CAMPUS REVOLUTIONARIES DECLARE ALL-OUT WAR
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MEXICO’S C.0.D. MARIJUANA RACKET + ASTROLOGERS WARN NIXON
“THE SUNDANCE KID” ON WHEELS > HUNT FOR THE LOCH MONSTERS
HITLER'S ACE OF ACES LIVES * MONTEZUMA'S BURIED MILLIONS
CLOSE-UP ON THE SEX STARLETS * KAYAKING THE GULF OF HELL




14 O saa

§ ot 2

o/ s g ;

The damn tiger was smart. He'd been hunted be-
fore, maybe even wounded, and now his natural
ounning plus his "knowledge” of man's ways—he
was a man-eater with two kills in three days to his
credit—made him more dangerous than ever. We
tried a machan in a tree over a staked-out buffalo
carcass, but the shrewd cat saw through the cover
and spooked. That's when my guide convinced me
that we should use my camouflaged jeep in a bam-
boo thicket as a blind. Hours after we settled down
for the long wait, with the jungle deathly still, the
thought hit me: What if he slips up from behind us?




« After the agony of 18 hours of al-
mot total impobility. my ,pm.\dm
felt as if they were my

n fire,

he
through ray sedden lothing add pene
tating my weary body.

Suddenly, 1 became motionless
with every sense straining against the
black night. T heard a faint sound, the
echo of a stealthy footfall. My head
throbbed. T blinked the tears from my
burning eyes as [ stared into the dark-
ness trying through sheerwill power

ad
e {rota nothng more. ominous

han a saucer-shaped leaf that had
grvionty THed ik onfnsing o
and then spilled its contents on the
forest floor.

T was totally exhausted, physically
and emotionally. 1 hurt all over.
“Damn that cat.” I thought as I grit
ted my teeth and tried to forget my
aching body.

my wife, Rosemary, who [
take along on most of my trips, big
game hunting is the consuming pas-
S of wy ie: Years of hunting
have taken me all over the world, and
I have been fortunate enough to have
had some extremely successful hunts
Last year in Africa, for example, I
managel to make a clean sweep of the
“Big Five" (rhino, elephant, lion,
Cape buffalo and leopard) in seven
days (SAGA. April 1969). Some hunt-
ers have devoted years to bagging the
big five and have still never made
it

This time Rosemary and 1 had
come to the remote mountan forests
of India, hoping for a tiger. But n
had something on my hands 1 hndnl
bargained for—a  man-cat So
thoughts of that first week's events
drifted through my tired
ting there in the machan, cramped,
cold. and miserable, and waiting for
the sun to rise—they all seemed to be-
Come unreal. Had it really only been
a few days sin¢e Rosemary and 1 visit-
ed the Taj Mahal? Or spent a relaxed

STRIPED
MARAUDER

BASTAR

By Sam Pancotto
as told to
Patrick K. Snook

afteroon sghtsecing in Delhi and
A

We had flown to Nagpur and had
met S. 5. Takar, our Indian shikar
From N'ngpm o e 400 mieg by
ver some of the most_ unbeliev-
e roade Thays v Or gt
nation was a section of forest deep in
The ountalia of the Bastar region of
Madhya Pradesh, an area so primitive
that it is rarely penetrated by ou
siders, and then usually only by hunt-

Most tiger hunis in India are con-
ducted from government houses that
offer _the sportsmen plush accomo-
dations. But there were no permanent
facilities in the remote region where
we were headed, and we had been
warned that we would be hunting out
of a bush camp. Both my wife and I
had plenty of first hand experience
with primitive living, so there were
no qualms. It all part of the game.

Nevertheless, Takar had a sur-
prise up his sleeve, and we were both

specchless when we saw the camp.
would be living in tents, yes, but
also in luxury. Our personal lodgings
tured out to be a canvas five-room
bungalow, complete with a living
room, eadingroom, howe and bath
and bedroom with king size beds. Two
Sooks evhelmed n with supeh
Wetemayle food as wel s cxotc
dishes. A yising mabareja
e hive fas ki

Bk Takar's now of the maiaiing
man-ater cat . pal over that it

children on their way to the river to
draw water

We visited the scene of the tragedies
the next morning. The grisly evidence
of the attacks told its own grim story
As I stood there, 1 promised mysel
that i it was within my powers that
tiger would never take another human
life

Takar had been leading shikars for
more than 16 years, and is acknowl-
edged 1o be one of the top profe
sional guides in India today. He said
the best plan would be to set out live
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The forest floor was carpeted with dry leaves and we heard
the rustle of the tiger's stealthy approach. Suddenly, there
he was. He seemed to just materialize out of the shadows

and glide toward the dead

buffalo. Then, just short of the

bait he stopped, and for the next 15 minutes he stood there

examining his surroundings for danger. He fixed his

on our blind, and I felt sure those menacing, yellow oyes
were burning straight into mine. As I slowly raised my
rifle up to my shoulder he vanished!

baisat @ number ofspots n the
con conndemd a sacred
e 10 usc

machan it would be for a long stay,
unless, of course, we got lucky and
b sty Vil W weudd Bare &

jeep to set out the baits, and the
village was 12 miles from the nearest
road.

