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I
THE FIRST PANTHER

OR the first few years that my husband and I
were in India I had most extraordinary bad
luck in every way in shooting. I sat up night

after night over kills to try and get a leopard. I
never saw or heard one. I went out with parties
tiger-beating, under really favourable circumstances,
the beat sometimes arranged by an Indian prince,
sometimes by a sahib, and I was generally given the
most likely place. But though I heard an occasional
bang to right or left, nothing ever came my way. I
was beginning to grow rather despondent about it.

There were several thieving panthers at Mount
Abu. At that time we were taking care of a little
brown spaniel, Flirt, for a friend. One night when
we were at dinner she ran round to the back of our
quarters and stood in the veranda where the light
from the cookhouse fell on her. Servants were
going backwards and forwards with dinner and the
butler was bringing something from the cookhouse
when he saw a panther spring into the veranda,
snap up poor little Flirt and go off with her. I tied
up ‘a goat outside and sat hidden in the veranda
night after night, as long as the moon endured;

but the panther was too wary for me.
B



2 DAYS AND NIGHTS OF SHIKAR

Some weeks afterwards, when we were packing
up to leave the hill, a friend put us up for the night.
My husband and I chained up our dog, Banjo, a fat,
smiling thing who called himself a terrier, to the
heavy zinc tub in the bathroom and closed the out-
side door. In the morning he was gone. We found
the chain broken and the door ajar. The panther
must have pushed his way in. As we were leaving
for Deesa that day, we could not try for our revenge.
But a friend next door tied up a goat that evening
and went out to dine. When he returned late at
night, the goat had just been killed, and he saw the
panther glide away. He sat up for a few minutes
watching, from his window, when back came the
animal for his feed, and we were delighted to hear
afterwards that he was slain.

I wasted many more good nights, that I might
have spent better in sleep, in vain attempts. I did
manage to shoot one tiger in a beat. He came slowly,
creeping on, dragging himself along the ground
and trying to look as if he were not there. I was
up in a machan and, as I put up my rifle and shifted
my position, a branch of the tree caught my big pith
helmet and knocked it off my head. It went
rattling down with a clatter among the dry leaves.
The tiger stopped and looked and then glanced up
and saw me. His stopping gave me a good chance
of a shot. He rolled over, got up, and only went a
few yards further, when he died. I was with my
brother, Herbert, and he had very nobly, I think,
given me the shot.

This was very nice, but I did not feel the joy of
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triumph that the first panther gave me when I
began to go out altogether on my own account.
And another thing was, I dare say, that he took so
much getting.

We were stationed in a much cultivated part of
the Deccan, with no jungle anywhere round worth
speaking of. A poor place for big or small game.

A village man, who called himself a shikari, came
in one day in May with the news that a panther had
been doing much damage among the villagers’ flocks,
and would I go out and shoot him. There had beena
goat killed that morning, and I must go out at once.
I asked him where the place was and how far away.

“ Near,” he said.

“ Three miles, six miles? ”’

It was farther than that. I brought the map and
looked it up, and suggested thirty miles. (It was
nearer forty I found afterwards.) He thought it
might be, but it was still *“ near.”

“ You must have done very quick time to come
in thirty miles by midday, after finding the dead
goat.”

He had to admit the goat was killed the day
before, but was very insistent about the necessity
of coming out soon; so I settled to go, told him to
go back again and make arrangements, ordered a
cart to send out the small tent and a servant, and
went out myself in a hired tonga with two little
ponies.

It was in the middle of the hot weather and we
did not travel very fast. After about thirty miles
the tonga man said that he had orders to turn off
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the road at that point. So we drove on some distance
over bare fields. Then he pulled up and said, as
well as I could understand, that he had lost his way
and could go no farther. He talked Marathi, and
I knew only a word or two of that language, but I
made him understand that he was to go to the
shikari’s village.

There was no village to be seen and he did not know
even in which direction it was: besides, the ponies
had done enough.

