the time for tigers to walk from
their jungle. Our routine was well established: sit quietly,
alerily, and wait for the light to gn on the kill; wait for the
sound of the cracKing of bones, the rending of flesh; then
steady youmclf and get set to aim carefr'lly, calmly, for one
shot would be all you would have. We had organized this
shooting so that I would take whichever cat was farther away
and ‘Mary Lou, using the .308 %ith the exXpanding silvertip
bullet, would try for a heart-shot on the nzarer tiger. This,
in case they both returned to the buffalo.

“The-only thing wrong with this procedure was that it was
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silent berotx There was nothni down thcre. The tedium of *
sitting high in the tree with your®limbs stiffening, the ghought
that no tiges would come, ghat this efdeal wo be for
nothing, caused a jingling impatience, and it was all I could
do to muster enough will-power to sit sﬂemly Again I give
it to Mary Lou. She took it without*a grimaceé or a bad word.
There were wellsprings of power and patience in her that I
had never known exxste& and I thought what a good «hinfy
(or bad deperaling upon the peint of view and what happened)
it Would be if every man could take his woman into the wald
jungles to find out what made her tick, e

If it hadpY't been for the presence of Mary Low, I had to
admit to myself I probably would hive made the nzachan sits
much shorter. But this one was nearly over. These tigers we
had been sitging up for were outsmarting us; only one, the
first 8ne days age, had *returned and® that one hadn’t
approached ghe kill or _given us the chance to make a shot.
Raq, looked at his watch and said, “Five to ten. The j jeep will
be coming for us soon.” He snappcd his rifle safety on and so
did we. Suddenly he said, “T'll giwe one last flasi®for good
lutk,” and qulckly theew the ligltt on the klll

Standipg bgreath us, about twenty-five yards from our
tree wag a big lecpard, his eyes Jshining like topaz. He hagln t
.pald any attention to the dead duffalo. He was stalkmg us.
As soon as the light flashed, fié started running. I had trouble
finding the safety in the dark but finally shoved it off, got the
rifle®on him, and moving with his blufring shape, shot. Rao
followed with the light, as he disappeared into the jungle.
A loud wagling awo-ooh! came and Rao said, “He is hit. I have
heard leopards make thit spuncheforc ot

“The hell he is hit, Raol” I said. ”That wasn't a .22 I
was firing. That was a .458 slug, 510 grains, spinning along
at 2,125 feet a second, delivering a muzzle energy of 5,110 foot
pounds——" o ®

“Nevertheless,”” Rao said stubbornly, “I have heard that
cry before, and I know it as the death mll of the leopard i

“T’ll bet you twenty rupee# you're wrongl 4
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“You'vegota betl i '

“Mavbe you hit him and’the bullet was travellmg so fast
that it went right ‘hrough, didn’t expand, and the leopard
was able to move out of sight.” Mary Lou said.

“If I hit him with the .458, there would be a hole big
enongh to drive the jeep through.”

“You are underestimating your skill;” Rao said.

- “Ch, no, I'm not. That was a surprise; my safety was on,
the light was poor, the leoparc was travelling®at full spccd
I've got plenty of alibis to cover me.” » *

“Then why the Lowl?” ] o ‘

“I don’t know. You're the shikari.” S

“I'm happy to hear that. He howled because hc was hit.”

In the ‘distance we could see the llghts of the jeep. It
stopped about fifty yards away and Rao stood aip shouting,
“Don’t get out. There is a wounded leopazd here! We Will sit
uritil dawn. Come for us then.” Turning to me, he said, “I
am certain that the animal is hit, ard I don’t want to.risk
the lives of any of my men askmg them to come closer. The
_ most daxfgerous animal kaown is a wounded Jeopard in the
'dark.” g s

Now he had me off balance, but I felt cettdin that.I hadn't
hit that streakmg black and gold shape. “'So we sit all night
agaan "

“Look at it this way. Perhaps the tigers will visit us.’

“Besides,” Mary Lou said, “you are weicome to leave. I'n
even put the rope ladder down for you.” .

Rao laughed. “I think you hit the animal on the spot or
just behind the spot where you always aim, that left shoulder,
and it passed completely tidrough aim. I think that He
travelled maybe fifty yards into the ]dngle and died.”

“But you're not sure he died?"”’

“No. They are surprisingly strong animals. He could have
Stlous h life left to kill anyone; who getsudown from this
trée.’

No one got down until morning when the jeep came with
Pathak, Sampat, waang, his guard, and Shobharam.
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“Thank God for Shobharain,” I said. “At least we gan try
to track the animal now and I can collect my bet.”

Shobharams had an old English Purdey$hotgun, t:ie correct
weapon when stalking a wounded leopard, and we started
the hunt immediately. I walked over to where I had shot
at the cat. There was a bloody splotch on a trée stump.

“He staggered and fell here,” Rao said. ““This is good! \Ve
have a Blood spoor to follow.” -

With Shobharam and his-shotgun leading the way, me
next and Rao bringing up the rear, we went into the jungle.
It was quiet, with a slight ‘morning breaze moving the tall
rusa grass gnd touchmg the leaves into motion.eEvery few
feet there was blood'Every few feet we stépped and looked
carefully around. Evel'y swaying movement of a blade of grass
could be the wounded leopard waiting to spring. This was not
my idta of the way to start a morning. Fhen, Rao, twisting
his head to the right, said, “I think I see*him!”” Shobhardm
and,I stiffened, holding our guns in the direction Rao indi-
cated. Slowly we advanced and suddenly, there was the, cat.

He lay in a dump of dried yellow grass, almost‘blending
with it. He was an enormous male—and he was dead. He
had beep shog mear the heart and the .458 had completely
pcnetrgted I couhitéd the yards back to where Mary Lou and

.the jeep waited. It was just under sixty yards. It had ‘taken

us a long twenty minutes to stalk that distance. Everything
Rao Naidurhad said had been almost one-hundred-per-cent
corrécts This was a shikari. I counted oiit twenty rupees with-
out saying a word. Rao took themi’ without a word.

“That was quite a shot wnh the leopard moving that fast,”
Mary Lou said. o . "

“That,” I said, "really was lucL 73

“I can never forget that cry,” Rao said. “It.is the death
call of the leopard. I didn’t think that I was mistaken.”

“Glad you weren't,” Mayy Lou said. “It wouldn’t have
been healthy walking around in‘ that heavy stuff with®a
wounded leopard waiting for you. As it was, I thought you

were never coming out. I v.as just getting ready to_stir up
9
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the bpys and come after you \wvhen you })opped>c>‘ut of the
jungle.’y, {

The 1ide back was a triumph, with people in Dhega
stopping us and showing great-glee at the sight of the leopard
on the bonnet, touching its paws, pulling its ears, but politely
not mentioning our lack*of luck with the pair of tigers that
had killed their buffalo. - : _

A dozen langurs swung and gibbered in trees as they saw
the leopard tied to the hood, and followed us’a ways along
thz road, scolding the dead cat. The staff, of course, Was lined
up at the dak, but-this time with anxious expressions. They
knew that we had sat up waiting to track what they thought
was a wounded leopard, and being old-timers in this business
of tracking killer cats, or serving those who did, they were
relieved when they saw eweryone was present and all right.

Two villagers were waiting for us when we got out'of the
jeep, men who helped stake the baijts and bwild machans.
‘There always seemed to be someone waiting with a message,
someone there to ask us to do something. I was looking forward
to some much-needed resi-and anything that Jooked like an
interruption was unwelcome. “Another emergency? We miéht
as well belong to a fire department!” “ e .

Rao smiled. He, too, was tired. But we were his,clients
and by damn he was going to see that we got our money's,
worth. “Both bad and good news,” he said.

“Well, give me the bad first, then we cdn enjoy the good.”

‘“You know that bison that Mr. Maddox shot at»and I
thought he had missed? He has been found.”

“You call that bad news?” .

“Yes, there is orly half of him. Apparently Mr. Maddéx
did hit him and he was dragged down by our tiger. One tiger
could never kill the great gaur. He had to be wounded. These
men have located the Kkill, built a machan and we are going
to siv up and wait for the tigerdo return te his feast. By my
calendar this will be the last chance you have to get a tiger
here. By tomorrow_this one will be moving out of this block
to make his twenty-five-mile circle.”



’

.Q"
9
FORESTS OF THE NIGHT . k31
~

“You have that news thingtwisted,” Mary Lou saidj “You i

should have given the bad riews of sitting up in a ¢nachan
first, then totd us about the‘bison. M»“Scott doesn’t think
sitting in a machan is good news at all.” : .

“I didn’t think you knew,” I said bitterly. _

“Oh, this won't be so bad,” Rao said. “Then we caa try
stalking blue bull and go for the most beautiful antelope in
the world, the black buck. We can even drive,the kachurasla
at night in thé jeep Jooking for the sloth bear.”

“This will all have to cogie pretty fast, since we're*abut
L

due to leavc;,".l said. *

“There s still sime. I did forget, howeyer, to “tell you of
another fast sport, that of shooting jungle fowl on,the wing.
It is said that they are even smarter and more difficult than
peacogk.” * y 2

“If they're rougher than the peacock, we aren’t going.to
establish any®hiny new bag records.”

“Chicken in the roough." Mary Lou said, “jungle-style.
Probably Motisirﬂgﬁ is thé only person who really knows how
to-handle thera and then.only when he has them cornered in
a pot in his kit(;hen.’.’ 2

The two viflagcrs who had brought the news of the bison
hal asked to ride a ways with us. One of them carried a

'small, slatted bainboo box, which he held as if*it contained

the Hope diamond, About five miles from the bungalow, Rao
stopped the jeep near a roadside altar. It was made of rough
grey stone and shaped like a Christian roadside shrine, ‘but
there was no deity in the centre, other than a large stone
printed aobright red. ‘;They are making an offering to their
god in the hope that you'will get the tiger,” Rao said.

Both men knelt”before the altar. The slatted box was
opened and a live fluffy yellow chick was removed and placed
in the centre of the altar. Both men touched their foreheads
to the ground in a fast, jerky movement, then brf)ught their
heads up, repcatfng this several times. !

“This is the first time I Lave seen the Villagers make this

<
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offerivg for a shikar client,” Rap said. “You havcrdgne some-
thing tiat pleases them.” ¢ -

Asking Rao to thank them kindly for us, we left before °
they made the sacrifice of killing the ghick for their god, and

drove off toward the hills, .
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 5

THe Satpura Range is a continuous chain of thickly forested
hills, intersected by a narrow plain some fifteen miles across
which Slopes gently toward the Narbada Rjver. Flowing "
northward from thee hills, several smaM tributary streams
"knife the .plam in silvery slashes. Lush green°doob grass
grows beside the stfeams, giving ‘muéh ©f the region the
deceptive, almost civilized look of a well-tended pasture. The
Bori Ranges where we were on shikar, is part of the Satpura
whicli covers the southetn half of thé State of Madhya
Pradesh. Owr bison was northward in the hills, very close
to she bald peak we ¢buld see from our dak—a peaL called
Suryadeo by the jungle people.

_As we droye higher, the land°began to hghten, thc trees
were fewer and ther® were swatches of hip-high grass, brown
now and treaelersifs to walk in because of the natural cover
it afferded anytflmg but the big, black bull bison. It,had

- been in this country that Dap Maddox had shof at his bison,
keenly dlsappomted that he had missed. The bison or the
gaur, especially tHe solitary bull, is a dangerous animal with
a pai? of widespread, scxmltar-sharp horns, sometimes as
thick as thirty inches at the base, a brute body that can weigh
more than two thousand pounds and a speed and aglhty
amazing in an animaf pf- that"size. Technically, the gaur is
the world’s largest px, and the cliché “strong as an ox’ ' palls
beside the feats that are credited to him. Elephants have
been known to flee from an enraged gaur, and even the
leopard will not"attack hirfi. It takes a pair of wise, s'kil}ed
tigers to cut one down, and this is seldom done. ;
So this great beast, or part of a beast—lying in the grass
about eighty yards from our machan in a semul, a- big red
133
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cottorwood tree—was legitimately Dan Maddms but his
shot had_ not felled it; he had not known it was wounded and
hadn’t trailed it down. { *

«But the tiger knew. Our tiger trailed it, and it provided
him with enough food for several days. This, then, was the
reascn he hadn’t been attracted to our baits during the past
several nights. It was just freakish bad luck.

And what happened next was also just freakish bad luck,
a bad break in timing. We had driven quietly, leavmg the
jeep zbout a half mile from the machan, and we' hadn’t
uttered a word as'we all stood there looking at the great
animal that had been pulled down and partially eaten by
the tiger. Suddenly, q‘uicfly, Rao touched me on the shoulder
and turned his head slightly; his darting brown eyes gave
me urgent direction. ‘ ’

There looking above the grass—grass that came to my hips,
indicating at a glarice how enormous.he was—stood a black
and gold tiger, his straight-up ears twitching. Exctpt for'the
movement of the ears and a noise he ,made, he stood
sculpturesquely still, fearful symmetry without motion. The
noise was a deep ahhh-hhh, a moan, alnlost a cough.

Even in that dreadful instant a few classic words from some
long-ago classroom flashed across my mind: “Do you-know
what fear is> No ordinary fear of insult, injury, or death,
but abject, quivering dread, a fear that dries the inside of
tiie mouth and half of the throat, fear that makes you sweat
on the palms of the hands. and gulp in order to keep the
uvula at work. This is fine Fear—a great cowardice, and must
be fult to be appreciated. ...” I was appreciating it, gulping
like a goldfish, and ‘my hands werz beaded with sweat.

We were in a lost position, almost a hundred yards from
the tree and the safety of the machan. In a few quick bounds
the tiger could be among us, sweeping his great paws. It
would have to be one shot, and it would have to kill him—
dead. Or else we would be. Now, suddenly the three of us
had rifles a. our shoulders. It was a long shot, at least three
hundrec yards. I had no scope on the .458, and all I could
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see clearlyywas his great head; the rest of his body as golden
as the grass wasn’t in good view# Rao’s Mauser wasn't scoped,
and Mary Leu’s .308 wasn't énough weapon to kill an animal
the size of that tiger unless she hit in the brain or the heart.
Even then his charge could kill one of us.

Agam the tiger moaned, a borie- chxllmg sound, turned °
and in one sudden, graceful movement was gone in the bir,
the tall grass. PSS

Rao brokes the silence. “Thank you,"” he said fervently,
“fdr not shootihg. I doubt 1f you would have killed him with
the first shoteat that.distanice and it cowld have meant one

"of two thihgs. Bpth bad. He would have charged, or we

»

would have to trail Rim and finish himoff™”

It took a while for my throat to moisten up again and my
breathmg te get back to normal, so I said nothing. Mary
Lou as pale and quiet. ‘There really Wasn't much to say.
Now we knew how geath in the jungle arrived, sxlenqu.
deadly, without warning. We had been coldly close to it in
those few mmutgm Roxbury, Connecticut, and our poaceful
150 acres haq never scemed so €ar away.

“W-hy, why, wasehe ‘here?””” Mary Lou suddenly asked.
“At four o'dlolik=id the afternoon? I thought gigers were
nocturnal?” ° °

“Let’s get to the maghan,” *P said. “We can,talk Lhere

Without answering, Rao started a dogtrot for the red semul
tree. We followed—faster than any of us had shinnied up te.a
machan since we had been on shikar. .

“It was his treasure. Enough ‘meat for several days,” Rao
said, answering Mary Lou's guesnon “I suppose he «ame
to see that it was all rfght. ' s

“And that noise,” I said. "It was like a death rattle.”

