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™reface.

AP ﬁ long as the boys of Great Britain retain anything

Wy of the old traditional spirit, so long will they take
J\\ a pleasure in the perusal of narratives of “action
Wand adventure.” And it is well that they should
N learn to admire—though not with an exaggerated
admiration—the coolness of nerve, the presence of
mind, the steady resolution, the fearlessness of danger, which
enable men to accomplish deeds of gallantry, whether “by
flood or field.” The qualities which distinguish the success-
ful hunter, are those which win renown for the successful
warrior. Both must have a keen eye, a firm and ready
hand, a healthy frame ; and both must have the capability
of enduring hardship, the patience to bide their time, ade-
quate fertility of resource, and the mental calmness which no
sudden peril disturbs. I do not say these are the Aighest
qualities of humanity, but certainly they are foremost in
the second rank; and the ancient Greeks regarded them as
necessary to their ideal of the perfect man. The hunter is
sometimes represented as a bloodthirsty savage, going to and
fro in search of what he may devour. No doubt the love
of sport may be carried to an excess; but in general the
pursuit of beasts of prey is a benefit to society; while it
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viii PREFACE.

unquestionably demands, on the part of those engaged in it,
the exercise of no ordinary powers of mind and body.

It seems to me, therefore, that a book recording some of
the most stirring achievements of men in their prolonged
contest with wild animals may be not only interesting but
useful—that it will not only amuse but teach. It is some-
thing gained when a boy learns to prize and imitate the
manly virtues; and such stories as are set forth in the fol-
lowing pages will help the young reader to this valuable
lesson. They are all ¢rue stories, and I have carefully re-
frained from embroidering them with sensational details.
Collected from a variety of sources, they are necessarily
diversified in tone and character; but not one of them is
unwholesome reading. For the sake of securing a certain
degree of homogeneity, I have strung them together on a
simple thread of narration, suggested by a boyish experience
of my own. Further, they are associated with the chief
facts in the natural history of the animals to which they
relate ; so that, to some extent, my little book may be ex-
pected to quicken its reader’s interest in zoological studies.
But, of course, it is intended to solicit the patronage of the
“juvenile public” primarily and chiefly as a record of
Adventures with Wild Animals.

I may add that it has been prepared as a companion to
“The Forest, the Jungle, and the Prairie.” Each volume
is complete in itself; yet the two are framed on a common
plan, and the same interlocutors are introduced in both.
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SCENES WITH THE HUNTER AND THE TRAPPER
IN MANY LANDS.

L

Entrod uctoryp.

VILLAGE OF FIRBANK—FIRBANK GLEN—THE YORKSHIRE MOORS—DR.
BIRCH’S PUPILS—A LITTLE COMPANY—THE CAVE IN THE GLEN—
HALF-HOLIDAYS, AND HOW THEY WERE SPENT.

) ?IRBANK is the name of an establishment for young
p/ gentlemen, which Dr. Birch has conducted with
equal profit and renown for the third part of a
century.
% It is situated in one of the most romantic parts

F of Yorkshire, near the little village of Firbank ;
which, because a wealthy landed proprietor lives in the
neighbourhood, has the good fortune to be connected with
the thriving market-town of Elmwood by a branch line of
railway—more, be it said, to the advantage of the inhabitants
of Firbank than to the gain of the Company which works
the line.

Though in this way possessing all the conveniences of
ready access to a large centre of population, Firbank is as
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secluded a place as you could wish to find in a summer’s day
ramble. It is planted on the very edge of the Yorkshire
moors, rising from them with a tolerable ascent, and look-
ing down upon a well-wooded vale, through which a copious
“Dbeck” tumbles along in many a whirl and eddy. There
is no village within half-a-dozen miles of it; and Elmwood
is twenty-five miles distant. News from the outer world
reach it but slowly ; and its little community remains quite
apathetic under political conditions which raise the nation
generally to a pitch of uncontrollable excitement. A slight
stir is visible about noon, when the daily post arrives; other-
wise, the only sensations of the place are derived from the
“doings” at the Hall, the escapades and frolics of Dr.
Birch’s pupils, and the movements of an occasional guest at
the village inn, attracted to this remote and tranquil nook
by the picturesqueness of its scenery, or the sport for rod
and line afforded by the neighbouring streams.

And certainly one might do worse than spend a day in
Firbank Glen,—that strange wooded ravine which cuts into
the moorland, like an oasis in the Sahara, or a bit of Eden
in this work-day world. The sides are richly clothed with
brushwood and stunted oaks, which, near the summit, give
way to tall green firs. In the shadowy depth flows the
brawling stream, taking a restless and wandering course,—
now foaming against projecting promontories, now whirling
round gnarled tree-roots, now leaping over a ledge of rock.
Here, when you have wandered about half a mile from the
school, you find yourself in the completest solitude; and
poetically-minded pupils have been prone to resort to a small
cave which, partly by nature and partly by industrious
hands, has been dug into the grassy bank. It is pleasant
enough to sit in this ferny hollow and listen to the waters
as they gurgle by, to the birds as they sing fearlessly and
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merrily among the green tree-tops. And it is pleasanter still
to gather a posy of the wood flowers that blossom so abun-
dantly in the silent shades—to delight in “the sweet azure
of bluebells, and recognize in pearl-white blossoms spangling
the grass an humble type of some starlit spot in space.”

Ascending the glen northwards, you come to the perennial
basin from which the stream derives its source; and climb-
ing the rugged acclivities of the hollow, you emerge upon the
moorland edge, lying all fresh and green under the smile
of a summer sky. Even in the hottest noon, how fresh a
breeze pours over the wide open tract! And how fine a
sense of fragrance rises from the heathery sward as the way-
farer presses it with impatient foot! Away to the south-
ward stands the clump of wood which marks the site of
Firbank Hall, with the gray tower of the village church
rising just beyond them ; farther to the south-west, a keen
eye can distinguish the haze that floats upward from the
chimneys of Elmwood. To the east stretches the purple
moorland, extending to the brink of the rocky cliffs which
withstand, unmoved, the storms of the German Ocean.

And what excursions the Yorkshire moorland in this dis-
trict opened up to the adventurous pedestrians of Dr. Birch’s
establishment! Gymnastics at that time had not crept into
the undeserved favour and unwholesome notoriety they have
acquired elsewhere. Instead of running * one hundred yard
races,” like professionals, or leaping over bars and hurdles,
Dr. Birch’s young gentlemen adhered to the old English
games of cricket, and football, and prisoner’s base, or hare
and hounds; or they started for a vigorous perambulation of
the country in search of the picturesque. They would mount
to the highest point of the moor, from which they could look
across to Whitby, with the gleaming sea beyond it. Or they
struck to the westward, and visited Danby Beacon, famous



16 ABOUT YORKSHIRE.

for the wide landscape which it commands; and thence they
proceeded to the remains of an early British village: a series
of pits, divided by a stream into two parts, with tall stones
and tumuli all about—memorials of a far-off age, when
Britain was a lonely island in a dull gray sea.

Then there was Danby Castle, a noble, massive building,
even in its decay, with rowan and ash trees springing from
the broken walls, and azure harebells smiling on the ledges.
The boys were never weary of exploring its recesses; and
their imagination loved to people the battlements with archers
and men-at-arms on their guard against the wild freebooters
who so often came down from the Scottish border. It is
said that a queen of England once held high state in the
castle—namely, Catherine Parr, who, after the death of
Henry VIII., married Lord Latimer, the then owner of
Danby. .

Dr. Birch’s boys were mostly of Yorkshire birth, and very
proud were they of their glorious county,—

“ A kingdom that doth seem, a province at the least,
To them that think themselves no simple shires to be.”

Their love was wisely encouraged by Dr. Birch himself, who
was constantly stimulating them to a thorough knowledge
of its characteristics by offering prizes for sketches of York-
shire scenery and essays on Yorkshire history and Yorkshire
worthies. So they knew all about its great rivers—the
Tees, the Swale, the Ouse, the Wharfe, the Donb ; about its
wolds and vales, its fells and gills, its purple moors and
dark-green woods; its great cities—York, with its stately
minster, busy Leeds, thriving Halifax, sunny Doncaster;
its castles—as those of Middleham, Richmond, Pickering,
Barnard, Bolton, Pontefract ; its beautiful churches and its

famous abbeys —Whitby, Kirkham, Fountains, Rievaux,
(533)
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Bolton. They had explored, moreover, much of its romantic
sea-coast, with its long stretches of lofty rugged cliff, its bold
promontories, its sweeps of firm, smooth sand, and the bays
of Filey, Robin Hood, Whitby, and Runswick.

But we must turn our attention to Dr. Birch’s school.
We do not propose to indulge in any sketches of school-
life, or to describe any incidents in the career of its pupils,
thinking that both subjects, of late, have been somewhat
overdone. But we must introduce the reader to a few of
the “ young gentlemen,” in order to explain how this book
came to be written.

The captain, or duz, not very long ago, was one Francis
Seymour,—now an officer in one of Her Majesty’s Indian
regiments, then a lad of seventeen; good-tempered, frank,
cheery, with an athletic frame, a prepossessing countenance,
and considerable mental powers. He was popularly known
as “the poet,” from his partiality to verse-making and his
love of poetry. He was also distinguished as a story-teller,
and knew every legend and tradition of the country for
miles around.

His lieutenant and fidus Achates was Frederick Fisher;
inferior, perhaps, to Seymour in natural powers, but of a
more laborious and patient disposition. He was a great
reader : and it was believed by the little boys that he had
read almost every book under the sun. Having a tenacious
memory, he had accumulated a really considerable stock of
information, and his schoolfellows referred to him as others
refer to a lexicon or a cyclopedia. He was very fond of
long walks; in the course of which he collected ferns and
wild plants, insects and birds’ eggs, and noted the habits of
animals with wonderful accuracy of observation.

Always hanging about these two leaders were four or five
(533) 9
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of the steadier lads of the school,—being kept together by a
certain similarity of tastes, and by the fact that they all
lived in the county-town, where they constantly mixed
together in society.

There was Sholto Douglas, a lively youth, much given to
fun and out-of-door sports, but by no means deficient in
ability.

There was Edward Vernon, a thoughtful boy, with a
strong aptitude for study and a natural quickness of obser-
vation, who wanted only more steadiness of purpose to be-
come a first-rate scholar.

There was Alfred Mountjoy, a boy in most respects like
the average school-boy, but very affectionate, and of a fine
open disposition.

‘We must not omit Walter Beauchamp, a modest, gentle-
manly lad, who scarcely did himself justice, owing to his
retiring habits. Those who knew him well, however, knew
that he had that in him which would bereafter acquire dis-
tinction. Everybody liked him, for he was a thorough
gentleman; and boys are excellent judges of the “real thing.”