By this time the sun had set, out got the driver,
unharnessed his ponies and said he was going to
find them water. Of course they must have a drink
after that long hot march, so I told him to go, thinking
he and his ponies would be back soon. But he never
did come back, that is, not until the next morning.

I sat and waited for some time, then darkness
came on, and beautiful stars shone out, but there
was no moon.

I ate some sandwiches and drank some claret,
which was very soothing ! and when that was over,
I thought it seemed a pity my night’s rest should be
spoiled by any fonga wala, so took the cushions
out of the cart, put my guns under my head so that
they should not be stolen, and soon was fast asleep.

In the middle of the night I was awakened by
a bright light shining in my eyes, and three men were
standing round me with a lantern. It was the patel
of the village for which I was bound, and his servants.
He said he had heard that I was there and came to
see that I was all right, as there was a party of dacoits
on the other side of some small hills near, and I had
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much better come back with him to the village, where
I could have a charpoy to sleep on.

I thanked him for coming, and said I was very
comfortable where I was, and would come in the
morning.

He squatted down on his heels and began to talk :

““I have not seen many white sahibs, but I knew
one very well, sahib.” Asarule, I found the Indians
in the country parts do not call a woman * mem-
sahib,” as our servants always do. ‘“He was a
missionary and was a very good man. He used to
give us medicine, or dress our wounds at any time,
day or night. Whenever any one went to him for
help he was always ready and kind and in a good
temper. And we talked among ourselves and said,
¢ If this is the Christian religion, then it 4s a good and
great religion, better than ours.’” And we thought
and wondered about it, whether we should join him.

“Then he had to go away and another sahib
came. He was very different. He often lost his
temper and got very angry. He was a gussa wala.
Then we said, ¢ No, this is no religion for us, no
better than ours.””

It was very amusing to hear his ideas on the sub-
ject. He went on and told me a good deal about his
-religion which was very interesting. They had a
holy man of their own a long time ago. He was so
good that when he died both Mussulmans and
Hindus built a temple to him on a hill, and both
worshipped there, and did so still.

I got rather sleepy at last, and said we would
finish our talk next day, so he went away leaving
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two of his men to keep watch over me. Next morn-
ing the patel, pony man and shikari came early and
I drove to the village, where my servant had already
arrived.

The shikari was disappointed that I had been too
late to sit up over the goat and so missed a good
chance. However, I sat and watched until dark
that evening. Nothing happened and I began to
think there was no panther there and that I had been
““had,” just to bring a little baksheesh to the village.
I drove home, but, before starting, the shikari said
he should not give up the hope of killing the panther
and would come and tell me when he saw his tracks
again.

About a week after this he came. Another goat
had been killed. Would I come out? I thought
not. He begged me to come as the panther was
causing them so much loss among their flocks.

I thought I had been rather a fool to go on the
previous occasion, as I was told in the Station by
those who knew that it was most unlikely I should
find any panther in this district. I was lazy, and
it was grilling out in camp. So I hedged, and said,
“Go to every sahib in the Regiment and Indian
Regiment, and if no one will go, I will.” Two days
afterwards he came back. ‘‘ Some sahibs won’t go;
some sahibs can’t get leave; and mem-sahib said
she would go if no sahib would come.”

I did not start in quite such a hurry this time, but
sent the servants and kit and a horse on over night.
Then I drove out in the early morning, found the
horse waiting half-way and cantered on. The tent
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was pitched in a grove of mango trees; it was a
beautiful camp with lovely shade not far from the
village.

Bumps and Bristler, the spaniel and terrier, had
been brought with the cart, and after the sun had
risen had been allowed to run alongside. I was
playing with them and was rubbing Bumps down the
back, when he wrenched himself free and screamed
with pain. I looked, and could see nothing to
account for it, so asked the boy what was the matter.
He said that when the spaniel was running with the
cart, the sun was very hot and that the dog dropped
down unconscious as if he had had a fit. He was
put back in the cart and gradually recovered.
Afterwards, a long deep blister appeared down the
length of his back, and all the hair came off, leaving
a scar for life. The veterinary surgeon told me it
was a case of sunstroke and he thought that the dog
would certainly have died, had it not been for the
healing relief of the blister.