“Tigers make a \anety "of noises,” Rao said» “All of them
have a prease meaning and all the jungle cfeatures know
what it is. In my twenty yedrs I think that I've learned; too.’

“The ‘Master Word’ of the jungle,” Mary Lou said shakily,
still a bit broken up.

“There is such a thing, I believe,” Rao said, smxlmg, ) &
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too, have read Kipling. Often he made good sense, «nd usually
he had *his facts straight. Arimuls do communicate, I think.
But the sounds the “tiger makes are all differerx, all have a
meaning. ‘That is my belief anyway.”

Right then I didn’t have machan muscles: right then the
' boles,of the tree platform felt firm and secure; right then
I could sit up in the red cottonwood tree as long as anyone.
There were no complaints. But there was a question. Mary
Lou asked it, 3 -

“Is there a chance that the tiger will come back?” *

“An off-chance. I don’t think so. But let’s watch carefully
just in case he decides to inspect his bison again. Mean-
time I'll tell you 4 little about that moan.” His voice, always
soft and well-modulated, was just above a whisper and we
had to strain a bit to hear. . 2 S

“The tiger moans when he is disappointed or displeased;
also to warn animals that he is approaching. The striped one
doesn't like to surprise animals like an old she sloth bear
with young, napping wild boar, or a pair-of panthers in the
~ bush. All animals fear aidsrespect the tiger. But he doesn’t
like useless combat, so he gives that warning sound. I had
one moan just a few months ago to show-ius displeasure at
the rope I had used to tie a bait to a tree. He killed the
bullock, but couldn’t break the strong rope so he stood back -
and moaned. He did eat some of the kill, but he was put
ot because he couldn’t have his own way. Mates will moan
to let one another know location. Knowing this saved my life
once when I was trapped between two tigers and didn't
realice it until I heard the moans. They also use that moan
to spook animals. A tiger will mozn, driving the sambar or
chital into the waiting tiger-mate’s jaws. This one that we
saw obviously was annoyed at seeing us around his bison.

“They also make that sambar-like bark, called ‘pooking’
by soine. You remember hearing this one night? They are
mate-calling, either to tell where they are, or where a fresh
kill is. Sometimes they will make a loud roar just to vent
their gond feelings, or roar in peevish rage. The two sounds

L]
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are differuat. They will also cough, much like a humzn with
a cold. This is done to frightzn an animal like a civetcat or 2
hyena awaydrom the tiger’s kill. Some ‘niss to warn animals
from a kill. I have also heard-a tiger whistle. I was on a drag-
trail once and heard a distinct whistle. I later discovered that
it was made by the tiger who had carried his kill info the
jungle and whistled to attract his near-by mate. (R
“But the most vivid, ‘unforgettable sounds are the terrible
roars the tiger makes when he is about to charge. He la.shes
hi3 tail*up and down, not sideways the way American WIeters “
claim, and he gives aut this series of short, barking roars, S0

“I'll never forget ‘that moan!" Mary Léu said. “Let’s dub
this the Maddox-Moz;an‘iger. It was Maddox’s darn old bison
that caused ¢he whole thing.” & i

“Will you fire your .458 twice, please?” Rao asked. "Lff s
signal the jeep and refurn to the dak. I think this tiger will
noscome back tonight.” g

It was dusk when weogot back to the dak and Raoeasked
us if, after dinner, we would like“to make a try for a sloth
bear, driving the jee) élong forest roads on the of!’.chance
that we.might i ‘one of the shaggy creatures. As time e
runping out, we agreed, although we were both tired
and still somewhat shaken by the Maddox-Moan-Tiger
experience. ; :

“.T'he méhwa is falling,” Rao said, “‘and the bears will ?a_e
out ‘eating the flowers on the ground. It is one of their
favourite foods, and sometimes they eat so much that .they
seem to become intoxicated. I've seen two of them,=in a
mohwa grove in Marth,. stagéer'mg and rolling around on
the ground as if they had been struck crazy.” Rao was refer-

- ring to the fleshy, sweet calyx that falls from the tree in late

February or early March and is vatted in a primitive way

and fermented ifito a peppéry-potent alcoholic drink. =
Dan Maddox, who had typically made a thorough study

of Indian animals and talked with members of his Shikar-

Safari Club about various techniques of shikar had told -us
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‘about 'the sloth bear. I don’t think he took one, bft he was

impresied and had given us a vivid description. I think that
he might have be:a free-quoting from Bramder's Wild
Animals ini Central India, but I'm not certain. If so, he mixed
up the quotes with his own inimitable language.

“It’s an old jungle sayin’,” he said, “that you never can
tell what a sloth bear will do. A creature of impulse, he makes
up his mind to do something and as quickly changes it. Like
a woman critter. They tell me-that instances where man is
attacked, except when an old she- bear is proté’ctmg ler clibs
or thinkin’ that she is, are due to sudden impulses, not a

planned hatred or anything like that. Buf there is an-

interestin’ case of an oid she and two half-grown cubs
terrorizing Chanda for over two months, kxllmg and maiming
over fifteen people. They tell me that he can’t see too well,
can’t hear very good, and only hasea fair sense of smell."That
being the case, when he runs into a man in theswoods, he is
surprised, probably didn’t even know<he was there until, he
sees him, then he right away charges, knecks the guy down,

~ tears the tOp of his head-off and then beats it. |

“Not like the cats, he doesii’t know anything “about natural
camouflage, or concealing himself. He e .n’t.crouc,h, hide,
then slink off like the tiger does. If the tlgcr reacted like the
bear he would be fifty per cent more dangerous—-

At this point, back -in Nagpur, Marjoriec Maddox had

interrupted. “Good crawlin’ gravy, Dan’el you'ré beginnin’
to saund like my old socialogical perfesser, and he didn’t
know anythin’ either!”

After beating her with a couple of carefully selected
adjectives, Maddox £nished off on the sloth bear. “I read of 4t
least three hundred attacks in the Central Provinces of the

kind I just recited. The uncertainty of the animal, the kind .

of fickleness ¢f character—nope, that hasn't caught it either

- —the*unpredictableness, if there is such a sword, makes the

sloth bear (according to all the authorities I've read and
talked with) the most dangerous character an unarmed, and
in some cases even armed, man can meet in the jungle. And

1
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if they buiome vmous, as some of them do, they make ita
career to follow and attack mam——"

“Nightmares, too, aren’t they, Dan'el?” Marjorie asked.

“Probably the Bowery Bum of the jungle,” Dan said.
“Messy, long hair, especially on the shoulders, with two long
tufts on the back. He's blackish grey, has a white horssshoe-
shaped spot on his chest and an old-man greyish face, creepy
hairless circles around ‘nis eyes, dead-grey lips that stick dut
like a pout, a}]d claws that sloot out four inches on the front
fect. A®nasty fella. Watch out if you go after him...." ¢

We were after, him. It was dark this night with a high,
silver coin, but not light-giving moon, and Tiwang, his guard
Sardarkhan, Pathak and Rao all seemed somewhat glum as
we took offcin the jeep. Rao had told us that this was the
first time he had. failed on tiger, and the other three were
sharing his disappointment.

‘“Don’t feel like that, Rao,” I said, “we are not here as
tiger hunters. We tame to look over the whole situation, live
in the jungle. get to know the pedple, the tcrram, find out
what all the sportmg aspects are like. Matter of fact, I've
been getting boti With sitting up for tigers anyway, and this
dnvmg for bear will be a welcome change. We had 2a bad
break in that hison, and in_al fairness we didn’t gwe you
enough time. We should stay at least another ten days if we
want to get a tiger. Both Maddox and Carty had at least two
weeks on us. If we could take the time I'm certain that we
would have a tiger apiece. But we've got to move on and
do some ether kind of hunting in another part of the country
soon.” e ¢

“What you say ig true, ' Rao said. “But I especually wanted

. you and Mrs. Scott to take a tiger from this section with me

"

handling the shikar.”
“We'll be batk anotheryear. This isn't the end of our

shikar experience!”
At that he brightened. “We'll plan it well next time. More
time. Less variety of game. Mostly the cats.” -
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But even with the pep talk he wasn't h°appy ad we were
riding with a bunch of shikar-party-poopers as we started off
to look for sloth beaw or anything else classed as night-shoot-
ing vermin that we might <hance across. We went to
Unchabari, having the illusion that we were going through
some kind of weird, earthen tunnel as we drove the sunken
road through the village, stopping to get the gaon and two
of his helpers to guide us through “jungle they supposedly
were familiar with. ¢ < P

We.got off the regular route and took a nirrow, twisting
one, full of large rocks that we had to dodge by-actually leav-

ing the road, putting the jeep in four-wheel dtive, nearly’

toppling over sideways several times. “/A short cut,” Rao
said, “to a grove of mohwa trees where there may be
bca.r." o °

Like all short cuts, this jungle one eventually ended up
being much longer- than the old diregt way. The road kept
getting narrower and more difficule to navigate. Txees
loomed out of its centre. The village forese guard was with us
and in his English thac rgn backward, somewhat like the
stylized sentences of Time magazing, he said, “This way we
go." The gaon shook his head, indicatingsazitswe should go
another. This at the first crossing of roads. We togk the
gaon’s direction and soon came o a dead end and a huge
maidan. .

»We took off across the clearing, stopping to inspect the
carcass of a buffalo, gleaming whitely in the moonlight. Rao
said that it had been killed by a tiger and picked clean as
ivory, by vultures. There was no road on the otherside. The
conversation went like this: ~ gt 2

“We should back up, then left turn.” ,

“We go ahead anyway. There is a road somewhere.”
“No, retura to the village and begin again 4

I said. “Gentlemen, I take it we're lost?""

After driving around the large maidan several times, we
found two Indians, evidently camped for the night. After
much palaver they apparently cleared up the situation and
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we were Buck on a road that lay as straigfit as a spear in the

moonlight and seemed to be going somewhere.

That somewhere was the mohwa grove. I could smell it as
we approached, perfuming the night air like an atomizer.
We stopped the jeep, cut the motor and made a slow, careful

stalk, some three hundred yards t6 the grovc. ... Suddenly *

Mary Lou pointed.

A large black shape 4nd two smaller ones moved quicKly
under the trees like a family gathering hickory nuts. An
addlt bear and two cubs were eating the fallen flowers dike °
crazy, obhwous of everythmg else in the world. It would

“have been.a sxmpJe matter to stand there and pick them all

off in the moonlight! I could see the whité blaze on the she-
bear’s big chest clearly

“No," Mazy Lou saxd softly. “Let's go bacL

“I'm with you,” I said.

Rao looked at us, then smiled and wé& went back to the
jeep where he apparéntly had quite an argument with the
other Indians. Pathak assusual sat behind the whecl saying
nothing, but he smiled at us, no:‘dmg his head in’ approval

It took about two hours to get back to the.vdlagc. stopping :

for about tem mmutes on the way, while Rao pointed out
a small wild boar standmg at the edge of a thicket of young

- sal trees. “Shoot it, please, far, these people,” he said to me. It

fell without movement, hit in the heart region with a 180-
grain slug from the .308. Sitting on the pig in back of the
jeep, the Indians from Unchabari chattered happily all the
way home.

“You very much they thank,” the forest guard kept saying
to me. “Forgiven you "Ax& the Eears o

On the way back to the dak Rao explained that he had

.understood why we didn’t want to shoot the sbear and her

cubs, but that the gaon from Unchabari had béen completely

o

mystified, then d@ngry. He $aid that the bear was dan'gerous ‘

and probably would attack and kill some of his people
Besides his village needed the meat.
“And it could be that he was right,” Rao sald. ““But you
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are the clients. In’ addmon, I'm afraid that I aé?ced with
you."

“I suppose that *I'm snlly, but that bear *didn't look
dangerous,” Mary Leu said. ‘it would have been too easy.
I never would have forgiven myself.”

“I didn’t want a bear inyway,” I sdid. “That is unless he
was a charging bear.”

“Brave talk,” \/Iary Lou said. “Besides you mng\t have
gotten your wish on that. And it'might nog have-becn a happy
experience.”

“It wouldn’t bef’ Rao said. ““The- sloth bear 1s extra-
ordinarily strong and most difficult to kill, In nizany ways I
think he is hardef td kill than even thé tiger. He's covered
with that ('iueer hair that throws you off; sometimes you hit
hair and not body. And I bave seen a sloth bearcharge after
being hit in a vital ‘tegion, charge‘over one hundred yards -

“Sometimes it gives you a good fcelmg nbt to pull a
trigger,” Mary Lou said. .

I don't think Motisingh and the boys-as. the dak. agreed
after hearing the story, for their expressions were on the
heavy side, but they all bnghtened whin Rao said that we
would go after blue bull in the mormﬁgﬂ"’Apparently blue
bull,appealed to them. I know it did to the village elder who
approachcd Rao just after dinne~, asking if we had made a
kill and if there was any meat for the village. He was a skinny
old gent with a waist so slim that it couldn’t quite hold up
his Isincloth, which he kept hitching up with his lefe hand
as he talked, smiling and showing about three betel-stained
teetk., o

Rao laughed heastily at the old feliow, translating for us
while the villager stood there smnlmg, pointing at his three
teeth and shaking his head. :

“He says to tell the sahib to shoot a young, blue bull, not
one of the old ones. His teeth an't manage an old bull.”

We laugted at the charming old character and told Rao
to tell him that we’d bring him a nice tender nilgai.

We had been to the village often during mealtime and had
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seen that “sheat, sometimes several inferidr millets, juar, are
cooked mashlike, eaten hot befere the Indian goes into the
field to work, taken cold at noon; in°fhe evening. the hot
meal usually was kodonkutikisboiled riee or broken-up wheat
mixed with green vegetables. Armed only with crude spears
and axes, or using ineffective traps dnd nets, the villagess had
little opportunity to kill the fast horned game, or even jungle
fowl or’ peafowl. “Nothfng stands still in the jungles Coh-
sequently meat was scarce. Afthough I like to think that the
chéerfulpeople of Bori liked Mary Lou and me, for ourselves,
I'm forced tosrecord shat they looked upon us as providers,
"and, as such, would do anything in their power t help us.

Twenty-five were lined up in front of thé dak, volunteering
to go after blue bull with us. Rao narrowed it down to four,
selecting husky young men who avould be in charge of the
detail of dragging.the blue bull back to the jeep if we were
lucky enoughito get one; Shobharam and®Pathak, Rao, Mary
Low and myself completed the larder-party. 4

I had done a Jittle bening on Indian game animals and
knew a few facts about the blue bull or nilgai, the largest
antelope in Asia. Actually, found only in India, it is confined
to the base of tiiceHimalayas as far south as Mysore, to the
eastern Punjab, "G‘iljerat and nthe North-west Proviq;es. It

-isn’t found in eastern Bengal, Assam, anywhere east of this,
or on the Malabar coast or Ceylon.

The bull nilga: is large and clumsy-looking, without azy
of thesgrace of an antelope, his one virtue being that he can
run at high speed over rough ground. Oddly shaped, with
high withers and drooping quarters, the length of his ody
is 63 feet from nose td yump with a 19-inch tail. A big bull
can scale over 600 pounds. The mature animal is dark bluish
grey, with a whité ring above and below each fetlock; his
entire underside is spotless white. Grazing and browsing
animals, they lie the grassy places. or sparse forest edges.
And people who- know have told us that, as table fare, they
rank with the finest beef from a corn-pampered Hereford.

We were headed for an area where there was a huge grassy

0
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maidan, supposedly a morning grazing area for lue bulls.
“I like that .308 you are carrying,” Rao said. “But I don't
know if it is enougle-gun for the blue bull. He 4s a powerful
animal arid I'm not.sure that he isn’t the toughest of all
to bring down.”

