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PREFACE TO NEW EDITION.

IN prefacing this new and revised edition of ‘ Hindu-Koh,’
its author has little more to say than to thank his readers
and reviewers for thé kind and indulgent way in which the
book has been received. An opinion was frequently ex-
pressed that an index would have been an advantage, and
this has now been added.

PREFACE TO FIRST EDITION.

THE subject of Himalayan travel and sport is now so old a
story, that an attempt to create further interest in it is an
almost hopeless undertaking, especially for one who has been
more accustomed to handling the mountain-staff than the
pen. But, old though it be, the field it embraces is so vast,
that it may still afford scope for variety even should it lack
originality ; and such the author would fain trust may be
the case in this instance. The following pages, however,
are in no wise embellished with a vein of romance, which,
whilst perhaps rendering a narrative of this kind more
attractive to the general reader, is apt to give a fanciful
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and overdrawn picture of the reality. Nor has their writer
any pretension to being either an erudite traveller, or a
mighty hunter to whom hair-breadth escapes and thrilling
adventures have been common occurrences. Consequently
he is well aware that he is somewhat rashly launching his
frail craft, so to speak, on the ruthless waves of criticism,
with a very great risk of its foundering. But he trusts that
the friends at whose suggestion he has ventured to put these
simple reminiscences into print, and his brother sportsmen
—more particularly the younger ones, for whom they are in
a great measure intended—may find something to divert
them in this humble endeavour of an old member of the
fraternity to portray a few scenes and incidents gathered
from his bona fide notes of wanderings and wild sport among
the fells and forests of the Himalaya Mountains, and on the
bare rolling uplands beyend them.
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HINDU-K O H.

CHAPTER T

THE bygone performances of an old “muzzle-loader” may
perbhaps be considered rather obsolete by the young sports-
man of the present with his double “express.” DBut as
human nature always has been, and, I opine, ever will be
much the same, the pleasure of studying the habits of wild
animals in their native haunts, the excitement of the stalk,
and the charming influence of grand and beautiful scenery,
must be little altered now from what they were years ago,
when first I tried my “’prentice hand” with the rifle among
the highest mountains in the world.

Before proceeding to narrate these old-fashioned perform-
ances, let me account for the heading I have given this book,
as to some it may appear far-fetched. So many works had
already been produced on the same subject, with a “ Hima-
layan ” cognomen, that I was at a loss to find a new name
for such an oft-told tale. To quote Solomon, “There is no
new thing under the sun,” so I selected as a title an old and
but little-known designation for the Himalayas—* Hindu-
Koh ”; and an ancient name would, I thought, suit well
with a somewhat threadbare topic. Moreover, as every high

T A
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2 HIMALAYAN SCENERY AND SPORT.

peak of this mountain-chain is to Hindoos an object of more
or less veneration, this term,! which signifies “ Hindoo moun-
tain,” is, I think, quite as apposite, though perhaps not so
pretty as Himaldya—derived, it is said, from two Sanskrit
words, ktma and ayala, “ abode of snow.”

It is now generally accepted as a well-established fact,
that these great northern bulwarks of Hindustan, and their
vicinity, contain hunting - grounds which may be classed
among the best that are known. For grandeur of scenery,

“the Himalayas stand unrivalled. Dame Nature has, indeed,
been more lavish of her charms here than in any other part
of the universe. That these are not exaggerated assertions,
the many interesting records that have already been written
on the well-worn though inexhaustible subjects of Himalayan
travel and sport bear ample testimony, and render the fol-
lowing humble attempt to describe some of my own un-
scientific wanderings and experiences quite unnecessary for
this purpose.

Long ere I was old enough to handle a gun, an innate
love of the pursuit of the feree nature found vent in trap-
ping birds by the numerous means devised in the youthful
mind, and in rambling in quest of their eggs; rat-hunting
at the dismantling of a corn-stack, the wild excitement of
which, I then thought, nothing could surpass; and suchlike
ways of indulging juvenile sporting instinets. I doubt
.whether the keen delight felt on killing my first game-bird
—a woodcock—has in all my shooting experiences been
equalled. To my good fortune in having been a Goorkha,
so to speak, during the whole of my service in India, is due
the fact of my having had such opportunities of fostering
this taste for wandering and wild sport as seldom fall to the
lot of the sojourner in the far East. For the Goorkha bat-
talions are generally quartered either in or near the Hima-

1 Koh being the Persian for ‘‘mountain,” this name probably originated
with the more western Asiatics. The range was known to ancient European
geographers as Emodos and Imaus.



WILD SHEEP AND GAZELLES. 3

layas; and the Nepalese mountaineers, of whom they are
composed, are second to no other shikarees, not to say sol-
diers, in the world.

The first three years of my service were passed at Pesha-
wur, which, though an excellent school for a soldier lad,
from the practical lessons taught in the frequent expeditions
that took the field fromn it against the turbulent hill-tribes
on the frontier, afforded little scope for sporting proclivities
beyond good snipe-shooting and quail when in season, or an
occasional chance of hawking the Oubara (small bustard),
&c., in which sport the richer natives of the Peshawur valley
often indulge. .

Towards the end of 1853 we marched for Rawul Pindi,
in the Punjab, a much better field for sport, owing to its
proximity to the foot of the Himalayas—its neighbourhood
being then well stocked with game — and the excellent
mahseer-fishing which was to be had within reachable
distance.

I was out after Oorial! the wild sheep of the Punjab
(Owis eycloceros), and gazelles, here termed “ravine deer”
(Gazelle Bennettiv), among the comparatively low but some-
what rugged hills, and the deep ravines in the western part
of the Rawul Pindi district, when I was recalled from my
leave and ordered to proceed with a recruiting-party to an
outpost on the Nepal frontier, in the mountain province of
Kumaon. It was then the end of March, and I had two
months of hot travel before me, as there were in those days
no railways in Upper India. But the long journey was of
little account, with a cool climate and such a fine country
for game in prospect at its termination.

Marching through the plains of India during the hot
season is by no means pleasant. I therefore resolved to
avoid the heat, the dust, and their concomitant evils as

1 The Oorial is the almost exact counterpart of the Moufflon of Southern
Europe. It is found plentifully distributed over the Salt-range in the Punjab,
and among the lower ranges of Afghanistan.



4 THE SNOWY RANGE IN PROSPECT.

much as possible, by diverging from the regular route and
travelling for a part of the way through the outer Hima-
layan ranges. With this intent I made direct for Simla—
that Indian Capua which, with its salubrious climate and
social attractions, is, like its ancient prototype, much fav-
oured by the magnates of the empire, who are wont to
luxuriate there during a great part of the year. Thence,
about ten days’ stiff marching brought us to that other
popular, but less ostentatious, mountain resort—DMussoorie.
The scenery and climate on this portion of the journey were
a truly delightful change after the dreary monotony and
thick sultry atmosphere of “ the plains.” The clear bracing
air of the mountains and the refreshing fragrance of pine-
woods instilled new life into one. Now our path would
wind for miles through forests of noble deodar cedars, or of
grand old oaks and rhododendrons, their gnarled and crooked
branches all bedecked with lichen and orchids, or ragged
with trailing beards of grey moss; and the rhododendrons
(which here are not merely shrubs, but large forest-trees),
although past the season of their flowering prime, were still
gorgeous with a wealth of crimson blossoms. Now it lay
along some bright green valley, beside a clear brawling
brook dancing in the sunshine over its pebbly bed, and
flanked on either side by wooded heights or steep grassy
slopes. Sometimes, where it traversed a rocky eminence
or an open hillside, a superb panorama of the distant range
of perpetual snow would be disclosed to view,—the long
irregular chain of grand frozen peaks and ridges rising
sharply on the clear sky-line, and stretching away right
and left, their pale summits gradually becoming more indis-
tinct as they sank towards the far horizon.