At night both dogs seemed uneasy. The horse
was stamping, and I woke up hearing the servants
talking. They said there were some terrible animals
crawling all over their legs and biting them, and that
no one could sleep. I, being off the ground, in my
camp-bed, was free. There was no help for it until
morning, except that the dogs were called on to
the tent carpet, where they seemed fairly content;
but the servants and horse suffered badly.

When dawn came, we searched about to find out
what these insects were. We had not far to look.
The ground was simply alive with them—things
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that looked like wood-lice, almost covering the ground
under the mango trees. Beyond in the open there
were none. I have never seen or heard of the
ground wood-lice anywhere else.

The friendly patel was called and I told him it
was impossible to stay in this spot; we must have
shade, and the only shade to be had was in this
mango tope. The servants could not bear themselves ;
the horse was stamp, stamping all night long, and
sleep was impossible.

He thought for a time, and then said :

“ Will the sahib come and live in the temple? ”

“May 1 live in the temple? ”

He thought I might, but the several heads of the
Hindus and Mohammedans would have to be con-
sulted; he was one among them and would give his
sanction. There was a hasty conclave and there
were one or two small points to which I was asked
to agree, and then, in a few minutes, the whole camp
was shifting up to the temple.

The temple was a big building with enormously
thick walls, standing on a hill with a long flight of
steps to climb up to it—easy steps, but many of them,
Shelters were made for the horse and servants below,
close to the village. My bedroom had open arch-
ways and carved ornamental window frames; and
the dining-room was anywhere in the spacious, open,
centre court where the shade happened to fall.

And so it was that ground wood-lice obtained
lodgings for me, and the dogs too, in a combined
Hindu-Mussulman temple !

When all things were settled, we turned our
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attention to the panther and I sat up till dark over
a goat. He came after I had left, and killed. We
had a beat next day and he was seen for a second
in some prickly pear-and then disappeared into a
cave.

The same thing happened again on the following
day. The beaters were very bad, they huddled
all together in a pack so that the panther could go
where he liked. I called them up and gave them a
short harangue.

“ Those who are afraid can go, and need not come
again as long as I stay here. Thos€ who want to
stay must obey orders and beat as I tell them. They
will receive baksheesh if they beat the panther to
me.”’

All the Marathi people melted away, and there
was only left one family, a big one, of people belong-
ing to the Bhil tribe, whom I had noticed before as
being very staunch. There was a very old man who
looked the great-grandfather of the family, very
thin, almost a skeleton, aged, I should think, about
eighty; some men, women and children of all ages,
and one woman with a small baby carried on her
hip. They were ready for anything, and determined
at once to try and drive the panther out of his cave.
It took a long time to make a start and I found it
fearfully hot standing out on burning rocks with
absolutely no shade. I tried sitting down, but
jumped up again very quickly, the ground being
like hot bricks. The shikari tied an old bit of cloth
he was wearing on to a cactus bush to give me
shelter from the sun, and I squatted down under it
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and poured water from my drinking bottle over my
head and down my back; but it was grilling all the
same.

The Bhils started off from different points towards
the cave, creeping through cactus and prickly pear
scrub where they could. The panther was lying
outside the cave and, from my point of vantage on
the opposite side of a wide deep ravine, I saw him
for the first time, creeping along, but only for a second,
and then he disappeared under bushes making for
his cave. A Bhil woman went up a tangled narrow
path, the only one that led to the mouth of the cave.
She took with her a bundle of dry grass which she
placed inside the mouth of the cave and then set
fire to it in order to smoke the panther out. I did
not at first realize what she was doing, but when I
understood, I shouted to her to come back from her
dangerous position; she would not stir, however,
until she had got the grass well alight. She was
enveloped in smoke which blew the wrong way,
towards us, so did not do much good, but not till
then did she come away.