Last, but not least, in the little company, was Charley
Lambert, popularly known as the Fat Boy, from his sup-
posed resemblance to a certain conspicuous character in
“ Pickwick.” He was fat, certainly, with a broad, good-
humoured face, like a full moon ; short, stumpy legs, and an
aldermanic rotundity of stomach. Of course, he was left
behind when Seymour and his companions took their long
pedestrian excursions ; Lambert could not conveniently climb
hills, or descend rugged banks, or leap ditches and fences.
His mode of progression was a steady, easy walk, and he
preferred as level a road as he could find. Douglas declared
that he did not walk, but waddle, an aspersion which Lam-
bert always resented with becoming indignation. e took
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refuge from the jokes of his tormentors—and, unfortunately,
boys are very great tormentors—in a quiet corner of the
schoolroom, or in an angle of the playground, where he
amused himself by reading, of which he was very fond, and
strengthening his frame the while by banqueting on such
dainty viands as he could procure in the village-shops of
Firbank. Thoroughly good-humoured and gentle, he was a
favourite even with those who teased him most ; and he could
always rely on the kindly protection of Fisher and Seymour,
whom he worshipped with all a schoolboy’s devotion.

Now it came about that, as the summer-time approached,
a few years ago, Fisher, Seymour, and their companions fell
into a habit of resorting, in the holiday afternoons, to the
little cave in the glen of which I have already spoken. As
Douglas said, “ They could not be always walking and leap-
ing and running;” and Lambert declared that the weather
was too warm for unnecessary exertion. I think the habit
was encouraged by Fisher and Seymour, because it gave
them an opportunity of raising the intellectual standard of
their companions, by bringing them acquainted with the
best books of the best writers. They took it in turns to
read aloud,—answering freely any questions which were
put to them, and taking care that their selections were
judiciously made, and of such a character as to keep alive
the attention of their auditors. In this way they went
through Byron’s ¢ Childe Harold,” and a good deal of Words-
worth, some of Shakespeare’s finest plays, Froissart’s Chron-
icles, Froude’s “ History of England,” and similar works of
genius. And very pleasant the boys found it, sitting about
the entrance to the little cave, with the birds singing above
them, and the waters flowing beside them, and the sunshine
glinting through the trees and bushes, while they listened
to noble bursts of poetic fervour or to the stirring narratives
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of the deeds of heroic men. The circle of listeners was
frequently very large, for, as Douglas said, “the readings
in the Cave of Wisdom were free gratis and for nothing;”
but I think Seymour and Fisher enjoyed them most when
none attended except their more immediate friends and fol-
lowers, on whose sympathy they could fully rely.

Seymour was wise enough to know, however, that boys
can easily have too much even of a good thing, and he was
“cudgelling his brains” to introduce some variety into their
afternoon occupations which might prevent his companions
from growing weary, when one day Lambert suddenly broke
out with—

“Oh! I say, weren’t those jolly stories you fellows told in
the railway-carriage !”

“The railway-carriage!” said Vernon; “ what do you
mean ?”

“To think you don’t remember!” exclaimed Lambert.
“What ! have you forgotten our precious adventure in the
snow, when we came back this half?”

% Of course not; I am not likely to forget it. And now I
know what you mean—these tales about tiger-hunts and
lion-hunts—”

“ And bears, and all the rest of them,” said Lambert;
“ well, weren’t they jolly !”

“Capital!” remarked Mountjoy; “but you can read
them for yourself, if you want to do so, in the book which
Dr. Birch got printed and published.”*

“As if T didn’t know that, when my copy of it has been
thumbed and fingered till the leaves will hardly hold to-
gether! But what I say is, they were stunning stories, and
I wish there were more of them!”

* See ‘“The Forest, the Jungle, and the Prairie,” published by Messrs.
Nelson and Sons.
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“An idea has struck me!” exclaimed Seymour; “why
should we not have more of them? I have not exhausted
all my stock, and I am sure that Fisher has no end of jolly
tales collected in that precious manuscript volume of his!”

“I am quite ready to do my part,” answered Fisher;
“and as we have some excellent books of travel in the school
library, we might each of us prepare a contribution or two
towards the general fund of amusement and instruction ; for
if we intersperse our stories with bits of information respect-
ing the habits of the animals we are talking about, we shall
not only be entertained but instructed.”

“ Sagely spoken!” said Douglas. “ And as I agree in toto
with the honourable member who has just sat down, and
with the honourable member who preceded him, I beg to
move that our ‘ Readings in the Cave’ be suspended until
further notice, in consequence of the production of a series of
entertainments by Messrs. Seymour, Fisher, Vernon, and a
talented company, to be entitled—what ?—”

“¢Scenes with the Hunter and the Trapper,
mour, laughingly.

“ Excellent! Brilliant! Delightful!” resumed Douglas.
“ A series of entertainments, to be entitled ¢ Scenes with the
Hunter and the Trapper in Many Lands, warranted to
make the public’s blood cr-r-r-e-eep, and the public’s hair to
stand on end ! ”

After a little further discussion, it was unanimously agreed
that the following Saturday should witness the commence-
ment of the series, and that the subject should be the Tiger.

“ An afternoon with a tiger!” said Douglas, as the little
party broke up; “imagine my looking forward to it with
positive pleasure !”

0

said Sey-
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About the Tiger.

THE TIGER DESCRIBED—TIGER-HUNTS—THE BENGAL TIGER—NARRA-
TIVES OF ADVENTURE—STORIES FROM THE JUNGLE—ABOUT THE
PANTHER.,

HE boys assembled at the cave on the following
Saturday afternoon, according to agreement. Sey-
47\ mour was appointed chairman, and proceeded to
explain the purpose for which they had met. He

: then stated that the subject of conversation was
the Tiger, and that he proposed to offer a few introductory
remarks before calling upon their friend Fisher for a “ hair-
breadth escape” or a “ thrilling adventure.”

The tiger, he said, as everybody knows, is a very splendid
specimen of the Felide, or Cat family; though he was not
the kind of cat which one would desire to treat as a domestic
pet. There could be no doubt as to his handsome appear-
ance; his coat, of a bright orange-yellow, was richly varie-
gated with stripes or bars of black; and his eyes shone like
balls of fire. He was famous for his swiftness of foot and
fierceness of temper: men, when they wanted to characterize
a cruel, vindictive disposition, spoke of it as “tigerish.”
Shakespearian readers would remember the force and fre-
quency of the great poet’s allusions to this crafty and feroci-
ous lord of the jungle. Romeo, in his extremest agony,
speaks of ¢ the time and his intents” as
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‘‘ More fierce and more inexorable far
Than empty tigers or the roaring sea.”

Queen Elizabeth compares Richard III. to this savage beast—
““ The tiger now hath seized the gentle hind.”

And in King Jokn, the Cardinal warns the King of France
against the duplicity of the English monarch—

‘‘ France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue,
A chafed lion by the mortal paw,
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth.”

In size the tiger is generally inferior to the “chaféd lion,”
but individual examples have been known to surpass the
so-called King of Beasts, measuring as much as fifteen feet
from the nose to the tip of the tail.

He has a muscular, robust, well-proportioned body. Hence
his nimbleness would surprise our friend Lambert; and
when he is pursuing or pursued, he covers the ground with
wonderful celerity. He has been ascertained to clear fifteen
or twenty feet at a single leap. 'When hunting for prey in
the lower Himalayan valleys, he bounds from crag to crag
like the Alpine chamois; he springs boldly across the most
tremendous chasms; though sometimes, indeed, he miscalcu-
lates the distance or over-estimates his strength, and failing to
reach the opposite side, is dashed to death in the abyss below !

Like all of his tribe, he possesses an extraordinary tenaci-
ousness of life; and it is this strong vitality which makes
tiger-hunting dangerous. Even if the hunter be sufficiently
confident in his presence of mind and skill as a marksman
to allow the tiger to approach within such a distance as to
make sure of a shot between-the eyes, the danger he incurs
is still very great. A bullet in the head does not always
check the raging animal in his charge. Instances are on



24 BLAKE ON THE TIGER.

record of tigers which have pursued their furious career for
some distance after receiving a mortal wound. A Madras
sepoy was once measuring a tiger that had just fallen to the
ground, and lay, to all appearance, dead. DBut the animal
contrived, even in his death-agonies, to lift his paw and deal
the unfortunate soldier a blow which fractured his skull.
These prefatory remarks I may, perhaps, be allowed to
conclude with the fine lines in which William Blake, a great
poet and artist, has celebrated the wonderful organization
of this splendid animal :—
‘“ Tiger, tiger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,

‘What immortal hand or eye
Framed thy fearful symmetry?

““In what distant deeps or skies
Burned that fire within thine eyes?
On what wings dared he aspire?
What the hand dared seize the fire?

‘“ And what shoulder, and what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
‘When thy heart began to beat,
‘What dread hand formed thy dread feet?

‘‘ What the hammer, what the chain,
Knit thy strength and forged thy brain?
‘What the anvil? What dread grasp
Dared thy deadly terrors clasp?

‘““When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,
Did He smile His work to see?

Did He who made the lamb make thee?”

Seymour then “called upon” Frederick Fisher to favour
“the audience ” with an illustration of the carnivorous pro-
pensities of the tiger. Fisher immediately began a narrative,
for which, he said, he was indebted to an interesting book
by an old Indian officer.
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MAN AND THE TIGER.

An Indian officer* was stationed for several years in a
remote part of our Indian possessions, on the Mysore
frontier, and near the great many-crested range of the
Western Ghauts, whose rugged flanks are richly clothed
with mighty forests—wildernesses which the foot of man

CHOOSING A VICTIM.

has never trodden—solitudes never disturbed by human

voice. There the tigress loves to feed her young, and

issuing with her savage partner from their lair, she scours

the smaller jungles of the plain, and strikes terror into the
* Major W. Campbell, ‘ The Old Forest Ranger.’
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hearts of all its humbler inhabitants. Some idea of the
havoe committed by these animals may be gathered from
the fact that, according to official returns, in one district,
three hundred men and five thousand head of cattle were
destroyed during three years.

While confined to the forest, the tiger is comparatively
harmless. There, feeding principally on deer, he rarely
encounters man, and when the solitary hunter does en-
counter the ‘grim tyrant of the woods,” an instinctive fear
of the human race bids him retreat. But in the open
country he becomes dangerous. Hunger rouses his fellest
passions, and he seeks his prey even under the herds-
man’s eyes. Still he shrinks from attacking man, unless
incensed or urged to desperation. But let him once taste
human blood, and the spell is for ever broken. His
awe of man is loosened ; his nature seems changed; he
deserts the jungle, and haunts the very doors of his vic-
tims. He lets the cattle pass unheeded, to carry off their
driver ; and from that time forth the tiger becomes a Man-
eater.