The greater part of a day was spent in crossing a deep,
rapid river by a rope bridge, or “jula” as it is called. A
stout rope is stretched from side to side, generally between
two convenient rocks. KEach man or bundle of baggage is
placed on a short plank of wood, like the seat of a swing,
which is attached to the main rope by a crooked bLit of
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stick, forming a kind of running-block. The load, animate
or inanimate, is sent sliding along down the rope as far as
its weight will take it, and then hauled up to the opposite
side by a guy-rope attached to the running-block. Although
there was little or no danger, I was glad to find myself on
terra firme again after being swung over, the more so as I
had just seen the load of baggage that preceded me left
dangling in mid-air above the roaring torrent, until the guy-
rope, which had parted company with the block, was re-
placed by an acrobatic individual who clambered out on the
main rope to repair damages. There is another kind of
jula, made of ropes formed of twigs, twisted and bound
tightly together, which, though more elaborate in its con-
struction, requires more nerve to cross. For the crosser has
to perform a sort of dance on the slack-rope, with nothing
to prevent his falling from it into the water but two smaller
ropes for his hands to clutch on either side.

Before descending from Mussoorie to the Dehra Doon,
through which a portion of our route lay, the view of this
beautiful valley, as we looked down on it from the heights
abruptly rising 5000 or 6000 feet above it, was singu-
larly imposing. Some fifty miles long by about twelve
miles broad, and over 2000 feet high, this forest-clad valley
or “Doon ” lies along the base of the mountains, its wide-
spreading jungles interspersed here and there with open
tracts of long grass, irregular patches of reclaimed land, and
intersccted by broad beds of shingle and sand, where the
tortuous streams flowing along them shone afar in the sun-
light like bright threads of silver. On the east and west it
is bounded by the rivers Ganges and Jumna respectively,
where they first issue from the vast mountain-gorges through
which they roll down from their sources among the eternal
snow ; on the south, by the low but very rugged and wooded
belt of the Sewalik hills separating it from the plains be-
yond, which fade gradually away in the distant heat-haze
that blurs the horizon.

Our way next led through these dense woods, in which,
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one morning, I chanced to have a rather exciting interview
with some of their wild denizens. Having heard pea-fowl
calling hard by, T had left the road in quest of them, fol-
lowed by a little Goorkha carrying my rifle. As we were
skirting along a large patch of very tall reeds (called null
or nurkul), a rustling noise, evidently made by the movement
of some large animal, was heard therein. Our doubts as to
what it could be were soon dispelled by finding the fresh
droppings and tracks, or “mullen,” as the latter are there
called, of wild elephants, as well as by sundry snorts and
rumbling sounds which were now and again heard. Loading
my gun with bullets, and exchanging it with the Goorkha
for the rifle, we stole cautiously through the reeds towards
the spot whence the sound proceeded, and had not to go far
ere I discovered the head and big flapping ears of an ele-
phant a short distance from me. Suddenly detecting our
presence, the animal cocked forward its ears, whisked round
in an instant, and went crashing away through the reeds,
followed by two well-grown calves, of which I just caught a
glimpse as they disappeared. In my excitement I let drive
at the old one’s stern, which foolish example was followed
by my companion. She merely gave a shrieking trumpet
and continued her flight. Had I then been more experi-
enced in such matters, I should have known the danger and
folly, not to mention the cruelty, of so reckless a proceeding ;
and had it chanced to have been a male, he might have
made our position rather hot.

Thinking we had seen the last of the elephants, we had
cleared out of the reeds, and had been skirting along them
for some distance, when again we heard a tremendous erash-
ing amongst them. Each moment it grew louder as it
rapidly drew nearer. Kither the injured elephant, or one
of her mates that we had not seen, was evidently making
straight for us, with the intention, we imagined, of resenting
our rash and random shots. The business now seemed about
to assume a more serious aspeet, for we were in the open,
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and not a tree of any size was near round which we might
have dodged the animal; but the plucky little Goorkha
stood firm as a rock as he quietly whispered, “ Look out,
Sahib ! we’ll give it her in the head when it comes in sight.”
However, perhaps fortunately, no head appeared, for just as
we expected the elephant to be down upon us, with a loud
snort it suddenly stopped short, and nothing more did we
see or hear of it but the rustling of the reeds as it made off,
After three days! travel through the Doon, we quitted
the hill-tracts for the open plains, where we crossed the
Ganges at Hurdwar. The great holy fair at this place of
Hindoo sanctity, where countless thousands of pilgrims
annually congregate to purify themselves in the sacred
river, was recently over, and the vast erowds had dispersed,
carrying with them, far and wide, that terrible pest, cholera,
which, as usual, had broken out amongst this sweltering
mass of humanity in a fearfully virulent form. I firmly
believe that those dreadful epidemics which sometimes
almost devastate whole districts of Hindustan and its neigh-
bouring countries, emanate principally from this source.
After ten days’ weary travel through a fiery atmosphere,
resembling the colour of pea-soup, myriads of flies, and with
disease rampant around, we hailed with intense relief and
Joy our first sight of the outer hills of Kumaon, as they
loomed through the murky haze. Our last day’s march,
before re-entering the mountains, was across the Terai.
This belt of dense forest and swamp extends, as is well
known, for hundreds of miles along the base of the Hima-
layas, varying in breadth. From June till November its
climate is deadly. During the rest of the year it is com-
paratively healthy, when game of many sorts and sizes,
from a jack-snipe to a wild elephant, may be found there,
not to speak of the mahseer-fishing in its rivers. There is
always, however, a feeling of restraint when boxed up in a
howdah, as well as a certain amount of dependence upon
the elephant that carries you and the mahout who drives
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it, which, in my humble opinion, detract much from the
enjoyment of this style of sport; and from the close heat
of the atmosphere and the thickness of the jungle, it can
hardly be either pleasurably or properly achieved in the
Terai on foot. For my part, give me mountain work, with
its freedom of action, glorious scenery, and fresh bracing air,
and with one’s own wits and limbs only to depend upon in
pursuit of game.

After a rest at the mountain sanitarium of Nynee Til,
with its deep clear Tal, or lake, lying embosomed among its
beautiful surroundings of steep wooded slopes and moss-
grown crags, a few days more through the mountains brought
us to our recruiting station, and, I may add, my first hunt-
ing-ground in the Himalayas, after a long hot journey to it
of about 750 miles.

Crossing a ** julq.”



CHAPTER IL

THE outpost of Shore, or Pithoragarh, as it is officially
termed, at which I had arrived, is situated in a pretty,
basin-shaped, green valley, about eight miles in circumfer-
ence, at an altitude of somewhat over 5000 feet. The
valley is encircled by high hills, except where a wide gap
to the north-east discloses a beautiful glimpse of the snowy
range. The post consists of a small British-built fort, and
a stockade perched on an adjacent eminence; a few native
shops ; the huts for the detachment quartered there; and
three dwelling-houses for the officers.

Black bears and other large game were plentiful at that
time on the neighbouring heights, and hill-tigers and leop-
ards were not uncommon. One grand hill, immediately
south of the valley, and rising about 3000 feet above its
level, was especially famous for game-—the Thakil by name,
's0 called after a singular kind of palm-tree that grows on
it, and seemingly peculiar to that hill, as I observed it on
none of the neighbouring ones. Its bare straight stem,
topped with a bunch of feathery, fan-shaped fronds, has a
rather anomalous effect, shooting up singly, to a height of
30 or 40 feet, here and there among gnarled old oaks,
rhododendrons, and conifers, at an elevation of between
6000 and 8000 feet above sea-level, and more especially
in winter when the hill is covered with snow.