The panther may have had another outlet, or
he may not have liked the smoke, for next morning
the Bhils discovered, by some tracks, that he had
gone off to another nullah in the bare hill where
there was no place for him to hide. They said that
this time we should surely get him. I was posted
on a small stone a foot or two high (for safety!)
on the side of the hill. The Bhil family climbed
to the top, and then beat the nullah down towards
me. The panther was at home. He tried to climb
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the hill, so they told me afterwards, and get away
over the top, but was driven back by shouts and
showers of stones.

When I first saw him, he was some distance below
me, -galloping round a slope, off towards his cave
again. I waited for a space clear from undulating
ground and rocks and took my shot. He spoke,
but galloped on, untouched as I thought. I was
on the point of turning round on the shikari and
telling him that his bandobast was rotten, for how
could I hit a thing travelling at that pace so far away ?
Then it struck me that I was still more rotten not
to fire again. During this small space of time the
panther had done another twenty yards or so. I
raised my rifle, but before I could fire again over he
went, head over heels, rolling down the hill, stone
dead.

I was never, I think, so pleased at anything before.
And what a fluke! We measured and found that
he was over 120 yards away, and I might have
shot another forty times and never have hit him
once.

The shikari and Bhils salaamed to the ground and
laid their heads on my feet. Then, as I tried to walk
down, they lifted and moved my feet for me, which
made progression rather difficult. Several of them
ran on ahead up to the panther, not staying to throw
stones at him from a distance to make sure that he
was really dead. I told them how well they had
beaten—so they had—and what a good bandobast
it was to have managed to beat an animal over that
difficult lie of country anywhere near me. We
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measured him—; ft. 2 in.—and they carried him
back to the village to be skinned.

That evening we had a village concert in the court-
yard of the temple. The schoolmaster asked if the
villagers might come up to hear my music! I had
a banjo which always comes out camping with me, as
often after dinner the flies and insects are so trouble-
some, swarming round a light, that one has perforce
to sit in darkness. Then I strum on in the dark
till bedtime.

Of course I said that the schoolmaster and the
villagers could come up, and quite a little gathering
of men and children assembled; the children stood
in the archway. The men did not think much of
my performances, however, and soon suggested that
they should give me some of their own music. The
schoolmaster said he would sing an English song.
I believe he did not know any English at all excepting
the words of his song, which were as follows :

““ God made the sun that shines so bright;
God made the moon that shines at night;
God made the stars to give us light R

I forget the last line: but he sang sufficiently
in tune for me to gather that he started on the top
key-note and descended the scale to the octave below,
which was repeated for each line. He burst into
loud fits of laughing at the end of each line, and I
joined in. I encored him and we had it several
times over. He was the primo donno, as it were,
the other performers not doing great things.

He asked as a favour if I would spare him a bottle
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of soda-water, so some was ordered and was brought
in a glass. ‘‘ No, not like that,” he said. “ I want
to take it home.” So it was poured into a black
bottle, and next day he told me that he had drunk
ten drops and had given two to his small daughter
and that they both felt much better. He said that
he intended to continue this treatment daily !



II
CHAMBA

Y husband had three months leave due to him,
and we decided to spend the time in Chamba,
in the Himalayas, provided we could get

permission from the Raja.. He kindly gave us leave
and his brother lent us a pony and a dand{, to help
us along to Kukti, where he advised us to go.

At first all went well, for the road was good. It
ran alongside the Ravi river, between very steep
hills, and we had a couple of days marching in ease
and comfort. Then it grew worse, and was washed
away in places. At last we came to a bridge totally
wrecked by a torrent, and after that there was no
road at all. The pony could go no farther, and the
dandi-men could go only with difficulty, even with
the dand{ relieved of my weight.

