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AUTHOR’S NOTE

It was in the year 187- that I first met with the individual
whose sporting reminiscences are recorded in this narrative.
He had then, though still comparatively young, been
already seventeen years in India—after five spent at sea
as cabin boy and seaman, having started life as a stowaway
when about fifteen years of age.

As I came to know him better, and had learnt some-
thing of his life, I recognized that his had been no ordinary
existence but one full of strange and interesting experiences,
specially in connection with the hunting of big game.

His stories of these adventures interested me greatly,
and seemed so strange and out of the way as compared with
others that I had read or heard of, that I tried to induce
him to write and publish them, but he declined absolutely,
having—as he declared—a strong objection to seeing his
name in print.

I came across him again often during my long service
in India, and each time he had something new to tell me—
some fresh hunting story or interesting adventure he had
experienced, till I had collected quite a budget of his
stories, for I always wrote them down.

I met him again, many years later, in England, shortly
after he had retired—by which time he had added con-
siderably to his stock of interesting adventures with big
game, and delighted in relating his experiences, though
disinclined as ever to publish them.

Finally, seeing it was useless attempting to persuade
him, yet confident that his reminiscences would make
interesting reading, I suggested writing them for him—
using his diary, and the very elaborate notes he had made
from time to time. After some discussion, he eventually
consented, but only on condition that his name should not
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appear, nor the names of any persons or places mentioned,
lest these should betray him !

1 had no option but to accept these conditions, and with
the assistance of his papers, and the records of the stories
already in my possession, have compiled this narrative,
which is a plain, unvarnished yarn, aspiring to be nothing
more than what it is—viz. arecord of sport and adventure
experienced in the jungles of Bengal during a period of
nearly forty years.

Many of the adventures and incidents related having
happened whilst in the pursuit of tigers and other dangerous
game, it has occurred to me that it might be of advantage
to non-Anglo-Indian readers if, before embarking on the
volume, they could learn something of the methods em-
ployed in hunting these animals, and of the nature of the
dangers to which the hunters are exposed.

Such, then, being my object, it must also serve as an
excuse for the long—but I trust not altogether unin-
teresting—dissertation on the subject, given in the intro-
ductory chapter, from which it will be evident that when
after big game in India, the sportsman takes as large a
share of risks as when hunting dangerous game in other
portions of the globe.

In the chapter referred to, I have purposely omitted all
mention of the weapons generally used, for every sports-
man has his own ideas on this subject, and usually some
particular make or bore of rifle which he swears by. Per-
sonally I have found a D.B. -577 Express to possess all the
stopping power necessary for tigers, and if used with solid
steel-tipped bullets, also for buffalo, rhinoceros or bison ;
while for leopards, bear and all other soft-skinned animals,
the smaller bore—:500—I have never known to fail.

Of the latest big-game weapon—the comparatively
small-bore cordite rifles—I have had no experience.
Doubtless they are more powerful, but their extra weight
should be against them for snap-shooting; hence in the
dense jungles of Bengal, where snap-shots often have to
be taken, a lighter rifle should prove the more useful
weapon.

MENTONE, AUTHOR.
March, 1913,
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TIGERLAND

INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER

SPorTsMEN who have done most of their shooting on foot—
whether it has been lions or elephants in Africa or the
grizzly and buffalo in the backwoods of America—are apt
to run away with the idea that shooting tigers, or other
dangerous game, from a howdah, perched high up on an
elephant, is comparatively tame sport, because of the
generally supposed security of the position occupied by
the hunter! True, when compared with the pursuit of
dangerous game on foot, howdah-shooting may, at first
sight, appear to be a less hazardous form of sport. Never-
theless, there are few sportsmen, with any lengthened
experience of shooting from elephants, who cannot recall
instances in which, despite their fancied security, they
have been placed in situations of the utmost danger, re-
quiring all the courage and coolness they possess to extricate
themselves.

Persons unacquainted with the habits and savage
instincts of the animals which frequent the Indian jungles,
can form no idea of the ferocity and vindictive disposition
of such animals as the tiger, leopard, rhinoceros, buffalo,
or bear, nor can they imagine what such brutes are capable
of, when wounded and brought to bay. For, any one of
these animals, when it finds itself hemmed in, will think
nothing of charging an elephant, or even a line of elephants,
over and over again and, if not stopped by a well-directed
shot, will make its charge good.

This, in the case of a tiger or leopard may, and often
does, mean its getting on to an elephant’s head or stern
and clinging there, with teeth and claws, to the utter
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demoralization of this generally stolid beast, often resulting
in its headlong flight in any direction it may happen to be
facing at the moment and utterly regardless of what there
may be in its path.

The position of the sportsman under these circumstances
is anything but a pleasant one, for, on the one hand, he
stands a fair chance of being swept off the howdah—
loaded guns and all—by projecting branches or, should he
be fortunate enough to escape this fate, of the elephant
going head-over-heels into some ‘ nullah,” which some-
times have a drop of from ten to fifteen feet; not to mention
the added danger from the unwelcome intruder itself,
which could, without much difficulty, clamber into the
howdah or seize and pull off the driver, in which cases the
chances of the sportsman coming safely out of the mélée
would be a poor one, for the elephant, already mad with
terror would, without its driver to soothe and pacify it,
soon become absolutely frenzied, and might continue its
flight for hours. For anyone to attempt to jump or slide
off an elephant’s back when in this demoralized condition
would be to expose himself to the still greater danger of
being either trampled to death by the frantic beast or
torn in pieces with its trunk, for these animals even when
composed and in their right minds, are peculiarly sensitive
to any sudden movement or of anything falling near or
touching them.

There is no animal so generally docile and obedient as
a domesticated elephant, but when roused by anger or
demoralized through fear, there is probably nothing in the
brute creation so thoroughly dangerous. Were it not for
this defect in their disposition the fact of a tiger or leopard
climbing into a howdah would be no very serious matter,
since the occupant could easily, at such close range, plant
his shot at once into some vital spot. Unfortunately, on
such occasions, however, the elephant either tries to shake
its assailant off, and if successful attempts to trample it
to death—or makes a clean bolt, as already stated. In
cither case, its movements are so extremely violent that it
is as much as the sportsman can do to retain his position
in the howdah, much less use his rifle to defend himself.

In fact, it is almost preferable to be on an elephant that
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runs away, rather than on one that stops to fight, for in
the latter case the occupant of the howdah is pretty sure
to be thrown out—sooner or later—perhaps into the
tiger’s very jaws, or at any rate close enough to make his
position an extremely perilous one.

But it is not only in combats with tigers and leopards
that the element of danger is present when shooting off
elephants, such encounters being equally perilous with the
rhinoceros and buffalo—especially the former, for the Indian
* rhino,” as it is familiarly called, is truly a most formidable
animal.

In weight and bulk, almost equal to an elephant, its
short, stumpy legs give it a stability not possessed by the
latter, and the shortness of its legs in no way interferes
with its speed which, when charging, is tremendous ; its
charge is practically irresistible—cases, indeed, being known
of elephants, caught broadside on, being knocked com-
pletely over.