On the evening of my arrival T had been dining with the
officer commanding the outpost, who was then the solitary
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European resident at the place—and any of his contem-
poraries in the Bengal Presidency who may chance to read
this, wilt wot how well and amusingly I was entertained by
my host, poor Frank Crossman, who has long since joined
the “majority.” When bidding me “good-night,” he laugh-
ingly expressed a hope that I might not be disturbed in the
house where I had taken up my quarters, as it was reputed
to be haunted. There certainly was a deserted, dismal look
about the place, which was anything but inviting. Long
rank grass and weeds grew in great profusion around it, and
the walls, which in many parts were falling to decay, were
green with damp and moss. Within a few yards of the
house there stood an old dilapidated tomb, which, report
said, had been desecrated by some ruffians who had ex-
humed the corpse interred long ago beneath it, in search of
plunder. There were many other queer stories concerning
the locality, one of them being of a quondam occupant of the
house having, in a fit of “D.T.,” committed suicide there;
possibly the individual buried under the ruined monument.
Altogether, from its lonely situation, the supernatural tales
conecerning it, its general woe-begone appearance, which was
augmented by some funereal-looking pine-trees that grew
hard by, and the fact of the natives being loath to visit it
after nightfall, it might indeed have been considered a ghostly
sort of place.

Not being of a superstitious turn of mind, I thought little
more about the reputation of my abode; and, being rather
tired after my day’s journey, was not long in turning into
bed, and was soon soundly slumbering. T must have been
asleep some time, when I was awakened by a hand, as
it were, touching my foot. The room was dark as Erebus,
and I had no matches at hand wherewith to strike a light.
Nor was there anybody within hail to bring one, for I was
alone in the house, all the servants having left it for their
own quarters, which, as is usual in India, were outside; so
there was nothing for it but to lie still and try to collect
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my somewhat confused ideas. My first thought was of the
last words of my host at dinner regarding the reputation of
the house ; my next was that perhaps he might be playing
a joke, for it was well known how dearly he loved one.
Meantime I could feel fingers, as I imagined, moving slowly
and stealthily up my leg and on to my body. I must con-
fess I now underwent that most unpleasant flesh-creeping
sensation which most persons at some time or another have
experienced. And when the seeming fingers at last reached
my head, and I felt them stirring my hair, which by this
time was assuming an upright position, I could bear it no
longer. Throwing off the clothes, I sprang from the bed,
but only to hear a rustle on the floor-matting as my noe-
turnal visitor pattered off in the dark. Little more sleep
did I get that night, for the unearthly noises which went on
through the house were enough to have awakened the Seven
Sleepers of Ephesus. The place was haunted, and no mis-
take, in one way at any rate; but after that night never a
ghost did I hear or see there—nothing but the rats, with
which it was prodigiously infested, rampaging about it; and
to these, after a time, I got quite accustomed. Next morn-
ing at breakfast we had a good langh over my mysteri-
ous experience; but whether ghost or rat was my visitor
that night, I have never to this day been able to deter-
mine,

But let us now commence: business with the Himalayan
black bear, called ba@loo or reecch by the natives, which is
common everywhere on the middle and lower ranges. Why
it is termed Ursus Tibctanus in natural history I never
could quite comprehend, as it is distinctly a forest-loving
beast, and most unlikely to be found on the bare table-lands
of Tibet, where it is never heard of.

It was early in the month of September when one morning
news was brought in of a bear that had been committing
depredations in some corn-fields a few miles off. There
happened at the time to be several sportsmen at Shore, all
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eager for shooting of any kind; so we at once proceeded to
beat up Bruin’s quarters.

On reaching a deep, broad ravine filled with thick brush-
wood, to which the raider had retired to digest his morning
meal, the various guns were quietly posted in the most likely
places on each side, and at one extremity of the cover,
whilst across the other end were ranged a number of vil-
lagers who, on all being ready, were to commence beating
through it.

At last the appointed signal is given, and is immediately
followed by a hideous chorus of yells, whoops, and whistles, as
the beaters dash into the covert like a pack of fox-hounds.
But there is little doubt that this ostentatious display of zeal
results more from the idea that the greater row each man
makes the less chance will there be of the bear’s coming near
him, than from eagerness in its pursuit. Presently a loud
“wugh,” “wugh,” is heard above the clamour, and conflicting
exclamations of “ Kubberdar!” (look out), “ There he goes!”
“ Here he comes!” are heard from the beaters in every diree-
tion ; so that, at first, it is difficult to form any idea as to
where the brute really is.

“Crack” at length goes a rifle, and a responding “yeeough”
from Bruin sounds as though something more than the report
had caused it. Other shots follow, accompanied by cries of
“lugga!” “lugga!” (he’s hit), “maro!” “maro!” (shoot),
uttered by the villagers in their half-frightened excitement.
Gradually the rumpus approaches my station near the ex-
tremity of the jungle, where each moment I expect the animal
to bolt. But he breaks away on the opposite side of the
ravine, and fully a hundred yards off. I take a snap-shot at
his great black carcass as he gallops clumsily along between
the bushes, its effect being to elicit another grunt and make
him roll over. This may perhaps result only from fright,
as, on recovering himself, he appears to go faster than ever.
Having thus far run the gauntlet of the guns, he takes his
way down the rocky bed of the stream, along the bottom of
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the ravine, which becomes narrower and more free from
bushes.

The business now gets pretty exeiting, and not altogether
free from the danger of stray bullets, as we all go scrambling
along over the rough, uneven ground on either side, firing
shots whenever an opportunity offers, but seemingly with little
effect. At last I manage to get a fair chance at the brute’s
broad back, about twenty yards off, as he attempts to climb
the opposite bank, when a bullet between the shoulders brings
him rolling down into the water. At the same moment my
foot slips into a deep hole hidden by long grass, and down I
go, giving my knee such a painful wrench that I take little
more heed of the bear. Even had he been able to show fight,
I was almost Lors de combat. But this shot had finished him,
which was some little compensation for being laid up for
many days after.

In localities where oak-forests abound, perhaps the pleas-
antest if not the best time for shooting these bears is in the
month of December, when they wax fat on acorns, which
are then ripe. They generally commence feeding about sun-
set, when they climb up the oak-trees and gorge themselves
with acorns all night, often not betaking themselves to their
lairs—which are generally either caves or thickets near their
feeding-ground—until some time after sunrise. Their where-
abouts is easily discovered from the broken branches showing
distinctly against the dark foliage of the trees, the back of the
leaf of the Himalayan oak being white. At the commence-
ment of the acorn season their attention is so much engaged
with their feast that usually they are easily approached. But
on suddenly finding themselves “treed,” their astonishment
is sometimes ludicrous to behold.