The pony was sent back and we began to climb
fearfully stiff hills, or rather, mountains and preci-
pices : up one, down another. There was hardly a
flat spot on which to set one’s foot for miles, and the
Bunker dog, our terrier, had often to be carried.
At last, very late in the day, we reached a village
called Chitrari, and the Chitrari-ites advised us to
pitch our tents in a cow-yard as it was the only level
place—about 9 ft. by 3 ft.—on the hill! It did

14
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not strike us as being very clean or sweet, and we
walked on a few steps through a gateway which led
into a temple. We were told that we might pitch
a tent in the courtyard; there was only room for
one, and it was put up close by a large image of
Devi. He was a handsome god, made in brass, and
he wore a red petticoat. At sundown the wvillagers
saluted him with lights and bells and wild blasts
from a big horn. The worshippers arrived before the
musical sounds began, and did not need to be called
by the sometimes pitiable ding-dak of two cracked
bells, such as one often hears in England—which
makes one pause and think. Theatres or the Sunday
Queen’s Hall Concert do not need bells to call thefr
congregations.

We asked the lambardar, the village squire, how
far it was to our next camping ground, and if it was
a bad road. He said it was near and the road fairly
level. It was near—about a mile as the crow flies—
and level for about ten or twelve yards. Then down
we went, twisting and turning about, another almost
perpendicular hill, and we struggled along from seven
o’clock until four. When, dead beat, we reached
our destination and turned round, there was the
village of Chitrari on the opposite mountain, looking
so close that we might almost have chucked a stone
on it.

On our arrival it began to rain, and Will, my
husband, and I took refuge in a gentleman’s veranda
and sat on a muck-heap—I can call it nothing else—
in which Bunker at once rolled.

-The kit came in very late, and no wonder, but our



16 DAYS AND NIGHTS OF SHIKAR

marvellous cook, wet through, arrived smiling and
at once began his preparations for dinner, Rum
John—his name is Ramzan Khan, but he says that
sahibs always call him Rum John—is really a remark-
able man: however long or trying the march, or
whatever the weather, he came in smiling, set to,
did everybody’s work and got work out of the coolies
as well. He was quite a lesson to us as we groused
at the difficulties of the road: and we had been
advised to go to Chamba, ‘““as you can get some
shooting and also have a perfect loaf if you want.”
But, as Will remarked, “ Half a loaf is better than
no bread.”

Dinner came, and our best chair—which had a
cushion on it too—went down with a crash, and Will
sat on the floor. He had to sit on his photograph
camera after that. Then we found that the coolie
who carried my bed had broken one end off it: it
was not very safe, but carried me that night.
Another march and yet another and at last we
reached our permanent camp, Kukti. We calcu-
lated roughly that if we had never unclimbed all
the hills that we had climbed, we should then have
been at a height of 340,000 feet. But, as a matter
of fact, the pocket barometer only registered 7850
feet.

It began to snow, but Rum John still smiled and
showed his face at the tent door. His face had been
flattened and his nose broken by a kick from a horse
when he was a syce—he had been everything, I
think. He came to say that he had bought a sheep,
but that he could not buy any fowls now, as the
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people in the village were Hindus and it was against
their principles to keep fowls. He mentioned also
that he was unable to get eggs! And were we ready
for dinner? We were.

We had heard something frizzling and sputtering
on the fire, and judged it to be mutton; but, when
dinner came, it turned out to be a fowl that we had
brought along with us. We had noticed it the day
before. It was a black fowl with pink eyes and red
about the gills,and we thought it must be an oldish
and knowing bird, as it waited until no one was
looking, and then started off and dashed down the
hill. Some one noticed it, however, as it sped away,
and the cook and some coolies dashed off in pursuit
and captured it, after a stern chase, some few hundred
feet down. We did not realize how very old he was
until we began to eat him !

At Kukti we found our two shikaris, Fuffia and
Punchi, waiting for us, and we also found some lovely
violets and asked the lambardar to send a boy to
pick a few for us. He said that if we could wait
until the next morning, he would send three or four
men out for the day to gather some, sa great was his
desire to please the sahibs.

After reaching our shooting ground, we spent eight
or ten days making long tramps over the hills after
black and red bears and karf, as the wild goat is
called in Chamba. We saw several at a long distance
but never anything within range.