The injuries, too, which it can inflict with its sharp-
pointed, powerful horn, sometimes a foot in length, and its
strong teeth, sharp at the edge as a razor, makes the
animal a most dangerous foe. Hence it is little wonder
that—with very rare exceptions—the staunchest elephants
cannot be induced to face a ‘* rhino,” much less stand and
await its charge. Under these circumstances, to shoot a
charging ‘“ rhino ” is no easy matter, and the sportsman
who has been fortunate enough to bag one, under these
conditions, has much to be thankful for.

In the huge, and practically impenetrable jungles of
Eastern Bengal and Assam, where these animals are to be
found, they can only be hunted on elephants, either by
beating in the ordinary way should the jungle be negotiable,
or by going after them quietly on a pad elephant, a more
certain, though no less dangerous plan, as will be seen
hereafter.

If the first-mentioned method be adopted, the animal
must be beaten out of its lair to howdahs, posted at con-
venient places, and it may easily be conceived that a
naturally slothful, but short-tempered beast like a * rhino ”
suddenly aroused, perhaps from its siesta, by an advancing
crowd of elephants crashing through the jungle, with their
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mahouts yelling and shouting, would not be likely to take
their intrusion in very good part.

Still, the natural instinet, common to all savage
creatures, will probably prompt it, in the first instance, to
seek safety in flight, and it may therefore try to escape, but
only to find its retreat cut off by the howdahs posted in
its line of flight, while the noisy beating line behind it still
continues to advance.

Rendered desperate, therefore, by its perilous position
and trusting to its weight and speed to clear the obstruction
to its front, it rushes headlong at the nearest howdah with
a velocity almost impossible to calculate, making it most
difficult for the sportsman to stop it, which he could only
hope to do by a bullet through the centre of the forehead
or behind the shoulder.

To hit it in any other part of the body would be worse
than useless, as the animal—so far only actuated by fear—
might still, if unmolested, swerve and pass on, but if
wounded in addition, would most assuredly attack the
elephant and possibly overturn it, or if it bolted, pursue
it with a persistency for which they are notorious, in-
flicting wounds, perhaps, which may eventually prove
fatal. True a ‘““rhino” thus charging has occasionally
been dropped by a well-directed bullet, but taking all
things into consideration the odds are much against such
accurate shooting under the circumstances described.

Should the sportsman, however, select the other plan
referred to, he must first obtain the services of a tracker
who is thoroughly acquainted with the habits of this
animal, and ascertain through him which of the many
tunnel-like tracks, made by the *‘ rhino *’ through the grass
on their way to the feeding ground outside, is the most
recent one. Having discovered this, he must then be on
the ground a couple of hours before daylight, mounted on
his staunchest elephant and armed with the largest-bore
rifle he possesses, taking care to approach the place unseen
and with as little noise as possible.

The elephant must then be carefully concealed within
the high grass, just off the track so that the sportsman
may command some twenty to thirty yards from the
entrance and then wait patiently and, above all, noiselessly
4
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till daybreak, when he may expect the animal’s return, for
it is a common fact that, unless in any way disturbed or
alarmed, a ¢ rhino ”’ will invariably return to its lair within
the forest by the path it made on last going out.

Hence, if the sportsman is successful in concealing his
elephant completely and keeping it, and himself, quite
still, he has every chance of obtaining an easy shot as the
animal comes back, which it generally does at a walk or,
at worst, a lumbering trot.

Great care, however, must be taken that no shot is fired
until the beast is well in front of the position taken up, for
this not only ensures a more certain and fatal shot but also
considerably lessens the danger of the animal charging,
which it most certainly would do should the shot be fired
from any position in front of it and not prove immediately
fatal.

If, however, in spite of all precautions taken, the
animal, after receiving the shot, does not continue in the
direction it was going, but stops or turns round, this may
be taken as an indication that hostilities are about to
commence and the sportsman must then prepare for a
desperate encounter, for its marvellously keen sense of
scent and hearing will soon enable the now infuriated
beast to discover whence the shot was fired, and it will
charge immediately in that direction. Meanwhile, the
elephant, unlikely to await such an attack, will probably
have turned and fled as soon as it had heard or seen its
enemy approaching. The situation now will not be
difficult to imagine : on the one hand, a large and powerful
animal, maddened with pain and rage, thirsting to revenge
itself upon its foe, while, on the other, the elephant, equally
mad with fear, flying helter-skelter through the jungle, its
riders liable at any moment to be brushed off the pad and
hurled into the path of the pursuing beast or precipitated,
together with their mount, into some yawning chasm, such
as a dry river-bed or quicksand, of which there are many
in such jungles.

Such then are some of the perils to which the Indian
sportsman hunting dangerous game on elephants is liable,
and to which must be added perils issuing from causes

quite unconnected with the animal he is hunting, as for
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instance, any of the tusker elephants amongst the line of
howdahs going suddenly mad or ‘ must”—as this con-
dition in a male elephant is called—which occasionally
happens during a shoot.

Again, there is always the possible danger of an en-
counter with wild elephants or, worse still, a solitary bull
or ‘“ rogue elephant,” than which there is no more dangerous
animal in nature’s great menagerie—the forests of Bengal.

Driven out of a band by the other bulls for misconduct,
it roams about alone, brooding over its expulsion and, if
encountered in the jungle, will attack any male elephant
there may be in the line or amongst the * howdahs,” and
being generally a powerful beast with tusks can do con-
siderable damage before it is driven off or shot.

On the whole, therefore, the pursuit of big game in
India would, as a matter of fact, be far safer on foot.
Unfortunately the Indian jungles do not as a rule lend
themselves to this form of sport, being generally too dense
and high. It is true the “ guns ’ are sometimes placed on
trees or platforms, called * maichans,” but the immobility
of such a position is a serious drawback, as a wounded
animal cannot then be followed up at once and thus is
occasionally lost.

Hence, such a position, though practically quite safe,
does not commend itself to true sportsmen, the majority
of whom would prefer to encounter any of the possible
risks described than run any chance of losing an animal they
have wounded.



CHAPTER I

Loxng before the usual period at which boys begin to think
about the career they shall adopt, I had made up my mind
to go to sea and, when about fifteen, resolved to lose no
time in carrying out my wishes.

Liverpool being the nearest seaport to my home, I
decided to try there, but failing to find a ship with a
captain willing to engage me, I watched my opportunity,
and on one dark and rainy night, stole on board a vessel,
bound for Newfoundland, and concealed myself in the hold.

Having thus embarked on my adventures as a stow-
away, I was careful to maintain this position till the ship
was well out to sea when hunger and thirst, combined with
an insufficiency of ventilation, compelled me to make my
presence known.

I had some difficulty in finding my way on to the deck,
but, finally, as I stepped on to it from the hatchway I was
promptly seized by one of the crew and haled before the
captain who received me with a welcome not exactly
calculated to impress me favourably with the seafaring
profession.

Enraged at my sudden, and wholly unauthorized, ap-
pearance on board his vessel, he gave expression to his
feelings with the assistance of a rope’s end—an operation
repeated later by the mate and, at intervals during the day,
by various members of the crew.

Bruised and sore, in mind as well as body, 1 was finally
handed over to the cook with orders to be at once initiated
in the duties of a cabin boy. The captain observing
angrily ““ that he had no use for idlers in his ship, and since
I had boarded her without leave, I must work my passage
out.”