Early one morning I was strolling along a ridge command-
ing a view of a wide deep hollow, filled with oaks and thick
underwood, keeping a sharp look-out for sign of Bruin, and
occasionally stopping to listen for the snap of a branch.
Suddenly the wished-for sound was heard away down in the
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hollow. After a careful study of the trees, a patch of black
was detected among the leafy branches near the top of a very
high one. Having carefully noted the spot, I stole quietly
through the heavy jungle towards it—Xurbeer Goorung, my
Goorkha henchman and shikaree, following closely with my
second gun. Every now and then we stopped to listen and
to examine the trees, but nothing could we either see or hear.
We were beginning to think the beast must have winded us
and decamped, for Bruin’s olfactory powers are exceedingly
acute, when we were rather startled at hearing a sort of hum-
ming moaning sound close to us. Kurbeer, in a whisper,
suggested that it might possibly be a tiger, for we had ob-
served the fresh tracks of one in the vicinity. Instinctively
we both placed our backs against the trunk of the nearest
tree, and anxiously peered around into the thick dark jungle.
We had been standing thus but a few seconds when some-
thing wet came dropping on to my head. On looking upward,
there, in the very tree we were under, was the object of our
search—
“In shape o’ beast ;
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large,”—

like a spread-eagle among the branches, gazing wistfully down
at us, and looking the most absurd picture of astonishment
and concern at being thus disturbed at his breakfast. We
were not long in standing from under ¢that tree. A shot from
each of us—for the lad was too excited to withhold his fire
—brought the brute straight down with a thud to the ground,
where, after one or two whining grunts, he succumbed to his
fate.

A bear, when up a tree, even if only slightly wounded,
never attempts to clamber down. It invariably flops straight
on to the ground from any height whatsoever. I once saw a
bear I had shot at roll over and over like a ball down an
almost perpendicular deelivity for several hundred feet, and
seemingly without much inconvenience from its tumble, as
it was nowhere to be found at the bottom.
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The black bear of the Himalayas is not so pugnaciously
inclined as its concoloured relative the sloth-bear (Ursus
labiatus), which inhabits the hilly districts and jungles of
other parts of India. The latter animal is a cantankerous
brute, that will often attack on the slightest provocation, and
sometimes seemingly out of mere “cussedness.” Whereas
the former generally tries to escape if possible, even when
wounded, and seldom shows fight except as a last resource,
or in defence of its cubs.

I have killed and wounded many a bear, but can only
remember one instance, and that rather a mild one, to
record of my having been regularly charged by a black
Himalayan Bruin.

One evening I had discovered a she-bear and her half-
grown cub up an oak-tree growing just below the brow of a
steep hillside. DBut the old one had already detected me
below, so, leaving her offspring to take care of itself, she
quickly cleared out of the tree, and, before I could get a
shot at her, had disappeared over the brow. The youngster,
not being quite so knowing, took longer in getting down,
and so gave me a chance of putting a bullet through his
hide, which made him “tune his pipes” pretty loudly, and
sent him scampering away down the hill. The cub’s cries
of distress soon brought its mother back over the brow to
the rescue, when she came tearing down the steep slope
straight for me, grunting out her wrath in a most savage
manner. I waited until she was within fifteen yards or so,
and then gave her the contents of the second barrel. This
at once doubled her up, her impetus causing her to tumble
Lieels over head close past me.. After rolling some way
down the hill, she recovered her legs, struggled on a short
distance, and then fell to rise no more. I never found out
what became of the bereaved cub, but in all probability it
did not long survive its dam, as it was hard hit.

On moonlight nights a shot may sometimes be got by
watching places where the bears come to feed on the crops
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from a machdn. This construction is a small platform of
sticks, either raised on poles at a safe height from the
ground, or on the branches of some convenient tree, where
the villager is wont to sit
on sentry with his match-
lock, or as often to fall
asleep at night, by way
of protecting his crops
.. from the ravages of wild
" animals. But the chances
are so doubtful that “the
game is not worth the
candle.”  One of the
many tales told by my
native followers round
our camp-fire, was of a
villager who paid dearly
for playing a practical
““ On sentry” in a Machan. joke in personifying L
bear. Enveloping him-
self in his black blanket, and imitating the noise of a bear,
this man one night entered a corn-field with the playful
idea of testing the courage of the tenant of the mackan.
The watcher promptly let drive with his matehlock, and
inflicted a wound from which the practical joker died.

It is a marvel how a cunning old Bruin will sometimes
contrive to hide his big black carcass in a tree, so well as
to avoid detection. Of this I had a fair example when 1
camped out and spent Christmas-day with my shikarees
among the feree nature in the woods, there being no com-
patriot with whom to pass that festive time then within
sixty miles of the outpost. Kurbeer and I had been trying
to circumvent two jurrow-deer, which, having got wind of
us, made off. As they were trotting away past an oak-tree,
I chanced to notice that some of its branches were violently
shaken. Being just the end of the acorn season, we con-
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jectured this phenomenon was traceable to a bear up the
tree, so we stole quietly towards it in order to have a closer
inspection. I had almost passed the tree, having taken, as
I thought, a quite careful enough survey of it to be able to
discern a large black object like a bear, when a low whistle
from Kurbeer, who was following a few paces behind, caused
me to stop, and, on looking round, I saw him pointing to-
wards the middle of the tree. We moved closer under it,
and there, behind a thick part of the stem and some closely
interwoven branches, I discovered a patch of black hair of
the cunning beast, which evidently thought itself well con-
cealed. With a view to turning its flank, I moved to the
right and left of the tree, which was unassailable from its
far side, where it overhung a deep drop. But from nowhere
could I get a better sight of thé brute, which kept quite
still during all my manceuvres. I therefore decided on
risking a shot at its only vulnerable point, hoping to make
its resting-place so hot as to induce it to drop from the
tree, and then get a chance at it en route. 1 fired, and
down came Bruin in a monstrous hurry. There was no
occasion for a second shot, as the black patch was the neck
of what turned out to be a large she-bear that had managed
to hide her body so cleverly.

Never having tasted bear-meat, I suggested to my cook
that he might add a morsel of it to my frugal Christmas
dinner. But the horror and disgust depicted on his face
at the bare idea was such a caution that I refrained from
pressing the matter, so it never appeared at table. Although
these bears are usually clean feeders, their food chiefly con-
sisting of grain, fruit, roots, and suchlike, they are decidedly
carnivorous. They will sometimes destroy sheep and goats,
and will greedily devour carrion. Honey is perhaps their
favourite food, and to obtain this they are sometimes so
bold as to rob the village beehives, which are formed of
short bits of tree-trunks, hollowed out, closed at the ends,
and slung under the wooden eaves of the houses. Small

B
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blame to them for being so fond of it, for the Kumaon
honey is the purest and has the whitest and thinnest comb
I have ever seen.

Bear’s flesh is never, so far as I know, eaten in India,
except by the Doms (a very low caste of hill Hindoos—in
ancient times the slave class), although tiger’s flesh is often
used as a charm. One of the wonderful properties the
natives believe it to possess is that of its making their chil-
dren grow up brave if they partake of it in their youth. The
whiskers, too, are regarded as so potent for working evil
with, that if they, and also the claws, are not carefully
looked after, you are sure to find the former either singed
off or plucked out and the latter extracted surreptitiously
by your camp-followers. The following anecdote, related
to me by an old Central India sportsman, is a curious in-
stance of superstition respecting tiger’s flesh.

A dead tiger had been brought into camp, and all the
native followers, except one, seemed anxious to secure some
of the flesh. The exception was an old shikaree of the
wild tribe of Gonds. On being questioned as to why he did
not wish to take his share, he replied, with an expression of
disgust, that he never ate tiger’s flesh, but would enter into
no explanation as to why or wherefore. After a little per-
suasion, however, and the promise of a glass of grog, the old
man at length agreed to join the party at the camp-fire
after dinner and relate his story, which, being freely inter-
preted, was much as follows: “ My grandfather and grand-
mother were once encamped on the outskirts of a jungle,
near a great city, when one day they saw issuing from the
city gate a grand hunting-party, riding on elephants with
silver howdahs and gorgeous trappings, and escorted by
armed retainers mounted on splendidly caparisoned horses.
My grandmother, being struck with envy, exclaimed, * Why
should we Gonds, whose forefathers were the lords of this
land, now be reduced to such poverty and live in the jungles,
whilst this upstart race enjoys such wealth and luxury ?
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I will change myself into a tiger and watch the city gate,
and carry off every rich man I meet until I have amassed
wealth enough to enable us to resume our former position,
and then return and show you where I have buried my
riches” That night the old woman arose from beside my
grandfather and went into the jungles, and as she has never
since been heard of, she must still be amassing riches in
the form of a tiger; therefore, if I eat the flesh of one, I
may be devouring a bit of my grandmother.”