Rum John, ever mindful of our comfort, came to
us with the suggestion that we should tell the shikaris

whether we wanted skins or horns, give them the
c
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guns and send them out at 3.0 a.m. Then we could
get up and have our breakfast comfortably and
stroll out to meet them about midday and see what
they had shot! This was quite a new idea and one
that had never occurred to us, and we asked him if
he had just thought of this scheme. But he said
quite simply, “ No, some sahibs do it.”

We had a good deal of bad weather, rain, snow and
mist at first, and then, at last, came a beautiful fine
morning and we were up before dawn. We always
went shooting in different directions, and on this
occasion Will went off with Punchi ibex-wards, and
Fuffia took me to a place where he said that kar¢
were always to be found.

We climbed for some hours, and then I sat down
for a rest and ate some snow while Fuffia and his
coolie went on to look over one or two spurs. I had
never seen a kart, and as I sat there I noticed an
animal, that I can best describe by saying that it
had golden hair and four woolly legs, run along the
hillside. I saw the coolie far away running in my
direction, so I started to meet him. Fuffia had told
him to say I must come at once, and quickly, as there
were forty kart in sight.

I joined Fuffia, and we crept along very cautiously
on tiptoe, peeping over rocks and round corners. I
expected to see something a mile away, as I knew
Fuffia’s methods, but he was trembling with excite-
ment and his voice was shaking. He pointed sud-
denly and pulled up. There were a dozen or more
kart feeding about four hundred yards below us on
a grass slope.
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We were standing on a very steep hillside, where
some young pine trees were growing, and it was
covered with long, extraordinarily slippery grass.
It was a fine place for a stalk, as all we had to do
was simply to sit down and slither. And slither we
did, down that grass, at about twenty miles an hour,
hidden by the trees, and stopping ourselves when we
could by catching hold of branches. All the same
we did it fairly quietly.

When we were about a hundred yards from the
flock, we pulled up, though with difficulty, and Fuffia
gave me the rifle. He pointed out the biggest male,
and as there was no place to stand level, he held my
leg so that I should not slip. I felt him still shaking
with excitement, so, to try and get steadier, I rested
the rifle against a tree, had a nice broadside shot—
and missed. I thought at first that the kart was
hit, as he half sat down (I had grazed his back), but
he gave me time for a second shot, gave a jump,
then fell and rolled several hundred feet down the
hill. The other kart began to move off and I missed
one, but managed to hit another who reared up and
fell head over heels backwards, bumping and rolling
over rocks, until he was brought up in a nullah, five
hundred feet below.

We scrambled and slithered down to the nullah,
and all the way Fuffia was salaaming, bowing his
head till it touched the ground and saying a good deal
about Kismet. He had that morning exchanged the
coolie that he took with him previously for another,
and he said the reason was, ‘“ It may be ruled by
Kismet that we shall have no luck with Baja.”
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The first kart that I had hit had very good horns,
fourteen inches, and he was a big, heavy animal,
though the horns of the karf look rather poor for the
size of their bodies: the other one was a small
animal with horns of about ten inches. The skinning
and cutting up occupied several hours. Fuffia was
obliged to prop up the Zart with stones, or they would
have rolled to the bottom of the hill, about another
thousand feet down. I went to windward and tried
to sit on a bank of violets, but it was too steep to sit
anywhere with comfort.

Fuffia’s skinning knife was a piece of blunt iron,
and I had not brought one, so the job would have
taken still longer if I had not remembered my little
picnic set. The knife was a sharp one and the men
were very glad of it, but they said they had no use
for the fork and spoon, so I ate my bit of mutton
with them.

When the skinning was over and the carving up
began, there seemed to be innumerable little tit-
bits inside, great treasures of which I had no idea.
These were put aside and afterwards carefully packed
round the coolie’s waist and tied by his rope, a thing
always worn by coolies in readiness for carrying their
loads.

By this time the men were rather thirsty, so a few
yards of intestines were cut off, slightly cleaned out
and given to the coolie, who was sent off a long way
down the hill to find water and bring it back as
soon as possible. A knot was tied at one end of this
primitive water vessel, the other end was used for
drinking, and it held a fair quantity. I was offered
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first drink, but thought I would be satisfied with my
little sketching water-bottle.