Fortunately for me, the cook, a huge, good-natured
looking negro, had his own ideas as to my future education,
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and being now responsible for my efficiency was allowed
to indulge them, and under his tuition I soon acquired a
knowledge of my duties.

Unhappily, these duties brought me into daily contact
with my principal tormentors, the captain and the mate, but
by dint of close attention to my work, I escaped with an
average of one thrashing a week which, as my sable friend
observed, was ‘‘ extronorary good.”

Nevertheless my life during that voyage was one of
daily toil and trouble, very different to the picture my
fancy had created of * a life on the ocean wave,” and on
our arrival at St. John’s, I took an early opportunity of
quitting that ship for one bound for Pensacola. Obtaining
leave to go on shore, I shipped on board this vessel, and
before my leave expired was well on my way to that
distant port.

The next four years I passed in voyages between the
various ports of North and South America, sometimes in
English ships but as often under the Stars and Stripes, till
one day, in New York, finding an English vessel bound for
the East Indies, I shipped on board of her, now as an able-
bodied seaman or, in other words, A.B.

We arrived in due course at Calcutta, that paradise of
sailors where, as I once heard an old salt say, * one could
get drunk for eight annas any day in the week,” a sum
equivalent to about sixpence in these days.

However, this rare and apparently much valued
privilege having no particular attraction for me, I found
Calcutta far inferior to many other towns I had seen. Its
damp, warm climate, evil-smelling streets, cockroaches,
big almost as mice, and other members of the insect tribe,
rendering it to my mind a most undesirable place of
residence.

On the other hand, the river in which we lay—the far-
famed Hughli—with its crowd of shipping of every rig and
nation, interested me greatly, and I would sit for hours,
comfortably ensconced in the fore-top, watching some huge
vessel being towed up or down its swirling waters, recalling
to my mind the dreaded under-tow of which I had heard
much during the voyage. Little did I think then how
soon Ishould be grappling with this monster, in a desperate
8
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struggle for existence down in the depths of that mighty
river.

The incident happened in this wise. We had been
lying some three weeks in the river, with the fierce May
sun beating down upon the ship, when one morning the
mate discovered that all her paint work was being blistered
and set the hands to work to give her a good wash down.
A platform had been rigged over her side and I was
standing on it drawing up water when suddenly I felt it give
beneath me, and before I had time to scize a rope I was
shot into the river, but falling feet downward with the body
quite erect, fortunately did not hurt myself. ]

Striking the water in this fashion I went down a con-
siderable depth. However, being a strong swimmer and
well used to diving, the fact that I was overboard did not
disturb me in the least, and as soon as I ceased falling
struck out upwards towards the light showing dimly on the
surface. :

I had made a few strokes in this direction when my
progress was suddenly arrested, and though I still con-
tinued moving, I soon found it was in a direction parallel
to the surface, which was yet several feet above me, while
I seemed to be sinking lower every moment.

I tried in vain to retain an upright posture; for each
time I attempted it my legs were swept from under me—
almost at right angles to the body—and my neck thrust
forward till my chin rested on my chest, and presently I
felt myself being rolled over and over entirely at the mercy
of the waters and with no power to strike out with either
arms or legs.

I now knew that I was drowning for I felt I could not
hold my breath much longer, nor resist the mysterious
power which, while forcing me along, was taking me deeper
down as I could tell from the increasing darkness all around
me as the volumes of water increased in intensity overhead.

I was rapidly losing consciousness and in another
moment must have given up the struggle, when my side-
long and downward progress was arrested as suddenly as
it had commenced. I was conscious of a shock, causing
me to assume a vertical position, and the next instant I
was shot violently upwards, and found myself on the surface
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exhausted and almost insensible, but instinctively rather
than of my own volition managed to keep myself afloat.
However, I soon recovered sufficiently to realize the
situation, and found I had come up close to a ferry boat
which was crossing at the moment, and the man in charge,
having already seen me, brought his boat up quickly and,
assisted by some of his passengers, hauled me on board.

I pointed out my ship, from which I found I had drifted
about eight hundred yards, barely a short half mile and yet
it had seemed to me a score of miles. Pulling now against
the stream, the journey back occupied the best part of two
hours.

At last we reached the ship and I have some recollec-
tion of being assisted up her side, but from that moment
to the day I found myself lying in a hospital on shore, my
mind was, as it is up to this day, absolutely blank.

It appeared that I had lost consciousness immediately
after reaching the vessel, and my condition becoming
serious was sent off that evening to the hospital, where I
had been for the last ten days, suffering from brain fever
and more or less delirious all the time.

However, I was now convalescent, and later in the day
had a visit from the Harbour Master who, having heard of
my adventure, was anxious to learn the details for, as he
remarked, during his thirty years’ experience of the
Hughli, he had never known of any one falling into it who
had lived to tell the tale !

I told him exactly what had happened from the moment
of falling overboard till I was brought back to the ship—
for strangely enough up to this time the whole incident
was as vivid in my mind as if it had occurred a few minutes

-before, despite the lapse of time and memory intervening.

He listened with much interest, and when I had con-
cluded, congratulated me warmly on what he considered a
miraculous escape, ‘ for,” he continued, ‘it is evident
from your description that you were caught in the under-
tow, and had you been less used to remaining under water,
must inevitably have drowned.”

He then explained to me the nature of this dread demon
of the Hughli which, to describe it briefly, apparently
consists of a collection of currents running several feet
10
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below the surface of the stream, with a force against which
it is useless for the strongest swimmer to contend.

‘ Some of these currents,’”’ he went on, ‘ are believed to
run counter to each other and to meet at certain points,
the two opposing forces causing an upward action of the
waters in the form of a column or of a water-spout reversed.”

The sudden propulsion to the surface, to which I owed
my life was, he said, probably due to the fact that, while
being carried along, I had, most providentially, en-
countered one of these opposing currents and had been
shot upwards on the uphcaval that immediately ensued.

I was feeling too weak and ill just then to realize how
near I had been to death, but later on, as I lay there daily
recovering health and strength, the terrible experience
would come back to me, sending a cold shiver through my
frame at the mere recollection of that desperate struggle.

And, here let me assure the reader, from knowledge
born of this experience, that drowning cannot be the
painless ending some theorists would have us believe.
The visions of green fields and beauteous flowers they
speak of as the prelude to unconsciousness and death,
might perhaps have come later; but no vision, however
pleasingly absorbing could possibly have dispelled the
feeling of deadly terror that possessed me nor mitigated
by one fraction the physical suffering I endured while en-
gulfed in the depths of those rushing waters.

By the time I had recovered, and was discharged from
hospital, the great Indian Mutiny had commenced, and
harassing accounts reached the city daily of Europeans
being massacred wholesale, of women murdered before their
husbands’ eyes, children tossed aloft on bayonet points,
and other atrocities too terrible to describe, till every
white man in the country felt bound to take up arms.

Dep6ts had been established at all important centres
where corps of yeomanry and police were rapidly being
raised, and sailors, ever ready for adventure, were deserting
their ships in hundreds eager to enlist and help to avenge
these cruel massacres.