Most probably the old woman did enter the form of a
tiger that night, but as its supper. Anyway the old Gond
did not seem to mind killing his grandmother, though he
objected to eating her, for he said he liked slaying tigers,
because the more of them he destroyed, the better chance
there would be of one of them being his ancestress, who
might then assume her original form, and return with her
riches.

Fables innumerable about bears are common among the
pahdarees (hill-men), and they are often amusing from their
utter absurdity. The occasional abduction of women from
the villages by bears is firmly believed in, as is also their
being able to use a branch of a tree held between their paws
as an offensive weapon, and suchlike nonsense.

Before concluding this matter-of-fact dissertation on black-
bear shooting, I would venture to offer the young hand a
hint which may save him the loss of many a wounded bear;
for Bruin’s vitality is such, that unless he is struck in the
proper place, the amount of lead he can carry away is
astonishing. A bear, after being skinned and decapitated,
looks very like a corpulent man with short muscular limbs,
and its vitals lie in much the same region, with regard to
its shoulders, as those of a human being. It is flat-chested,
and its fore-quarters are-straight and placed far forward, so
it is necessary to plant your bullet a good span behind the
shoulder, and pretty high up. This, of course, only applies
when there is time for a deliberate aim and a good position
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for taking it from. These can generally be got if the ani-
mal is not approached from windward, for Bruin is as dull
with his visual organ as he is sharp with his olfactory one.
I have lost many a bear by shooting at its shoulder, but
seldom or never since I learnt from experience where the
most vital spot lay—provided I was able to plant a bullet

there.
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CHAPTER IIL

Tuose who have fished both for salmon and mahseer will
doubtless agree with me in thinking that they are nearly on
a par as far as sport is concerned. In its habits the mahseer
much resembles the salmon, except that it never migrates to
the sea, but in appearance it is very different. The mahseer
(Barbus Tor) of Himalayan rivers, which is said to belong to
the carp family, is a beautiful fish both in form and colour,
but in flavour it does not approach the salmon. Yet its firm
white flesh is by no means to be despised for the table. On
the back its hue is a dark olive-green, shaded off, on the sides
of a well-conditioned fish, into a golden orange, which merges
into pale pink and silvery white below. It has rather large
toothless jaws lined with a very tough membrane, so it re-
quires to be struck pretty hard to be properly hooked. When
I say struck, I mean that after the fish has hooked itself, as
it will do by its own weight, a good pull, without a jerk, is
necessary to drive home the barb into its leathern jaws.
Owing to this toughness of mouth, a mahseer when fixed is
seldom lost unless it breaks the tackle. This a big fish often
will do in its first plunge, when it sometimes has a way of
lashing its tail over the line. That crisis being safely over,
if your tackle is trustworthy, landing your fish is usually
only a matter of time and patience. Its strong teeth are set
far back in its gullet, and the stoutest tackle has a poor
chance if it gorges your lure beyond them. It cannot be
easily clipped, as its large round scales are so hard that the
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sharpest gaff will glance off them. When running a mahseer
after it has been fairly hooked, I have never known it leap
from the water, and I think it rarely does so, but its long and
rapid rushes quite equal if they do not surpass those of any
salmon of a similar size. As regards its weight, I am well
within the mark when I state that the mahseer reaches
nearly, if not quite, 100 lb. The largest mahseer I ever
heard of as having been taken with a trolling bait, was 93
lb.; and with fly, one that turned the scale at 62 1b! But
such monsters as these are very seldom landed with the rod.

My reason for drawing comparisons between the salmon
and the mahseer is chiefly because the latter is sometimes
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The Makseer.

termed the “ salmon of Indian rivers.” It might just as well
be called a cod, for in truth it more resembles one, barring
its scales, both in appearance and in flesh. It does not even
belong to the same family, for I may safely assert, on good
authority,? that no fish of the Salmonidé tribe exists in any
of the Indian or even more northern waters south of the
river Oxus, although there are fish very much resembling
trout taken in Indian streams. DBut let us now try and catch

our mahseer.
Towards the end of September I started with a brother

1 The 98-pounder was killed by Mr H. Vansittart, C.S., in one of the rivers
of the Dehra Doon ; the 62-pounder in the Poonch river in the Punjab, by
the late General Sir Herbert Macpherson, who was as keen a sportsman as he
was a good and gallant soldier.

2 The late Dr Oldham, Superintendent of the Geological Survey of India,
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sportsman and keen fisherman, Lieutenant F , who has
since become one of my truest and dearest friends, to try our
luck in the Surjoo, a fine fishing-river within easy reach of
Shore. There was also a possibility of getting a shot at
sambur, here called “jurrow”—the big deer termed Rusa
Aristotelis in natural history—which were plentiful in the
heavy jungle that covered the steep hillsides flanking the
river. It was rather doubtful whether the water would be
in good fishing order so soon after the periodical rainy
season, then barely over, and during which the Himalayan
streams are in a perpetual state of muddy spate. The long,
rank vegetation, too, would still be so luxuriant there as to
make our chance of being able to see even a big beast like
a jurrow in it most uncertain. But we were so weary of.
the monotony of indoor life that we resolved to take our
chance, either of sport or fever, whichever it might be, the
latter being most probable at that season in these low-lying
jungles.

After a hot tramp of about twelve miles, ending in an
abrupt and rough descent of several thousand feet, we reached
the Surjoo about noon. It looked a perfect fishing-river.
Here it surged and foamed among rocks and huge boulders,
there it widened into swirling expanses of deep water, form-
ing a succession of the most splendid streams and pools a
fisherman could desire to behold. From its shores of sand,
gravel, or rock on either side, rose steep lofty acclivities
clothed with dense jungle. This gradually changed its
tropical character to that of the more temperate and higher
altitudes, as it spread far up the mountain-sides to where they
became more craggy and steep. Here the fir, the oak, and
the rhododendron took the place of the Kyer (thorny mimosa),
the bright-green Sal tree, and the luxuriant tropical under-
growth that flourishes below. The tiger and leopard found
a safe harbour in the lower jungles, but from their being able
so casily to slink away unobserved in the long grass and:
dense underwood, they were very seldom met with; although
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the deep-toned voice of the former, or the succession of
hoarse grating sounds—Ilike the sawing of wood—made by
the latter, might often be heard through the still night air.
There also the jurrow-deer sought refuge from the fierce
noonday heat, among tangled masses of the gigantic creeper
called “maloo” or “maljoon,” beneath the impenetrable
shelter of which it delights to ruminate. The crags and
precipices above were the haunt of the “gooral,” or Himalayan
chamois as it is sometimes called.

After an al fresco repast, for which our appetites had been
sharply whetted by a refreshing dip in the river, we prepared
our tackle under the grateful shade of the trees, before pro-
ceeding to business later in the day, for the sun’s rays in this
low-lying valley were overpowering.

