


A tornado’s no excuse for holding up a tiger hunt, Singh

insisted politely. You must do first things first, and.. ..

Tigers Won’t Wait

a full moon. T'd never seen suc
fore, nobody had to tell me what had made them.
‘Tho ahape apeled cat, and there was only one Kind of
ot Jutle g Susiagh fs e ol

d down into the thick ankion o a ravine, o

Lo, By ot ok e el e
donse i contrust wun l\w Saearad st o ot st
ocky caves alon the tep wals of the
nullah, and {hickets. that cven bufflo would have
trouble burging through. Somewhere down in that juni
gl tho tiger was ying up, perhape less than 300 yards

Tm: PUG MARKS in the dry sand were as round as

et e e asighted, for I g
e e e o A
Hia Freat striped pet on the wall of my trophy room
home in Grand Rapids, Michigan
i i how ' Soal g, Wod g3y bl

and tie it out; the tiger would kill it; then we'd sit up in
a machan the next night and shoot the tiger. Just ke
that. Simple, but terrific. In a couple of days Id be

feady to i pantners ar Baokbucks, or g0 i
seeing. T should have known bett

ripen e nobody's pushoer, an o
any other big game that's ip
the world, there's many a

ingh's joop and
rutted road ‘teeming
with people and cattle and cart

S WE bounded over the road, the jeep's wheels

kickad up clouda of choking i, Alng (1t foadc
ide, even the gonts were taking shelter 1n patches of
shade under e bunys Away from
ins, dry and

ke T v oy e el
ihe thermometer stood t 112"
Singh blasted the horn almost continuously to clear

the way through the fool-and-cart trffc, nd between
blasts he was dressing me down politely. “Tigers have

Standing erect, she spun acound, eulfing and claving savagely
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il four buftloe i your ok while w waied for
he complained. “They have hunted at the edge of
H vllhgn a0 thevilgers e trrified.
though T was three weeks
(um T m: 1 jud good b,
all

(deseriped Bi
S Moot 1 e T
1340) b st e oty e eip for tigors, T was
naturally pretty well keyed u

O THERE I was 12 hours before take-ot”
n, “wrhen s ormado ripped through wester mm
Fun. T klled 18 poople, mjared. 208 more, and 3
about, wiped out uunam, & et of may bma 165 ot
ot Babias Toa e © T manufacty
e

gt

dy.
In cperston in » ocorenking two wes
st dor aslamorus adlmimast u the crming
of April 22, 1956, a s late T s Rt Tl
By yay of Fets. m.m oy

m Bombay T took an overnight train upcounty to
Vinthoh, Praten foemast ot s agod, about
200 mles south b the Nepal norder, Hore s shoohing
ook had been rserved for me.
' fnally rrived, 1 gavo Upendra Snigh
‘e about how everybody in m:

care of

epaliing % factory, he e ok
tully, wnuld g e

ved overalgat In Nagod und Jeft thenext morn:

i 7ot & Forent Eumpalo 48 e o O ot o

""We ot comfortably. established, with

t sunip the

m reports

the edge of the nullah. tinued on page 82)
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TIGERS WON'T WAIT
(continued from page 45)

t we knew where the U

it by his sounds simplo, but
n go through « lot of trouble to
by an Tndian buftao for tiger bai

dozen old_beasts were lying around,

mote. dead than alive. But

found the ragged herdsman and mad

an ofter, ho raised a question.

want my bualo for milk or breeding ?"
‘Neither,” Reifter replied. “For tiger

bait. To tio ou

“That fouled everything up. The man
ol el for o et the sger
might acquire a taste for his beasts and

Kl them ..u
¢ killed near thia village

hm)uhln “nidany e

herd to graze.
was staked out.
nights. _Finally
it ut bt conciuded it ol the

Ugors ad It ien on the
{ourth night we got i, but the tiger
. o, and” ithough we it

machan and sat up over the bait, the
tiger never came back.

By the tollowing night, the dasin
et of ihe Indan sping wouid have

ton, e 1atdgur trouble to the pencr
feather T in my hat the first

orning. 1 tald you that would bring
ad uck” he grumbled.
‘Whatever the reason, one thing was

Sertain, Our ier hunt wha going sour
Twasn't kidding mysclC any more about

latenoss. But Reifter, who's lived all his

48 years in Tndia_and hunted since he
was old enough, had another explann-

‘veaters” wore. & colortul lot,



dressed in rags and tatters and armed
with stout clubs, hand-forged nxes,

smartly. Our tiger hunt was ready &
begin.

e gracious master of coremonies

trail, 10 station them on the far side of
iger and get the drive started.

t was rouring hot, and the hil was
steeper than it looked. Before we

out-of my sight. Now all we neoded
was the tgress,

&oing o happon, we woulda't have to

But even a short wait of this kind
puts a fough strain on me, T can't

ot of the bush, T can never quite shake

ot the feeling'hat maybe Tim o

wrong lenge

T i -um\nly now, knowing that

the first hint of movement in the grass
would mean Giger. T mover pioe s

‘That's u powertul dose of medicine, but.
none too much for a cat nearly a big



s @ amall horse, My rifle was scoped

el work well. Th rost would be up

the mila, the Jungle was

i the tigor if sho showed hersolt

here,
| T was tetting myselt she'd preaic out |
|in” another five minutes, ‘maybe 10,

e
pry .,.w e soming throngh the

dead gra
She was bigeer than 14 expected
at

et Aol i



Hippling in the bright sun. She was the
most_beautiful animal I'd ever seen,
and for & moment T forgot her countless
cruel kills. T suppose T might have even
forgotten to shoot, but Just then she
awung her head my way, her great sav-
age aves glaring staight ot me, and
nck to

g f
times, and then mm]m o more. T4
killed my first 4

o still had to reckon with the three

I-grown cubs. 1 hoped to
pletures when they broke out,
stayed on the machan, My Shooting

n. The
vusket, blast, and one of the shikariy

‘ess measured nine fect three
inches, which is good for a lady

‘e skinned her we found a clue
o, why tigers. sometimes. turn man

under the skin of her
dug out g lend s, driled o her

vital area at very closo range,

ore 1 left India, T mad ra
Singh a promise. 1 1 go tiger hunti

nim again, €1 do my bt o peer
e randoes and be

Because next tme, maybe et st
tger won't w

on, o made Relte o prossc
ise.Next time no peaeock feather. e 6