“I've used this on elk Successfully,” I said. “I believe that
maybe it packs more wallop than you think."”

 Werking on the premise that blie buli would definitely
be there, we decided to park the jeep—leavi ing the Indians
and Mary Lou, who wanted to sit this one out—make "the
stalk and take onesanimal out of the herd. -

Rao was right as he is in nearly all of his jungle prog-
nostications. The‘herd of about a dozen animals wzs there,
the sun striking their slaty blue hides, some grazing, some
prancing around like ponies. We were about a thousand yards
from them, wilking carefully up a narrow footpath that
apparently led to the edge of the maidan, whea Rao stopped
and for the first time since I had known him I saw slear
fright in his eyes. His voice tremhled “Stop! Dont move
another st2p! We must go back

“Back? Why?” ' ¢

He just pointed at a salei tree that st66d.alsout one hundred
yards dead ahead of us. It was a common tfee, an olibanum,
and it had its roots partialiy ~twisted around some out-,
croppings of gleaming black basalt rock. I was puzzled at
Rao’s fright, then looking up half-way toward tlie trée-top I
saw, them: the busy, furious, terrible, wild black bees of
India, Kipling's “Little People”, that he considered the most
deadly things in the jungle. Why he called them little people
I'll never understard, these looked as big as humming-birds
and now, suddenly, they were making a frightful, buzz-saw
racket. We both turned and ran. °

We ran at top speed for at least three hundred yards, and
then,'walking fast, continued our rapid back-tracking to the
jetp. We were both breathing heavily and soaked in sweat
when we reached it.

Whenp Mary Lou saw us, she qmckly swung her slung rifle
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off her shoulder, éxpecting, I suppose frém our appearance,
at least three tigers close on ourvheels.

Raotdxd the talking. “We almost ran straight into a nest
of black bees, the most terrible things in these forests.” He
went on & explain that nothing could live through an attack
by the giant bees, thai he had seer the results of a black-bee
battle once where three men had died a horriblesdéath. “You
see, thére is no way of fighting them back,” ljéo_péid B, &

Rao hadn’t turned a hair when he saw thz¢ tiger standing
in%he grass watchmg us and the dead bison, but now & could
see that he had had a distinct shock. Hehadn’t expected the

* bees. And, the thopght of what could have happened if we had

both ¢gntinued walking, even now, months later, as I type
these words, gives me the cold shakes. An obit rcadmg “Big

game sportsman clawed to death, by tiger,” isn’t a bad wa§ == =

to be‘bowed out, but one saying that the big Uger-and lcopard
man left thig planet thanks to a bunch 6f bees is something
less,than dignified and no way to go.

We got a blue bull, anyway. And the .308 Winchester did
an effectéve job. "Rao knew another grazing spot sor the big
antelopes in the opposite direCtion. It took us three more
hours apd a leng dnve, but there was our blue bull, prancing
around full of oats, young and, I hoped; tender cnough fox

. the old gent with the throe jteeth. We took some fat fillets

for our table. Blue bull, you were born to the knife and fork.
What we Had I think I could easily have managed with ene
toothpxt was that tender. ‘ e
After dinner a runner arrived from Harda with two letters,
one fromdDan Maddox, one from the courtly Shir S. N. €hib,
Director-General of the Indian Tourist Office. Maddox’s was

light and amusing: )

“I have just gotten home and have beeii at my office
long enough (o realize tnat I would much prefer facing
the tiger in the Indian jungle than the Eisenhower depres-
sion in Nashville, Tennessee. Actually, it isn't as bad as

I make it souid, but I can’t help being a little amused to

' 10
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hear all the moaning and groaning of moy business friends,

ana [ compare their living standards and the amou-at they
work with the people there where you are in*Bori jvillage. *

X think if we could put all tlie leaders of this couritry over ~ #
there for go days, we'd have less complanmng add predic-
tioms of dire calamity. ...

“9"’ » 2
Shir Chib informed us that his personal ffiend, the Colonel
His Highness Maharaja Sir Brajindra Sawgi Brijendia Smgh]x

“Bahadur Jang, Mahzraja of Bharatpur, wanted us %0 come

that even the cllectah seldem catches one.’ -

and stay with him®at his palacc and hunt ducks and .grey
{armdge We should be there in three days. Ee '

“Two thjngs more'you "must do,” Rag said. “Hunt-jungle
fowl and black buck, the fastest animal i in the world. So fast
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\  CHAPTER TWELVE

THERE is no question which came first the d':cken or the
egg as far as the junglé“fowl is concerned. Thaa W, agile,oclever
progenitor of our domestic*chicken is nurv.oer—one boy in

an§thimg he does: flying, runnmg or just setting where.you' _

can’, see him. The grey jungle fowl is twice the size of thote
‘red and gbld’ bantam cocks you see at country fairs an&
colourgd like them. “They have an iridéscént ruff and magni-
ficent colours so vivid they seem to be freshly pamted on.
In fh%ht they look like some sort of fantastic animated junglé
jewellery. They are fast; they are smart; and we didn't bag
enough to wgite three, paragraphs about them. I understand
these is in America an organization dedicated to good sports-
manship called the Brosherhood of the Jungle Cock = They
couldn’t$have selected a more aprepos symbol. ¢
"The pair of grey fjungle fowl we got after a full morning

of chasing them came out of Motisingh's currytpot chewy.
It was remarked that thé‘-l were even toe ancient and tougk
- to profit by Motisingh's hagi¢, probably so full of old age
that they might have been felled by hearts that just got tired
and gave dut rather than pellets from a twenty-guage shot-
gun, znd I was in no position to argue ‘the point. I %aztired.
Chasing thé, elusive little jungle jewels through bamboo
thckets and lantana tangle could be the roughest -wing
shooting I have tried to date.  §

We spent the 2fternoon getting our bags ready, deciding
that we would .zake advantage of Rao's offer te ride back to
Nagpur in thé jeep with him, spend the night there and get
the plane put tiie following day for New Delhi where we
would meet Shir-Chib and his staff and entrain for Bharatpyr,

But fisst, on tae day that, we were to leave, we had to get
up at two a.m.; make the long drive to the plains region,

147



148 FORESTS OF THE NIGHT

getting there before dawn so we would be in black buck
country before the animals started to move into their grazing
fields. Rao told us tiat he hadn't had a client take ¥ black
burk for two years. - V.

“As I said befgre, they are the fastest thing in Inffia. They
also cen jump twelve feet in the air, and even with a careful
stalk in this cauzery it is difficult to get close enough to make
a shot count;r; see one when he isn’t in métion. They graze
guarded by theiz harems and the does have sharp eyes. But I

fhink ‘we should meske the try. This antelope is % noble
trophy.” : o S ®

Rao remiaded me of two men: my oldsfootball coach, a

driver, who thought that it was absolutely de rigueur @ give
a fast pep talk before even a practice'game, and yet Rao had

—the smoothness of manner and the gentleness of approgch of
one of the most successful and best-liked -hotelmen in the
world, Neal Lang. They both had that coin-clcin handsome-
ness and an indefinable asset-trait that made every gestare
seemiugly one created especially to do you 4 favour. Somehow
this always* worked to their decided benefit, making you fegl
that you were in. their debt. 'Actually we were in Rao’s, for
he had worked around the clock, trying to see that we sampled
a'l of the varied huating his greer-jungles had to offer.

It could be that Mary Low artl I were somewhat overly
sentimental as we sipped hot tea laced with Dugson’s honey
at< quarter of two the morning of our last day in the jungles.
We roamisced like two old India hands who had beefi here
for twenty years and mourned leaving a land thst they loved.
It probably was silly, but we shook hands and made a pact
that we would come Dack within twe years and spend at least
a month in Madyha Pradesh and Assam. ¢ '

Even the crows were asleep in their trees vhen we started
for the plains”with Rao at the wheel this timé, Pathak and
Tiwarg in the back. Rao wanted to make time and he felt
;}Q he could push <he jeep harder than Pathak. He was right.
He drove like a Manhattan cabbie, conﬁd'&nt, fast} sure of
every foct of his road. !

-
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We were about an hour from the dak ‘when it happened:
Detrot arrived in the fastness of the jungle. We had, on
some \\f the better back-country road$, seen old Mercedes
trucks Marching by heavily loaded with bamboo. And some of
the roady were good enough for any type of vehicle. These
road beds were formeéd with crushed rock that is bre%en up
by hand by the aboriginal women, and it was ZOmmonplace
to see platoons of theni on the roads every dawsocking away
at the rocks, making little dnes out of big ezies. These were
théen phced on the road bed and rolled-n With an antij:ated
steam roller.«These were the “metalled roads,” named by t\‘e
" British, LSupposp, for the type of rocks used that containea
varietiss of non-pre‘clous crude metals.

But we weren’t on a*metalled road now. This was rutted
with a high crown in the centre, making it impossible, we
thought for anything but® the rugged little § jeep to navigate,
often in fops-wheel drive. We had often‘remarked about the
jeep being the perfet‘.t vehicle for shikar and how impossible
it would be to move in this country without one. e

. Now, but of the darkness behind us came twifi beams and
the moo-cow sound that could mean only one thmg A Model
T Ford. was tailing us, ,h“:mkmg for us to laywues sa it could

So shocked that we couléin't even ask questions, we watched
as Rao pulled off and the high-bonneted Model T sailed by.
Tiwang réached over and honked our horn and the Ford
stopped. We walked over to the old, open sedan:ic=was a
1929 model~driven by a short, froglike little man with a
beautifuP Jerry Colonna moustache and a sparkling pair of

rown eyes. This wa$-Dhundskah, the forest contractor for
the Hoshangabad District, and it was his job to travel the
jungle and tag the bamboo that was ready for harvesting.
Travelling o”er roads that were even difficult to walk, if ever
a man necded a four-wheel-drive jeep 1t seemed that Shri
Dhundshah was’the man. e

“Not a'tall,” e said. “I've tried everything. The only car
that can carry rie without getting stuck or breaking down is
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this 1929 Ford. It's much more comfortable than that little
object.” He swept a hand at tie jeep in contempt. r/z
In another five minutes he was in motion a’:gainé"riding
+» high in his Model T. If ever the Ford Company nee'ds a con-
vincing testimonial, it should be that thirty-yad-old car
- cruisizg the impossible jungle roads as if this were the terrain
Mr. Ford hei\i= mind when he turned out that particular
work of art’ After that encounter, if we had seen a tiger
riding a bicycle, ] don't think we would have been surprised.
“enip, 1t-Was at least twe hours more of hard driving béfore we
ached the place of plains this side of the River Narbada
and the Vindhyan Mountains that swam «dreamlike in the
distance. It was close to dawn now with 7 light that m.de you
_think you were under water. Rao sitopped the jeep. There
~ on a hummock, crouching at the sight of us, was a leopard.
As we sat there and watched that silent hunk of murder, I
believe I understood how the people ofiFrance raust have felt
when Dy. Guillotine promised the National Assembly, “Avec
ma machine, je vous fais sauter la $éte eni un clin d'oeil, et
vous ne souffrez pas.” (I'll take your head off with my’machine
in the twinkling.of an eye, and without hurting you at all.)
.o Thatawas gambeginning of “The Terror’’+in France In the
yengle, this spotted horror, the prople’s terror, was every-
where and had been there heforé ‘they were. Probably the
most effective animated guillotine in existence.
= was Mary Lou’s turn at bat. She sat, cool as usual, the
-308 acirer shoulder, stock tight against her cheek. Just Before
the rifle cracked I saw the cat crouch farther ‘down. Then
he was gone on the other side of the knoll, and* we were
out of the car after him. Bat he had disappeared. I stayed
o With the jeep and Pathak while the other three went
~ searching. - ™ ,
I was leaning against the jeep talking with Pathak when
I saw it. The cat had come back, circling behitd us, and
w-2te he was,about two hundred yards frorh me, ‘c,rouching
but moving forwaxd, seemingly almost ¢n his tomach.
Pathak v-as petrified. I had the .308 on hith fast—u!)o fast,

.
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My ljrs(t shot raising dust spirals bei'o'id him, the other,
correcied too hastily, was a little lower but not low enough.
Then i1e was gone. Hearing my shots,<Rao came on-the run,
Mary Ljpu and Tiwang close behind. « \

“Two gnisses on one cat,” Mary Lou said. “That's too
much! I can understand yours, the leopard was moving, but-
mine was almost a set-up shot. I should have hea him 4

“He" crouched“again“just as you pressed the,,.nggex;, Rao
said. “You missed by a bare fraction.” ~

““I had him in the scope clearly,” Lsaid. “I shot smpldly
too ,fast ° ¢
© “Well,”* Rao said “we aren’t out after leopards todaf,
anyway. We are hére for black buck, remember?”

We started out for thé plains again but hadn't driven five
hundred yards when Rao said,.’ Chausmgha’ Four-hornéu
antefopel = .

It was stapding about one hundred yards off the road on
the edge of a patch ©f ringal. I got out fast, sighting on it
as it hroke into a‘peculiar lope, headed for the trees.-At the
shot it j&@mped ahead turned to-the left and felk!

Brown, with coatse hair somewhat like that of a white-
tail deer, wexghmg probably fifty or sixty pounds the animal
had posterior horns of a®out four inches, anteriors of under
- two inches. It. could be“the rarest antelope in existence,
occurring only in a few placcs in India. It looked like the
little Afritan duiker, so well known to men on safari out
meat'hummg for camp. But four pleces of bone“iiltzd this
animal intosthe rare class. It was destined for Campbell’s
museum~in Watertown and the oglings of the children of
Connecticut. “ae 3 ~

We loaded it in back and got going again, driving rapidly,
for we still haa some distance to go. Then we came to a
place where the thick jungles were cleanly cut off as if by a
hoe, and there was just a scattering of trees, sort of a last,
defiant gesture of the jungle before the flat civilization of the
plains. There wvas still a gauzy quality to the halflxgnt of
dawn. ‘We were on time. The antelopes would be stirring,
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moving into the grazing grounds and if we were luclly, we
would arrive at about the same time they did. it
Rao had turned thorwheel over to Pathak and he wgs glass-
ing, the country with my Bausch and Lomb bmocqars Fat
Tiwang in back was closcly scanning the counma;ﬁde The
word came from him: “Therel” Rao stopped the jeep and
he and 1 g. ., out, moving quietly, carefully. The herd of
‘ancelopes, ab'lut seven, were at least ‘a thousand yards off to
our right, grazing like cattle, s\.emmgly oblivious of every-
__#hmg but the grass they were cropping. s
‘z ~This was a hunching down, then a creeping, then a hands-
d-knees approach. We worked to within threé. hundred
yards when they seemed to explode, leaping ten feat into
the air in a series of quick bounds that took them another
~mity yards away. They stoad for an instant looking at us,
not long enough for uas to sight, then they were gone, moving
faster than anything I have ever seen on four Jegs.
“The does saw movement,” Rao sax& “I thought we were
out of.sight, but something was wrong,” ’ X
Pathak a.d Tiwang met as with the jeep as,we &ame out
of the clearing, and we drove another five miles before we
stopggp a,g'g,x), This time I had the glasaes and I spotted
them, picking up the creamy coats, ¢ “te chocolate-brown backs
and the tall, _twisting horns,, Without a ward, I took the .
glasses from my eyes and pointed. We started for them.
These were closer, perhaps three hundred yards. \/Iary Lou,
on my lzf, took a black buck arrogantly strutting in lfront
of two does, his long horns laxd back along his apine. There
was ro chance for a stalk here and we had to be quick—
but not too quick. Again I/shot tqo, fast, and my buck, i
smaller one than the prancer Mary Lou -was levelled on,
expressed out of there. Mary Lou’s jumped high as she shot
and, for a monient, it looked as if we had both missed on this
rare, eiegant antelope. But Rao sdid suddenly, “Good shot!
. Scott got her buck.”
T e combination pf Mary Lou.and the 1[20 -grain silvertip
had workgd its magic again: the black buck, the first bagged
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in this;area in some time, was waiting for us when we got to
the ecze of the far meadow. We drove the jeep to where
he»wasx loaded him in and took off for«Bori. It was our last

day in tpe jungle. . B . ;
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moving into the grazing grounds and if we were lucl.*y, we
would arrive at about the same time they did. :')

Rao had turned the'wheel over to Pathak and &e wa, glass-
ing, the country with my Bausch and Lomb binocy4rs. Fat
Tiwang in back ,was closely scanning the countryfide. The
word ¢gme from him: “There!” Rao stopped the jeep and
he and L gx,‘,,gut moving quietly, carefully. The herd of
antelopes, aLut seven, were at least a thousand yards off to
our right, grazing like cattle, scemmgly oblivious of every-
ghing but the grass thay were cropping. v

4 This was a hunching down, then a crzeping, then a hands-
dnd-knees approach. We worked to within threé. hundred
yards when they seemed to explode, leaping ten feat into
the air in a series of quick bounds that took them another
~irty yards away. They stoad for an instant locking at us,
not long enough for ws to sight, then they were gone, movmg
faster than anything I have €yer seen on four legs.