Being a builder by profession my

reply was what to me seemed the obvi-
custoluion ... “Wel buld a road."
And oad we did. With the

ik §0 ol s e
pleted 12 miles of driveable access
Toad in two days. at a cost of only six
American dollars

We brought in 20 baits and staked

ar the spot where the tiger had
attacked the children, while mine was
on the other side of a small river, the
direction in which the tiger had drag-
ged one of its victim:

Once the baits had been sct it be-
came a matter of waiting until the ti-
ger made a kill. Two days passed, and
then the news came. An excited native
told us that the tiger had made a kill
on the buffalo nearest the roa
forded the river on foot and soon
found the bloody remains of the bait
The tiger had eaten about half the
buffalo, and the soft ground near the

carcass was covered with pug marks
Ater carshul eraminaion, Takar
informed us that the tracks w reihis

of a very large male, almost o
the same one that had kied the pid
dre

e scouting the area carefully,

‘Takar announced that our best chance

He also re-
finded me that if we did go into the

jeep was on the other side of the river,
and once darkness fell there would
beno walking out untildaylight
and excitement
for a try at the tiger I hardly gave
Takar's words of caution a second
thought. At that point I would have
gladly agreed 10 almost anything.
Now, after almost 18 agonizing
hours in the machan, I began to ques.
tion the wisdom of my cager decision
To cap it all off it was becoming in-
cresinglycetain tht thetger wasnt
foing 0 show, and the nights ordeal
T ught
"Whin the natives eved ot oy
light, T was convinced that I was go-
ing to be a cripple for life; however,
the hike back to the jeep worked some
of the. su(lnux ot andthepueepleas

had killed another of our baits. As
before, the bloodied remains of the
bufalo were surrounded with huge
pug marks. Takar quickly verified
them as those of the tiger we were

" Takar said to me,
trly a mot unumal tiger. As 1 have
said

am
L sl il it i whal has

i him away. He knows
wmx  they are and will ot come et

"% Fine,” I replied. But how are we
Foing (o take him then

r grinned and pointed at a

We will put the jecp in that bamboo
and very carefully camouflage it. To-
night the back of the jeep will be our
machan."

ightened

my disposition (rcmcndeusly on the
way back to camp we discussed our
kar was convinced that

the particular tiger we were after was

an exceptionally clever and cautious
animal.”Quite likely one that had
been hunted before and possibly

shrewd enough to detect and avoid
machan. It was most unusual, Takar
informed me, for a tiger to m;
Kill and abandon it after eating only
once. But that was what our quarry
ud done, and we both agreed that it
would probably be a waste of time to
ry hunting this spot again. The dis
APl el that morning was
matched o
termintion " hnn, e kiler (0 bay.
A ame a matter of wait-
ing nd 'we pasot the sime hunting
some of th

natives brought word that the tiger

of being down on
the ground with a hungry man-cater
prowling shy b
peal to me. “What if he slips up
from behind us?" I asked.
No," Takar said, shaking his head
for_emphasis. “The village is that
way, and he wont go toward it. He
will come down one of those three
trails in front of us."

T s rovaing s ko w
Takar and asked, “Are you sure you
know what you're doing?”

“Sam. Talar rplied ey, loke

e eye.” do I tell
W o put up apartment build-

3

ing me straight in the
you how
ings?
He was right. This was his ballpark,
and he was the pro. And one of the
best in the business to boot. This was
no time for me to be one of those idi-
ots who hire the best guide they can
find and then spend the whole hunt
refusingto (Gontinued on page 81)
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"B he middle of the a
red away o secion of he bamboo =]
Hdden e’

dusk, we le noises

Deking: ek Hhasterios e s
ittring escitedly . . ounds that told
iwer was on the move and not far

“"The forset flooe was carpeed with dry

dlance u.. ather way for 8
could bring 3y silla b0 my shoulder
without his seel

.nmn-.. But o ] i t i g

k he has gone far,”
"Bt in any even, all we cam do 5

o 3 low growl, At
ot Tt Wi e it




the croesbairs and
s B Mt s

s the. silent Rungle, and the iger
ped in his tracks. 1 was ecstatic. A

‘arms around me
L gl ol ety
Finally we stopped congratulating each

i, the bambos near the bait way
lphll.nd with blood.
't worry. " Takes

He's too hard we !
SR e D ity o Lok e b
jungle.

T (old you,” Takar said with a grin.
‘That was the figer going down. He's
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(Continued from page 82)

ent night of my life. Neither of us could
sleep and at leu times we
e heard the u. : prowling near-

by We'd switch on
the aren cartully. iyt iid

O wea cold it misty when morsing -
nally broks, but 80 me bright.-
R i et Takat T ook

turn
ted. Ahe

ad of us was a small hill and

dead.”
L should have put 4 second shat into

b T was still worried, crash or
“Nm Sam, vou hit him solidly. There
w other shot.”

Well, what do we d now?” I asked. It
was otaly dack by this tooe
Jeat s bakeid

#50 Bty

" Colloct the tier! AL night? My Sot
What if he's lying out there wounded?”"
red.

ar {rlstod tha e had doos this
night tracking imes before
el et

‘while neither Takar nor | had ever heard
swounded animal going uphill, it was
il searched. We de-
cied we might an well e 1 & 57
Timbed only a few yards up the
side of the hill when Takar stopped, froze

in his tracks. | ly T whipped my
to my shoulder, thinking he had
found the tiger, wounded and ready to

spring. Then, almost in a whisper, he said,
My God. what a beast.”

T ran up to him, and there was the tiger,
Iying under a clump of bamboo.

d pulled down, covering
the wound and stopping the external

A ok b e wak 4 ey
but to go alon,

half x.nq we had co

tiger. Takar was
s s mdmum it, Sam,

seats of the jeep. It seemed like the long-
(Continued on paye 84)

bleeding. After resting, he had managed to
crawl to the clump of bamboo where he
died.

1 didn't really realize just how big the
tiger was until we dragged

£3

im. From nose to the tip of his
he was 10 1/2 feet long. It took 10 n
tives to load him on the jee

There was

monumental celebration in

D that night. As
deep o of satisacion,

scotch, I felt a

of Bastar would never kill a

* THEEND