A notorious old tigress, says our military authority,
which I assisted in killing some years ago, used to lie in
wait near the ford of a rivulet daily crossed by travellers,
and after carrying off several letter-bearers she became so
dreaded, that the road which passed her haunts was deserted.
For years she had frequented the same covert; repeated
attempts had been made to destroy her; she had been
caught in nets and pitfalls, but always escaped ; and at last
she became so cunning as to baffle the most experienced
hunters of the district. In the course of a tour through the
province, our officer, accompanied by a friend, encamped
close to the scene of her depredations. Their shikarees, or
beaters—as we should call them—always on the quest for
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information about tigers, heard of her, and most fortunately
hit upon her trail next morning. It was traced right into
a small but impenetrable clump of brushwood on the banks
of a stream, and this was so effectually surrounded by the
hunters, as to render the animal’s escape impossible. The
officer and his friend, on their elephant, arrived at the spot,
and beat the thicket, inch by inch, wherever it was practi-
cable ; wading through masses of overgrown creepers, and
tearing down the trees which impeded his progress, without,
however, discovering the tigress’s retreat. Finding that she
was not thus to be dislodged, the elephant was withdrawn,
and showers of rockets and other combustibles were flung
into the covert, while the Englishmen planted themselves
on a tree which commanded a good view of the whole clump,

It was soon a sheet of flame, and the heat became so
intolerable, that they were constrained to abandon their
post. One of the daring hunters had already reached the
ground ; the other was in the act of dropping from a branch,
when the tigress leapt from the fiery furnace, lashing her
sides with her tail, and howling furiously. They discharged
their rifles almost simultaneously, and broke her leg by a
rifle-ball.  Fortunately she did not charge, for they were
both in her power. The smoke seemed to stupify her, and
creeping into a date-bush, there she lay concealed, and re-
ceived several shots without attempting the least resistance.
This tigress showed, both in appearance and disposition, all
the marks of a true man-eater. Her skull bore the traces
of great age; her body in size did not exceed that of a
panther; and her lean gaunt figure seemed diseased by the
human flesh on which she fed.

Another instance is recorded by the same writer of a
man-eater obstinately confining himself to a small patch of
jungle until it was burnt down around him. ‘We could see
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him, completely exposed, sitting on his haunches encircled
by fire; we could hear his hoarse roar rising above the
crepitation of the flames; his glaring eyeballs rolled from
side to side, watching the rockets which fell thickly round
him ; the intense glare of the light seemed to dilate and
expand his form, and kindle his brilliant colours into a
wonderful brightness. At last the heat became intolerable;
the flames scorched him. Uttering a roar that startled even
the most veteran sportsman, he sprang with one tremendous
bound over the blazing barrier, and dropped dead the instant
he alighted. In both these cases rockets were profusely em-
ployed, though without effect ; but, in general, tigers may be
forced from the strongest coverts by the use of fireworks.’

The muscular strength of this formidable animal seems
out of all proportion to his size. A bullock, says Major
Campbell, was killed by a tiger near his encampment, on
the banks of the Tumboodra, in a field fenced round by a
hedge of prickly pear about six feet high. On going to the
spot, he found the carcass of the bullock, partly devoured.
on the outside of the hedge; not a branch was ruffled, and
the only clue to account for its removal were the deeply
impressed footprints of a large tiger, where he must have
overleapt the barrier with his prey in his jaws. The im-
possibility of the bullock having been conveyed thither in
any other way, was the only proof that an animal weighing
not more than 600 pounds could have exercised such tre-
mendous strength. This is due to his anatomical structure.
The mechanism of his fore leg is very beautiful; its girth is
upwards of two feet, and it is a mass of elastic muscle and
sinew. The jaw, the neck, the shoulders, convey the same
idea of surpassing strength combined with wonderful agility.

The following are given as the dimensions of an average-
sized tiger :—
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¥t. In,
Length from point of nose to point of tail.............. 9 5
Length of tail.. O ale) ST toTe A ST eI i WLy oo o A
Height, from heel to sl.\oulder Lod ndOadiasa Bd s
Extreme length, from shoulder to pomt of toe o ot b

There is some confusion in the use of the word ‘tiger.’
In many parts of India, and in Ceylon, leopards and

THE TIGER IN THE HIMALAYAS.

panthers are called tree-tigers; and English sportsmen are
sometimes summoned by the natives to ‘kill a tiger,” only to
find that the animal in question is one of the less formidable
felide. Mr. Acland relates that a party of officers once went
out from Cuttack to shoot. Their men were beating the
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jungle, when suddenly all the wild cry ceased,and a man came
gliding to the spot where all the ‘sahibs’ were assembled,
to tell them that a tiger was lying asleep in his den close at
hand. A consultation was instantly held ; most of the party
expressed a desire to return to Cuttack, but Captain Blake—
let us call him—insisted on having a shot at the animal.
Accordingly, he advanced very quickly until he came to the
place, where he saw—not a tiger, but a large leopard, lying
quite still, with his head resting on his fore paws. He went
up close and fired, but the animal made no movement. This
astonished him ; and on examination he found that the sup-
posed ¢ man-eater’ was already dead. One of his companions
had bribed some Indians to place a dead leopard there, and
then speak of it as a ‘tiger asleep.” It may be imagined
that Captain Blake did not see the joke!

[“ Do tigers climb, like other felidz1” asked Beauchamp.

“No,” replied Fisher; ‘perhaps because the prey on
which they feed is not of an arboreal habit. They possess
the power, I fancy, but have no call to exercise it.”

“Tt may be on account of their great weight,” rejoined
Seymour. “What an exertion of muscular force would be
needed to drag so heavy a bulk up an Indian tree! By-
the-by, I think I remember a powerful passage in Shelley,
which may here come in as an illustration, though I am not
sure that I can give it correctly. A ship is sinking; two
tigers, confined between-decks, have burst their bonds, and
plunged into the wide world of waters, where a sea-snake
has grappled with one of them in deadly contest. Now, says
the poet”*—and here Seymour, in his excitement, leaped

* The reader will be disposed to cavil, perhaps, because we have repre-
sented a lad of seventeen as quoting Shelley. But many lads of seventeen
do read and appreciate Shelley. Nor is there any reason why they should
not read so much of his works as is contained in Moxon’s edition of the
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to his feet, and recited the impassioned lines with emphatic
force :—

“‘.....The foam and the smoke of the battle
Stain the clear air with sunbows ; the jar and the rattle
Of solid bones crushed by the infinite stress
Of the snake’s adamantine voluminousness ;
And the hum of the hot blood that spouts and rains
Where the gripe of the tiger has wounded the veins,
Swollen with rage, strength, and effort ; the whirl and the splash
As of some hideous engine whose brazen teeth smash
The thin winds and soft waves into thunder ! the screams
And hissings crawl fast o’er the smooth ocean-streams,
Each sound like a centipede. Near this commotion,
A blue shark is hanging within the blue ocean,
The fin-winged tomb of the victor. The other
Is winning his way from the fate of his brother,
To his own, with the speed of despair. Lo! a boat
Advances ; twelve rowers with the impulse of thought
Urge on the keen keel ; the brine foams. At the stern
Three marksmen stand levelling. Hot bullets burn
In the breast of the tiger, which yet bears him on
To his refuge and ruin.’

There’s a glorious picture, boys, which only a painter of
great gemius could realize! The foaming and churning
waters strewn with wreck—the awful struggle between the
tiger and the sea-snake—the expectant shark—the swift-
cutting keel and the levelled muskets of the marksmen—
and that other tiger, who, with three balls in his breast, still
rushes on to refuge and ruin—what a scene might be made
up of these elements, and if well-painted, how it would
thrill the gazer!”

“ Bravo, Seymour,” shouted the lads, as he threw himself
‘ Minor Poems.” There is much in the poet’s writings to deplore ; but much
more to admire, and ‘numbers of passages might be adduced,’ as Robertson
remarks (‘ Lectures and Addresses,” p. 63), ‘steeped in a flood of earnest de-
sire to see this earth regenerated, and purified, and the spirit of man mingling

with the infinite Spirit of Good.” A boy with a healthy mind and generous
heart will readily discern where Shelley errs.
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back in his seat, apparently surprised at his own enthusiasm.
Fisher again resumed his reading :—

An incident which occurred in the Mahratta country is
curious as showing how a wounded tiger will single out the
man who fires at him. A tiger was found in a small patch
of jungle, near camp, by a party of shikarees who were out
hunting the boar. They surrounded the place, and fired
away with their matchlocks till sunset, without doing much
harm. The tiger, slightly wounded, was lying in the middle
of the thicket, and there he remained, responding to each
shot by a roar that deterred every one from approaching
near enough to take deadly aim. Well, when they could no
longer see the muzzles of their long barrels, they determined
to watch round the cover all night, and in the morning, if
the tiger was not yet dead, to make him devour a few more
bullets. It was growing very dark, and somewhat cold.
One of the shikarees determined to cheer himself with a
whiff, but when the chillum had just begun to glow brightly,
a rush was heard among the bushes, a roar rang in their
affrighted ears, and the tiger leapt in upon them. The un-
fortunate smoker was smashed by a blow which fell, dull,
heavy, and crushing, as the stroke of a sledge hammer, and
away sped the tiger far into the deep darkness of the night.
It would seem that the tiger mistook the incandescent
chillum for the flash of a matchlock, and rushed to revenge
himself on his adversary.

[“And now, boys, I think I have played out my part.
Seymour, I call upon you for the next story.”

“Yes, Seymour, no excuses; fire away, old fellow,” were
the shouts which endorsed Fisher’s suggestion, and Seymour
good-naturedly hastened to comply.]
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THE MAN-EATER.

Transport yourselves in imagination to the banks of the
great river Cauvery, which, beneath a hot Indian sun, flows
darkly and sluggishly through the rank jungles of Mysore.

There, once upon a time, you might have seen an old
dismantled mud-fort, whose crumbling walls were washed by
turbid waters. Amongst the shallows, with outstretched
necks and vigilant eyes, waded the snow-white egret and
the stately crane. On the oozy sand-banks basked the
alligator’s scaly length, and above the reeds hovered the
Brahminey kite, uttering its querulous note, as the setting
sun’s slanting heams gilded its quivering wings. Herds of
lazy buffaloes trooped homeward from the pasture, a sun-
burnt urchin, planted on the back of the most docile, shout-
ing shrill objurgations to his charge, whose only reply was
a hoarse and meditative grunt. The turtle-dove cooed
among the mango-leaves, and the sharp cry of the wild pea-
cock echoed through the copse. And under the shade of
the drooping banyan-trees reclined the graceful figure of
many a Hindu girl, listening well-pleased to the wild and
plaintive song of her companions.

Soft and pastoral the scene, as any which Arcady could
have presented in the golden age, though so unlike in the
attributes of form and colour. Soft and pastoral the scene,
except, indeed, that ever and anon a loud startling cry
would ring upon the breeze, and before it had utterly died
away, find an answer in the opposite quarter. A strange
and eery sound, such as man only utters at moments of
urgent peril ; the shout of the Mysore woodsman, endeavtur-
ing with the spell of the human voice to scare the tiger from
his path.

On such an evening, as the sun was sinking in a cloud
(533) 3
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of gold and purple, Rung Row, the priest of a certain
Mysore village, pursued his path along the river-bank in
search of a convenient spot for his evening ablutions.
Musing, let us suppose, on high and holy themes, the
Brahmin strode along, with eyes fixed upon the glowing
heavens, and scarcely noticing the lowly salutations humbly
offered by the Ryots whom he encountered.

