Jim Coe thovgt it cond work
As he sat smoking, he examined
Carefully the land below, noting cach
feature, planning the feasibility of a beat.
Below him lay a natural amphitheatre
between the hills. A severe valley cut

of patient time. On the far side of the
depression, the stream had hit rock and
turned from east to north, flowing out of
the amphitheatre through & narrow gorge.

less than a bird, the other some two
thousand feet of slope with little cover.
Slowly the idea took shape. If he could
form the line of beaters across the ridge
that ran between the stream and the very
steep slope, the tigress should be forced
from what he guessed 10 be her present
position in a_thick wood slightly more
than a half-mile per side, to seck the most
likely line of escape. This would, logically,

perhaps the Tahsildar had powers of
persuasion.

Th aenl morleg o ten ok, te
Tabsidar and one oter s u

i el oy by
Sank. Then, a he waiched with growing
‘admiration for the tax collector's persua-
sion, a small army of men armed with an

astounding collection of derelict fircarms,

up the hill untl, by noon, they were only

two short of three hundred beaters.

‘Considering their abject fear of the tiger, it
indeed.

The Tahsildar had_declared a full
amesty on the highly illegal guns, which
had been dug up from hut floors and
collected from hollow trees; he had gone
even further by agreeing (o supply
ammunition for those who had none. O

the value of the guns was in their
noise effect, and there was ltle doub that
they would finish the day doing far more
harm o their owners and other beaters
than they ever would the tigress. For this
reason the Tahsildar decided to go with
Carbett rather than risk picking a chunk
of burst gunbarrel out of his skul from
one of the old pieces. When at last the

girl's skirt was still flutering with
Tonely pathos i the mountain breeze. The
beaters should form a line across the top
o tha W ghing Cortet o tbs
Tahsildar time to get across into position
on the opposite hill When Corbet waved

the beat with a burst of gunfire and all the
noise they could manage. It was by no
‘means a classic tiger beat, as the men were
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ot to move down the valley but rely on
their stationary racket at the head to move
the man-cater. It would have o be
enough; to enter the jungle valley would
be suicide.

Corbett and the Tahsildar started off,
assured that everybody understood his
instructions, skirting wide around  the
el end doeending 1 the pioe tse. At
this point, the Indian, who was getting
blisters from his patent leather shoes,
begged a halt to take them off. As he sai
lown 10 do so, the beaters took it for the
the amphitheatre rocked with
i, hora basty, shotty and rollng,

uncing rocks crashing down the slopes
into the jungle below.

g

carly
Corbett was fully 150 yards from the
place where he intended to ambush the
tigress, a lunar landscape nightmare of
step, broken rook and seres, Noneelst
o0k the run at ful speed, desperate he
el gt e g
brecding let him reach a patch of two-
foothigh gass ear he g, having for
breath, his neck yet unbroken, The gr
Would Have 10 do, he quickly concuded,
sitting down and keeping absolutely stil,
with half his body hidden. As any
experienced sportsman knows, it is mo-
tion that betrays, not color. He took a
deep, steadying breath. If she was coming,
it wouldbe soon
 head of the valley, the beaters
wers golng ahecluily mad » 008 sign
they had caught sight of the man-ater.
adenly, Corbett saw a fckeroftawny,

away. Corbett snicked the safety off his
express rifle, It was going to work. S
was headed for the g

decrepit shotgun at the man-cater as she
passed, far out of range. Instantly the tiger
swapped ends, racing back up the hill,
straight for the unsuspecting line of
aters. A worthiess long range bullet of
Corbetts whapped with sl fore nto
the rocks ge of the jungle. Jim
Corbs ek sk o s sormach. s
justa failure; it was a disaster. Any secons
Continued on pg. 51

Editor's Note: Thisis the first of asix-
Jrom_Peter Capstick's
book, Death In The Silent Places,

went with_ St. Martin’s Press,
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22207, an be purchased by
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e s
et a the i s burst rom cover

aling i biing through he
line of beater, How many widows would
ihere be- tonight becaue of his bright

ideas
A e held i breath elplssly, e was
stunned to hear a roar of guns and voices
exploding in joy from the ridge, 0 lou
‘made the first seem like Whispers
eard the. two shotgun biasts

un, they were certain
that the tiger had been killed. Startled by
the terrific outburst of sound, the tigress
gt i dows e sy, bsaing o
he open to Corbetts left and_ headin
um.m for the mouth of the gorge. Auhc
rdied the stream in a si

hmmd the 500 modied ot e
front bead nesting coolly n

B o the- s gk ot
okding low on her shoukie, a4 the e
and youd

lip and th
first barrel,the tigress stopped complet

yards, saring strai
ig bl mnhzdhomz.)hzﬂmched but
did n s blazed, ears
S s he e o 1« T
her throat, as theu watched her over
the sights, rying to decide how he would
Hand thé s
te an interesting problem, you
 bocaime Corbet was compiel out
of smmumition, Never ought he
s shgs for o Jia tws