My own ship had long since sailed on her homeward
voyage, and having no friends or other ties to keep me in
Calcutta I was, naturally, as eager as the rest to join this
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new-made army, and presenting myself at the head-
quarters of the Bengal Mounted Constabulary was enlisted
as a trooper.

We left a few days later for the front, by rail as far as
the line was laid and thence on foot by road, for although
a “ mounted corps,” of horses as yet we had none! These
were to be purchased on our arrival at the base camp.

Our saddlery-equipment and camp equipage accom-
panied us on bullock-carts, hence our progress was neces-
sarily slow, two and a half miles an hour being the limit
of a native bullock’s pace. However, by a judicious
manipulation of their tails, we increased their pace to three,
finally reaching our camp well within our time.

Here a crowd of horses of every shape and size were
presently paraded for selection, amongst them an animal
so remarkable in appearance as to merit a description in
a paragraph to itself.

The beast was a snow-white stallion of exceptionally
good make, with grey-blue eyes and nose and ears of a
delicate pale pink! Thus far, however, the animal was
as Nature had created it, but its owner, evidently dis-
satisfied with her work and being apparently of an artistic
turn of mind, had added to its  beauty ”’ by dyeing the
mane and tail sky-blue !

This extraordinary-looking object, led by two atten-
dants, was brought up to our “ C.0.,” the owner remarking
as he pointed proudly to it that “ an animal so magnificent
in appearance was eminently suited to carry one of his
cxalted rank !

However, the latter, an ex-cavalry officer, having his
own ideas on the subject, was not to be persuaded, and the
beast moreover presently showing an inclination to savage
one of its attendants, was speedily rejected altogether as
unfit for the troop, much to the disgust of its master, who
had probably looked forward to making a good bargain.

The selection then proceeded, and the hundred odd
animals required being eventually purchased, were made
over to each trooper, according to his number on the
Roster as being the simplest way of dealing with the
matter.

But, as was soon discovered, this haphazard method of
12
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distribution had led to some extraordinary, not to say
comical combinations. For example, a burly individual,
weighing over fifteen stone would find himself in possession
of an animal barely up to ten, while, on the other hand,
some slim, featherweight youth would perhaps be mated
with a charger of elephantine proportions.

However, these little errors were rectified next day,
when, permission being accorded for the men to exchange
with each other, we were soon most suitably equipped. But
soon there rose a difficulty which had been clearly over-
looked by those responsible for our creation as a mounted
corps.

To enlist a man and provide him with a horse, was easy
enough, but for the combination to be of any practical use
as a fighting machine it was obviously necessary that the
man should be able to ride the horse !

Now, as it happened, most of the men were sailors by
profession, ‘“ Handy men ’ no doubt ready to go anywhere
and do anything but as to any knowledge of horsemanship,
even in its most elementary form, as innocent as the babe
unborn !

However, since as a mounted corps we had been raised,
and mounted troops were most urgently required, we must
either qualify ourselves as such or suffer the degradation
of being disbanded as useless. The last was not to be
thought of for an instant, for apart from the ignominy of
it, the rumours of the cruel and increasing massacres that
reached us daily had worked on our feelings to a degree
difficult to describe and had created a desire for vengeance
not easy to forego.

Under these circumstances,, we all felt that there was
but one thing to be done—the men who could not ride
must learn to do so! A deputation conveying a proposal
to this effect was accordingly sent to the Commanding
Officer, and his approval being readily accorded, a riding
school was immediately started, some half a dozen men
who could ride acting as instructors.

As for myself, being accustomed to riding from my
earliest childhood, I was deputed with two or three others
equally proficient, to break in some of the most untractable
of our late purchases.
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While so employed we had leisure in the intervals
between our different mounts to watch those now under-
going instruction and a more comical sight I have seldom
witnessed.

The plain in front of the tents was alive with men and
horses, each striving to gain the mastery over the other,
but never did men, so seriously engaged, present a more
grotesque and ridiculous appearance.

Here, a burly form in trooper’s guise, but with “ A.B.”
stamped on every curve and line of it, might be secn
clinging to his stirrup iron with one foot poised, yet half
afraid to trust himself entirely off the ground as he hopped
solemnly after the horse which circled round him.

There, another equally obvious son of Neptune despite
his military attire, who having with much difficulty gained
the saddle from the off side, sat lost in solemn wonder at
finding himself facing the wrong end of his steed !

While away in the distance were horses careering
madly across the plain, some riderless, others with their
riders’ arms twined lovingly round their necks.

But, quainter still were some of the expressions we
overheard uttered by those who, somewhat more advanced
than their companions and proud of their superior skill,
were galloping around the camp at a pace extremely dan-
gerous not only to themselves but also to those going in
an opposite direction.

 Starboard there, Bill, hard a starboard or you will
run me down,” cries one of the latter, as “ Bill,” pulling
the wrong rein, runs into him.

“ Put your helm down,” retorts Bill, * and I'll go past
your quarter,” with the result that “ Bill >’ and his friend,
in their mutual efforts to execute this nautical manceuvre,
became mixed up with the tent ropes and horses and
riders were soon sprawling on the ground.

In the meanwhile, another unmistakable mariner who,
owing to his self-asserted powers as a horseman, had been
assigned a horse less tractable than the others, was dis-
playing his skill before an admiring erowd. Perched on
a huge, raw-boned, wicked-looking bay, he strove in
vain, by gentle means, to make the jibbing brute
advance.
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His comrades, though thoroughly enjoying his dis-
comfiture, were yet ready with advice.

“Twist his tail, Jack,” said one, recollecting the
wonderful results of this method as applied to the bullocks
on the recent march.

“ Hit him behind,” suggests another, secretly longing
to witness the disaster such a proceeding was likely to
bring about.

But the wily “ Jack ”” knew better than to attempt any
such perilous experiments. Well aware that his reputed
““ skill,” based on a previous donkey ride or two, was un-
likely to stand the strain of any acrobatic feat that his
steed might indulge in if annoyed, he was determined that
gentle means alone should be employed.

Unfortunately for him, however, the horse, weary of
standing still, now took the matter into his own hands,
and plunging suddenly forward commenced to kick, sending
the hapless rider flying through the air into the midst of his
comrades, now convulsed with laughter !

But to describe all the comical sights I witnessed in
that wondrous riding school would fill more pages than my
readers would probably care to read. Suffice it then to
say that, at the end of ten days’ instruction, every member
of the troop had acquired, if not the art of riding, at any
rate of sitting on a horse without falling off, and so we
resumed our march.

Shortly after this we had several skirmishes with the
enemy, both while on the march, and when we were en-
camped at nights. Some of these encounters ended in
sharp fighting, but as we invariably drove the rebels off,
the troop had many oppportunities of testing their newly-
acquired horsemanship and acquitted themselves well when
galloping in pursuit.

Unfortunately for me, however, a serious accident
which occurred a day or two previous to the first engage-
ment, not only prevented my sharing in these events but
nearly brought my soldiering to an untimely end.

As the incidents which led to my disaster were of a
somewhat exciting nature, I venture to narrate them.

The horse allotted to me proved to be one of the most
vicious of the lot, and though by careful handling I had,
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to some extent, gained its confidence, it was still apt, at
times, to show temper to its * syce.”