At a bend of the river, a few hundred yards from the
village, its waters nestled in a dimpling bay, fringed with
glossy aloe-bushes and bordered with soft and glittering
sand. It was a favourite spot with the Brahmin, and had
Naiads ever flourished on the Cauvery, thither I am sure
would every Naiad have resorted. For so bright were the
river-waves, so rich the encircling verdure, so bold the sweep
of the over-arching boughs which almost hid

‘ The summer-heaven’s delicious blue-—
So wondrous wild, the whole might seem
The scenery of a fairy dream !’

ScoTT.

Uttering a prayer at every step, the Brahmin waded into
the river, and commenced the ceremony of ablution by pour-
ing water from a small brass vessel over his shaven crown
and well-oiled skin.

Hark! what sound was that? The Brahmin’s ears
were closed by the cold water that poured over them, or the
rustle in the bushes would assuredly have alarmed him.
Unsuspicious of danger he did not raise his head, or he
might have seen two bright-green orbs hungrily glaring at
him through the branches of a neighbouring aloe-bush.
Afas! For him no more the prayer or the rite—the mys-
tery or the revel! His hour was come, and the terrible
man-eater of Shikarpoor had marked him for his prey.
Stealthily she glided through the brushwood, and dragged
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herself noiselessly along the sand, until the river-marge was
reached ; then, with a roar and a rush she sprang upon her
victim, erushed in his skull to the brain, and clenched her
murdercus teeth in his throat. A moment more, and with
the dead body in her grasp, she was bounding away to her
secret lair.

Many a poor Ryot and woodsman had already fallen
vietims to this terrible beast, but their fate had created no
concern ; they belonged to the vulgar herd, for whom the
great ones of the earth have little care. But when a peasant
hoy, who had witnessed the closing scene of the tragedy, ran
into the village, screaming Bagh! Bagh! and made known
the dreadful fate of the Brahmin, the anxiety and the con-
sternation were indescribable ; men went about in an agony
of grief, and women tore their hair and beat their breasts.
The officials and the priests, the women and the Ryots, were
alike agreed that Rung Row’s fate must be avenged, and the
career of the man-eater summarily terminated.

It happened that two English officers—let us call them
Mansfield and Burton—had arrived a day or two before in
a neighbouring village. Their fame as mighty hunters had
preceded them, and it was generally believed that some
supernatural power guided their death-dealing weapons, so
that they never missed their aim. To these a deputation of
Brahmins and armed peons, and noisy musicians, repaired in
solemn state, and humbly implored their co-operation in an
expedition against the terrible man-eater. Mansfield and
Burton—sportsmen to the backbone, and true Englishmen
in their love of dangerous adventure and hazardous enter-
prise—willingly acceded, and having made some neces-
sary preparations, proceeded towards the sceme of the
Brahmin’s catastrophe. It was nearly sunset when they
arrived, and an attempt to track the man-eater’s trail
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having proved unsuccessful, the Englishmen postponed the
campaign until the next'morning. As soon as it was dawn,
the Englishmen were roused by their attendants. They
quickly mounted, and, preceded by an elephant and its
mahout or driver, set out in quest of the tiger.

After traversing some open country, they penetrated
into a deep obscure valley, clothed with fresh verdure, and
watered by a perennial stream, which in the fiercest sum-
mer never ran dry. As it plunged into the bosom of the
hills it grew narrower, and finally terminated in a romantic
glen, not unlike those which are the glory and the pride of
the Scottish Highlands. Here, one of their attendants—
Bhurmah, a noted Baghman or tiger-slayer — discovered
the fresh footprints of the animal they were in search of.
Mansfield and Burton immediately mounted the elephant,
accompanied by a trusty shikaree, named Ayapah ; the
various attendants were ordered to take up the most favour-
able positions‘ for guarding every point of escape; and, as a
further precaution, a native horseman was posted on an
ascent which overlooked the surrounding country, with in-
structions to keep the tigress in sight if she broke away.

Then, at the mot dordre—

[“The what ?” said the Fat Boy, sleepily.

“The word of command,” retorted Douglas, in an angry
tone.]

Then, at a signal from the makout, (continued Seymour),
the elephant advanced, crashing through the intertangled
branches as a ship ploughs through the bounding waves.
Yet, like the course of a ship when beaten back by contrary
winds, the elephant’s progress was slow and irregular ; he
was impeded by masses of prickly shrubs and bushes, and
climbing parasitical plants, so densely matted together that
even his immense bulk could scarcely open up a path. But
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the Englishmen were as patient as they were ardent. Hour
after hour passed away, and every corner, but one, of the
wooded cover was examined. In this the brushwood was
less luxuriant, but high spear-grass shot up to a considerable
height. The elephant was urged forward. Suddenly a
monkey, who had watched the whole scene with observant
sagacity, was observed to spring from tree to tree, moping
and mowing, grinning and chattering, and pointing to some
object that stole through the long grass waving below him.

‘Look, Sahib!’ cried Ayapah, from the back of the
howdah.

¢ Push on the elephant !’ shouted Mansfield, ¢ the beast is
yonder, and trying to escape us.’

‘Well enough did the lordly elephant know that his game
was at hand, and flapping his ears, with glistening eyes and
curled up trunk he strode forward at a rapid pace.

‘There is the trail!” exclaimed Ayapah, pointing to fresh
footprints on the side of the ravine.

‘Shall T cross?” asked the mahout ; but before he could
receiveareply a wild shout, caught up on every side, proclaimed
that the tiger had been sighted, and away went the elephant
through bush and brier, over the ravine, and towards the
point from whence the shikar cry had first proceeded. The
rockets now blazed all around, but the man-eater had been
hunted before, and wasnot to be checked by these pyrotechnical
displays. The scouts still pointed forward, and, before the
elephant had forced a passage through the jungle, a shikaree,
watching the plain, waved his turban and uttered the well-
known whoop, which announced that she had ¢broken cover.’

‘She has beaten us,’ cried Mansfield; ¢ the daughter of
Sheitan has beaten us, and is off to the hills as fast as she
can scour !’

They had now reached the open plain where the horse-
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man had been posted, and where the cowardly Hindu might
now be seen apparently urging his horse in hot pursuit of
the man-eater, but prudently determined that he would not
overtake her. Not that he had much cause to apprehend
such a result in the hilly country, the pace of the tiger out-
stripping that of most native horses. As soon as the manu-
eater had disappeared over the brow of a hill, the sowar
wheeledround hishorse and made towards the English officers,
brandishing his spear as if he were returning from a success-
ful combat. “Inshallah !’ he eried, ¢she did not wait till my
spear could reach her ; she fled like a dove before a hawk !’

¢And well for you, said Mansfield sarcastically, ‘that
you did not come to close quarters with her. But did you
mark the tigress? Was she in sight when you gained the
top of the hill¥’

“What could your slave do?’ replied the sowar, in a tone
of humility ; ‘ could he outstrip the lightning ¥’

Mansfield turned from the timorous braggart in disgust,
and addressing the shikarees, in a few emphatic words urged
upon them the necessity of pushing forward at their utmost
speed to take up the man-eater’s trail.

‘That fellow, he added, ‘has been of little service as a
marker, but we may track her up again. She cannot have
gone far. A hundred rupees for the man who follows her
up to her lair !’

A native would sell his hopes of the future for money,
and the pleasant sound of rupees rousing them from their
despondency, they eagerly recommenced the chase.

Scattering themselves over the country, they inspected
the soil with the earnestness of gold-diggers. Some time
elapsed before any discovery rewarded their exertions, but
at length a young villager, who had been scrutinizing a sheep
track, suddenly halted, and gave the signal of success. On
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running to the spot, all were convinced that the footmark
he had discovered was that of a tiger. But when the vete-
ran Bhurmah came on the scene he contemptuously pro-
nounced it to be at least three days old!

[“What a swindle!” ejaculated Mountjoy; “now I re-
member—"

“Never mind your reminiscences at present,” said Douglas,
“Go on, Seymour; I call this ¢ thrilling!’”]

The quest was recommenced with somewhat less eager-
ness than before; but Bhurmah, turning away from the o
moNai—excuse the bit of Greek, boys—struck off in a different
direction, towards a noisy little mountain - stream that
tumbled over the craggy rocks, spluttering and foaming, like a
child at play.

‘Down to the vale this water steers;
How merrily it goes !
"T'will murmur on a thousand years,

And flow as now it flows !’
WORDSWORTH.

Into this he dived, and for awhile was seen no more; but
soon his head re-appeared above the bank, and he raised an
exultant shout, which was answered by a hundred voices and
ten hundred echoes.

‘That is Bhurmal’s signal,’ cried Mansfield, ‘and may be
depended upon. Bravo, old fellow, you deserve a medal,
and shall have it !’

[“ A medal?” here interrupted Beauchamp, inquiringly.

“The British government rewards the native who slays a
tiger with a medal, and few medals are better deserved ; for
in many parts of India this ferocious beast is a terrible curse.”}

Well, on joining Bhurmah, he was found inspecting the
margin of a small pond.

¢ She has stopped here to drink,” he said, ‘and as the sun
has not yet dried the moisture of her footprints she cannot
be far ahead.’
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Shikarees and peons, sowars and Englishmen, all followed
up this new trail with breathless eagerness, rejoicing to find
it-more and more distinct as they advanced. It was carried
to the summit of the hills, and thence over a considerable
extent of rugged table-land. A flock of goats fed leisurely
among the rocks on the mountain-side, and their herdsman
sat watching them like a statue, as if some sudden spell had
congealed him into stone. ~ For the sun poured out his hottest
rays on that open plain, and the little gray fox basked in the
burning light, and the wolf slouched by, with lolling tongne,
indifferent to the presence of man. The scanty vegetation
wore a brown, faded, and scorched appearance; the date-trees,
planted here and there, hung their heads as if stricken by a
fatal blight ; the soil gaped in wide chinks and cracks; the
air seemed heavy, though the sky shone without a cloud;
the god of fire moved abroad, and all nature was blasted by
his presence !

Here the trail was suddenly lost, and the hunters looked
at each other in wonderment and dismay.

Mansficld cast around an inquiring glance. Ah, the goats
have seen an enemy! Look, how they start, and now—-see!
—they scramble hurriedly over rock and crag. My rifle,
Ayapah ; there she goes!’

Ay, the man-eater was once more in view. Burton
threw forward his rifle, and instantly fired, although the
tigress was nearly three hundred yards distant. The bullet
fell short of its mark.

‘Too long a range, friend, said Mansfield, ‘ for a sure
shot. We must push on and get nearer. She can never
keep up that tremendous pace under such a sun.