yasied on the ong shot up the
and the last two spent at thi

oL ot Mpkst I ot

o pay the price of hi nditesion, For

veral weeks to

Tttt s

atin the

s e
‘world and the unarmed man
looked into each other's eyes across 90 fect
of Indun hilsde.
w you're asking the same, rathei
uhvmm  quson tht run throigh my
ind: Is this guy Corbett nuts? Is he
Coupe of bubbls ff P! Wha goes
man-cating tiger huning with only three
cartridges? Not me,for ever-loving, bloody
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damn surel 1 wouldn't go to Sunday

oo witout t e 20l 0
ves, one handgun and a pocket

fu o I theyd Tt me. I0s sasy

caough 10 gt pourself & onowey teket

T iy e s butto

ed ecaun you cnly brougt hree

steam and, crosing o tang
rocks, focnd harclt 4p & siaciing arrow
hat 10 o the frontofthe

Vol Wit Reaching » profong it

i Gk sl seen s v, and

began cawing and bitng a o small bu

whose windblown seed had taken root ina
erack of the slab.

His heart having restarted, Corbett

Tahsidar, up e slope

T bring ki

Fin. tng & rmabe evetvad asawr ot

of which Corbert could anly discrn the

pitowendy, aes pene vyt
weapon,

s ma, s
here wire any among he et who had
lost wives and children o this same
tigres, their enthusiasm can

o et ot ot sl S
befort they couid chop. he cal nio
chunks. It would be important, Corbett
knew, o show her body 10 as many of the
il people as possible s0 that they would
Know it was the same tiger and tha she,
unlike the spirit she was supposed (o be,
was well and truly dead.

y, Corbett noticed

ocke!,
Unable to at ber npural prey, she bad
take up man-cating.
o st t i v e sn
of a bullet wound, but whether there was
clear evidence of this or it was mere
asonable surmise is not recorded.
Thes & an isming slogo 0
g b s o
tho skin s ke, the body s ven
ihepeope, who whacked it up it sl

“feet,” he figured the hell with it and fo cary i lockets a1 charrs 1o
i up o W abing th sy losded  protect the bearer from becoming iger
T sty i o i s oot Sy ¥ lhern[l(n Corbert resived

cur ar
stream, toward the tigress on the rock  of Chay

slab, the man-<ater stopped ripping up the
bush and came towar rdly

having glanced at the gun, he went up to
within 20 et of the growiing tgrs, who
g fs ooy conr e id ot Lo
mm Liing the o gun to bl shouide,

orbet wa bound iy have gotien sorms
e vl day s be
looked t the brech to be

sed, b noted a gaping mu:k mmt

hree-cighil the

barels .na i brechmock, Toare s
nowayto know — othe thanfringt
ol e e et e
i ad W gaated byt o
T ihe Tater hadphamad e
g o, s ago I cid
{3k o Corbas bead s b ik
rigger. At the e v 8 gave
risk of being pl:vmlmemly binded by the
blow-back of rupting
through the gap. Nonenelon b oot up

the baked o ofs fnm\ah! o0 the
center of the ‘mouth
squeezed the triga

Witk & gent b, of bk powder
saoka; e ol yin S, ey ot
a ress swayed and jerked
Torward, aliog i h:lp with her head
overhanging the edge of th
ooy o s edrs o kg
slug ever hit her. The slug, which barely
broke the skin of the gt forepaw, had
een S0 inef bett later
pulled it out With nohing more than his
fingernai

e et rom the rdge now came down

It was a bottle ol lh:uhu\

eaten whole.
pathetic package in
Hindy temgle, The ity ead. which had
und severed when the beaters came
rodpeags gl gogo st
spot where the tigress had fallen.
Vody, prossmably, remembersd 0 dig op
the leg.
Leaving Champavat with the skin o
e St o 1 b
Corbetwnd b
ol ol ot Bl Vit whens
A)\e woman lived who bad been struck
dumb by her experience with the
Cterthyear bfore, hinking she woukd
T 10 Koo Gus Ber altee bl e
dead, Corbett went up to the house and
spread out the fresh skin on the ground

Cotbi ek

impediment var

and forth shouting at the top of her lungs

for the village people and her husband to

cop e it the sahib had brovght

st tgres vas e i of

" amazing umber of manatrs Corbet

ould kill_over his 32 ye

Komaon, Yot 1 be was laky brynnd mz

powers of reason not to have become

Four Ruadred and thinmsvent i, el
h that luck to the breaking point

in his future hunting life, certainly with

tigers, but especially with

man-cater of India, the leopard.
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