Towards evening, when the heat became less intense, we
commenced proceedings in a splendid pool where the Surjoo
forms a junction with another fine stream. But our hopes of
success that evening were small, for the water was too big,
and in colour too “drumlie,” as they would have said north
of the Tweed, and “the fush wadna force.” We, however,
plied it most perseveringly with every kind of fish-lure we
possessed, until darkness brought our fruitless efforts, for
that day, to a close.

On our return we found that one of the Goorkhas we had
with us had been more successful on the hillside than we
were on the river. He had taken one of our rifles and had
managed to bring down a good jurrow. This fine large deer
is identical with the “ maha” of the Terai, and the “sambur”
of other parts of India. It affects heavy forest or its im-
mediate vicinity, and is widely distributed over Hindustan
from the higher ranges, close to the perpetual snows, to Cape
Comorin. The colour and texture of its pile, which nature
has adapted for the various climates of the localities where
this animal is found, differ considerably. The prevailing hue
of the stags is, however, a dark slaty brown, the throat and
neck being covered with long wiry hair. The colour of the
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hind is of a lighter brown shade, and she has less of the
long hair, resembling a mane, on her neck. The jurrow of the
higher Himalayas has a darker and thicker coat, and it is also
provided with a close undergrowth of very soft pile, called
pushum, which in winter is common to all the quadrupeds
of those high cold regions, even to the dogs and horses.
Having shot all the so-called three varieties, I am certain
that, in point of appearance, this is the only difference be-
tween them, and in habits they are the same. Though not
unlike the British red-deer in shape, the jurrow is very much
larger. But it seldom or never has more than three regular
points on each horn, though occasionally it may have one or
two extra snags. I possess a pair of jurrow horns which
measure forty-two inches in length, with an average girth of
beam of eight inches, and a span of a yard inside the bend.
But such a jurrow head as this never fell to my rifle, and
seldom, I imagine, to that of any one else. The eyepits in
this deer are always large, and become much more open and
protuberant when the animal is in an excited state.

The little barking-deer (Cervulus aureus), also termed rib-
faced deer, from the peculiar formation of the frontal bone,
and called “kakur” by the hill-men, was common in these
forests. It is found in most Indian jungles, and, like the
jurrow, from the higher ranges downwards. In Madras it
is known as the “jungle sheep,” and I believe it is identical
with the muntjac of the more eastern parts of Asia. It is
rather smaller than a roe-deer, and bright red like that
animal in its summer coat. Its head is curiously shaped,
that of the buck being surmounted with two continuations
of the V-shaped ribbed bone of its forehead, about two inches
long, and covered with skin and hair. From these grow the
horns, which in a full-grown buck are three or four inches
in length, curved inwards-at the top, and with one short prong
just above the burr, projecting to the front and slightly up-
wards. Although I have seen numbers of this curious little
deer at all seasons, and killed many of them myself with
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horns of divers lengths, from a little sprout above the burr
to their fully developed size, strange to say I have never
found them in velvet. From this I am inclined to think
they do not shed their horns regularly like other horn-
bearing Cervida (excepting the “cheetal” or spotted deer—
Azwis maculatus—which drops its horns very irregularly, as
I shall hereafter endeavour to show), even if they do so at
all. But upon this point I cannot speak with certainty. The
upper jaw of the buck is provided with a pair of sharp canine
teeth, which sometimes project quite half an inch over the
lower lips. For what use they are intended is uncertain. An
old shikaree, whose veracity I had no reason to doubt, told
me that he had once come upon two bucks fighting : one of
themn was soon left disabled on the ground, when he observed
it had a deep cut in its back, evidently made by the tooth
of its opponent, but whether purposely or accidentally he
could not tell. This pretty little animal is most frequently
found in thick cover interspersed with patches of cultivation.
In the latter it may often be found feeding very early in the
morning or late in the evening, but generally so close to the
cover that in the grey dawn or twilight it is often not detected
until the white of its stern is seen bobbing away into the
bushes, from whence its short sharp bark comes at intervals,
as if deriding its pursuer for not having kept a better look-
out. When hurrying off, it sometimes makes a succession
of clicking sounds, but whether with the teeth or hoofs I
have never been able to ascertain. The doe is similar to
the buck, with the exception of the continuations of the
frontal bone, the horns, and long teeth.

We had foolishly brought no tent with us, having in-
tended to get our men to extemporise some sort of shelter
of boughs and grass cut with their “kookeries,”—those
useful national weapons which the Goorkhas invariably
carry, and use as much for domestic as for fighting purposes.

3ut we had not even that to protect us from the heavy
night dew, as on our return from fishing we found that
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almost all the men were away up the hill fetching the dead
jurrow, and it was too late when they returned to commence
it. We, however, indulged in a stiff jorum of hot whisky-

Kookerie, or Goorkha knife.

toddy before we retired to rest, as a precaution against the
damp malarious night air. When I say retired, I mean
that we merely rolled ourselves up in our blankets, and, in
order to avoid the heavy drippings that fell like rain from
the trees, lay down on an open patch of soft dry sand, in
which, by the way, we had noticed during the day the fresh
footprints of a tiger. But—

“Inspiring bold John Barleycorn,
What dangers thou canst make us scorn !
Wi’ tippenny we fear nae evil ;
‘W1 usquabae we'll face the devil !”

Consequently we thought little of tigers, malaria, or any-
thing else, and were soon wrapt in profound slumber.

On awaking in the morning, we found ourselves envel-
oped in a cold damp fog, through which we could scarcely
see twenty yards, and with our outer coverings and even our
hair saturated with moisture. ~Being down in this hot
humid valley at all in September, about the worst time of
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year for malaria, was tempting Providence, as I learnt from
subsequent experience. DBut we were young and thought-
less, caring little for any risk so long as there was a chance
of sport.

Having shaken ourselves up, we performed our ablutions
in the river, which ran within a few paces of our sandy
couch. After a cup of tea and a biscuit, we started each to
our respective work ; my companion electing to try his luck
at the river, whilst I, wishing him “a tight line,” took the
hill after deer. Owing to the thickness of the undergrowth
and the dense mist, there was very little chance of seeing
game, although the fresh tracks of jurrow were numerous.
And when the mist was dispelled by the rising sun, the
sweltering heat was so oppressive as to make climbing about
the steep jungly hillsides, in such close steamy atmosphere,
next thing to impossible, not to mention the attacks of
myriads of biting insects. On returning I found my hungry
chum clamouring for a late breakfast, and much disgusted
at having lost a very heavy fish after he had run it for about
half an hour.

In the cool of the evening we were both at the water
again. After trying flies and trolling baits all to no pur-
pose, we were at last reduced to the more prosaic method of
bottom-fishing with a lump of dough kneaded together with
wool to make it adhesive. To this, at the suggestion of an
old Goorkha whom we had brought with us, a great authority
on mahseer-fishing, was added some turmeric and garlic.
These pungent ingredients, he said, made the bait more
attractive. 'With this odoriferous compound, I managed to
inveigle two nice mahseer of seven and eight pounds. My
companion also killed a fine fish in the same sorry way,
which was better than nothing.

That evening we fared sumptuously on venison-soup, fish
fresh from the river, savoury though perhaps slightly tough
jurrow steaks, followed by hot whisky-toddy and a pipe, to
both of which latter we doubtless partly owed our immunity
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from the cffects of malaria. We turned in on the old spot,
having this time taken the precaution to have a “lean-to”
constructed to shelter us, and were soon lulled to sleep by
the roar of the river close by.