“The does saw movement,” Rao saxd« “I thought we were
out of sight, but something was wrong.” =« _ o

Pathak aud Tiwang met as with the jeep as,we &ame out
of the clearing, and we drove another five miles before we
stopped _aggin..’This time I had the glasses amnd I spotted
them, picking up the creamy coats, t ‘e chocolate-brown backs
and the tall, twisting horns., Wikhout a ward, I took the -
glasses from my eyes and pointed We started for them.
These were closer, perhaps three hundred yards. Mary Lou,
on my-lefe, took a black buck arrogantly strutting inefront
of two does, his long horns laid back along his spine. There
was 5o chance for a stalk here and we had to be qulck—
but not too quick. Again Ishot tqq, fast, and my buck, a
smaller one than the prancer Mary Lou «was levelled on,
expressed out of there. Mary Lou’s jumped nigh as she shot
and, for a moriient, it looked as if we had both missed on this
rare, €iegant antelope. But Rao shid sudderdly, “Good shot!
Mrxs. Scott got her buck.”

ne combination of Mary Lougand the 1éo -grain silvertip
had worked its magic again: the black buck, the first bagged
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in thig;area in sortie time, was waiting for us when we got to
the ecze of the far meadow. We drove the jeep to where
heswas, loaded him in and took off for«Bori. It was our last

day in tje jungle. ¢ . v X
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

WE .ha&:ﬁlt;gl&eg paper chits with the amount of money we
wanteg to tip our staff, given one tu each as they lined up
before the bungalow. They would collect from Allwyn

_#Cooper’s Rege in"Nagpur and we would reimburse’ him by

n amount cuggested by Rao, and managed to press a token
payment into Tiwang’s hand. We also sat for a pictuzme with
the entire staff, draped in fragrant leis made of daisies and

?cque. We gave each of the villagers who hadsbeen helpful

- sweet peas. Having had the, rich experience of the train, we

-

didn’t particularly want it again, so we rode back to Nz’lgpur
in’ the jeep, which pulled a trailer jammed with Maddox’s -
trophies. Qurs weren't ready yet, so»the bewildered-syed
Chotelal was to remain behind beiling,’ salting, skinning
out. - ? .

n

It was afternoon when we got away, friving under a flat
bright sky, swith the heat now in March begiming to grow
“in intensity. The trailer loaded with antlered heads sticking
out from under the canvas, Pathak} Sampat and Fakira sitting -
with the luggage jammed in the back of the jeep, Rao neat
as always in fresh khqkis and a solar topi, ‘Mary ‘Lou and I
leaning owt, waving to the staff. : ’

They stood, faces beaming, crying, “Hip, hip, hurrah!”
with@ gusto and a unison that would put the most skilled
Ivy League cheeringssection: to shamsg.”

‘F'he sun was bouncing off the red tile of the dak bungalow,
and below in the village buffaloes were beirig milked beside
the thatched fiuts by slender, gra"ccful girls; who kept their
figures by eating little and working a lot. .
~..Bullock carts with their tremendous hapd-mad: wooden
wheels weresrattling, on the roads churning up dust, \ancient
dust grownd into a mustard colour, dust that liked the air

154
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and fizw into our faces as we passed: The drivers waved
cheeriiy and I thought with Kipling, “I have eaten your
*  bread and selt,” and felt a little sad ateleaving. Perhaps not
bread zad salt, but we had ‘eaten their young goat, called
mutton, Jrunk the precious, heavy, fatty buffalo milk and '
enjoyed the hospitality of their huts. '
Ahead of us returning to the V1llage were ib*@e herdboys
in tattered turbans, éarrying, in almost pieture-pestcard
postures, long polished bamboo rods, with which“they skil- ~
fuffly heeded about’ twenty aoglle brownna’ad white goats off the
road,so we could pass.
The jeep was qpen and the mustard dust flew: In the ﬁrst
»  half-hexr we were almost completeiy covered. If sgmeone had
run beside us and spra-yéd trying to cover every inch, they
couldn’t have done a more effective job. We passed through
beautiful valleys. wrapped in pre-evening grape-blue mist,
*= through alpest medigval villages where people stopped and
stared open-mouthede at our strange caravan. The children
ran beside us, pointingeand laughing at the antlers poking
weirdly But of the canvas. Agam, as on the train, we were
seeing India without the gloss ‘of a guided.tour, an India of
smiling, people, an India some of the profes%f;mal-rarpmg
type newsmen never see, or refuse to see.

-~ It was a long, hard,ride in,the bouncing jeep and after
four hours we stopped at a dak rest house on the outskirts of
a layge village, where the khansamah, a little brown old man
with 8kin like. dry paper, brought us warm water and soap.
Fakira, the tearer, working quickly and dexterously like one
of those dever sleight-of-hand, boys in a magic act, produced
ratub, a half-Indian,*balf-English meal, chicken, spicy rice,
native bread and crackers, 2 and somehow steaming tea. «

As we left it started to rain; this mixed with-the dust did a ,
good job. When we got to the Ashoka Restaurant in Nagpur
where Rege met us close to midnight, we were tired, muddy
messes. F.e led ¢s to a back room where there were basins == \

warm water, soap and towzls, and after a meal of beckti, a
moist, white-meated fish, and some tender sliced beef, the
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owner proudly showed us a big, chest-type Westir ghouse
freezer. He had it on display in the front of the restiurant;
it didn’t work; and ro one in the town knew how to get it
into operation, but there it stood, a masterpiece of ’Afjmerican
ingenuity and manufacturing know-how, a gleaming, white
porcelg‘;’n conversation piece. “When you come again,” the
owner sait hopefully, “it will be working and filled with all
kiads of delicacies.” He was a big, fat man who looked, in
his swarthiness, more Greek than Indian, and he loudly
ebemeaned the fi~t that shortly after he had erected the
Ashoka Restaurant Nagpur ceaded to.be the eapital of the
province ard his trade vanished. “Except for’a few tourists’
and Allwyn Coopér’seshiKar clients, my *tables stand ampty.”
This, in itself, was a minor tragedy,-for the Ashoka was per-
uaps the best restaurant we visited in India, ircluding the
fancy places in”"New Delhi, Bombay and Calcutta.
“The next mornifig we caught the plane to New, Delhi, with=+
Rege and Rao at the airport to seesus off; Rao sad sand
serious,“shaking our hands and telling us 'ﬂ};’it he congidered
us warm friends. We agreed to meet in Calcugta @hd spend
a day together Before we left for honle. We kept that date and
had a memgrahle evening doing that fantastic gity with Rao,
pledging “eternal friendship, promising to return in 1g6o.
Shortly after the plane was i’ the air, the sarid hostess.
rushed forward two steaming tiers of brass pots, stacked one
on the other and held in a metal frame, ob iously the pilot’s
and co-pilot’s lunch. Everyox.le else got an ap&g and a napkin.
“Let’s face it,” Mary Lou said. “They are feedtg the most
impertant people. I'm not complainigg.” s
My memory of New Dq‘h: is ﬁcgé’r dimmed: It com@s
through as a full-colour picture of pretty (irls in gay saris,
the Tourist Department girls; M. Chib, a clever man,
believed in sfirrounding himself and visiting tourists with
India's loveliest, brightest youngowomen. A rewarding idea.
His brightest perhaps was Miss Anjani Mehga whoytook over
soori after our arrivgl, and a long lunch with Mr. Chib who
told us all about his friend the Maharaja of Bharatppr. Mr.
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Chib 1 Et the following day for an oﬂimal'tourxst meeting at’
some distant point. .

> Mew Delhd, differed from most capifsl cities only.in that
it was full of red, not white, $tone buiklings. Old“Delhi wds |,
something glse: in ten minutes you could cress the line from.
the modern world into another age of mosques,*indu °
temples, streets of beggars—a tourist’s delight, “ &

Interésted in getting to the ducks and partridge ‘at
Bharatpur, I brushed New Delhi off with a few quick black
anfl white strokes: Americans at a cochfail party, Ruacke-¢
fellepand Fond Foundation and Embassy types, too immature,

‘too all-knewmg, shockingly ill at ease and cliqufish; against®

, the weldmannered Indians who spoke quietly apd well on

every complex sub]cct arising alcohol-aided at cocktail chxt-

chat gatherings. We left that party fcclmg, that someone

»  should establish schools at*home to putat least a patina of

. “™yestraint, regegve and social ease on our pedple before sendmg
them to these strategleally important faraway places.

A talk with gn’ important feminine family member of
India’s Chief of Protocol broughttempered crmcfams against
loud, smug tourists® and the Luce pubhcanons, especially
Time where %00 many JIndian reports weresthaught to_be
overpohshed by the bright young men and women on. the
“desk backein New York avho spbstituted style for fact, and
used too much material out of context. She, smilingly,
referred to" Time as that “fact-fiction” magazine doing«the
United States liarm. She praised our businessmén, calling
them our bést ambassadors. “They are your solid citizens,”
she said. © ¢ . S E b
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IF the s3ndstone, colonnaded, royal palace at Bhar;tpur needs
a shield frbm, the world outside, it is the entire. mud-walled
old city of B};aratpur itself. The wall was built to protect
the city from Moslem and English invaders; the palace—
callec the “new” salace, though very old in our meaning”of
the word—was builc back behind the city; the old palace, now
anused, is i the city itself. ; Y ;

When Mary Lou and I detrained, a tall, handsoms, sleek-
haired young Indian, dressed in a neat English two-button
suit, stood waiting for us, and escorted us to a shining
aluminium Rolls-Royce flying the state flag.with what looked

like erect purple figures of an elephant,and a lien, -

"The young man, Om Parkash Guptaythe personal secretary
of th¢ Maharaja, quickly drove us to the; palace, proudly
telling us ex route that the raud wall had protected Bharatpyr
well. It was one of the few cities of India*that never had been
conquAtgd, py the Moslem hordes; it had been opened to the
English only by a traitor within the gates,

Shorten Ronald Colman’s staturs,.add a few pounds and-
you have the Maharaja of Bharatpur. Personally, I think he
is 1€ of the great Indian patriots and in his own tinassuming
way has done much for his,country and Neiru, He greeted
us warmly, introducing us to his daughters, Princess Parvat
Kaui and Princess Renuka. The young princesses v/ere stand-
ing stiffly behind him in the sunrose-beside a gigantic full-
mcunted gaur with a magnificent pair ofhorns.

“I am so glad you and Mrs. Scotf cauld come,” the
Maharaja said. “We will hunt ducks right away tomorrow
morning; the next day we will take out after the grey part-
ridge. I am-also glad you are investigatings our ceuntry for
your sportsinen. We have muckr to offer and too long have
we been overshadowed by places like Africa. Did YOu enjoy

158
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the juagie? Who«did you go with? What did you shoot?”
" How long were you there? Did anyone annoy you?"” 4

s Ik didn’t take a psychologist to point &at that the Maharaja
- of Bharatpur, fourteenth in arf unbroken line of roYal princés .
to live in this palace, had a keen, questioning mind; it was.
also evident that the questions, although sharp and cgnstant,
were well meant. When we told him that we fiad a Very
successfiil shikar fn the?jungles, taking virtually everythihg
there except a bison and a tider, he was pleased, biit seemed
sothewhat personally put out that we hadw/t come out obthe”®
forests with a tiger. We assured him that we weren't con-
‘centrating.én uges and that both of us were very*happy with®
Allwyn&ooper and What we had learned. *
“I wouldn’t want you “to think that I was sayxng this to
pleasc you,"”sI said, “but I find India has more to offer the
, sportsman than any country I have yet visited.”
= “But it gdges pleage me. We must 2lso sce that this
~ impzession of yours lasts, even grows stronger.” e
. We walked ingo"a room covered with a gngantlc rug ‘made
of tiger sRins, so many that His Highness didn’t “éven know _
the exact figure. He®had shot them all, as well as those that
were head-mounted on the wall, encirclirig us like a fungle |
nightmare. He told us that he liked hunting above every-
thing else, had bagged gverything India had to gffer, adding,
“But I do think wing-shooting is my favourite. A greater
test of skill,"don’t-you think?"” ®
We agreed euthusiastically. We called him “Your Hngh-
ness,” even though he did ask us, later, after our friendship
grew, to call him by the nickname, “Indu.” )
Easy and informal, he told us that durmg World War II
he had entertained many_American “Gee Eyes” and liked
us, and that he continually threw the gates of his palace open
to all those his goyernment considered important. “The King
of Nepal was here shooting not long ago, and the Shah of
Persia and his Qeeen. Now you, and from’ about «every v15‘v-
point I can think of, your visit is one of the most important.
I'm prejudiced, of course, being a sportsman, butFI think if

[«
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we can attract more people of the sporting lypp to our
country, it will be outstandingly good for us.” '

We discovered later from government officials that he avas
raodest about his part as host to the so-called famous. Nearly .
everyone of any,political importance came to the palace to be
impressed with his love of India, to shoot ducks and partridge
and to he royally and warmly entertained. He was somewhat .
embacrassed, bx the fact that there were no motels or decent
hotels outside of the larger cities and said that they were
considering building a large motel near Bharatpurs W

“The kestrel, the red-wattled lapwing, the xed shank, the
green sandpiper, the siberian crane, the sarus’ crane, the
tufted pochard, and about every duck I can think of ;are here
in abundance,” he said. “Some of the great birdmen, even
your Robert Cushman Murphy, have come here to view our
birds. And my chital park! That is also something very
unusual. I think nearly everyone who comes tg India wouldss
like to come out here and at least stay »ovemxght "and see our
birds-and spotted deer.” > 5

Enthusiastic about the possxbxlmes of attraqmg“people to
Bharatpur, he pointed out that the city was ideally located,
circled by, some of the big townships .of India: Talking like
a real-estate operator closing in for the kill, he said, “It is
the junction,of the broad and metre gauges of the Western.
Railway from Bombay to Amritsar through Delhi and
Ahmedabad into Uttar Pradesh and is served by three good
highways: Delhi to Bharatpur via Kosi or\Goverdhan and
Deeg, only one hundred and fifteen milesyMathura to
Bha.atpur via Goverdhan is forty miles, and the direct route
is twenty-two. We are only thirty-twe' miles from Agra ahd
the Taj Mahal; Fatehpur Sikri on the main road to Jaipur is
only about one hundred and fifteen milés. Sp you can quickly
see that everyone visiting India sooner or later passes by
Bharatpur.”