‘Sahib,’ said Bhurmah, ¢ may thy servant speak. It will
be better for us to remain quiet. She is making straight for
her house—the ravine that lies yonder, below us. There
will she lay up. I have tracked her thither before now.’
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‘No doubt you are right, rejoined Mansfield, as he
watched the tigress with his glass. ¢She is nearly blown.
Ay, now she looks back; I can see her open jaws; her
tongue is lolling a foot out of her mouth, and white with
foam. We have her now; she has disappeared under the
bank, and must stand to bay. But oh, for two hours more
of daylight !’

‘She has chosen a regular stronghold, said Bhurmah,
‘and will die hard. I have known a tiger hold out for a
whole day against three elephants in that very place, and, be
sure, the man-eater of Shikarpoor knows the strongest part.’

‘She shall not beat us,’ exclaimed Mansfield, rising and
motioning to the mahout. She shall not beat us, even if I
set fire to the whole jungle, and burn her out of her lair.
Come on!’

‘ The bushes are still green,’ quietly observed Bhurmah.
_ By the time the tigress’s cover had been completely sur-
rounded the sun was setting, and shadows gathered rapidly
over the evening sky. There was no time to lose. Bhur-
mah mounted the howdah that he might guide the mahout
at oence to the spot where he expected to find the tigress,
for he knew every inch of ground, and on this occasion he
was not mistaken. The experienced shikaree directed the
elephant to a clump of bramble bushes which flourished on a
high ledge of almost perpendicular rock. To penetrate
further was impossible. Pointing upwards to an opening in
the thick high grass, through which a heavy animal had
evidently forced its way, he exclaimed,—

‘There is her den!” And a low growl among the bushes
proclaimed that he had not erred.

It was a famous fastness—a spot where half a dozen
resolute men might have defied a battalion of the best in-
fantry in Europe. In front rolled a mountain-torrent ;
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‘ THERE IS HER DEN !”

behind rose a precipitous cliff; around grew a thick barrier
of prickly and intertangled bush. There was no mode of
access, no path by which an elephant could approach. Only
one chance of success remained, and, the elephant being
withdrawn, Mansfield and Charles Burton posted themselves
on a rocky ledge out of the tigress’s reach if she burst from
Ler lair, and directed their attendants to pelt her with
rockets from the opposite height. But it was all in vain.
The rockets set fire to the thin dry grass, but the bushes
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would not kindle, and the man-eater resolutely refused to
expose herself to the deadly rifles of her enemies.

Night came on, and, weary and dispirited, the English-
men were compelled to retire.

For three whole days, however, they continued their
chase. It was known that, during the night, she had again
issued from her stronghold ; but the surrounding country
was traversed for leagues without discovering any sign of
her whereabouts. Englishmen, happily for the honour of
the Red Cross, do not readily abandon any object which
they have heartily taken up, and the two officers, with their
shikarees, relaxed not one whit in the ardour of their search.

On the fourth morning, whilst Bhurmah and his shika-
rees were exploring some covert in the neighbourhood, two
herd boys sat watching their buffaloes in the valley where the
pursuit had first begun, They cared little for wild beasts:
had not the English sahibs driven the terrible man-eater from
that part of the country, and for the rest, the old bull of the
herd, as long as they kept by his side, would effectually pro-
tect them. So, heedless of the coming peril, they sauntered
along, picking berries and sporting childishly, until, woe’s me!
they had wandered a considerable distance from the herd.

It is seldom, I think, that we have any presentiment of
approaching danger. These boys were playing in careless
glee, and yet the destroyer was close upon them. She had
crept so stealthily from bush to bush, that her heavy breath-
ing first gave warning of their imminent peril. The fierce
eyes of the tigress glared with fire. One of the boys turned
round : he uttered a shriek of terror ; he screamed forth,
‘Bagh!” But scarcely had the sound passed his lips ere
the tigress was upon him, and had clutched him in the fell
grasp of her ravenous jaws. His brother fled to the nearest
tree, and climbed it with speed ; from its summit he saw
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the tigress hasten back with her bleeding prey to her lair in
the jungle. As soon as she was out of sight, he made for
the village to give the alarm ; and in less than an hour
Mansfield and his shikarees, gnided by the trembling herd-
boy, were on their way to the scene of this sad catastrophe.

When they reached it, and saw the ground covered with
blood and brains, the boldest ‘held his breath for a time,’
and Mansfield, as he drew his rough hand across his eyes to
hide those tears which his manhood strove to conceal, and
which yet did so much honour to that manhood, vowed not
to relinquish his pursuit of the man-eater until he had
avenged the death of the poor Hindu herd-boy.

¢ Ask him, one of you, said he, addressing a peon, ‘if
he would like to come with me on the elephant, and see that
accursed tigress die.

The natives were lost in astonishment at the condescen-
sion of a Burrah Sahib—or great gentleman—in offering to
mount a poor naked outcast boy on the same elephant as
himself, and at first shrunk from the perpetration of so
appalling a sacrilege. But Mansfield insisted ; he was re-
luctantly obeyed ; Burton had taken his seat in the howdah,
and Mansfield was about to follow, when the elephant,
weary of kneeling so long on the hard ground, gave expres-
sion to his annoyance by an angry roar. Before he had
time to rise, the buffaloes, which had been peacefully grazing
round the edge of the jungle, lifted their heads, snorted, and
made a simultaneous rush towards one point.

‘Bagh ! bagh !’ shricked the terrified child, flinging him-
self down into the bottom of the howdah.

‘And so it is, I declare !’ exclaimed Mansfield, leaping
to the ground. ‘She has taken the alarm already. The
large rifle—quick !’

Ayapah thrust it into his eager hand. Instantaneously
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lie raised the weapon, took aim, and fired. ‘That hit her !’
he calmly observed, as he dropped the discharged weapon
into the hollow of his arm, and stood for a moment to watch
the effect of his shot.

The tigress, who was stealing along at a distance of full
two hundred yards, uttered a short angry roar, and dropped
on her knees. When she rose, one fore leg hung dangling
from her shoulder, and, so ecrippled, she shrunk into cover,
pursued by the buffaloes, bellowing at her haunches.

To the bystanders such an exhibition of skill seemed
something miraculous, and they regarded the Burrah Sahib
with reverential awe. Old Bhurmah himself could hardly
believe his senses when he heard the soft thud of the bullet,
and perceived the brute drop at a distance so far beyond the
range of his own trusty matchlock. And the poor little
herd-boy clasped his hands in gratitude, when he saw that
his brother’s murderer was disabled from further flight, and
doomed to an inevitable death.

Reloading his rifle, Mansfield took his seat in the howdah,
Bhurmah climbed up on the crupper, and the stately ele-
phant marched to the final encounter.

A trail of blood guided them to the bush where the
tigress lay concealed, licking the blood from her shattered
shoulder, and growling ominously at the approach of her
assailants. Mansfield bade Burton be ready and be cool, as
he would wait for him to take the first shot. They were
now near enough to observe the bush agitated, as if the
man-eater was collecting herself for a rush, and a low mut-
tered roar gave forth a note of warning.

‘ Keep him steady now, she is coming !’ said Mansfield,
addressing the mahout with serene composure. Charles
Burton held his breath in his excitement, as he cocked both
barrels of his rifle, and half raised it to his shoulder.
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¢ Do not hurry, boy,’ eried Mansfield ; ‘take it coolly.’

The branches crashed, a brindled mass glittered through
them, and the tigress leaped forth. Fire was in her glaring
eyes—every hair on her body stood erect—her flanks quiv-
ered—her tail lashed her foaming sides. With a deep growl,
she arched her back and lowered her head for a spring.

‘Now!’

With the speed of thought followed the flash of the rifle,
both barrels being discharged almost simultaneously, and
the tigress staggered back with two balls in her breast. She
recovered herself, however, and was in the act of essaying
another charge, when a shot from Mansfield’s unerring rifle
crashed into her brain. The natives soon arrived on the
spot, and, exulting over the downfall of the destroyer, in-
voked the blessing of Heaven on the head of the invincible
Burrah Sahib—the illustrious Bagh-mar—the redoubtable
slayer of wild beasts!

[Fisher now turned to his inexhaustible budget, and
offered the following summary of interesting facts :—]

A recent writer observes that tigers may be divided into
three groups : first, those leading a wild and retired life in the
jungle recesses, feeding solely on game, and proviug helpful
in some degree to man by keeping down the numbers of the
deer and nylgai that feed upon his crops. In the second
class may be placed the cattle-lifters, which dwell in the
neighbourhood of the pastures and pools frequented by
oxen. These animals generally consume an ox in about five
days; but if fired at when returning to their partly-eaten
prey, they will usually strike down a fresh victim : while the
consumption of a tigress and her cubs is at least an ox a
night. Thirdly, we come to the fierce, truculent brutes
which, having once tasted man, are thenceforth possessed
with a craving for human flesh. Sometimes these creatures
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infect an entire district with terror, until they are destroyed
by some European sportsman ; for they are too wary and
too dangerous to be frequently shot by native shekarries,
though they may be occasionally destroyed by strychnine.

But wolves and panthers in India are apt to turn man-
eaters after they have once tasted human blood ; and a man-
eating panther is even more dangerous and ferocious than a
man-eating tiger. " He is nimble in his movements, and dis-
plays more courage when attacked. Being of smaller size,
he is more difficult to hit; and he can climb trees, which the
tiger cannot do unless they have a sloping trunk. In 1858,
one of these creatures devastated the northern part of the
Scoti district, and killed nearly a hundred persons before
he was shot. He did not eat the bodies of his victims, but
merely lapped the blood from their throat. His mode of
attack was to steal into a house at night, and strangle some
unfortunate sleeper; or he would climb the platform from
which the villagers guard their fields at night, and drag
down the unsuspecting sentinel.

[“ Positively, Fisher,” exclaimed Beauchamp, “ you make
me shudder. T shall have eéry dreams to-night !”

“Tt seems to me,” observed Lambert, “ that a hunter in
India is a public benefactor. A man killing half-a-dozen of
these horrible brutes saves no end of human lives, you see,
and deserves a gold medal from the Queen’s own hands!”]

The tiger hunts in a different manner from the panther.
Generally he seeks some convenient spot where he can lie in
ambush ; and then, as the wayfarer passes by, out he springs,
and strikes him to the ground. A few days later, if you
passed near the spot, you would see just such a sight as
Captain Forsyth saw at a place called Motindl4 :—

¢I was walking ahead of my followers, says this gallant
and successful hunter,  when I came on the remains of a
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poor wanderer who had evidently not long before been
killed by a tiger. He was a religious mendicant; and his
long iron tongs, begging-bowl, hollowed from a skull, and
cocoa-nut hookah, were scattered about in the bottom of the
dry bed of a stream, where he had been resting on his weary
march,—together with tresses of his long, matted hair, and a
shred or two of cloth. The bones were all broken to pieces,
and many of them were missing altogether. A drover had
been taken off near the same spot about a week before, so
that it was not without some misgivings that I wandered
off the road through the long grass to look for red deer.’

I will borrow from Captain Forsyth a brief description of
a successful

TIGER-HUNT.