Fuffia managed to joint the animal very well
with the small knife, and all the meat, except the
titbits and the hind legs, was hidden under stones.
The skins and horns, with the hind legs, we took
along with us, and they were a pretty heavy load
for the coolie, but, with the expectation of the coming
feast, he did not seem to mind the weight.

We looked out for red bear on the homeward road,
but did not see any.

After dinner we celebrated first blood of the expedi-
tion by drinking ginger brandy. This was kept for
great occasions, as we had decided that {resh
bubbling spring water was quite good enough for us
at ordinary times.

More rain and snow fell, but the forest officer, who
was travelling our way and came in and dined one
evening, cheered us up by saying that it didn’t
always rain in these parts. Another fine day came
at last. I went out and sketched while the shikaris
looked about for game. The flies were very trouble-
some, and, as a very small boy was standing watching
me, I employed him to wave a leafy twig over my
head to keep them off. He was at first more inter-
ested in keeping them off my paint-box than off me,
poking at them with a stick. But when he learnt
that he might really flick hard on flies that settled
on my face, he began to enjoy himself and my nose
suffered more than the flies.

Will went out and saw a brown bear on some rocks
above him. He watched the animal sauntering along
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until it was hidden behind them. Then he and
Punchi waited and watched until the bear, out of
pure curiosity, stood up on his hind legs and peeped
over a rock at them.  Will could just see his head
and that was all; but he got a bullet into that, and
there was again cause for ginger brandy.

Some weeks of our leave passed during which we
had bad weather and no luck. Several times we saw
bear, and once ibex, in the far distance, and each of
us fired a shot or two with no result. A bear was
badly wounded, but got away in the forest and could
not be found. Rum John was very sympathetic, and
one day, when we were talking matters over with
him, he said:

“ If the sahib will let me come out with him, he
will certainly shoot something: good luck comes
with me.”

The sahib said doubtfully:

“ But shall I get my dinner all the same when I
get back? ”’ i

Ramzan Khan smiled rather scornfully at the
sahib’s extraordinary want of knowledge of his
character.

“I am not an ¢dle man.”

Nor was he.

They started off together and Will brought home
rather a fine bear.

Another day, when we were going out together to
look for ibex, Rum John asked if he might come too.
So, armed with his black umbrella, water-bottle and
bag, that went with him everywhere, he started with
us.
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Aiter a long tramp we separated. Will made his
way to the top of a snowy nullah, and I waited while
the men went on a short distance to look about and
report. There had been much miserable snowy
and dull weather, but on this particular day there
was a clear blue sky, and it was delightful to sit
" down in the sun to eat my breakfast. Even the
butter on the hot, sunny plate ran about for joy.
Rum John noticed this, and fixed up his black
umbrella over me on a rock and brought me some icy
cold spring water, and a bunch of rhododendrons
and a green lily, which he laid down beside me and
then went off to eat his midday meal.

Quite early in the afternoon the coolie came to
say there was a bear with two cubs on the opposite
slope. I went with him and we found Fuffia watch-
ing. The bear was a long way above us with her
cubs, that were well-grown ones and quite able to do
without their mother.

It was a very long climb up the mountain, but
excellent ground for a stalk, a ridge of ground all the
way hiding us completely from the bear. Fuffia was
a terrible man to go with on a stalk; he always
raced on ahead and never looked round to see if
one was following. All he seemed to want was to
get close to the animal himself, though I am sure that
he would never have dared to go close enough to a
bear to put salt on its tail. I had often told him that
there was no sense in this, but that never stopped
him from doing the same thing again. This time
he was off as usual. He had disturbed several bears
before in this fashion, so I sat down and made the
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coolie wait too until Fuffia did look round. After
watching him climb several hundred feet more, he
chanced to turn—of course we dare not try to attract
his attention by any sound—and then I signalled to
him to come back. I made him hold one end of my
khud stick, which answered two purposes, it kept him
within range and helped to give me a pull u<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>