We shouldered our rods again as the dawn was trying
to struggle through the dense mist. For in the morning,
during the autumn and winter months, a heavy bank of
white vapour almost invariably lies along the bottom of every
deep, narrow Himalayan valley where any considerable
stream flows, until dispelled by the sun’s rays. The water
looked more promising, so our spirits as well as our chances
of sport began to rise with the lifting fog, which at first
was a decided damper to both. It requires but little
reference to my old shooting journal to call to mind all
the details regarding the killing of my first really fine
mahseer. v

“Take a rest for a little while, and try again when the
sun gets higher.” Thus suggested old Chundreeca—a native
of. the valley, and fisherman by profession, who usually
attended me by the river-side—as I was getting rather im-
patient with my bad luck, and my back was beginning to
ache from chastising the water with flies, and spinning live
baits the whole morning without having moved a fish. Fol-
lowing the first part of his advice, I reeled up, sat down on
a rock, and pondered as to whether it would be worth while
acting on the last part of it. After I had consoled myself
with a pipe, and Chundreea had adjusted a fresh chilwa,! T
again waded into the river, and loosening a good handful of
line, dropped the bait as far across the swirling pool as
possible. I have him at'last! Hardly has the chilwa com-
menced spinning in the water when I feel a heavy pull,
which is immediately followed by a splash and a boiling
swirl. Bob goes the poipt of the rod, and “ whir-r-r” out
runs the tightened line, almost smoking in the rings as it
flies from off the reel, which is whizzing and humming with

1 A beautiful silver-scaled little fish—the minnow of Indian waters.
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an impatient, irregular cadence, as if angrily remonstrating
against the rough treatment it is forced to undergo. Those
few moments of thrilling excitement repay me in full for
all my enduring patience. But it suddenly strikes me that
I am between the two rivers, and only a short distance
above their junction, beyond which I shall be unable to
follow the fish; and I am fully aware that if he once reaches
the heavy and broken flood of the combined streams, there
will be but little chance of my ever landing him. Con-
sequently I am rather nervous and anxious about his inten-
tions, and feel considerably relieved in mind when he sud-
denly stops. After remaining almost stationary for a while,
jerking and tugging away at the hook until each moment I
expect to part company with him, he commences boring up-
stream, and then takes to sulking in the deep water, where,
for a long time, he feels like a log on the straining line,
which is vibrating like a harp-string against the strong
current.

All that can now be done is to get Chundreea to pitch
stones in his vicinity. This soon has the effect of inducing
the fish to alter his tactics, and the reel resumes its remon-
strances as he recommences careering away in such a frantic
manner that I again begin to experience those qualms of
fear and hope which, mingled with intense excitement, make
the sport of angling so fascinating to its votaries. My
tackle, however, is stout and trustworthy, and this enables
me to take a hard and steady pull on him, in order, if pos-
sible, to keep him above the junction; so much so that
Chundreea, who is anxiously watching the tussle from the
shore, seeing the heavy strain on the bending green-heart,
begins shouting, “ Let him run, Sahib, let him run, or he’ll
break the rod!” But under existing circumstances I well
know that such a proceeding will be as likely to prove fatal
as holding him too taut. After several more mad rushes
and plunges for freedom, his cantrips become somewhat
subdued, and ere long he begins to show signs of submission.
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As I gradually reel him in, I can, for the first time, catch
an occasional glimpse of his form looming largely through
the water, and the sun glints now and again on his golden
scales as he rolls helplessly about. At length I am able to
tow him towards a good landing-place, where, after his
making some of those last desperate wriggling efforts to
get free, during which a fish is so apt to be lost after all,
Chundreea bestrides him, and carefully lifting the strug-
gling, shining beauty by the gills from the shallow water,
proudly carries him ashore, and throws him kicking among
the stones on the bank.

My scaly prize was at once weighed, and found to be 26
Ib. This restored my flagging hopes, and I was soon fixed
into another fish, which took out the line with such a swish
and fought so hard, that at first I thought it equalled the
first one in weight, and not until it had been on some time
did I discover that it was little more than half as big.
But not even another rug did I get that day. There is
nothing like patience for fishing, and nothing like fishing for
trying it.

Next day the river rose again from the effects of heavy
rain higher up, and somewhat resembled the colour of potato-
soup. We found, too, that it was not the best time for the
Surjoo valley, as the warm and steamy atmosphere, biting
flies, &c., made sport there, at that season, more toilsome than
pleasant. The months of March and April are, I think, the
best for mahseer-fishing, as the climate is then more pleasant
and healthy in these low valleys than during September and
October—the best autumn months—and the fish in the moun-
tain streams more readily take the fly, and are in better con-
dition in spring. It is said that on the days which succeed
moonlight nights, mahseer are not so readily taken as they
are after moonless ones; and, strange to say, they are generally
more easily moved on bright sunny days than on dark cloudy
ones. The flies that seem to suit their taste as well as any,
are bright and gaudy ones that show well in the water, like
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the “ Jock Scott” or the Dee “ Gordon,” of various sizes up to
at least 2% inches for big fish, and perhaps one with black
wings tipped with white, and black hackle and body ribbed
with silver, for a complete change. But, like salmon, they
will take almost anything when they are in the humour, and
will look at nothing when they are not. I have not implicit
faith in fishing theories respecting either salmon or mahseer,
for I have often killed both fish under circumstances which
are ordinarily considered most adverse. For instance, in
Canada one evening I was fishing when it had grown so dark
that only by the bright flashes of lightning could I see where
my line was; yet I fairly hooked and landed a salmon of 9
Ib. whilst the thunder was rattling around like great guns. I
should like very much to know why the salmon of the western
rivers of North America are so difficult to kill with the fly,
whereas in the eastern rivers they take it so freely. One
thing, however, is quite as important in mahseer-fishing as in
fishing for salmon—mnamely, the size of flies to suit the state of
the water; but when the angler has constantly to be changing
his fly, depend upon it there is something wrong—and that
generally lies more with the humour of the fish than with
the fly.
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CHAPTER IV.

NOWHERE can a finer or a more invigorating climate be found
than at an altitude of between 6000 and 8000 feet in the
Himalayas, during the three months that succeed the clearing
up of the rainy season—about the end of September. The
wild animals, too, are then in their best condition both for fur
and flesh. The males would of course be better for food a
month or so earlier; but as the natives highly prize venison
at any time, it is never wasted; and the trophies, which the
sportsman values more than the meat, are none the worse for
the delay.

The November mornings were crisp and frosty, and the
days bright and clear, when I set out on a short hunting-trip
of quite a different character to the one just described. My
small retinue consisted of Kurbeer and another Goorkha lad
carrying the guns, a cook, and four or five “ coolies” (native
baggage-porters), laden with a little tent, bedding, and the
few requisites for a short sojourn in the wilds. We reached
our destination—a hamlet near the foot of the hill we in-
tended hunting over—in time to get everything “fixed up”
before dark.

On making inquiries about a guide for the ground, the
village Nimrod—a comical-looking little man attired in an
old black blanket, with a bit of rope round his waist support-
ing a small “ koolharee” (wood-axe)—presented himself, and
made his salaam. This bare-legged individual rejoiced in the
name of “ Baloo Mar,” literally meaning “ Bear-killer,” which

Cc
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sobriquet had been given him, I was told, by some former
employer. Not that he had earned it from the fact of his
having performed any daring feats in the destruction of
Bruin, but from his having the reputation of making himself
scarce at the first symptom of any dangerous intention on
the part of the said animal. However, as he was reported
to know the country and the haunts and habits of its game
pretty well, I employed him, and found that in this respect
at any rate he did not belie his calling, besides being a
cheery, amusing little man.