One morning he was engaged in tracking wild animals
along the brink of a stream, to which, in hot weather, all
those inhabiting the country-side were in the habit of re-
sorting. At length his attention was called to the very per-
ceptible excitement of a number of Hanuman monkeys, who
were gesticulating and raging, and were ‘swearing’ among
themselves like the mob of an Italian city. This was a sign
that a tiger was stealing along under the trees they in-
habited ; and his course could be followed up by the running
fire of abuse and insult which was taken up by one group
of monkeys after another. Captain Forsyth was thus able
to pursue the beast for several miles by means of the
violent indications of his monkey-allies. Reaching a nar-
row peninsula, round which the brook circled, he dashed
straight across it; and, breathless and heated, contrived to
get in front of the tiger, and to secrete himself behind the
trunk of a tree before he came up.

It was early morning, but the gray light penetrated
through the thick screen of foliage, and glimmered softly
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in each columuned avenue. Captain Forsyth stood still as
death, watching the terrible animal’s approach.

On he came, in a long, slouching walk, with his tail
tucked down, and looking exactly like the guilty, midnight
murderer he is. It seemed as if his conscience, like Mac-
beth’s, were troubled by his misdeeds; and, as he moved
along, he looked fearfully behind him, or up at the monkeys
with a kind of beseeching glance, as if entreating them not
to betray whither he was going. He was travelling under
the bank opposite to Captain Forsyth’s positior, in the deep
shadow of the overarching trees; but when almost in a line
with the captain, in the faint radiance of the newly-risen
sun, he came out into the middle,—a picture of terrible
beauty, with his velvety step and undulating movements,
the firm muscles working through his loose, glossy skin, and
the fell, tawny eyes blinking in the light over a row of ivory
teeth !

¢ He passed,’ says Captain Forsyth, ¢ within about twenty
yards of me, making for a small ravine that here joined the
river from the hills. I let him get to the mouth of this be-
fore I fired ; and on receiving the shot he bounded forward
into its cover, a very different picture from the placid crea-
ture I had just been looking at, and with a roar that silenced
the chattering of every monkey on the trees. I knew he
was hit to death, but waited until the shekarries came up
before proceeding to look for him; and we then went round
a good way, to where a high baunk overlooked the ravine in
which he had disappeared. Here we cautiously peeped
over, but, seeing nothing, came farther down towards the
river ; and within fifty yards of where I had fired at him, I
saw a solitary crow sitting in a tree, and cawing down at an
indistinct yellow object extended below. It seemed like the
tiger; and, sitting down, I fired another shot at it; but it

(633) 4
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never stirred to the thud of the ball, while the crow, after
flying up a few feet, perched again, and cawed away more
lustily than before. We now went down, and found the
tiger lying stone-dead, shot very near the heart.’

[Here Fisher stopped reading, and the boys commented
among themselves on the narrative they had just heard. As
Lambert said, it was not very exciting, but it showed that
the captain was a capital marksman. Vernon was much
interested by the account of the monkeys chattering in their
impotent anger as the tiger slunk through the forest, and
evidently looking upon him as the enemy of their race. At
last Beauchamp begged for “a little more” from Captain
Forsyth’s book; and Fisher resumed-his reading—in the
course of which, it should be explained, he frequently con-
densed or abridged the original, and even introduced his

_own words.

The narrative he chose was descriptive of the destruction

of a notorious and very formidable man-eater.]

PURSUIT OF A MAN-EATER.

In the spring of 1862, Captain Forsyth devoted several
days to hunting down a famous, or infamous, man-eater,
which was reputed to have devoured upwards of a hundred
human beings, and, by the terror he caused, had completely
stopped all traffic along certain roads. The scene of his
operations was a triangular space of country between two
rivers, the Mdéran and the Ganj4l, some thirty to forty miles
wide at its base. Here he had positively interrupted the
labours of the contractors engaged in constructing a railway

. in the Narbad4 valley ; the men would not work, they were
so afraid of the creature’s depredations. Having pitched
his camp in the pleasant shelter of a magnificent mango
grove, the captain was laid up for some days by a sprained



NATIVE SUPERSTITIONS. 51

tendon. In the interval sensational news was constantly
arriving of whole faiilies of tigers waiting in the river-beds
to be killed ; and, at length, that the man-eater had pounced
upon a man and a boy on the high-road about ten miles
away. ,

The captain, by adopting some severe remedies, was able
in a few more days to resume his quest of the man-eater;
but not until he had been inundated with wonderful stories
of the fearful size and appearance of the monster,—of its belly
pendent to the ground, of the white crescent blazoned in
the centre of its forehead; of the horrible composure with
which he would detain a party of travellers while he rolled
in the sand, and after a careful inspection picked out the
fattest ; of his power of transforming himself into a virtuous-
looking woodcutter, and calling or whistling through the
woods till an unsuspecting prey approached; and how the
spirits of all his victims rode with him on his head, warning
him of every danger, and directing him to the suitable
ambush for waylaying an unfortunate traveller.

Such superstitions as these, ridiculous as they may ap-
pear, are a proof of the despair and dread which the
ravages of the tiger excite. What an illustration they
afford of the panic which spreads everywhere, when no
man feels that his life is safe for a moment, and the whirr of
every quail or peatock which starts from the adjacent brake
seems the rush of the ferocious animal that will strike him
down. :

Captain Forsyth’s camp was daily besieged by all the
best shekarries of the country, together with the land-
owners and many of the ryots. Villages were entirely de-
serted ; men lived in barricaded houses, and left them only
when compelled by necessity, and then in large bodies,
shouting and beating drums, as if they were marching
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against a hostile army. This condition of things had lasted
for a twelvemonth, so that the country was being slowly
depopulated.

It was through this desert Captain Forsyth rode on his
trained elephant, with baggage-elephants in front and rear,
and accompanied by a guard of police with muskets, and
shekarries with their matchlocks.

Here and there he came upon traces of the man-eater, but
no recent ones; while small cairns, erected at intervals,
showed where a traveller had perished.

At length he reached a spot where one of a party of
pilgrims had been carried off the day before; the blood-
stained grass, and several such relics, still told of the
tragedy, and pointed out where the tiger had dragged the
corpse into a watercourse, and left its mangled remains.
To wait for him to return to his horrid feast was useless, as
experience had made him cautious, and he never ventured
back to his ¢ kill.’

All the rest of the day—a day of burning heat—the
searching-party beat the jungles of the Morén river; the
trackers working in a panic of terror under the trunk of the
captain’s elephant, and covered by his rifle at full cock.
Returning to camp at night, one of the men detected the
great square footprints of the creature they were hunting
down. Early next morning, the captain carefully beat the
neighbouring watercourse, but unsuccessfully. As he was
sitting down to breakfast, however, some men arrived with
the information that about a mile and a half from camp the
man-eater, that very morning, had carried off one of their
companions out of the midst of their drove of bullocks as
they were starting from their night’s encampment. Tak-
ing with him a supply of food and a bottle of claret, the
captain mountéd his elepbant and started in pursuit.
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Before long he succeeded in starting the monster from the
lair where he was devouring his unfortunate victim ; but
the grass was so thick and long that he could not obtain a
shot. All that day, however, he steadily kept up the pur-
suit, following the footprints through a difficult country,
and allowing him no rest.

At night the captain slept in a tent which he had ordered
to be pitched on the other side of the Ganjil. Then, on the
following morning he resumed the chase; until at length he
got the tiger shut up within a dense cover of tamarisk and
jaman, surrounded by the river. After a short rest, this
cover was beaten out, and the indefatigable captain obtained
a couple of shots, which told on the tiger. Immediately the
brute turned, and with loud roars charged him ; but a shot
fired within twenty yards toppled him over into the water-
course. Once more, but more slowly, he picked himself up,
when the sportsman’s elephant, being badly handled, spun
1ound, and, ¢ with a loud, worrying noise,” the tiger leaped
on to its back, which he lacerated with his fierce claws.
At length the elephant paused for a moment in its wild
gyration, the captain turned round in the howdah, and,
seizing the opportunity, put the muzzle of his rifle to the
tiger’s skull, and with the large shell it carried, blew it into
fifty pieces. Then the elephant indulged in a wild dance
over the prostrate body of its foe, and the man-eater of the
Modran paid the penalty of his misdeeds.

[“ Hurrah!” shouted Douglas; “I am glad the horria
cannibal was at length destroyed. I think when I am old
enough I shall go to India, and earn the gratitude of its
natives by hunting down every man-eater.”

“It is to be feared your single gun would never accom-
plish such a Herculean task,” said Seymour. “I should
recommend you to enrol a company of tiger-hunters,—a
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hundred or so at the least. With these at your command,
Douglas, you might do something great. But, certainly, it
would seem to be the duty of the Government to encourage
the extinction of so destructive an animal.”}

The British Government does offer a reward (remarked
Fisher) for the head of any tiger; but many of the native
Indian princes do not wish to see the animal rooted out, on
account of the sport it affords. As if the lives of their
people were not of infinitely more importance than the
amusement of a few luxurious sovereigns! However, every
tiger shot in the chase lessens the number of the poor man’s
enemies.

During his recent visit to India, the Prince of Wales en-
joyed a brief experience of tiger-hunting. In Nepaul the
native Government had gone to great expense in order that
he might see the sport on a sufficiently grand scale. All the
best elephants for fighting or sporting, and an array of some
five thousand camp-followers and porters, constituting quite
a little army, were provided.

The number of tigers killed shows how successful were
the efforts of the Nepaulese Government. One of the hunt-
ing parties—for there were several—went out in charge of
Mr. Moore, magistraté of Bareilly. In beating across a
grassy plain, they started a noble tiger, which made at
once for the jungle; but Mr. Moore fired at it, and brought
it down. As they closed on in pursuit, the tiger turned on
the elephants, sprang on the head and side of a Mr. Robin-
son’s, placing one claw on his rifle, so that he could not fire,
and the other on the howdah door, tearing the mahout’s leg.
The elephant swung round, the howdah door flew open, and
the tiger fell to the ground; but again he sprang at the
elephant, clawing it cruelly, until it was kicked off by the
terrified beast. Then, without a moment’s delay, it leaped
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on the head of Colonel Ellis’s elephant, and was tearing
down the mahout, or driver, when Colonel Ellis, leaning
down over the howdah, coolly fired, with the muzzle almost
touching the tiger,—which dropped dying on the ground, but
not until it had lacerated the man’s knee and leg. An
English surgeon dressed the man’s wounds on the spot, and
the injured elephants were sent back to camp. Another
tiger was started and killed half an hour afterwards. Indian
sportsmen, it is said, make it their boast to stop a tiger
before it can injure mahout or elephant; but on this occa-
sion the grass was so long, and the animals charged so sud-
denly, that it was scarcely possible to do so.