One morning this man, much excited and evidently in
deadly fear, reported that the horse had suddenly gone
mad and begged that I would come at once.

I followed him to where the horses were all picketed and
had little difficulty in finding it among the crowd. For
there, apart from all the rest, with ears laid back and eyes
flashing fire, it stood, a picture of savage fury.

As the syce approached, it ground its teeth, then,
screaming with rage, made for him open mouthed. I put
out my hand to try and stop the brute, but seizing my
outstretched thumb between his teeth, it snapped them
like a vice, and finding I could not pull my hand away, I
threw my right arm round its neck and there I clung with
both feet off the ground.

A terrible struggle now began. Swinging its head from
side to side the horse shook me as a terrier would a rat, but,
accustomed as I was to clinging on to yards and ropes, its
efforts to shake me off were useless.

At last, tired with its exertions, it-stood still for a while,
then plunging madly forward was brought up by the
picket rope and fell over on to its side.

Falling with the horse I lay between its legs, expecting
every moment to have my brains dashed out in its violent
struggles to regain its feet.

At length it got on to its knees but before it had time
to rise, I placed my foot against its side and pushed with
all my strength. The horse fell back again. I was con-
scious of a sudden fearful wrench and then felt that my
left hand was free.

Rolling quickly away from between the horse’s legs, I
scrambled to my feet and dazed and bewildered with all I
had undergone, I stood for some moments trying to collect
my thoughts and recall to mind the events of the past
half hour.

The horse meanwhile had also risen to its feet and was
now standing quietly by. But glancing at its head I
noticed it held something in its mouth.

Wondering what this could be, I looked again when,
suddenly a wave of recollection came surging through my
16



I LOSE A THUMB

brain, and I remembered that the horse had seized my
thumb between its teeth. Instinctively I felt that some-
thing terrible had occurred ; a cold shiver ran through my
frame and longing to know the worst yet half afraid to be
enlightened, I looked down at my hand.

To my horror and dismay I could see but the four
fingers only. The thumb was gone! Torn completely
away at its juncture with the hand, there was nothing left
of it but some jagged skin and sinews. Yet, strange to
say, I felt no pain—this was yet to come! But the horror
and shock of the discovery, added to the exertions I had
undergone, now began to tell upon me. A dizziness came
over me, my limbs trembled ; soon all around me seemed
suddenly to grow dark, and drifting rapidly into uncon-
sciousness I fell heavily to the ground.

When consciousness returned, I found I was in my tent
with the surgeon bandaging my hand. He told me he had
“ trimmed > and sewn up the wound, adding that my
thumb had since been found lying near the horse’s feet and
was to be buried that evening with one of our men who
had died of sunstroke.

For two long weary months I lay ’twixt life and death,
for it was the height of the hot season, and exposed as 1
was to the full force of it, with no better shelter than a
thin canvas tent afforded, I marvel how I survived to tell
the tale.

At length I was allowed to leave the pile of straw which
had served me as a bed, and being' pronounced fit for
further duty was, on the first opportunity offering, sent on
to rejoin my corps which, fighting its way forward, was
now many miles distant.



CHAPTER 1I

For some eighteen months or longer the corps to which I
belonged took its full share in the various skirmishes and
petty actions which occurred within that period, and until
the great rebellion was eventually stamped out. But the
North-West portion of India, where the Mutiny had been
most violent, remained for some time longer in a more or
less disturbed condition.

It was during these troubled times that I, now a sergeant,
was deputed to accompany a party, consisting of an officer
and twenty-five invalid and time-expired men, proceeding
to a large cantonment many miles distant, whence the
latter were to be conveyed by rail to the port of embarka-
tion.

The party was commanded by a senior officer, accom-
panied by his wife, and, with a surgeon in medical charge,
servants, and camp-followers, made up a total of some
fifty persons, of whom thirty were Europeans.

As there were no railways in that part of India in those
days, the journey had to be performed by road, in marches
of from fifteen to twenty miles, the party halting daily at
some village on the way. But although our route lay
through this dangerous country, yet, with the exception
of the officers and myself, none of the party carried
firearms !

This may appear incredible, but is nevertheless a fact ;
for some one, in his wisdom, had decreed that for Thomas
Atkins to go armed under such circumstances would be
highly dangerous to the community at large, whereas the
real danger was all the other way. However, the orders
had to be obeyed, and the men, before starting, were all
accordingly disarmed, even to their side-arms, and thus,
minus any firearms save three fowling-pieces and a
revolver, we started on our journey.

18



DUCK SHOOTING AND ITS RESULTS

For the first three marches all went well enough, and
though bands of suspicious-looking natives were frequently
encountered, none of them attempted to molest us; and,
but for their scowling faces and an occasional muttered
imprecation touching our colour and nationality, we had
had no cause for apprehension.

Our marches, too, were quite enjoyable on the whole.
Starting daily some hours before daybreak, we usually
reached our halting-place before the sun was high, to find
our tents pitched within some sheltered grove where, after
a tub and breakfast, we enjoyed some hours of rest. The
heat during the day was too great to allow us to venture
out, but as the sun declined the doctor and myself, generally,
took our guns and wandered round the camp on the chance
of finding something for the pot; and it was on one of
these foraging expeditions that I met with my adventure.

It was on our fourth day’s march that, as we neared
our halting-place, I noticed on a lake near the village some
small objects which looked to me like duck. I pointed
them out to the doctor, and he being of the same opinion
we decided to go after them that evening. Accordingly,
about four o’clock, each engaging a couple of coolies from
the village, we walked back to the lake, and, taking opposite
sides of it, cautiously approached our quarry. Being closer
to the water’s edge, I was the first to reach it, and,
selecting the nearest bird, I fired and wounded it.

One of my coolies, seeing the bird was hit, rushed into
the water, and, as it seemed quite shallow, I let him go on
till T discovered from the other birds not rising, that it was
a coot I had shot. I called to him to come back, but,
paying no attention, he continued to wade on. Thinking
he probably wanted the bird himself, I turned away,
meaning to join the doctor, and had gone some little
distance when the other coolie began shouting excitedly.
I could not understand what he was saying, but, turning
round, saw that the man in the water was now evidently
beyond his depth. Again I called to him to come back,
accompanying my words with signs, and saw him turn as
if about to do so, when suddenly his head went under
water, and, re-appearing for an instant, down it went
again.
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I did not at the moment realize what was happening,
but learnt later that the lake was full of weeds, which the
man by turning too suddenly had twisted round his legs,
binding them together. However, I soon made out that
something was amiss, so running quickly back, I sat down
and tried to pull off my boots, intending to swim out to
him. Unfortunately, they were high Wellingtons, and,
already wet through, baffled all my efforts to remove them.

Meanwhile, the unfortunate man, after struggling once
more to the surface, finally disappeared. I now told the
other coolie as well as I was able, to run quickly to the village
for assistance, and that I would go round the lake and fetch
the other sahib. The man went off at once, and, as we
afterwards discovered, told the wvillagers that I had
drowned his comrade! However, he had apparently
understood my message, for when we returned half an hour
later we found the body had been recovered. I asked the
doctor whether he thought it would be possible to revive
it, but, on hearing it had been under about forty minutes,
he said it would be useless to attempt to do so, and as the
villagers were now crowding round us with threatening
looks and gestures, we thought it advisable to get back to
the camp.