He kept interrupting his conversation with us toanswer his
telephone, which rang about every fifieen minutes. His high-
pitched ¥Hallow, hallow!” to the long-distance operator be-
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The famed hunting®lephants of the Maharajah of Mysogesvere t‘m[-onn'(l
in the expedition against the bisoa: the (l;mgvmy: beast was known®to be |
lurking somewhere in the tall rusa grass



The giant ox was
toppled  with one
shot ; wifien alive thik
wild ";ull terrified$
all villagers who
chfinced to meft him

>

Dowri to ecarth again aftay the hunt for the bisoh had reached its successful
conclusion : Grulah Singh, Ruth StiefT and the author getting ready to leave
f their animated shooting platform
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4 ‘came as ciinstant asthe musical bongingog the big chime-clock. o
- He wa¥ proud of his palace and had every right to be:®
* Comstructed of gleaming white sandsfene, with incredibly
delicate stone filigree separatihg some df the roonts like la€y .
portiéres, if is one of the few palaces in Asievwith an‘tlegant
craftsmanship utilizirig the different architectural types of °
North India: gleammg white marble floors, gracefyl mrvcd v
colonnades. . - :
“My g'randmothcr, Maharani Girraj Kaur, buxlt chis palace. '
Méti Mshal, in 1916,” he said. “She was a grand, geand®
person and had excellent taste'in everythihg.” et
While Mhry Loa got acquainted thh the youn'g prmcesse? .
—Parvaswas fifteen, Renuka, twelve—the hana, a guiet, dark
woman, who looked almost Japanese, came into the room wuh
two more little girls, also the Maharaja’'s daughters, probably
, five ang‘ six. We learned tlmt his wife, the st Tkmgly beauu-
= Q,Maharmy we saw in a large oil painting in the great hvmg—
room, had died in chitdbirth. She had been the sister, of one
4 of the ichest, mgst powerful princes of India, the Mahara]a
of Mysoré, angswas internationally noted for her beauty and
charm. The Maﬁara‘ja spoke sadly but proucfly of her, and
told us that the twosclder girls were beingsediicated in a
Catholic convent® 'i‘hey were_sweet, beautifully mannered
children, who were calling Mary Lou “Auntie”, by the time
the Maharaja and T left to look at the area where we would
shoot ducks’ o
Theswater, shallow as a swamp, gleamcd like dull pewter .
in the late aftérnoon sunlight, covering an area, enc:rclcd with
ninety-twosshooting busts; that, would have tak =" a coaple
of days to walk around.*‘:Seven thousand acres)” the Maharaja
said; “a favouritesstopping-off point for wildfowl on their
way to Siberia 'to estape the heat of India.” On the way to
the water he had stopped ard explained a large uprigh* white
marble tablet with the names of vnccroys of India, prmces; :
the internationally famous, chiselled in the stere with the"
date of their shoot and“the riumber of dutks bagged on each
particular shoot.

o
it
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- ThlS is called ¥Keola Dev Ghana',” the prlnce said. “It’ /
«ot only has béen the favpurite duck-shooting spot of my
ancestors for over efie hundred years, but Nehru has per-

. smaded tht provincial govermﬂent to declare this a sanctuary
Jfor normmigratogy birds.” He hesitated for a moment. “Since
» Indepepdence, as you probably know, all powers have been
} taken hpm maharajas. This is all right with.me. I want”
whatsis bgse fqr India. But this safctuary is a pet’of mine
and the‘g 1 officials of Rajasthan are doing what they can
* to shwart me. See where they are plantmg a ceréain grass

s th2tawill choke tife water, witl grow so high that visitors

»  ®myon't be a#€to see the Dbirds? They are plantmg along thé
road in my deer park also, so that people can’t drivz by and
see the chital. Why they do this I @en’t know, for it seems to
fne that a developmcnt of ethis kind would be advantageous
for everybggy%ut “who knows what these people tbmk?" ;

He explained tnat these same officials had also had a re=.
house built near the water. “A barren place where n¢ one
would stay. I will show you.” He did. It*was a small, cheer-
less, inadequate building, with no plumbing o speak of, no
heat, no air-conditioning, poor ventilativp*“Would you like
to stay here?” he asked, then laughegs" caid sportsmen
liked roughmg it. Maybe I'm_wrong. But ¥am a sportsman.
They are nqt. Roughing it is ﬁneowjnlc yow aresactually on
the hunt, but when the day is finished, I believe comfont
is meeded. What do you say?" . ¢
" “I could be wrong, bug I don’t believe our spcrtsmen
tvould like to come nearly ten thousand miles 0 sleep here.”

“Exacﬁ?\%Zi daiiseis .
*  'We passed Back through the graceful marhle arch of the
_ Prince of Wales Gate that magked the entrance of the
shooting area and returned to the palaf®.
I hgﬂdlscovered from Mr. Chil that, befgre Independence,
" sthe Maharajas of Bharatpur had a rellgmus posmon con-
" adered almest divine by nearly twenty million Jats in the
.+ state, but in later {ears the area had' been officially reduced
to about two thousand square miles with tne population now
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% -under ajmillion. ¢Then, too, the government had recently”
.merged Bharatpur into a union gf several smfaller states. This
» not only desgroyed it as a powerful state, but the action also
weakened, if not completely femoved, the presenf Maharzja _
of Bharatpgxr's sovereign power. o V4
We rettirned to a palace and a retinue of servants main- o
® tained by a yearly grant of about $125,000, a grant insisted
upon by the British before they would agres to Indfan.
Independence. Its owner had after his wife’s death and the °
rufn of shis once-proud kingdom, turned to religion.s;I'hee
first shing in the marning“and the last®at night his Pr2 ) N—
‘prayers, were ?nad,e. This was no moere quick iirembo jumbey®
but a sincere, reverént action that todk him at least three
hours every day. In additidn, soon after Indian Independence,
he made anamnusual pilgrimage, stretching his full length oh
S the ggggld, rising to walk a distance t:ileﬁ gﬂ:‘&"inﬁ‘a’le‘nt of his
_~height, plug his outstretched arms, and répeating this unfil
 he kad circled a sacred hill. This was a large hill and he had
\  chosen, the terriblé mongh of July for his dedication. <I had
been tol& thamthis famous sportsman had seriotfly injured
his health by thus progressively prostrating ‘himself on the
ound for several m¥ize every evening despite;thé devastating
heat. His followars had come great distances to see him at’
.that time.dt was evident-now from their faces as we passed
in the red Rolls (he had three others), state flag flying, that
theyﬁconsid?:red him some kind of suprgme‘ being. o .
Dirmer was served at a tremendous table that could seat
fifty withou® trouble but seated only a dozen now: tlR
Maharaja’s uncle, Rao» Raja Yadurajsing, a tglhc'fe’&oman
with grey hair and young grey eyes; the Malitiraja’s personal
secretary, two lesser secretaries, the governess, the four
princesses, bestdes oir host, Mary Lou and myself. A tremen-
dous crystal chandelier hung over the centre of th= table;
the delicate crystal stemware shone, and the enormous plates~
—square with separated spaces, looking sornething like caferc™
ria trays except that thty weie made of sclid silver—sparKled.
“Would you like/ Indian or English food?” the” Maharaja
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asked. I took Ihdian, Mary Lou English. {t seemed that the'*

—
.

Maharaja maintained two ghefs, one to cook Eastern food, .

one Western. Whers the Indian food was seryed into the
various compartments of the silver plate, it became evident
that it \ 3s to be zaten with the fingers. I waited for the knife
and fork, but they never came. /

The rqyal family ate the food with their fingers, dexterously
yoiling up, ¢iny rice balls and popping them into their
mouths. Imade a mess of it, while Mary Lou, looking smug
and. ,nupenor, cut her-roast chicken with a knife end then
wsed her fork with what seemeTto medike great ostentation.
rluge ﬁngex*ﬁowls filled with warm water and ‘izrge linen
napkins were brought. It was done with finesse, of. course,
but everyone practically took a bath—and dinner was over.

We went _to bed early to get ready for the.duck shoot,
after the Malitraja had given us a heavy envelope, félosed

with the royal seal of the House of l}haratpur “This \u,“.

tell you,moze about the duck shoot,” hc said. “See you in the
morning.”

I sat on’the huge bed and read thc docu 1‘?ﬁnt @hlle two
bats swooped insthe dusk of the high nged room and
seven lizards crawled up the stone walle# rinted in royal blue

ink on fine parchment paper, it read: &
Enclosed please_ find:
1. Map of the Ghana with butt indicated orf it and the
route thereto. -

2. Cards for return o[ game shot and picled up. (Two
copies, o for morning and the cther for aftcmoon)
Please note tise foliowing instruceiens: —

(a) No shot should be fired hefore the cannon sounds
at 8.30 a.m., «nd after the gun sounds®at 2. Shooting will
recos.mence at g p.m. and will gontinue till dark..

. (b) The coolies (pickers up) are engaged for the day
and the guests are requested to pay them Rs——/each.
The payment should be madé on presentation of a card
by ‘eacu coolie. The card should be handed over to the

o

4 - o Your Bt NO. 15+
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A.D.C! on duty to avoid double payment to the coohes\

concerfed. .
» () Whgn you have ﬁmshed shobeing in the morning

please fill in the appropriate “Return of Game” card and _

hand it pver to the clerk at Prince of Wales Gag? Agam
on the ‘conclusion of the evening “shoot “Return of Game”
card should please be handed over to Lhe clerk at the Prmce
of Wales Gate? > s, & T O
(d) Guests arg requestéd to bring their owh bags to
Moti ®Mahal. Game will be supplxed on rcquest 'fl‘Oﬂf
AD.C. onvduty .
(e) Gartndges will be sold on cash paymenc at the prl&
prevailing in Dellij and Agra market$ i. é., Rs—y—/per 100.
Cartridges once soltl will not be taken back.
Gartridges can be had at Moti Mahal , Shanti Kutir
andg%evladeo.- >
= Record. o 3
2 (f) Guests are refjuested to kindly note that4f there are
ahy.metal tirfgs on tke leg of the birds shot they $hould

©

.make S noe of the numbex; and inform thc “Private Sec-_

retary. Note—&siests are requested not to shoot any four-
legged aniraals ép ¢~ Ghana Forest on’their way to Duck,
Shoot. s o . 5%

o o e © e -

The Royal Duck Shoot sounded like quite an operation.
The, map showed' the lake and the position of the Dbutts. The
list of names on back of it read like pages rxpped from a
history bookleading off with H. E. the Commander in Chief
Lord Kitthener, and“epding. with H. H. *'& Malfaraja
Governor of “Mysore, ‘the’ dates runmng frofh 1902 to 1958.
The last sheat irt this year had been in January when the
flight of ducks was ‘Teavy. Now, in March, ti ere still would
be ducks, but not the cot centration that there was <arlier.
The heat was poised now, ready to envelop the country like"

a damp electric blanket turned on its high setting; and, the

blast furnace thet is India from’late March nght stralght
through until November, had its door slightly ajar.

-
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“How did you sléép?" The Maharaja greeted ud brightly ¢
at seven. He had been up since five making his puja. “Noe
trampling of ghosts®” B . 2

. “We asslired him that we had slept soundly. In fact, one =
of his vyenty-five turbaned servants had had to tap me on
. the shoulder several times to get me going. 2
“Ylla died jn that room,” he said. “But I was.certain that
~ «thereavoulssbe no ghosts clickix:g-carﬂera sHutters to keep you

»®o
awake. 2

"% he animal photographer?” 2 7
wseaee 1471 she was hete last yeaf. Stayeds with me for a while.
°A charming’woman.” s e \
“How dyd it happén? The magazine§ and papersssaid she
died facing the charge of an elephant, some said a tiger: 4
- “All wrong. She fell from my jeep while photographing a ¢
native cgran'dnx\in"Bhamtpur. Struck her head or- rock. o
I'got two of the best doctors and we thought she was gpi=g “>
to be a]l right. But, no, she had a bratn injury and diefl on ¢
the sécond day. A tragedy. She was a taldnted worear”* b
“Her czfrﬁer% work with animals was sh‘%gppoetx?y," Mary
Lou said. . A
» ‘“Because’she worked hard, was a':igfe‘at teehnician. The
day of the accident»it was begstly hot an@ éhe insisted that
her colour film accompany her, resting onsa block of ice.
She carried so many cameras and so much equipment it took

©

twewof my men to carry it.” : o

Then he adroitly changed the subject, asked us abdut our
shotguns, whether we had cartridges. “I think tHat it is time to
go. We‘We there by e.ight-thjrl'yvat the latest. We kegp
the ducks flying by“shooting fron ere butts. No decoys or
anything like that. I've asked the entire fatulty,of Bharatpur
College to talf the day off and shoof™ with us. They will
have fi and they will help keeff the ducks insthe air. We
~ill all have dinner here afterwards, Ducic curry. I think
you will likedt.”

The shooting bitts were wéven Bf b
*Ylla's bool,, Th, Animals of India,

(<}

o

mboo, placed in
]
was published post umously early in 1959, ¢

(
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‘3 ~'positions perhapse twenty-five feet from the water. The’

«teachers had arrived and were already in thé butts. We camg

» in¢he Mahagaja’s jeep, a station wagom: with a custom body
S Jarge enough to seat a dozen® people. @ur “retrievers” were

waiting for. us, two to a butt, one Eo hand a1s a Ioagz"d gun,
the other* to wade into the water and deliver the downed
® ducks. The Maharaja moved to a butt about a hundred yards

2 from mie; Mary Lou was the same distance 'f)gbind ane”in
the butt the Shah of Persia® had used a couple of mon‘hs*"”
béfore. We were to wait for the Maharaja to fire first, signals
ling shat thesshoot was to begin. o e = Caiat

He had®a matched pair of Purdeys, twenggauge, fulde
choked guns. They Were beautiful, slender} elegant, light, and
in his usual generous wiy he offered to lend them to me.
But matched Purdeys are somewhat like hashish: You cih

- becomcaddicted. and then you are lost. I Fayed with my

~ fevoyrite gun, the Browning superposed” Lightning, chath-

. beréd for threeinch cartridges; a gun that had became as much
a part.of me as gny righs arm. T

,Two sharp,s=ports: The prince had begun. TFlfen a series
of blasts from aliftance. The teachers weré shooting. The
ducks came in high wnA fast, spurred inte actiofi by gunfire,
and they were fige casy targets. Ducks never are. I have alibis.”

: T'm a point-shogter overe«ecoys, or a pass-shooter, but these’
ducks were in full flight, alarmed and flying high, but within
gun_range.‘l swung with one that looked like a blue-winged
teal, #nd fired. He kept on going,My butt boys giggled. Gun-
fire was resounding from all over the place now, and the
Maharaja‘and Mary Leu were blasting away. Fiviiy T made

contact and cucks began:to fall. My retrievey; a lad of about

sixteen, rubbed oil on his legs and waded after them.

As my pile of dulks grew I tried to idenify them. Seme
were teal, the bluewing tnd cinnamon, and strange types
Jater identified for me by the Maharaja: whistling ducks”
Andaman teal, pink-headed ducks. I must admit that i
Maharaja kept his boys in the water most of the time,“but.