If T may be allowed to digress from the tiger for a few
moments, I would observe that the Prince of Wales ap-
parently found more excitement in the capture of a wild
elephant than in tiger-shooting. = The mode of taking
elephants is peculiar to Nepaul. Trained elephants, famous
for their valour in the fray, are kept on purpose; and when
a herd of wild ones have been marked down in the jungle,
hunters go out with an army of beaters on swift pad
elephants, and endeavour to break up the herd, or to close
on them, so as to give time for the fighting elephants to
come up and engage the wild champions,—which they do
until the latter are exhausted, or have been hobbled with
ropes while involved in the combat. News came that a
very savage old ‘tusker’ was in the woods about seven miles
away, and Sir Jung Bahadoor, the Prime Minister of Nepaul,
made arrangements to have him watched for the Prince of
Wales. The following morning, about eight o’clock, the
Prince started, with his suite, and Sir Jung on horseback,
riding at first through a most beautiful forest towards the
scene of aetion. The path, winding under the shade of
noble saul, peepul, and mango trees, interlaced by colossal
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creepers and climbing-plants, was guarded at intervals by
soldiers, all the way. At ten o’clock, the party, led by Sir
Jung, riding boldly and swiftly down the river-beds, across
torrents and watercourses, came to a halt, and information
arrived that the old male-elephant was only a few miles dis-
tant, and was descending from the wooded hills into the
plain below.

The Prince, who was well-mounted on a spirited Arab,
fortunately resolved to remain on horseback instead of
mounting on a pad elephant, as Sir Jung proposed. The
fighting elephants were sent for, but as these huge creatures
think ‘more haste the worse speed,” an hour elapsed before
the word to mount was given. Then another ‘rattling
canter’ brought the Prince to the brink of a broad river,
where a torrent foamed over a stony bed, issuing from a
wooded gorge in the neighbouring mountains; and it was
hoped the elephant would choose this route, so that he
might be encountered and overcome in the open. The
horses were sent back, and the Prince of Wales seated him-
self on the hill-side. Soldiers were sent up the ravine. In
half an hour Sir Jung jumped on a man’s back, and was
carried down the hill and across the ravine to ascertain the
cause of the delay. He soon returned with the news that
the elephant had broken out, and was coming down another
ravine, which the party had traversed before they passed
the river. ‘Mount, and away, was the order; and this
time everybody gave the reins to his horse, and tore along
at full speed. It was wonderful how the horses kept their
feet, considering the sudden checks at deep nullahs, or
watercourses, filled with boulders, stumps, fallen trees, and
similar obstaeles.

On reaching the other side of the ravine the party dis-
mounted; and Sir Jung showed great anxiety lest the
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elephant should come down ; in which case, he said, no man’s
life would be worth a pice. The Prince, Lord Alfred Paget,
Prince Louis of Battenberg, and others clambered into a
tree, where a halt was made. Others were obliged to seek
similar shelter, and another long delay ensued.

Messengers now came in with tidings that the elephant
had crossed higher up, and was making for a deep swamp.
All descended; remounted their horses; and the Prince
and Sir Jung leading, dashed off once more, careering along-
side of the pad elephants, which were being urged at full
speed in the runaway’s track.

In about half an hour the party emerged from a wood on
the plain of burnt reeds and grass, above which under-
growth towered the monster elephant, his tail straight out,
his proboscis curled up. He was still running, but evi-
dently fatigued.

With loud shouts and regular English ¢ view halloos’ the
horsemen broke after him with a rush, while the pad ele-
phants came trumpeting up in the rear; the drivers standing
on their backs, holding on with one hand, and beating them
with sticks and mallets in the other. The wild ¢tusker’
stopped short, surveyed the advancing horsemen, and then
rushed at the nearest with incredible speed. ¢Fly for your
lives; look out for the Prince!’ shouted Sir Jung; and, in
a second, prince, peer, and commoner were scouring through
the grass and reeds as fast as their horses could carry them.
These charges were again and again repeated, for the ele-
phant’s runs were short, and he gave up speedily; but he
came very near Lord Suffield and Mr. Rose on one occasion,
and unpleasantly near to the Prince, and others also. All
this time the fighting elephants made no sign, and in spite
of the exertions of the horsemen and the pad elephants, the
wild one, whe had one enormous tusk and the stump only
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of the other, broke away into a marsh, where he coolly lay
down in a pool of water. The Prince dismounted, and,
with his party, waited till the fighters came up. ‘Jung
Pershaud,” the most famous of these, at last made his ap-
pearance, rushed into the swamp, and immediately engaged
his enemy. The combat was brief; for the wild ¢tusker,’
vast as he was, could not prevail against the prodigious
bulk of the victor in a hundred fights. He turned and fled,
and Jung Pershaud was unable to overtake him. The pur-
suit on horseback was renewed, and after a most extra-
ordinary chase the wild one was driven out of a wood by
volleys of insulting language! He then advanced into the
open to engage Bijli Pershaud, the second fighting elephant,
and met his conqueror. Bijli defeated him utterly, knocked
him over, battered him against a tree, and finally so beat
him over the head that he was easily hobbled, and declared
a prisoner. It was then discovered he had only one eye;
and Sir Jung proposed that he should be set at liberty, if
the Prince wished, after his tremendous tusk had been
sawn off. TFinally, he was moored to a tree, and his head
secured ; and there he was left, guarded by elephants; his
tusk, a noble piece of ivory, being brought in, and presented
to the Prince at camp fire.

And here ends the story of the Prince of Wales’ etlephant-
hunt ; after which digression, I think, said Fisher, you will
be glad to return to the tiger.

[“Well,” said Douglas, “I call that better sport than
hunting a poor fox or a little hare.”

. “There is danger in it, at all events,” remarked Beau-
champ; “and I suppose an element of danger is necessary
to the full enjoyment of sport.”

“Don’t be philosophical,” interrupted Douglas; “come,
go ahead with the tiger!”
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“India must be a splendid place for the sportsman,” said
Vernon.

“Not all India; many parts are as free from wild animals
as these Yorkish moors. The North-Western Provinces,
however, which lie between the Ganges and the Soane,
abound in almost every variety of game. The district I
mean is described by Mr. Watkins as a table-land of old
red sandstone, rising on the north-west towards the slopes
of the Vindhyah range, and on the south falling abruptly to
the valley of the Soane. In its vicinity lie the great cities
of Ghazeepore, Benares, and Allahabad ; and as these are
connected with its outskirts by railways, the shekarry or
hunter may here shoot tigers in a jungle till towards noon,
and at night repose amidst all the comforts of civilized life.
If he would extend the range of adventure, let him seek the
central highlands south of the Nerbudda, which he can also
reach by means of the iron horse and the iron road. Here,
in these two districts, he will find tigers, bears, wild buffa-
loes, swine, deer, panthers, antelopes. In the rugged, rocky
solitudes he may expect bears, or he may light upon a
leopard surprised outside its favourite cavern or rocky lair.
The forests echo with the yelping of wild dogs. Legions of
snipe and wild fowl arrive in October and November from
the frozen wilds of Central Asia, and settle on the swamps;
while in the antumnal stubble-fields, in the neighbourhood
of villages and the hill-sides, abound the ordinary game-
birds of India. After nightfall, among the cultivated lands,
and by day-in the pasture-tracts, the black antelope or
‘black buck’ tempts the sportsman’s rifle. On wooded -
slopes the nylghau or nilgae is found; together with the
chikara or Indian gazelle, the spotted deer, the four-horned
antelope, the barking-deer, the hog-deer, and other varieties
of the cervine race unknown to us in England. Then, to
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sum up the hunter’s bill of fare, there are wolves, wild pigs,
porcupines, wood and green pigeons, ortolans, the mighty
bison, and the broad-snouted ¢ magar,” or crocodile. Could
the most enthusiastic sportsman desire more! Yes,—the
tiger, the prince of wild animals; and in the jungles of
Mirzapore he prowls insatiate.

“From Dr. Fayrer’s book on the ¢ Royal Tiger of Bengal,
I have put together some notes, which I hope will interest
you; or, if you like, they may be deferred for another after-
noon.”

“Oh no!” said Beauchamp ; “let us have them now.”

“Yes,” cried Vernon ; “for in our class we have to get up
an essay on the tiger, and I rather reckon your notes will
just prime us full of information.”

“Go on, Fisher,” said Seymour; “if we are a little late
this afternoon, I will ask Dr. Birch to excuse it.”

Thus encouraged, Fisher resumed :—]

The Royal Tiger (T%gris Bengalis) is the only species of
the kind. He ranges over all the warmer parts of Asia,
and is found even in Java and Sumatra ; but nowhere does
be display so much fierceness, nowhere is he so finely
developed, as in Bengal.

The peculiarities of the tiger’s structure are: his muscular
strength in the neck, chin, and fore-arms, and his formid-
able canine teeth. I need not tell you that his feet, like
those of a cat, are armed with cruel claws which he conceals
at pleasure, and cushioned with soft pads which enable him
to move along noiselessly. His senses are acute,—that of
smell being the dullest. The bony framework is very firm
and compact; and is equally well adapted to secure agility,
speed, and strength. As a whole, he is, of course, nothing
more than a cat,—the ‘King of Cats’—with an excess of
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power and ferocity. Often, at night, the traveller is roused
in his tent by the tiger calling to his mate in the neigh-
bouring jungle, with just such a growl and yell as their
congeners make, on a smaller scale, as they steal along the
house-tops of an European city.

It has been well said that the ferocity, stealthiness, and
blood-thirst of the cat reach their climax in the royal tiger.
Persons who have examined him ‘after he has been shot,

THE ROYAL BENGAL TIGER.

and his skin stripped off, have remarked his curious resem-
blance to the frame and fore-arms of an athlete. The
muscles of his arm and shoulder are but modifications of
those found in man and other mammals; modifications re-
quired by his predatory life. The withdrawal of the claws _
when he is moving along the ground is provided for by a
wonderful mechanism of elastic ligaments and muscles. In~
this way they are prevented from being worn or blunted by
contact with the ground. Instinct teaches him to take
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special care of these, his principal and terrible weapons.
Trees are frequently seen in the jungles scored with long
vertical fissures to the height of eight or ten feet from the
ground, where tigers have sharpened and cleansed their
claws.

A tigress has a litter of from two to five cubs once in
three years, and she is known to watch over them with the
greatest care and affection until they are full-grown. It is
during this period that she is the most savage. She will
fight for her young with the most desperate courage, and
when robbed of them is terrible'in her fury. As soon as
they can eat flesh she kills for them, and teaches them to do
so for themselves by practising upon deer or pigs; she is
then very wanton and bloodthirsty, killing often for amuse-
ment, and not from want. Notwithstanding her affection
for her young, she will abandon or even devour them when
hard pressed by hunger,—which puts to the proof, as we
know, even the strongest human affections. When the
young ones leave their parent, which they do about their
second year, they are more destructive than the adult tiger;
for whereas he kills only one cow or bull in three or four
days, they will kill three or four cows at a time.

[“ What,” interrupted Vernon, “is really the size of a full-
grown Bengal tiger? I saw a couple of tigers in a menage-
rie, but they were not much larger than Newfoundland
dogs.”