But, as we turned to go, one of the crowd—a big, burly
individual—caught me by the sleeve, and in words and
signs gave me to understand that while the other sahib
might go, I was to be taken to the lake and thrown into it
in the same place where the coolie had been drowned !
I freed myself from his grasp, and, instinctively throwing
up my gun, pointed it at his head, when the doctor caught
hold of my arm, nearly sending off the piece, and called
out—

“ Don’t fire, or we shall both be murdered.”

‘I am not going to fire, and only meant to frighten him,”
I replied ; then asked him in a whisper whether his gun
was loaded.

“No,” he answered. “1I fired off both barrels at a
snipe just before I met you.”

“ Never mind,” I continued, ‘“ they do not know this,
and probably think both our guns are loaded, so unless
they take to stoning us we may get back all safe.”
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Then, holding our guns before us in readiness to fire,
and occasionally pointing them at the crowd, we retreated
slowly towards the camp. The plan succeeded better than
I had expected, and for some time we kept the crowd in
check, till, seeing we were likely to escape, they resorted to
the very measures I had feared, and soon a shower of
stones and earth-clods came whizzing past our heads.
Fortunately none hit us, and as our assailants were afraid
to come too close, we soon passed out of range.

On arriving at the camp we informed the Commandant
of what had taken place, and had scarcely concluded our
report when the whole village, armed with javelins, iron-
bound ‘lathis,” and other formidable weapons, came
swarming round the tents. Yelling and shouting like
maniacs let loose, and using the most abusive language they
could think of, they danced round us in their fury, and,
brandishing their weapons in our faces, demanded my
immediate and unconditional surrender.

*“ Give up that sahib ! ” they cried, pointing to where
I stood. * Give up the man who drowned our brother, or
we will set the camp on fire and kill every white man
init!”

There was no mistaking the meaning of these cries, for
there were some amongst us who understood the language ;
and that they were capable of carrying out their threat
was unhappily too evident, since they numbered probably
three hundred, all armed, as I have said, with various
deadly weapons, which they doubtless knew well how to
use, whereas we were but thirty Europeans in all, most of
these practically ineffective from fever and debility, and
one a helpless woman, while as to arms, two muzzle-
loading shot-guns, a revolver, and three regulation jim-
crack tailors’ swords were the only weapons we possessed.

True, there were our servants and camp-followers—
some twenty, perhaps, in all—but they, too, were natives
of the country, and more or less in sympathy with the
crowd, and, judging from their attitude, seemed half-
disposed to join it, though, through fear of the consequences,
they might at best remain neutral.

To me, as the individual principally concerned, the
position was a terrible one. Yet, desperate as it was, that
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of the officer commanding was, perhaps, the more painful,
since to him was left the responsibility of deciding whether
I was to be given up or not. Indeed, it would be difficult
to imagine a more painful situation for a commanding
officer to be placed in! For he knew that to comply with
the demand made by the villagers would be practically
dooming me to death, seeing they had made no secret as
to my disposal. On the other hand, he was powerless to
protect me, as any attempt to do so would undoubtedly
have involved the instant massacre of the detachment to
a man—a clearly useless sacrifice of life, since I too must
necessarily be murdered with the rest. Nor could T, under
such circumstances, as a man, much less as a soldier, ask
for or even expect his protection. And yet it was difficult
for me to yield myself up willingly, knowing full well the
terrible fate in store for me.

Accordingly when, a moment or two later, he questioned
me as to what was to be done, I replied that it was impossible
for me to give any opinion, and must therefore leave the
matter to himself and my brother soldiers to decide as
they thought best. He then went off to consult them.
At this consultation, so far as I could gather from a
word or two I heard, opinion seemed divided, the doctor
in particular seeming to be at variance with the others.
However, the infuriated mob allowing them little time for
argument, a decision was soon made.

Meanwhile I had nerved myself for the result, and
decided what to do should they, as I thought probable,
decide to give me up. Hence, when the Commandant
informed me that such was the decision necessity had
compelled them to arrive at, I was to some extent prepared.

*“ Very well, sir,” I replied ; “ but I intend to make a
fight for it before giving myself up, and if you will keep the
crowd engaged for a minute or two longer, I think I shall
be able to defend myself, at any rate for a time.” My
intention being to place myself with my back against a
neghbouring tree, there with the firearms keep the crowd
at bay, and if they rushed me to shoot down as many as I
could, and thus so inflame the fury of the rest that they
would finish me off at once! For since I knew I had to
die, to do so fighting seemed infinitely preferable to being
22
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murdered in cold blood, thrown into the lake, perhaps, as
they had hinted, probably with my hands and feet both
tied, to drown like a dog! It was an end too horrible to
contemplate. Small wonder, then, I had chosen a more
dignified and less uncomfortable mode of dying.

But to continue. As the Commandant turned away,
presumably to comply with my request, the doctor, saying
he for one would stand by me, came over to my side, and
I told him the plan that I had formed. Then, loading the
two guns and the revolver, I called out that I was ready.
Meanwhile, we had already selected a tree, and, running
across to it, took up our position before the mob could stop
us. But they followed quickly, and, mad with rage at
being thus outwitted, would have set on us at once, but
happily, the sight of our two gun-barrels pointing directly
at their heads, coupled with our threats to shoot the first
man who advanced, checked them for the moment. The
tree, too, was fortunately a very large one, perhaps three
feet in diameter; hence, by standing back to back, a foot
or two apart, the trunk served as a barrier on one side,
while each of us commanded not only his front but his
right and left as well. They could not, therefore, rush us
without losing some of their number, which they were not
disposed to do.

How long we might have succeeded in keeping them in
check it is impossible to say, but three hundred to two
were fearfully heavy odds, even had we been properly
entrenched and armed with modern weapons. It was
improbable that we could have held out for any length of
time, and must eventually have been overpowered and
murdered. Providence, however, had ordained otherwise;
for a few minutes later, as the men, having evidently decided
on risking an attack, were just about to rush us, a horseman
was seen riding down the road. He proved to be an
inspector of police on his ordinary round, who, seeing the
crowd assembled, had ridden up to make inquiries.

His arrival created a diversion for a time, and, after
being informed of what had taken place, he attempted to
reason with the mob. But they were now beyond the
influence of argument or persuasion. Mad with the lust
of hatred and unsatisfied revenge, they were deaf to his |

23



TIGERLAND

remonstrances, and finally told him plainly that if he
interfered they would treat him as they intended treating
us. The inspector, being unarmed and unattended by any
of his men, was thus as helpless as ourselves. Nevertheless,
it was entirely owing to his tact and intimate knowledge
of these people and their ways that we were eventually
delivered from the peril we were in. Taking the Comman-
dant aside, he said—

“You see how matters stand ; but if you will follow
my advice I think you may save the sahibs’ lives, for I
know the character of these people, and it is the presence
of the dead body which makes them so vindictive. Once
it is burnt and buried out of sight they will very soon calm
down. Tell them then, in an authoritative voice, to go
now and dispose of the body, and that when they return
you will arrange matters.”