The Himalayan native shikaree is, as a rule, a perfect
cragsman, an excellent
stalker, and an adept in
wooderaft generally. His
power of vision, too, is
marvellously acute; and
his capability for quickly
detecting game, either in
thick cover or far off in
the open, is sometimes as-
tonishing. If he errs, it
is in his endeavouring to
get so close to game that,
unless you are capable, as
he is himself with his bare
legs and feet, of moving
as noiselessly as a cat, it
_ ) ) usually precludes anything
Village Shikaree, with malchlock and rest.

Province of Kumaon. but a snap-shot; and

should the ground be pre-

cipitous and broken, sometimes not even that before a beast,
on being alarmed, can get instantly out of sight, and is often
out of range ere it reappears, if it does so at all. For wild
animals, when they suddenly detect danger very close to
them, are so terrified that they make off like an arrow;
whereas, if it is farther from them, they will often stand
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and gaze in doubt, giving ample time for a steady aim, or
stop to look back after going a short distance.

After dinner, and a pipe beside the camp-fire, I turned in
pretty early, as the/“ bear-slayer” had informed me that if
we expected to see “ gooral” we must be up near the summit
of Dhuj zecbe (hill) about sunrise. Before proceeding fur-
ther in search of the Nemorhwdus goral of natural history, a
slight sketch of this “ Himalayan chamois,” as it is some-
times called, may not be out of place. The ordinary height
of a full-grown buck is about 28 inches at the shoulder.
The colour of its short rough coat is usually a uniform grey-
ish brown, with a white patch on the throat. Its legs are
sturdy and goat-like, and of a
darker brown than the body.
Doth sexes carry short black
horns, those of the full-grown
buck being sometimes 7 inches
or so long, annulated from the
base to about half their length,
and slightly curved backwards.
The doe is similar to the buck
in appearance, except as regards
her horns, which are thinner,
smoother, and shorter. I once Head of ““Gooral,” or Himalayan
saw the skin of a pure albino )
gooral which was shot in the Kumaon hills. The natives
who lived near its haunt had a superstitious idea that the
killing of this animal would be attended with bad luck to
the slayer. And, strange to say, the experienced and well-
known sportsman who shot it, on the same day met with a
serious gun accident. This curious coincidence is no camp-
fire yarn, for the sportsman was an old and intimate friend,
and I saw him shortly after the accident happened. The
gooral is found all over the Himalayan ranges, from the
higher to the lower and outer ones, but seldom below an
altitude of 3000 feet, and always on craggy and precipitous
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ground, which may or may not be more or less clad with
forest.

As the terms lower or outer, middle, and higher or upper, are
so frequently used in these pages to distinguish the various
mountain-ranges of the great Himalayan chain, when de-
scribing the haunts of game, I may mention that the first
apply to those rising directly from the plains or from the
Terai; the second, to those more in the interior of the moun-
tains; and the third to the spurs of the snowy range, and the
precipitous, either open or forest-clad, slopes immediately
below it. The “snowy range” needs no definition. DBut to
revert to our pursuit of the game little gooral.

I had seemingly been but a very short time asleep when
my slumbers were rudely disturbed, and I was informed that
Baloo Mar was waiting to accompany me up the hill. After
the usual cup of tea and a biscuit, we were soon climbing
the steep ascent, where our way led up through forest of oak
and rhododendron, or over open grassy slopes which were
white and crisp with frost. As we neared the summit, just
before sunrise, I could not resist the temptation, or perhaps,
from having “bellows to mend,” I should call it the in-
clination, to sit down and cast a look over the succession of
mountain-ridges and deep trough-like valleys stretching away
far and wide between us and the mighty frozen barriers of
the snowy range. Some of the highest pinnacles had already
begun to flush up with that exquisitely beautiful but utterly
indescribable tint of delicate rose assumed by snowy summits
when touched by the first gleam of morning. Gradually the
ruddy glow spread from peak to peak, and grew brighter and
more yellow, until the whole jagged line became suffused
with golden light as the sun rose over it in dazzling glory
and threw its slanting beams across the profound misty
depths of the intervening hollows.

The bear-slayer being of a decidedly practical turn of
mind, and also blessed with a first-rate pair of “bellows,”
did not seem to appreciate these charms of nature, but kept
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‘reminding me that we should be too late for our game if
we did not hurry up. As we resumed our ascent, we soon
became aware of the presence of a gooral, by a succession of
short, sharp, sneezing sort of sounds which we heard above.
The animal had been watching us whilst I had been viewing
the scenery. We caught only a glimpse of it ere it vanished
among the wooded crags. A gooral, when alarmed, almost
invariably emits this sound, which is something like that
made by pronouncing the word “tschick.” If in doubt as
to what the danger may be, it will often perch itself on
some prominent point, and remain there for a considerable
time with its head turned to the suspected quarter, hissing
out its note of alarm at short intervals. But when once
fairly satisfied of its danger, you may bid good-bye to it. 1
do not think the sense of smell is so acute in the gooral,
nor in any Himalayan animals of the wild-goat family,
as it is in those of the deer tribe: this is, however, in a
great measure compensated for by keen powers of sight
and hearing.

But we have now reached the crest, and here we call a
short halt for breath before examining the open precipitous
ground on the south side of the mountain, where the shi-
karee says we shall be pretty sure to find our game. We are
soon on the move again. As we near the brink of the decliv-
ity, Baloo Mar creeps stealthily forward and cautiously looks
over it. DBy the careful manner in which he slowly with-
draws his head, and the self-satisfied look he turns towards
me, [ can tell he has sighted something. Crawling quickly
up alongside him, on peering over I have the satisfaction of
seeing four gooral browsing unconcernedly on a grassy slope
among some broken masses of rock directly below us. Being
a tyro at mountain shooting, I am suddenly seized with a
severe attack of what, in the backwoods of America, I have
heard termed “buck fever”; so without taking time to
judge the distance, or to allow my fast-throbbing pulses to
subside, I raise the rifle and let drive at the nearest animal.
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The result is, of course, what might be expected under such
circumstances—a clean miss of an easy shot. The gooral,
however, from the fact, I suppose, of their not having been
recently disturbed, are only startled, and stand gazing about
them as if undecided as to what course they should pursue.
This serves only to augment my complaint, causing me to
fire the second barrel almost at random, when the animals,
being no longer in doubt, make off. The bear-slayer’s look
of satisfaction now gives place to one of bitter disappoint-
ment and ill-concealed contempt for my performance, and
on his face I can plainly read that which, if he could only
have given vent to his thoughts, in modern English might
have been, “ Well, you are a duffer!” But there is still
another chance, for one of the beasts, a fine buck, not even
yet seeming quite satisfied of his danger, bounds up on to
the point of a projecting crag, where he stands balancing
himself on all four feet planted close together, sneezing out
his warning note. Drawing back under cover, I recharge
my old muzzle-loader as quickly as my trembling hands
will permit, whilst the shikaree remains impatiently watch-
ing our game. On again looking over, I find the buck has
moved up nearer us, and is now within fifty yards. This
time I take a more careful aim, and on the smoke clearing
away, I have the delight of seeing the gooral rolling down
the precipitous hillside, until stopped by some rocks below.

Baloo Mar was not long in reaching the dead buck and
bringing him up. He now proposed that, as it was getting
late in the morning for the animals to be out feeding, we
should return by a different way to the one we had come
up, and on which there might yet be a chance of finding
more game. After lightening it of its paunch, he shouldered
our prize, and, notwithstanding his load, set off as fast as
the rough ground would admit of, stopping now and again
to rest, and to take a look round about for any sign of game.
We had not gone very far before we started another gooral
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