™ mine didii't get tho wet.

(44
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“How did you sieep?” The Maharaja greeted u$ brightly - (

at seven. He had been up since five making his puja. “Nor
trampling of ghostsié’ 0 o

We assured him tnat we had slept soundly. In fact, one
of his wyenty-five turbaned servants had had to,tap me on
the shoulder several times to get me going. '

“Ylla died in that room,” he said. “But I was.certain that *

there would-be,no ghosts clicking carhera shutters to Reep you
awake.” °

.

“T'he animal photographer?” ® "
- meec s she was here last yeat” Stayed with me for a while.
A charming~woman.” . Yo

“How did it happen? The magazines and papersssaid she
died facing the charge of an elephany, some said a tiger 4
“All wrong, She fell from my jeep while photographing a
native ceremofsy, in “Bharatpur. Struck her head orp rock.

I got two of the best doctors and we thought she was goisg =

to be all right. But, no, she had a brain injury and died on
the second day. A tragedy. She was a talanted wgman’.""

“Her camera work with animals was sh({:ﬁ?goctry." Mary
Lou said. : >

“Because she worked hard, was zsgteat tethnician. The
day .of the accident-it was beastly hot anG*ihe insisted that
her colour film accompany her, resting omsa blbck of ice?
She carried so many cameras and so much equipment it took
twc-of my men to carry it.” y 2 o™

Then he adroitly changed the subject, asked us abdut our
shotguns, whether we had cartridges. “I think tht it is time to
go. We shioeid be there by eight-thirty at the latest. We kegp
the ducks flyiry by“shooting fron® #hie butts. No decoys or
anything like that. I've asked the entire fatultyof Bharatpur
Coilege to taf: the day off and shoot*with us. They will
have fy.a and they will help kee§ the ducks instheair. We
~ill all have dinner here afterwards. Duck curry. I think
you will like.it.” e

The shgoting butts were woven df bamboo, placed in

_ 9
*Ylla's boo!,, Th- Animals of India, was published posx’ ‘umously early in 1959,

J
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¢ “‘positions perhaps twenty-five feet from the water. The

s teachers kad arrived and were already in thé butts. We came

® in¢he Maharaja’s jeep, a station wagom with a custom body
a9 large enough to seat a dozen®people. @ur “retrievers’ were

waiting for us, two to a butt, one to hand ws a loag®d gun,

the oth,etﬁ to wade into the water and deliver the downed
® ducks. The Maharaja moved to a butt about a hunc.lred yards ¢

from me; Mary Lou was the same distance ‘behind ae<in’

the butt the Shah of Persia® had used a couple bt monihs®™

béfore. We were to wait for the Maharaja to fire first, signals

ling shat theshoot was to begin. ®: i - =%
" He had®a matched pair of Purdeys, tweng gauge, ful>*

choked guns. They were beautiful, slender? elegant, light, and

in his usual generous wiy he offered to lend them to me.

But r'glatchod Purdeys are somewhat like hashish: You cih

» becompeaddicted. and them you are lost. I Xayed with my

< fsuourite gun, the Browning superposed” Lightning, charh- -

bered for threeinch cartridges; a gun that had become as much

4 a part.of me as gny right arm. “e

. Two sharp,seports: The prince had begun. Flen a series:
of blasts from a\listance. The' teachers wer€ shooting. The
ducks came in high = fast, spurred inte actiofi by gunfire,
and they were fige easy targets. Ducks never are. I have alibis.
"I'm a poimt-shoster over«ecoys, or a pass-shooter, but these
ducks were in full flight, alarmed and flying high, but within
gun_range.’T swung with one that looked like a blue-winged
teal, #nd fired. He kept on going..My butt boys giggled. Gun-
fire was resounding from all over the place now, and the
Maharaja®and Mary Leu were blasting away. Fiv.ify T made
contact and cucks began:to fall. My retrievei; a lad of about
sixteen, rubhed oil on his legs and waded after them.

As my pile of duks grew I tried to iden:ify them. Seme
were tezl, the bluewing {nd cinnamon, and strange types
sdater identified for me by the Maharaja: whistling ducks>
Andaman teal, pink-headed ducks. I must admit that tic®
Maharaja kept his boys in the water miost of the time,“but.
mine didii’t get 1y wet. :

o\
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e - > Thén it was oveg ind the Maharaja came marching back,
{ollowed by his butt boys, who were loaded with ducks. Hes

had fired three boxes gf cartr:dges. and had sevengy ducks. The

o L Wwas a master, pyobably the best wing shot I have ever
lino had tgenty-five, Mary Lou about a dozen; the

« teéachers rought in another fifty. Enough for dinter, which
‘.the Maharaja would cook. : =

€old, Vinga¥e champagne and then thescooking:® Sitting

3 c'ro.ss-legm on.huge cushions in the centre of the outdoor

*  divingroom, the Mahagaja had an American pressuse coolter

_Elaﬂu(:foro him on an Indiaef®harcoal brazies. I sat hgside
o *®Mm. A dozem#houschoys in pastel turbansJinéd @p in front®

of us, each with a platter.®*The first one Mad ducks, sq did the

next two; %then the curry, the herbs, the spices, the honey.

Bach boy stopped before thg Maharaja while he took what he

wanted froWsh, daintily spsinkled it into the“%ssure

cooker, then distMssed the bearer with a wavg of the hangd. =
Finally he put the lid on the pot; thesducks began cooking
and thesmells began to fill the room, myst‘bn‘ous, tantgliang,

- =slOriental memas. The Maharaja and I sat gith Sur backs
-  tothe guests while the cookir wenf M Lou was with

. .the princésses gndsthe two dozen te s gathered in little
g Chat‘g‘roups_ 2 ® o

5 *  Once®the qL\/I:ihaﬂtja scrcan:éd fqr .‘hclp when s¢he cookere

= looked as if it were going to explode, and two of the boys

e rushed over and Temoved the lid. In less-than % half-hour
- the cookirfly was completed,and we were at the giant table
eating the best duck I have ever sunk a tooth imto. I tried to

get wh e, but the Maharaja sad that he would give

e it to n%e and shot with hem Ta 1960. J agreed; thie
recipe alone would be worth the trip. . -~

o While we wgfe eating, the palace orcfstra“onsisting of a

- half-do slim, elegant young m¢n, dresseg in form-fitting

“lack jackets, fitted white trousers and palg yellow turbans,

1e and saf bardfooted in a circle, thovifig long, slender

,,',toes'in time with fheir music. *The ®ast diempo and cross-

rhythms affd .iyncopations of the guitar—lik‘ sitar a%ainst the

° 0
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% - drummed tabla and the buzz of the tamboura and the high

3

L =

o pitched eonstant voice of a singer, broughtsweet music, the

like of whiﬁh I have never heard. Irgwas gentle, perfcctly

timed, soft music, the non-blaring sourds of another age. .
The teachers were articulate and interesting and v talked

for a whilé after dinner, and the M’aharaja was on gxe phone.

a dozen times to the Tourist Office in Delhi, straightening P

out dethils of our itinerary that he didn't thi ‘w::rccrighl?

motor-car instead of train, *specific peoplé' to meet us at '

cértain spoints; sightseeing here, none there, until he wae
satisfied that we were,going (o do justice®to his-beloved India

" by traverng'comfortably and being exposea o the propsi-

places. o * x
He got on the phone %o his brother-in-law, the Maharaja
of Mysore, dhe most powerful prince in India at the preséit
timeaapd told him all about us, askingrthat ¥e b8 permitted
% hunt bisan from elephant-back. Perniission was granted:
apparently, for he turned to me after he had le.ung up the
receiver, smiling”warmly. “He is a most wonderful man!
You twd'wil] get on famously. He is a great sporvsfnan and he
is also a writer. k72 says for you'to come right dway. Tomorrow
we will huntigreyepa:+ridge and then one of the tourist people
will come for“ysu and take you there by car. This bison

© hunting could be the climax of your trip, and you might even -

be lucky and bag a tiger.”

He left ‘me for a few minutes, to talk animatedly with his
guests. “Auntie” Mary Lou stayed with the priricesses, play-
ing a card game, talking about their schooling and the otler
inane things women discuss. _Then, suddenly, *'.&" wfaharaja
got up fron> the chair zvhere he had beengsitting encircled
by his guests and said, “‘Gentlemen, thank you, it has been
a most pleasaht evéhing."” . N

It was the signal to dlpart and they all left, mrmuring
about how good. the duck shooting and the duck curry hvd
been. They bowed to Mary Lou and me, shaing our haixis
and telling us that they would like us to come again. *

Next the prirce dismissed the ladies. “It will be a hard

) \
4 \



\
170 RORESTS OF THE NIGHT

day walking for the ‘partridge tomorrow,’: he said to Mary
Lou. “I suppose 1 good night's rest is in order.” -

Mary Lou didn’t vrotest, and soon there was no one-in
the large ~oom except the Maharaja and myself and his
Palace chestra.«The bats were scooting around the ceiling

_and the Itzards had come out of their holes for their fnidnight
\sm.mper- :

The or‘c’hcjsﬁa moved closer to us and we sat cross-legged
on cushiors3'on the gleaming white marble floor, talking softly
of many things: the state of the world, communism, castes,
the Gita. sex- voga, the future<of India, and I got the news

"-'(“"-fg before thTrest of the world that the Shah’ of Rersia was °

going to shed his beautiful Queen for reasons that the press
never knew. We also talked of tigel huits and leopards and
I ittempted to elicit from him a promise to visit me ip the
States and 15 @er brown bear. He thanked me warmly but
declified, “saying that he didn’t believe he wopld lcave’hisr
beloved India for a foreign land until-he had visited ewery
foot of it. . ‘e 5 8

And so ke evening went, the bats twirlivg in"tune to
the music, the beautiful voic€ of the six&v{of songs never
breaking 4 rote ac it grew higher anr‘.ffr_ﬁgher, the lizards
motionless as ice sculnture on the wall, evil litZe heads raised,
istening” ¢ ¢ B

Dawn came through the tall, paned windows, pale and
ghostly, as we sat there, and finally the orchestra‘arose, one
nlan at a téme, bowed in a.low, graceful movement tcward
thz Maharaja and departed. . . . o

He loJised fresh when I saw him at:eight. He hadn’t gone
to bed, but had¥rayed until time fo= hieakfast. Nevertheless
he was in his shociing clothes, ready to go. ‘
_ T?ie drive tqo'¢ well over an hour; ouwr destifiation Kishan
Sagar, a man-made lake near the’famous stone-preducing
Raretha hills. There was a wedge of geese over the lake, and
th2%cene, with the ‘morning sun on the water and the mist

“ «till vising, reminded’me of a Petér Schtt wildfowl painting.
Rising on tHe far side of the nine-mile lake was Kishat Mahal,
| |
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a vast white pile of frescoed sandstone,” hoth the palace and

othe lakesnamed after the present Maharaja’s late father,

]

-

°

Maharaja Kishan Singh. A motor-boag was purring at the
landing and as we climbed aboard, the Maharaja said, 1 told
you to bring your scoped rifle because we might see flugger,
a crocodite before we get to Chianpura, the village where we,
will shoot partridge. Keep a sharp eye.” ¢

We did see one, restiag on the shore, repti'lﬁn, }\éadJaised;
looking at us, but he scooted into the water long’ before we *
whre wighin decent rifle range. “I like to shoot those hosrible
beasss,” the:Maharaja said. “It’s astourfing s amount of
wild life ¢hey destroy.” ; oo

We csuld see pedple waiting for us on the shore at the far
end of the lake, Chianputa villagers. When we got out of the
boat, they approached the Mahayaja, putting rlands of vari-
colouregl sweet peas arourd his neck and pliting their fore-
beads on his feet. Rao Raja Yadurajsing, the Maliaraju’s:
unfle, was with us;* the secretary and the other retainers
remained with&he boat. We walked through the huddle of
huts that cogprised this village and could see fitltls of wheat,
tall as a man, acd golden. “We will walk farther on,” the'
prince said. #‘In eotue of the fields they ‘arg hirvesting, the
wheat is in stuobe and the birds will be.feeding. . .." _

Two villagess took Mary Lou’s and my guns and walkea
beside us, self-appointed gun bearers, and about a dozen
others, in 4 riant mood, walked ahead of us, spread out,in an
even®line. They were the beaters. b ;

“These afe fast birds, these grey partridge,” the Maharkja
said. “Thiey will be feeding,in the wheat stuhbie dhd will
make for the protectlcn)of the fringe ¢f wogds. You must be
quick.” - 8 i :

Quick? You mnust be electric! It was somcwhat of a hiagard
to shoot with the villagers ahead of us in gun range."When the
birds ran and suddenly flushed, we had to be careful wheee
we swung. The birds boomed into thg’air st thirty-five or
forty yards, and I missed the first{"our shots, alibiing to thyself '
that 1 was thrown off by the proximity of the bheaters. As

t
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usilal, the wingthooting master, the Maharaja, was doing"
well. He missedsa couple of shots in the beginning, but thats
Wwas all. Finally, though, Mary Lou and I got gn them and

our gun bearers werekept busy passing cartridges.

Afté\z{)bout forty-five minutes of walking anéi.shooting,
with the beaters still shoﬁting and beating the brush ahead ofe

\us, the Maharaja called the shoot to a halt. We counted our
bag. We had. 3ken thirty-seven of thefast grey birds in under
an hour, & tho{xght this was somewhat of a record on birds
this difficult to shoot, but the Maharaja said that it®was ofly
Rir s s s ” = S . _° - .
* ="Your guns'are picking up skill,” he said. “If you could
spend another week with me, we would nake quitea team.”

We left half of the birds with thé people of Chianpura and
I'gave each of them a rupee,.which they didn't waat to accept,
but finally™6B% after the Maharaja spoke to them.s .o
* = We stopped at the palace, Kishan Mahal, on-the hill aves-
looking theulake. A turbaned servant biought us warm Cbca-
Cola, a ghastly drink that would .destroy ¢that company's
reputation*cvernight if served in that fashior? jn the States,
and we admiredl the view of the lake withranes and a few
geese etched along-the skyline over the distant shore.

“This is where we come during monsoca,” the Maharaja
said. “We are high and sheltered from the <leluge and the*
creeping things that it drives out of hiding, and we enjoy
the cool breezes from the lake. It is most enjoyable, We have
Been comirig here since I was a boy. There is good fishing in

“shan Sagar, too, and there is tiger and leoffard hunting
in th>491ifls. You are going on to Mysére after bisofi, but the
next time you ceme, ve must try a tiger beat. We could stay
here if you like, ‘Tais is quite my fayourite palace. V've offered
‘t t* our Prime Minister Nehru. It woulll be a‘pleasant place
for him ta come during the heat of’the summer and fest. He
w91ks so hard, it is necessary that he listen te someone and try
to slow down at times.” He sighed. “But ht is a dedicated

© man.” : L

That night we had partridge, English-style, roasted and

v
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fraumilch, It was an easy evening with risible royalty, much,
» livgly conversation and an early bed. Wg left for Mysore the
0

next morning.
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* THI-: handg)me white Hotel '(rnshnara]sagar sat on a hill
JWCMY miles from Mygore, overlooking dne of the, loveliest
gardenst thesEasty a beauty spdt of gushing fountaing and

. »&¥otic plants fibm many parts of the world. It was dlpminated*

now, the vari-coloured lights playing onsthe fountaig sprays,
pointing up the pink and reds of the flowering plants. The
gerden is normally 1llum1nated only twice on week-ends, but
for the puzyment of ten rupees a guest of the hotel could see
- the'sight* any night. Tonight we pand and Mary iou and
I walked through the huge garden and then weént intds the
dining:voom. There were two other Amencgn couples there

- &L separats otables, quite obvxously tounst.s. Om.o man, a

.  distinguished grey-haired, florfd fellow who sat Wwith his wife,

who was prettily clad in a red sari, was g.xpl@mmg Indian

> curxy to the other couple: o ®

“It’s supposed to be hot. That's c‘hlcken Jou have there.,
now, but I suggest you try thé lamb or mutton. The Indians

» do sgmething with"that meat and Madras curry that is spicy-
hot, but sosdarned good that you can’t stop eating. And, say,
when you get back to the States, stop in NewaYork and go
over 4» the Pierre Hotel. They serve eurry every day, dished

- up by Indians in nagive dreéss anduuﬂ)an The real thing.