Although this suggestion did not at the time commend
itself to the Commandant as one likely of success, yet, like
the drowning man who sees even in a floating straw some-
thing to support him, he eagerly adopted it, and in loud,
commanding tones, addressed his noisy audience, for some
time without avail. But soon their interest seemed
awakened, and before he had concluded they were listening
with attention, and as he ceased, broke out in loud applause.
“True! true! The sahib says well!” they shouted, with
one accord; and presently, to our inexpressible relief,
moved off towards the village, whence they issued shortly,
carrying faggots, torches, and earthenware pots, and went
in the direction of the lake, evidently to perform the
funeral rites.

The next hour or two were the longest I ever passed,
as we stood there in the dark expecting every moment to
hear the men returning and yet unable to do anything to
better our position. None of us believed the men would
not return, and to me the ordeal of thus waiting for the
end was necessarily most painful, but I was still deter-
mined to sell my life as dearly as possible, and to make
a fight for it whether assisted or alone. However, about
eight o’clock the inspector, who had followed the
villagers to the lake, returned alone, and informed us
that he had spoken to some of the leading men and
24



SAVED BY A DEAD BODY

told them he would see the dead man’s widow received
some compensation, and that therefore if they killed me
they would not only deprive the woman of her money, but
bring trouble on themselves. He added that as the body
was now disposed of he was sure we should hear no more
about it! Nevertheless, we passed a terribly anxious
night, keeping a sharp look out, and long before the dawn,
had left the ill-fated village many a mile behind us.

On reaching our destinaton I remitted a sum of one
hundred rupees—about £10—to the chief civil authority
of the district, and this was eventually handed over to the
widow of the coolie. Thus ended the worst experience in
my long, eventful life, and often as I look back on it and
recall the dreadful drama, I shudder as I think what the last
scene might have been, but for the inspector’s happy
inspiration to make use of the dead body.
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CHAPTER III

How long I continued in the troop after the fighting was
virtually all over, I cannot now remember, for when writing
from memory of a past so rich in incidents, it is not easy
to recall the sequence of events, but to the best of my
recollection, the corps I belonged to was disbanded towards
the close of the year 1860, to come into existence again
almost as a whole—though under a new title—in 1861.

By this time the Mutiny had been finally stamped out,
and amongst the changes effected by the Government was
the creation of a new, semi-military police or constabulary—
as it was called—for the whole of India, manned and officered
almost entirely by members of the various yeomanry and
other irregular forces which had been raised, temporarily,
to aid in quelling the rebellion. I was, amongst some
others, fortunate cnough to be appointed as a junior
officer to this new police force, and found myself posted
to the district of R , in the lower provinces of Bengal,
as an assistant superintendent, and lost no time in joining
my appointment.

The force, as I have said, was organized on semi-
military lines, and, in the district I was appointed to,
consisted of about five hundred in all, including native
officers such as inspectors, sub-inspectors, and head-
constables—the whole under the command of an officer
styled the District Superintendent, who—as in most cases—
was a military man, and to whom I was in the position of
second in command.

My life now, though naturally less exciting than what
I had been accustomed to lately, was infinitely more
interesting, to say nothing of the comfort of living in a
house again, being properly attended on by servants, and
having proper food, instead of living nowhere in particular,




STATION LIFE AND WORK

waiting on myself and foraging, often unsuccesstully, for a
meal. My C.O. or superintendent, a recently promoted
major, was one of the nicest men I have met, and, being an
Irishman like myself, we got on excellently together.

Our duties were fairly heavy, as was only natural
considering the condition of the country and the fact that
both native officers and men, being quite new to their
work, had to be continually instructed in the rules and
regulations which we had first to learn ourselves and, in
my case, had to pass in, for before being confirmed in their
appointments, all assistant superintendents were required
to pass an examination in law and the language of their
district, within two years of being appointed.

Indeed, so overburdened was I with work that after the
first month or two I often found myself regretting my past
life despite all its discomforts, for shooting sepoys in the
open seemed a preferable occupation—even when being
shot at in return—to confinement in a stuffy office all the
day, or in my room at nights with an oleaginous ¢ Munshi,”
endeavouring to instil into my mind some knowledge of
his abominable vernacular.

But, later on, when his efforts had to some extent
succeeded, and I had gained more experience in my duties,
my good-natured superior, seeing my dislike to a sedentary
life, sent me often out into the district, ostensibly on
investigation or inspection duty, which I performed to the
best of my ability, though not, I fear, with any extra-
ordinary results.

These inquisitorial excursions were made once or twice
a quarter, each occupying about a week, during which
period I was continually on the move, sleeping in village
huts, or at a police station, and at times even under a
tree with my saddle for a pillow—two such occasions being,
I remember, a Christmas and New Year’s Eve of the same
year.

It was in these wanderings round the country that I
first acquired a taste for big game shooting that eventually
developed into a passion, for tigers and leopards were
plentiful in those days, and, being destructive in propor-
tion, ‘khubbur,” or information of cattle—and some-
times human beings—Xkilled by them was constantly brought
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to me by the villagers and police, the reporting of such
matters being a portion of their duties.

Often, too, while seated of a morning under a tree—
examining witnesses in some case, or poring over musty
registers at a station—the distracted owner of a cow or
buffalo, killed during the night and dragged into an adjoin-
ing jungle, would come running in himself, and, grovelling
at my feet, insist on “ The preserver of the poor trans-
ferring his august presence >’ to the scene of the disaster
and slaying the ¢ bagh” * at once !

I seldom declined these invitations, for the destruction
of dangerous game was, I had been told, a part of my busi-
ness, and one I felt better qualified to tackle than witnesses
and registers, since the first I could barely understand, and
of the purport of the latter I had but the vaguest notion.

But, diligently as I followed up each information I
received, I was invariably unsuccessful, sometimes because
the so-called *““kill” would on inquiry be found to have
died a natural death, though more often, as I know now,
the failure was due to my ignorance of the habits of the
beasts I was attempting to locate, and it was not till many
months later—when I was acting for my C.O., who had
gone on three months’ leave—that my perseverance was
rewarded.

The incident happened in this wise.

One morning, shortly after I had taken charge, I was
hearing the usual daily reports from all the police stations.
Amongst them was one from the officer in charge of a
frontier post urgently requesting to be supplied with some
more rounds of ball cartridge. This being a somewhat
unusual demand, and one I considered dangerous to
comply with without further inquiry, I despatched a
mounted constable at once to the post, some seventy miles
distant, to demand further details.

In the course of four or five days I received a reply
stating that a tiger had for some weeks past taken up his
position in a jungle close to the outpost, and not only
carried off several head of cattle belonging to the villagers,
but had become also so bold and reckless that it was feared he

* Tiger or leopard, according to the height of the informer’s
imagination.
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might take to attacking human beings—hence the request
for more ball cartridges.

On receiving this news, I sent orders immediately to
the sporting official to collect as many elephants as he
could lay his hands on, and have them assembled at his
outpost within four days, adding that as I would be there
myself as soon as possible he was on no account to take
any action calculated to frighten the tiger away before my
arrival. My gun and cartridges, together with the food
and clothing necessary for a couple of days, I despatched
in charge of my factotum on an * ekka ”—a light, two-
wheeled conveyance of the country. I also sent three
ponies for myself to different stages.

