The
Tiger
Stalked
Me

by
HERB KLEIN

O'Connor's safari partner

moves on to India, where
he experiences one of the
most priceless thrills of
all his big-game hunting

Author and tiger that had

nd you smel ¢

cry of a peacock, the rus
heavy, rancid «umpm, o the Tndinn Jungle

Then you hear the heavy, padded fect of the great cat
approaching from the wrom, or bind. direction. You sit
there still &  rock, oozing chill sweat, whils the tiger
looks You over from behind a bush  few feel away-so

ose You could spit in his oye, hear him breathing, and
smellthe warm, (e waves of s brea

i me on o the mst pricins
e o B ‘mgrpamns b e e e o

ou apart
D oft hal ot & hunters

T heard the tiger stalking me, when
o ym breathing and got

n and tonic, wearing

ing gin
alism,

ap
a handlebar mustache, wnd m\mhmunu against_social

ually there fan't any ‘Cooper. The name was
Sooked up by Vidya ‘G, Shubie, o very Inteiigont youns
indian who Funs the outst
Vidyn s o Tne KU, ruh & frs-claas qufiing opern:
a

thon, e 1 ot aeshvie o Bloame 1 . oo o
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Tioh il o bl gee, o Wi bed ster vien w

sisant conks, fee drivers and assisant Jeop divers, sk

washers and assistant sock wi personal boys and as-
Tt parmmasl hops, siimoer, earp s e 14 pocels
o oo mewaah my clothe, nd i up my ot In -

diton, and most

"y assistant. guide Jamid, plus four ex
e o T

i Tndia i the hunting party wants to make n drve,

X up from 50 ©

t native

ine o rash the line of stoppers ke an American fullbac

Gomaimes o tge takes rstug in dene brush o igh
h w

I its all the same to ou, T'd like to b
y the haka method.

e and e halrcgrovwa cube. The ot g

hing or o about .

with a rifie, she
WhiFled aRa Gharged through the line of stoppers.  She

3 ourooor ure .

ocked ane down, Lft i with a law cut and put severa

i through & paich e Tl s and St e
ast T saw of e
‘was still swallowing my disappointment when I heard
leaves crackle and saw one of the young tigers, all black
and gold, sippin through the buh like un evil dream. As
thorby, 1 v e other youre:
yards from me. T got

hborhood and made

il
aiven, bt ko of huners iing Up und shooting st might
over a gar

e in e sorud ungies ot T 1y

pom Bl b ool gt

wildernens counry. "o and I hickly popuited by the
people I have ever see

ted 10 g0 home 1o
nal “horse

D T i gy aa's et bt
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A high b ordcal with the “bragsing’” thger, His guides and beaters look on

e At dance The natives clled him tho wild Il of  Then the wind i dovn and we could hes the tger
Faiciwaln, and ey and the foret ofcer WA hanked mok a N
fon nine yewrs The victim ths lire was o domestcated
buftalo, a big black animal with the long, backswopt
Lo A b ity oA rALet DAL
e went o th Dl where Ui ara T ben found
{The seup was pertect, T was Lold, “The cacass ay n the

ihat s partieular Uger hd o very b breath_so bad
none of his best friends could possbly have dared to tel
i, about 1= If he had any fiends.

ity e turned and wan oft, The soun o b tooaeps
o uway. T ound that the hands that chitched my 515

Feapecting grasly would return to & balt where the Bast  Weatherby adagnam were shaking and mumb.  Cold drops
Side Chowder and Marching Society had held & picn of perspiration. that felt like snowballs were streaming
dowm my back. Scared? Brother, what do you think? I

don't belleve my spotlight-operator breathed At al while
By et misvings wore right. My shikar, Rao, U g v looking ut ovr, and e n tgor dparte,

s o man he lciric spo- e et ot Mo Breath i ‘an exlosion Ut o b
iignt,and T were perche on that miserable, shaking macan T ot the machan. Only o was maifwey He
that very n the tiger approaching. thought that tgers preferred beef to men.

He V' through the ravine's dry & Walted for an wow, thiaking the cailo-kiler um.h(
Lenves, oUghL he would, but when he  come back-almost hoping that he wouldn't
Degun Lo i the vidence of e pinie. W stopped cold, Ure, 1" mado plna.” 1 waa o o apply i vots
Ho didn' move for whal seomed llke 10 minuies It was  methods o Tndan Uger huning. 14 g

his breathing, Then ca. footprints as big s 8 dishpan, und 1

Hight breese. sprang up, stirving the grass and leaves gl

Novemss, 1958 35



THE TIGER STALKED ME

(continued from page 35)

adrenal glands when 1 aid it, either.
The' tiger didn't come back that
night. We knew

mestic. chickens—that. look fust like
gamecocks.
2 s diry s inarnl et

even on open plains in daylight, the
| guar is both nocturnal and a creature

on the
side of the fled where wo had seen the
 sign.

n the machan
b

raindrops and moaning wind, and T



have had mosqultoes. ~About
‘nclnck 5 U wocing: whan ol thren
of us were gt from the

Sonstant swaying; the storm led dow
e darkcoss add o

many dried iga Td eaten in the after-
"There were no fuclides 1n
0 do what T m-m

|y .,u.,;u it k. ok
i s
T

A little smaller than &
| Atrican buttalo,

a_yell

head. The natives feasted on him that
night.

Bt there was to b no sleep when we

r main camp. Our cattle-

kunnx e had laiad ssnibes i

over the place T w

getting a shot at that
|

0 1 took charge and made arrange-

i T were

overyone always wants o get in on @
tiger

 lucky feeling when we
climbed into the machan that night.
ited for hours. We liste

belleve he's coming,” my
T said, somehow sure of my

{toss as big as wild ducks were
biting bleeding chunks out of me, and
then. my belly started aching from too

muscles tensed
diffeult to breathe.

Then my belly

il st between tiger hunts

sarted rumbling ke o sleeping sle-

phant’s, and 1 felt sure a tiger could
Boae s i

Fresenily ¥ heazd henvy oottt
coming creek—nearer,

oo B et Ditmeitng old
Right, but much of the time it was ob-

ing tiger, 10 feet two
inches from the tip of his nose to the
tip of his tall—a good deal larger than
the Jion T shot in East Africa. That

Ave uul-l runerein
vag realy i tall coton, and this

n Rao kissed my hand T sure
el ke Kiasing him back. Bellynche?
Who had  bellyache!