It will remind you. of your trip. .

» vo hours lafer, after our Tounst Qﬂiccr departed (we
had one gvith us everywhere except in the ]ungle angl at the
Adaharaja’s, and this one was Shri M. Ramaswamy who came
froth Ootacammyind in the mountains to be with us in Mysore
andpresumably takelus back to his baxﬂwxck to fish for trout),

I said hell? %o the woman iv the red sari, who was standing on

) ' 174 '
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+s - the second-floor balcony that overlooked whe gardens. She

~wasn't yoyng, but she was pretty and she was slender. -
e “You're the famous and lucky Mr. Scott, aren’t you?” she
sa1d archly ° o °

“The* pame is nght But the famous, and lumy aTe
quesuon fe.”

“Well, the way the Tourist Office looks after you makes.
““you famdus. And qur guide, one that we ordmal’y [.oti’ns;s have
to hire, tells us that you are having all kinds of fur samplmg
the sports India hds to offer That makes you lucky. So- you,
see I am right.” ® S,

This cagled’ for laughter I obliged. Her fusband joinedo
us and I got Mary Isou and we sat dnd talked until bedtime.
They were Fred and"Ruth Stieff from Baltimore. ‘His family
had owned,the famed Stieff piano company but when e
reallzgd that he couldn’t maintain quality with<7 uninter-
egted hgphazard labour he was able to hire, he disSolviu the-
conzpany, and was spending his time travelling and writing _

a gourmet column for, the Baltimore Sun. He had also
written 4 bodco on Maryland cookery, Eat, Deink and Be
Merry in Marylan&’ : ° y

“Compared with what we are doing, snghtsecmg and the

like,” he said, *‘yoat’re really havmg fun, What kmd of §ports ‘
-are there here?” A
“We're going after b1son tomorrow as the Maharaja of

€

.

Mysore's gmest——" x ®
“Bison. That like our buffalo?” ® 2
“No, it's asgiant ox.” S
“Dangerous?” S S <3¢

®“Yes, I'd say so.””,., .0

“What say we trot along? Could that be ionc?"

“Have you eyer hanted before?” £

“No,<but Ruth and I have done about ever)thmg And
I'd take it as a great fa\our if you'll count us in. It'll be the
highlight of our trip.” *

I told him that I'd have to check with the Tounst Office -
and the Maharaja and would let*him kndw in the morning.

.
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-I called Ramaswimy and he asked the Maharaja's chief forest- ,
officer, Gulah Singh. They both thought it would be all
right. - ’ . |

The Stieffs were everjoyed,” and we started at eight that
morniag, riding: in two «cars. Ramaswamy and GuJah Singh

3 rode with us. It was a long trip, over three hours“'t.‘p the dark
> fore;ts of Chamarajangar and the towering mountains of®
sKyathedévera’ Guida where the Forest Departmerit mairi-
tained a <dak bungalow and kept some of their hunting
elephants. The largest herd of trained elephants in the world
is owned hw-+» Maharaja of My3ore, and Sabu,who bgcame
- fmous in Holfywood, came from his elephant stabies.

We had met the Mahat'aja of Mysore aftér being cautioned
by Ramag'wamy that our audience Would only last ten
m=nutes. “He rarely sees anyone for longer than that. Vincent
Sheehan #%s here a few months ago, and he stayed gnly a
haleisur,” 2 ey

One of the world’s great patrons of &ne music, with prob-
ably thé largest private collection of records,the Maharaja of
Mysore is 1l-0 a noted sportsman and big-g:;mte huﬁ’lter, and
had establishec: some kind of'record in Africa last year. He
also is the ouly ore of the five hundred Indiar princes who
is part of the new political picture. In additiun to retaining

“all of his holdings, he is the Governor of Myvsore,~one of the
largest, most important states in India. His palace, undoubt-
edly one of the most beautiful and one of the largest in the
world, would take a full dav to walk through if one were to
vizw everything. We saw the game room with* most of the
Speci':‘; of Indian game animals full-miounted, andthe room
of swords where one specimen of *very type cf sword ever
made is on displaC. It was still the time of the Holi when we
arrivedat Mysore;and the entire palace was lighted up that first
night with probably a million bulb3. It was visible fer miles,
2~d from a distance it appeared that the entiye city was aflame,

We found the Maharaja charming, not as relaxed as his

- hrother-in-law, but Hospitable and intéresting. A huge man,
weighing nrobably *hree hindred pounds, he has a Soft, high
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*s -voice, and he'is shy. We sat for two "holirs drmkufg t::af
otalking of awriting, shooting, and what a disagreeable lot boolk:
® publishers are, boxing up the talents’of men, then doing
nothing to see that this talerit gets intd the pubHc’s hapds.
He had wrmcn a book on Indian religions 2nd his publisher
had, not lived up to his word regarding its promotion and ¢
°the Mahara]a was miffed. He told us of his arrangement, ins
“thtricate detail. He wao interested in comlpg te, the Stdtef
to go brown-bear huntmg WE left, promising that"we wauld
investigate it for him and report our ‘indmgs He wish@l us
luck en the bison hunt, telfxng us that ofir Atnbassedor, Mr.
Bunker, hatl also been here after bison just a few months ago. ”
“You will be withm my best man, Gulah Singh, whose father
before him was our dmnct forest officer. He knows every
inch of that:bison country.” o
° 0}‘-\s,yv'c drove ,Gulah Singh pulled the hunt into focus < IS
_ Higfiness told me that he would like you to shoet a certain .
. gaun. He's a wagy old king bull, who is fighting to retain
control ot h1§0ﬁerd We've watched him for yedrs as he's
picked up battle scaTs, wearing down his horns 4s he's defeated *
one young bull after another. But now he s a danger in the,
jungle, chargirig anythmg that moves.near him. He, has. X
charged tw® villagers and three of our trained elephants in
the last week.”

B. H. Guiah Singh, is a soft-spoken Indian who had studied
in Scétland and has a faint burr attached to séme of his’
words. There®was an air of great calm about him, and he was
the sort of*person who would sit and continue talkisg <Yen if
suddenly the tar broke:dstn and the seats fell apart. He was
the sort of Indian that Kipling must have loved, the kind
the English stotyteller had listened to many a night around-
the campfires in the remote hills. He had been technical
adviser for a film, on tiger hunting that had been filmel
near Mysore recently and he had been amused by-the Enghsh
actor who starred in the American flm.

Other members of the cast had ‘gone tiger and gour hunt-

» » . 12
| 9

P
o

o



l78 ’ ~Fo?£érs OF THE NIGHFT

nut a letter frora his insurance company, which stated that

his policy would be sancelled if he went on any kind of bona *

fide hunt 7in India. It became’his shield. “He was the great
~ hero when the cameras ground away,” Singh said. ¥But once
he was on his own, without the director and the, script, he
“was.a losg soul. I felt sorry for him, actually The hills and the®
3 11118108 were places he appeared ie reguiarly in His films,
but. he réally hated and fearéd the outdoors, I think. He
“shovild be a player of light comedy in drawing-roomss.”  ®

While“wve whund' up ‘the narroW monntain roud, he teld us
* 6t the famous photographcr from Life magazmc,- who had
talked thg Maharajainto letting him pliotograph a-charging
clephant The Maharaja had instructed Singh to go along
with the hotographer on. the back of one of,the trained
elqnhants, the Maharaja and a friend of his, both cxpellent
““$nois, would be on another elephant and stand off to the
side near the edge of the forest. Thert was an old bulléthat
grazeG on a maidan at a certain time«every mormng
“Elephants‘hate to be disturbed while eatmg au;l disfike noise.
The plan was that the Maharaja would“fire a shot over the
.head of the ‘6ld bull, irritating him into 2 charge, Singh and
the photographer would be out in the spen and the bull
“would make for them. It was a dgngerous plan. But the
photographer, who had a good reputation, convinced them
that the whole thing would be worth-while antl he would
‘get the greatest picture of his career. Singh, against the
Maharaja s orders, carried his own rifle. Everytlting went off
as pi~=<d, with two exceptions: When the wili elephant
charged, the trained one the \/Ialfz*'"}a was om spooked and
ran mto the wocds, leaving the two expers riflemen helpless
and Singh and the cameraman m great danger. The old
bull chzrged at them like an express. When he get within
“wenty yards, the photographer went to pieces, dropping his
camera on ground and weeping. mgh *with three shots,
mahaged to'kill the enraged beast, which fell so close to them
that they were bo: Jh bathdH in blood. )

%
/

o
mg, but every titae the star was asked torgo along he'd pull-
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"o - Singh told @is of his love for ¢lephanté, remarking thaf
cone of the facets of his job as district forest officer that he
detested was killing the big animals that were placed on the
dangerops and unwanted list. One sich rogue had killed
tWo v1llage£s a few weeks before an#l charged anyd}ng with-
m sight. Singh was ordered to destroy it. He tracked the mad- ,
mskcr and killed it after it had charged him, dropping thes
“Beast twenty feet*from 4is own elephant. Whenehe took the
head to the Mysore taxidermist, Van Ingen, who wanted it
fof moufiting, it was found that the “mad" elephantghad®
.aboue a thitd df a eusk buried deep In ns head, barely
missing thé brain, A fight with angther tusker had left hifn®
that memento. The ammal had lived in dreadful pain. Singh
believed that elephants are thinking creatures and never
became rogues or killed without good reason. He always cate-
fully énxestigated before and after dispatching one of t the so-
» called villains, ' 5

He was ordered to® get rid of another one thaf had killed =
a native beside @ small pond. Apparently the man had been
agleep in thg fmade of a big, rough-barked trée’when tht
elephant appeared put his foot on him and squashed him to
deatlf, then flipped him eight feet from tiie, trée. Singh hid.
near the pond'for*days, waiting for the elephant to return,
“watching i®com= and gn.sThe big beast went to the pond and
drank and bathed, then came oves to the rough tree, con-
tentedly scratched its back, then went ‘on its way. S-ngh
killed” it as ordcrcd, against hissown better judgment. He
believed that"the elephant really didn’t want to kill the maf,
bpt the afiimal thought it owned that particular tic> fhat it
was his own 'personal-uz.l-scratcher The mgn was there, in
the way, and woaldn’t move when he approached. He just
wanted to renfeve him from that tree so he ecould scratgl‘
his back. 0

Singh told also of a tame water buffalo that he used “w
stake out as bait’to capture o tiger. The gov erfanent commis-
sioned him to get three of the striped, cats alive for the
Calcutta Zoo. He staked the bufialo a féw feet in front of

o
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a sheer cliff, dug %a.pit in such positionthat the tiger would ¢
have to make a direct frontal approach and would be trapped®
in the pit when it sprang to kill the bait. The buffalo had to  *
stand tied 1o the tree; watch thie dreadful cat approa,ph then
listen in terror all nigh¢ long as the tiger spit and snarled
-from whére it had fallen into the pit. Through an,error that
Singh still regrets, the same buffalo was used twice more to”
@piuze tlgﬂ's _The buffalo finally, although completely
unharmedy’ became ill, wouldn’t eat, lost _weight and almost
died; But Singh ordered it put out to ‘pasture where the
horrifying expériente was forgotten and it recovered. Fhen,
“several months later, one of Singh’s men took that unfortunate
beast out for a bdit 4gain. (Singh later fired him fer doing
it.) The man led the buffalo past the same tree where it had
béen tied before when the, three tigers had approached. It
struggled to* get off the rope as they neared the tree, made a
on‘a..gé bleating sound and dropped dead. This,was one of the
few cases Séngh had ever experienced of an animal actfally
dymg of fright. . o" )
“What Hofror must have been in that unformmate ammal S
mind,” he sald “And people say that animals haven't a brain,
can't reason.” |, * PR o
' We were nearing the forest bungalow afterzlimbing almost”
straight up through the mountains. Two elephants were wait-
ing <n front, lifting their trunks in a trained greeting as
we got out’ of the car. The Stieffs arrived in another ten
niinutes. We were to hunt in terrain that stoéd six feet in
impelietrable tangle and elephant-back was the orly way we
could negotiate the stuff. pEAL ¢
I learned that only female elephants are-so used in India,
che ‘tusker being undependable durihg breeding season,
often itching for a fight. Singh told us it tock fifteenyears to
ttain a hunting elephant and the mahout, the trainer, actually
lives with the Slephant during ajl this, time, getting to know
wvery facet of the blg animal’s personalitys The elephant is
ruled by - combin ation of fear and love, and his master, the
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o - mahout, rides*his,neck just below the ‘hezd, carrying’in ‘hia
» left hand a short iron rod with a hook on it,;and in the other,
*» a pachetelike knife, which he uses to lop off branches that
may snap batk into the riders’ faces. * o
. The g;leﬂ?s were somewhat takensaback \s,hcn they leamed'
that they Were to ride elephants after the bison, bit hstened.{’__‘
°to the plan carefully. They were told to be quiet, as talking
Would @nnoy theselephants anid warn the gam‘ that we were
coming. Fred Stieff was to ride with Singh’s assistants. Mary
Lou, Ruch Stieff ahd I were to go on. the lead elephantdw:tb
Singh. - = Q
" The big beasr;. knelt, the mahout using the hook on ¢heo
iron rod(to pull orie leg, indicating that ‘the animal was to
get on its knees so we tould mount. A short ladder was
brought out and we climbed jnto the houdah or saddle,
which is made of heavy padded canvas; wooden platforms
o bang from either side and there is a slender iron velat o
taclied to each whichegives the hunter a handhold.
{ M@'Y Lou satswith Singh, I with Ruth Stieff, back <o back
= The elephano got up graccfully and suddefily we werz
suspended fourteeh feet in the air. Surpr'smgly, it was not’
a rovgh ride;sthere was a long swaying motion as the elephant
carefully picked his way down the hill-side. After a half-hour
* you becomse accustomer to Lhe swaying and the elevation and
you start looking for bison. @

It was worth the effort to get to these mountains just to
watch the mahout control his charge with two ropls that hang
like stirrups”from the elephant’s neck to the Indian’s fett.
He clutclies the rope between, his bare toes and, v:ith gbrisk
movement of his foot; ¢ ignals the animal to, the rlght or left
to avoid big trees or sudden drops.

Suddenly Singh whispered, “There! There is S the hexc‘
Careful now, w= want only a certain bull. He will be the
biggest and he will be dead black.”

I couldn’t seé anything =xcept the tall giass, then therc
they were, direcily ahead and to our right, ofit about' five *
hundred yards where the slope of 5rass rai down iito a shola,
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2 Hollow grown ghlci\ with young trees: ’I‘hrse black shapes’,
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humped up and, farther out, surrounded by several brown, ;

ammals, was the larger bldck bison: the big bull was Stlll
in Lommand, ringed by his harem, and the"thrce young
asplrants stood jealouslyoff to the side.