Giving time for my impedimenta to arrive, I started
myself, overjoyed at the prospect of seeing a tiger at last,
and perhaps shooting it! On my arrival at the outpost I
found a large and excited crowd assembled, and learnt that
a night or two since the tiger had actually come into the
centre of the village, and, jumping a bamboo fence, had
carried off a fair-sized cow from the enclosure, returning
as he came.

This news was highly satisfactory from my point of
view, showing as it did, firstly, that what I had come in
quest of was a tiger and not a lepoard, as I had feared,
and secondly, that there was every probability of his being
found lying up with his Kkill.

I saw that my instructions as to elephants had been
carried out, as six were drawn up awaiting my inspection,
and a motley crew they were! In shape, size, or build, no
one animal resembled another, though all had the half-
starved and draggled appearance suggestive of improper
food and utter neglect. The tallest, which carried an
apology for a howdah, was perhaps eight feet, the rest
anything from seven to four, their drivers being as strange
and weird of appearance as the animals they bestrode.

The howdah, too, was well in keeping with the rest of
the entourage, for never was such a marvellous structure
seen before, except, perhaps, in some museum of antiquities.
Two hundred years since it had possibly graced the tri-
umphal procession of some royal potentate, but its splendour
had now departed from it, and the relics merely served to

29



TIGERLAND

accentuate the contrast with its past. There was little of
the original left, what there was being held together with
recent bindings of red tape—a fit emblem of its prospective
occupant ! However, a howdah, even though an antiquated
one, is not to be despised when one is in pursuit of such
dangerous game as tigers, especially so active an animal
as this one had proved itself to be. So, thankful for small
mercies, I clambered into it as gingerly as I could.

The cover was about half a mile distant, and we were
just about starting for it when, much to my surprise, the
inspector of the division, an enormously fat and most
unsportsmanlike individual, came puffing and panting up,
mounted on a diminutive pony, and having made his
obeisance, requested permission to accompany me on the
plea that he had never seen a tiger, and was most anxious
to do so.

Permission was readily accorded, though I confess I was
at a loss to imagine how my valiant but extremely obese
subordinate proposed elevating his huge, unwieldy person
on to the back of an elephant. However, he had evidently
grasped the situation, for, selecting one of the smallest
animals, he first sent up a stalwart constable, then, order-
ing two others to push from below, he was gradually, but
painfully, hauled on to his perch, maintaining his position
by sitting astride the narrow pad instead of sideways as is
usual.

We now started, and soon reached the ]ungle—a com-
paratively small one, though connected by a narrow strip
of grass with a much larger patch about two hundred yards
off. Taking up my position in the centre of this grass, I
directed the inspector, who, in virtue of his rank, I appointed
second in command, to take himself and his forces to the far
side of the cover, and to beat it up towards me.

He marched off, full of importance, and having
marshalled his five elephants into something approaching
a line, proceeded to carry out my instructions. From
where I was posted I could see the taller elephants of the
line, as it advanced in my direction, and I was expecting
every moment to hear the tiger break.

Suddenly there was a loud squeal from one of the
elephants, followed by a general commotion all along the
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line, caused I guessed by the tiger having been either
viewed or scented, so I made signs as well as I could for
the line to be pushed on. The drivers did their best to
obey, but, in spite of all their efforts, not an animal would
advance—and small wonder, for there, barely ten yards
in front of them, was the tiger, growling savagely !

At last one elephant, less timid than the rest, was
induced to move a step or two forward. The next instant
there was a savage roar, and every elephant, big and small,
rushed helter-skelter back through the jungle, and soon
the whole line could be seen carecring madly across the
open on its way back to the village, the inspector’s charge,
more nimble than the rest, leading the van !

I have seen some comical sights in my life, but never in
all my experience one more utterly ludicrous than what
was now before me, 7.e. the huge jelly-bag figure of the
unfortunate official, encased in tight uniform, poised on the
highest point of the little animal he bestrode, clutching
frantically at anything he could find in his efforts to main-
tain his seat, and shouting at the driver to stop, yet betray-
ing his anxiety to get on as quickly as possible by digging
his heels into what he probably imagined to be the ribs of
his pony, forgetful for the moment that he was now mounted
on an elephant ! The latter, with his tail in the air and his
trunk upraised, bustled along as fast as his sturdy little
legs could carry him, squealing with terror. Indeed,
elephants and men lent themselves to making up as droll a
scene as it is possible to conceive. However, I had little
time to enjoy this ‘mpromptu burlesque, and soon had
graver matters to attend to, for, while still laughing, a
loud coughing snort was heard in front, and before I could
raise my gun to my shoulder, with a quick rush through
the grass the tiger had passed behind me. I turned and
fired both barrels into the moving grass, but apparently
without result, and ere I could reload he was out of
range.

I now looked again for the elephants, only to find that
I could hope for no assistance from them. They were still
going, and likely to continue doing so. In despair I con-
sulted my driver, and, acting on his advice, having no
experience of my own to draw on, decided to go in pursuit
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of the tiger, in the faint hope that one of my shots
might have taken sufficient effect to prevent him jour-
neying far.

But to pursue an angry tiger on a timid and untrained
clephant was not so easy a matter, for to do so it was
obviously necessary, in the first place, to make a start, and
this the terrified animal absolutely refused to do. In fact,
it was only with the greatest difficulty that we succeeded
in making him even face in the proper direction. At length,
thoroughly exasperated, I allowed the driver to use his
“kujbag,” or goad, a terrible weapon, resembling a
monster fish-hook, the shank projecting beyond the curve,
and terminating in a sharp spike. But this only made
matters worse, for, instead of moving forward, the animal
now commenced to back, and then to ‘‘shake,” a term
applied to elephants and denoting one of their most danger-
ous vices. In effect, it is much the same as buck-jumping
in a horse, but the motion, instead of being longitudinal,
is from side to side, and so violent that a really proficient
‘ shaker » will often rid himself of his riders, literally ““ in
a brace of shakes.” This is what would have probably
happened in our case. Providentially a peacock, rustling
through the grass behind us, created a diversion, for the
elephant, thinking the tiger was now behind him, started
forward, and away we went, a great deal faster than we
wanted, but in the right direction.

We had flashed through the grass and reached the
larger cover before we could pull up our runaway mount,
and, having soothed him into a more suitable frame of
mind to negotiate the dangerous tree jungle now before us,
entered it, proceeding cautiously, as we might come upon
the tiger at any moment.

We had proceeded in this manner about two hundred
yards when we came to a small clearing some thirty yards
wide. Traversing this we were about to re-enter the
jungle, when, without the smallest warning, the tiger,
with a roar appalling in its volume and ferocity, sprang at
the elephant’s head.

Rendered wary by the extreme suddenness of. his
previous appearance, I was fortunately prepared, and, as
he sprang, fired both barrels almost simultaneously, the
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next moment tumbling backwards into the howdah, as the
elephant, turning sharp round, made off for all he was
worth in the direction from which we had come.

Now came the most unpleasant half-hour I have ever
gone through. The jungle, as already stated, was what is
known as tree jungle, and therefore one to be traversed
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