The edephant behind—equipped with a cruaer houdah
Q&P ours, with Fred Stieff bouncing as if he was rldmg ane
‘.lnnrolceﬁ l;on,e without a saddle, his pith helmee sliding—"
- over his eyas—céntinued to move toward us until the mahout,
,seemg us motionless, stgpped his animal. © ° ©

Sihgh had suggested that w& try what he calleg the

»“zaatador” shof when we sighted the bull, whx&h mgant plac-*
mg a bullet in the centré of the neck. He fadn’t segn a .458
in action and suggested a fast follow up S$hot. “Get the animal
off its feet,” he had warned. “If he is wounded and charges,
we will k¢ ia real danger.”

<o Moy I' made my mistake. When 1 looked back 1 coul&i
see the elephant Fred Stieff was on hedving as it stoodb €and
that should have meant something. Singlt pointed agaip as
the big black gaur walked up the slopc I 1égelled®the rifle,
and just as 1 squeezed the shot off, the bison wheeled about
and I coalds fecl my gun moving up apd dpwn as if an
invisible hand was trying to jar my aim.

“* The bison reeled, swung about and charged dirsctly for us.*
I could feel the elephant tremble under me and Hindi curses
Wwerg, pouring fronr the men on the animal behind us. The
hunting elephant may or may not stand to the charge "of a
waunded bison. Ir sudden fear she could have @ipped us off
her back, as a cow whisks off flies, and we would save bcen
on. A4t ground that could have beén sur graves Once down
there in the thick, head- -high grass and brush, in the element
of the enraged gaur, we would have been finished.

“Then,-for some reason that Singh couldn't exptin, the
l‘.g bison slid to a stop, his harem milling behind him. Wheel-

ing, staggeringa little in a sharp jightabhout, he took off again,
the females behind him, .

Singh whispere, “You! should have waited tntil our
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. Jelephant stopped heaving, caught hio b;'eath His ‘heaves
. threw your alm off. You hit the bxson, but ;;pparently not in
o ayital spot.” °
4 Then ourtwonderful elephant came into her own ‘and the
fifteen Ygars of training began to show: usmg her trunk te
pull trees &nd tall bushes aside, she started to mabe a circle -
o to cut off the retreating bisons. It was rough gomg, with some
=" granches escaping the mahou#'s knife and slarpmg “back nto
our faces. Ruth Stieff pulled her dress up over her face for -
protectia®, leaving’it there for the rest of the ride. Mary.Lou -
was gaking a banging; but she sat alertlyy waeching for thove-
= " ment ahead ‘of her. Singh occasmnally gave the mahecut,
instructions for guiding the elephant in the right direction.
< With the mahout lopping off branches and catclaw that tore
at us, we made our way down a ravine. Suddenly we tipped
up, verv nearly sliding from the saddle, the incliae was se
°  steep; . Then our great lnmg ship righted herself and v ape,
on dlevel ground wiiere tangle reached up over, eight feet.
#  Wgcould neverdiave walked in this terrain and even the sure-
- footed Elepha,ﬁt stumbled occasionally, stepping into .a
depression, Or int@® brush so thick that it twisted into a trap.

We rode for almost an hour that way, watzhing for the
wounded animal that could rush us at any moment. Then

. We came upon a mandan, and there about three hundred yards
from us in the grassy area was our reat gaur, the sun glinting
on his ebany hide as he grazed with his sharem.

Animals, with the exception of cat§, never leok up, but
somehow the bison spotted us, although,he didn’t seemato
suspect the elephant Perhaps that is the real reason he had
stopped his gharge. "The two are jungle friends, often a7mg
in the same places, but now the old bull kne® that somethmg
was wrong; heg pawed the ground and snorted, trottmb in a
little cincle arou,nd his herd. =

We got within about two hundred yards of him. ThlS time
we waited until ‘our elephant stopped her heayving, wa ited
while the bison moved in his restless, agitated way, and then .
I sightedon the black hump on L s back, moved down about
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ent foot into wh I ¢hought would be the heart zegion, ands
slowly squeezed the trigger. Almost simultaneously with the , *
boom of the .458, the«big aftimal flipped to the ground as if
his feet hag been yafiked out from under him.Singh stared
at e in disbeliéf; seldom is the great gaur downed with a
_ single sha. g . ° z
" Cautiously we moved in, sitting on the elephant until'wee
were certdin that the bison was dead. The, elephans behind <
> us moved in and the men got down. Working rapidly, they
cleated the area around the dead bison of grass, 4rees and
brush. Singh measured the animal: stretching fpurteer feet
‘ .niae inches, hif weight was estimated at over ‘twe J»thous:md 2
pounds and he szood sik feet at the shéulder. The tape
measured 4 full twenty inches aroung the base of the horns,
= This is one of the largest bisons ever taken out of these
mountairs” Singh said. ““See how these great horns are®worn
At the aipé from age and fighting? If we didn’t get hinl, sboner
__or later ong, of the young bulls would }fave béstéd hifi'sn 2 °
fight ayyd deposed him, and he would haye become even
more dangergus. The solitary bull bison is ¢, bittef, deadly
animal. You haye done the pedple of the @earest village and
the Maharaja,a fayour.” g Z
. My first shot,"aimed at the neck, but ';hroxfrn off by the
* heaving of my living shooting ‘platform, had cligped out a-
piece of horn’near the base, an‘inch from the head; the second
had been a lucky shet, dead-centre in the heart region.
» And then, as if by some strange black jungle magic, natives
were beside us with wicker baskets and knives.. The head
was tg be saved for mounting, but Singh told them to go
aheac’ and strip the meat ffom the grormous beast. Théy
would have the ¢arcass ivory-clean and the meat ready for use,
drying in their huts, in two hours. *

As we started back, off perhaps three thousand yards, we
cquld see the rest of the herd gathered on a rise looking at us.
Sooa a vital youag Bull would take over, infusing fresh blood,
new life into, the herd. It is necessary. It is the way of life.

Back at_the dak test hoyse we had a laugh when one of

.



v Qshllxzu', said, “How many did you get?"
“Young mah,” Fred Stieff said, “ore! And in a m;mncr

of spcakmg. sometimes one can be toc’ many.”
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he drivers, a mty boy from Mysore wherknew nothing 3bc“'
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**I HAD a recurrent mghtmarc in the jungles that went sofne-

thing like thisg It is midnight; I am awakened by mllagem o
. rashing intd our dak bungalow, scréaming that a tiger has

., made a kill and for me to come quicklys that they already

Baverthe machan byilt” I am alore; none of the, skilledy and
cogﬁdent shikazis like Rao Naidu or Singh are ar,pund The *
decision is mine along.. 2 1 usually awakefied covéred with
sweat, to tind Mary Lou stirring in hermsleep ih & bed on
the other side of the room.

I don’ teknow whether many hunters who comé to Iadia’s

: Junglcs, dream of sxtuatxons of ‘this kindand I "hdven’t

consulted a psychiatrist since I returned yo detétmine i1t had
dny hidden, dark meaning, suggesting perhaps that my
courage was gn the wane. But the dream did, com® several |
times, never va{ylng in the fahtasy-image» that $prodded m'y
brain. Unforumat\ely, I never discovered how I would !glake

. dut in a situatiof: of this kind, for I always “awoke just as the
- natives told me about the machan.

" o OQ L4 =

I was in a dak now, high in the Kyathedevera Gudi finish-

ing up a colymn for the Herald Tribune on vultures and’ the

cofra charmers we, had seen in old Delhi; Msry Lou had

brokeg her camera shortly after the bison hunt and she was °

Jin M3ore trymg to have it repdireds \Vp‘tvcre going to spend

a“couple of daye th this pleasant forest rest house while I

' caugh# up on sofne of my work, arid pPrhaps have another

huat. We, would leave India in ab8ut thrcg ‘days, flying to
Bombay, then to Calcutta, where we would spend a night
witlr Rao Naxdu’an& catch the Scandinavian® Airlines DG-7C.
I had blocked 6ut arfother column on ¥red and Ruth Stieff
on how you find cou’rage m‘{he most unexpected praces, and
. > ) \ 186
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L]
was thinking of them now. Neither'of them was youlg,

oneither had hunted before, nor been exposed to danger froin

)

wild animals. Yet when that bison that I wounded haa
charged, Ruth had sat calmly; waiting o be told what to do,

_and eveén though the Indians on the second elephant were

screaming Hindi curses at me for Eailing'to killsthe beast

~owith one shot, thus endangering the lives of everyone, Fred
* Stieff hadn't turned a hair, and had called, “Better luck next

time."” 3

 After the hunt was over they had been enthusiastic, telling
me that this was the most exciting day they had ever had, that
it had made their Indian trip. “The hell with this sight-
seeing and buyiflg: junk!” Fred had said. “I like this idea

0
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of having offbeat, exciting things to do. Wish we could have
been, in the jungle with you. Maybe someday we could whip
up another hunt? Alaska bear? Even tiger? I could take
Jessons.and maybe handle a gun as well as you one cEthase
days.h \ : @ ©

They were ruany miles away from these mounta‘ns now,
probabl‘)" at-$¥zir destination in Kashmir, bu¢ the memery
of them was close and very real. And then; shattering this
pleasant reverie, came an Indian from Cudi whom I had
become quite fond of in a few days. His name was Devi, but
he had be>n dubbed “Fat Jack” by Mary Lou. He was ole
of the few forest people we had seen with any flesh on his

" bones, and Mary Lou had tartly observed that another few

days-with Motisingh and his kitchen magic and I could easily
have looked tike Devi. He became, as far a; she was concerr zd,
my conscience in a loincloth. | ; D
“ It was dusk as he camé to the door and a bluish hats that
filtered the light seemed to seep in with“him. He looked
del'ighted. Ho was calm. “A tiger has killed a buffalo calf,
master: It is early enough and I know you would like to-have
us build a machan so you can wait for this tiger to returr.”
This was not like the dreim; it was a muchi gentler version.
Perhaps 1 could even talk my way out of this. We had be=n ».
told of a tiger that roamed these hills, a2 man-eatsr that had

J
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of the skill of the forest officers had been useless against him.

~ But-this couldn’t possibly Be the same tiger:® Fat Jack tgld
me that the tiger h&%d pulledsthe young calf glown from a
shertl being returned to«he village; the herdboy had circled
N\, [is buffajpes and driven the cat off. Even a tiger®hesitates to
face down a herd of angry buffaloes. The boy had reporteds

&iled: over Hifty eople, a dozen in the las.t twoeweeks. Al

g the Aggr fadn't*been frightened, of him and if e hadr®

» Had the hard with him, he theught he himself would have
« beed attacked. But I didn’t think it could be the man-eatar.
Norhally they &vorft bother witht anything exeept th# soft

. e Piskings of hufhans once they get started in their, horrible ~

trade. But, Fat Jack satd tfat it could be theqciller.gisagreed
and also told him that by the time*we ot the m%Chan built
it would be too late, that the noise of making it would warn
the tigerefnyway and ghat it would be useless to wait :
o ol Geohdbk his head. “I knew you liked hunting thestiger
v oe2nd left wogd to build the machan.” , 4
By this time I certainly had engugh ptactice sitting, in

. Tgachans. B¢ who would hold the light? et _]ac’(. What =
b . o L) »

‘. .light? My big fashlight.
I pulleel om a &ieavy sweater, took my 458 gnd a bgx of
e Cartridges and Fat Jack took me to the kill. The calf was a small
= ofeaiid the tiger had only started to cag. The pachan, roughly*
constructed By three villagers Who were inexpert at the task,

mew 100kggl nothing like the professional ones of Raoy Naidu. It °

was about swelve feét fromg the ground in the crotch.of a
padas, a huge trecewith fragrant red blossoms.®I-climbed a

swayipg roge ladder and Fat ask follotved and sat Weside me. ¢

.x-;&. villagers left l.mrried Y evftle.n.fy glad s get awa;'.
or the next fiffeen minutes I gave the Indian instructions
® ig usthg the light, throwing it on the kéll. Thgn I handed it
Jo®him, *teok my rifle and aimed, explaining that when we
hegrd the noise, I would tap him lightly and he would flash
the %ight and h:ﬂd it on the tigergwhile I shots not moving it,

-+ upless the car moveq. He nogded happily. s
-Night cme.and ’u: sat splently. This was an old Story and
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'l i certainlyoknéw hovr to sit in a tree, probably was one oL
othe most talented tree-sitters to ever visit India.

The stars were bright, thumbtacked tightly to the sky, and
"the cat cries of the peacocks in their trees and a drum far
.away in 2 mountain village, set a now familjar scene for me.
The moon was pale this night; the sky dark. The shape of,

“the calf was blotted out. So many things could go wrorg: I
could wound the tiger and he could climb into this treg witii
us; I could hit him and we could go down, thinking that he
was dead und he could easily kill both of us. I could woand

_him Und he would get away and I would have the creation of

- dnother man-eater on my already burdened conscience. Bat
Fat Jack, oblivious to all of this, sat there smiling 22d proud.

The blossoms of the tree threw off a sickly sweet smell that
I will always associate with tigers, even though it actuully
has nothing to do with them.

Then.T heard it, and I remembered what Rao Naiuu i
saia about tiger sournds. We could hear the wiad blowing
acrass th)e stars; and, as darkness fell, the kree-ee of the

»- Malabar whis#ing thrush as he screamed in flight; but theiz
hadn’t been any warning of an animal approaching. Now
suddznly there w2s a loud hiss, then a souad like a bellows
pushing air: the tiger. As Rao had told us, he was hissing
to warn otker animals that he had arrived and he was blowing
on the dead animal to get rid of any stinging insects that

 might have collected. : :

Using reserves of will that I hadn’t known I had, i
restrained myself and didn't immediately tap for the light.

“And then came the sound that disturbs even th2 mo:t sea-
soned hunte, the cruach of thigh bones being splime'.‘:‘nJ hy
incredibly powerful jaws. It's a noise that knots the nerve
ends and mak2s the Dlond stand still. I could see Fat Jack’s
eyeballs roll whi:e in fear and feel the trembling of his body.

The tearing o the flesh and the cracking of the bones v-as
so loud that I think T coulu have spoken in 2 normal voice
to Fat Jack and the tiger wovldn't hzve heard it. Bat I
didn’t. I tapped him, and he flashed the light.
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**The cat was h3lf facing us and his eyes wére aflame. H{ !
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looked twelve fegt long, and completely hid Lhe.small cal
* I sighted just behind the left shoulder, hoping to makg a
heart shoty and, :,trcmi)hng, squtezed the trigger) The muzzle
. 'blast and the repercussion of the .458 must have nurcfgcd Fat
\ * Jack andshe dropped the flashlight. He had neve! had a gun
the size of a .48 booming two feet from his face and it scared® PR
“  bim half to;déath His droppihg the, flashlight did the sanfe
for me. NoW we couldn’t climb Hown into the darkness. There
b 2 hadn t been a sound when I fired, and I didn’t kne®™ whether
4k Lhe uger had p,onc “as silently as *he had come.,” or whhher
.- »m¥ bullet had Lnocked him down. We scltled in the tree fot
the deathnwatch. * -
It was a long night, longer thansany I ever remember.
Witen a weak dawn came, hcould see the tiger stretched out .
on the gi'ound close t» the calf hq had killed. I fireq a, ' shot, '
« semrriety the ground beside him, but he didn't movc* had. \'

C .ﬁmshcd hig last meal.
It was fitting, I suppose, that I had spent 'my last nighy, in '3&
the forests of’India in a tree. o o
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