“ Perhaps they were not full-grown,” remarked Seymour.

“The keeper said they were.”] _

The extreme size of a full-grown male hardly exceeds ten
feet—that is, from the nose to the tip of the tail; that of
the tigress varies from eight to ten, or, in very rare
instances, eleven feet. I am speaking, however, of the
Bengal tiger, the largest variety of the species.
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The appetite of the tiger is not very fastidious; but his
favourite prey are cattle, deer, and wild hogs. He steals in
the darkness to the neighbourhood of a village, or ¢gowrie,’
where cattle feed, and springs upon some unfortunate
bullock, which he drags into some secluded covert. Having
satisfied his appetite, he retires to his lair in the thick grass
or jungle, and sleeps off his abundant feast. In North and
Central India he is accustomed to drag the creature on
which he has pounced to the nearest stream, lie down all
night by it, devouring it at intervals, sleeping during the
following day; and then, at dusk, quitting his place of
banquet. He rarely travels less than fifteen, and frequently
as many as thirty miles in a night. His attack consists of
a stealthy advance till within short springing distance;
then, with a rapid rush and a terrible roar, he strikes his
prey to the ground, seizes it at once by the throat with his
cruel fangs, holds it down until nearly or quite dead, and
then drags it away. A fine expression in Milton’s ¢ Comus’
describes the fierce, wild yell of the tiger as he makes his
fatal spring:

‘ Howling like tigers at their prey.’

We have already heard something about man-eaters; and
I think it has been stated that he does not, naturally, possess
a love of human flesh, though he readily acquires it. At
first, that dread of man which seems innate in all animals
distinguishes the tiger ; and the natives, aware of this fact,
will gather fruit, and cut grass, and watch their’ flocks,
without alarm, in the immediate neighbourhood of a tiger’s
covert. So long as he can obtain a supply of other food, he
will not injure man. Even when one of their cattle is
struck down, they will hasten to the spot, and often drive
the tiger from his victim by shouting and clashing sticks
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upon the ground. So great is their confidence, that they
will lead the huntsman right up to the animal’s reedy
hiding-place.

This does not prevent them from regarding him, as they
do the cobra, with the reverence of superstition. Just as
the North American savages avoid mentioning the name of
the wolf, so do they shrink from referring directly to the
tiger, using a variety of euphuisms and periphrases, lest his
spirit should haunt them or do them mischief after death.

But when once, through any accident, the tiger has tasted
human blood, then, as you have already heard, he becomes
a confirmed cannibal.

You will not be surprised at the dread in which the man-
eater is held, when I tell you of the loss of human life annu-
ally caused by tigers in India. In the Mundlah districts,
in 1856 and previous years, the average yearly number of
victims was between two and three hundred. The Reports
of the Central Provinces show that in 1866-67, 372 persons
were killed by tigers; in 1867-68, 289 ; in 1868-69, 285.
So you see, Douglas, that your tiger-killing volunteers
might do good service. Again: in Lower Bengal, it appears
from the Government Reports that 4218 persons were killed
by tigers in six years, and in the same period a total of 13,400
by other wild animals, chiefly leopards and wolves.

Dr. Fayrer quotes a letter written to him by a gentleman
from Nayordunka in July 1869 :— ¢ Cattle killed in my dis-
trict are numberless; as regards human beings, one tiger
in 1867-68 killed respectively 27, 34, and 47 people. I
have known it attack a party and kill four or five at a time.
Once it killed a father, mother, and three children ; and the
week before it was shot it killed seven people. It wandered
over a track of twenty miles, never remaining in the same
spot two consecutive days; and at last was destroyed by a
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bullet from a spring-gun when returning to feed at the
body of one of its victims—a woman.’

Dr. Fayrer points out that many persons recover who
have been wounded by tigers. They don’t often kill on the
spot; nor do they, unless they are man-eaters, drag their
victim’s body to any great distance. Their usual process—
and even when not fatal it is by no means an agreeable one
—is to give a bite or two on the head or shoulder, two or
three shakes, and then, after dragging the poor wretch a
few yards, to drop him. Of course, he will have been
wounded sorely by the terrible fangs, and have had a limb
crushed ; but as neither the animal’s fangs nor teeth are
poisonous, a wounded man, if rescued in time, frequently
recovers. Dr. Fayrer gives several cases, but as they are
not pleasant reading, I will trouble you only with one :—

‘Baldes Singh, Rajput, aged thirty, was brought into
hospital, mauled by a wounded tiger. On the front of the
left shoulder was a deep flesh-wound, and on the back of the
shoulder a superficial lacerated wound, two and a half inches
by one inch. There were three fang-wounds in the left
flank ; one in front large enough to have admitted two
fingers at least, penetrating into the abdomen ; two wounds
behind led down to the abdominal cavity, but did not injure
the bowel. He had also one or two slight wounds over the
ribs. TUnder cotton-wool dipped in carbolic oil, the wounds
rapidly healed; the man is now able to walk about, and
there only remains a superficial wound, which is healing.’

This, I need hardly tell you, is the medical report, written
in true medical style.

[“It seems to me,” says Beauchamp, “that there is more
pain than pleasure in hunting tigers!”

“You must recollect also,” replied Fisher, “that the
victim cannot always be rescued, and that when rescued

5
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his life cannot always be saved ; so that the danger is really
very great.”

“We frequently read in Indian newspapers,” remarked
Seymour, “of sportsmen being killed by tigers. If they
went out only for pleasure, or the sake of killing, I don’t
know that I should sympathize with them very deeply; but
it is fair to remember that many English officers are ani-
mated by a generous desire to free some terrified district
from the ravages of a man-eater. And if they are stricken
down in the course of so noble an enterprise, I should be
disposed to call them heroes.”

“Can you tell us about Tippoo Sahib’s toy-tiger?” in-
quired Beauchamp ; “I have read about it somewhere.”

“Tippoo Sahib,” said Seymour, “ was Sultan of Mysore;
and his hatred of us English was so intense that he caused
a toy-tiger to be made for him, worked by machinery, so as
to represent it tearing a British soldier to pieces.”

“] am glad to think,” said Douglas, “that Mr. Tippoo
met with his deserts. Was not his capital Seringapatam ;
and did not our soldiers take it ?”

“Yes; it was besieged, stormed, and captured by the
British, under Sir David Baird.”

“Tigers don’t make nice pets,” resumed Fisher; “but
Eastern princes have loved to keep them in cages, as adding
to the wild fierce splendour of their courts. Sometimes they
are tamed when young, and trained to fight in the arena
with buffaloes, elephants, and other animals. But I must
hasten to finish my notes, of which, I fear, you must really
be tired out and out.”]

Tigers, says Mr. Atkins, are sometimes found in very un-
usual localities. Thus, one was shot in the streets of Benares
at the time of the assassination of Lord Mayo, the Viceroy.
How it got there nobody knows. The Government regarded
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the affair with much suspicion, because an old legend told
that a great convulsion would occur when a tiger should be
killed in the streets of Benares. In the spring of 1875
another was slain in the very heart of the city of Gorakpore.
This was a wild one; and when the magistrate was informed
of its appearance, he, thinking it was only a leopard, took
his rifle, and, joined by the head of the city police and others,
sallied forth to kill it. He fired, and the tiger immediately
charged ; stepping quickly on one side, the tiger struck down
the head of the police, who stood behind, with a blow so
heavy that he died on the spot.

Europeans and natives, compelled by their avocations to
frequent the jungles, are frequently brought face to face
with this formidable animal, when least expecting it. .On
such occasions a bold bearing and a loud shout will gener-
ally cause him to turn tail, unless he should be a man-eater,
or in a vicious mood ; for tigers, like men, have their fits of
temper. ‘It is the greatest folly,” says Mr. Atkins, ‘in
such a rencontre to flee, as the tiger then loses his instinctive
dread of man, and with a few bounds and one blow of its
paw probably fractures the runaway’s skull. At other times
the circumstances under which the creature is met preclude
any other action than an immediate shot. A case was re-
lated to us (and reference to almost any book on tiger-hunt-
ing would confirm such a piece of good luck) where a sports-
man was seated on the ground behind the usual screen of
leaves, on the look-out for deer which were being driven
towards him, when, to his surprise, two tiger cubs came
out gambolling before him, and went by into the jungle.
A few seconds afterwards the tigress appeared, listening to
the shouts of the beaters, and looking out for her cubs. A
slight noise was made by one of the shekarries who were
with him, and in a moment the tigress stared him in the
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face. He saw there was no help for it, and deliberately
fired at her with a smooth-bore gun (the only weapon he
had with him), at the same time leaping aside as quickly as
he could. To his great delight he found he had slain the
animal outright.’

The usual mode of killing tigers in the North-West Pro-
vinces is thus described :—

As soon as information reaches the camp of the hunters
that a tiger has been tracked in the neighbourhood, the
native shekarry of the district is sent for, and directed to
choose a suitable place for a kankwa, or tiger-drive, and
to procure a victim. The latter is almost always a young
buffalo bull,—because a smaller animal would be carried off
by a leopard, while a larger buffalo would be declined by a
tiger. It is securely fastened to a stake in the tiger’s sup-
posed track, while two or three villagers who have accom-
panied the shekarry ply their axes in fixing charpoys (or
bedsteads) in trees around the points where it is supposed
the tiger will effect his exit. Poles are also cut and tied
along the front of these mackauns (or shooting platforms),
which are further masked with screens of leaves.

The little band then hurries out of the jungle, as wild
beasts begin to move at dusk, and sends word to the neigh-
bouring villages that men and lads are wanted for a beating
party next day.

Early next morning the shekarry, with one or two wary
companions, cautiously steals into the jungle to see whether
the victim has been killed. If, on his return, he reports ‘a
kill the sportsmen, who have been waiting anxiously, im-
mediately set off for the ‘machauns,’ and ascend them with
all the speed and with the least noise possible. These char-
poys are raised about ten feet from the ground, so as to



A NOVEL HUNT 69

be just out of the reach of a tiger were he to stand on his
hind legs and attempt to get in. Baffled in this attempt he
might spring up,—but then, in all probability, he would
bound over, without injury to any one; whereas, were the
machaun higher in the tree, he might land among their
occupants, which would prove-in the highest degree awk-
ward for them.

Some eight or ten of the bravest villagers now post them-
selves in trees to the right and left of the sportsmen.

These are the rokhs, or stoppers, whose office it is to turn
back the tiger if he essay to dash past them, instead of
taking the path leading to the machauns. The least noise
is generally sufficient; a ‘hish!’ or a single knock on the
tree with an axe; indeed, unless he be a more than usually
resolute animal, a leaf dropped before him is quite enough
to scare.*

Meanwhile, the shekarry, with the men and lads who have
volunteered to act as beaters, some fifty to a hundred in
number, make their way to the back of the spot where the
tiger is supposed to be resting. Spreading out in a semi-
circle, these men advance, beating tom-toms vigorously, and
shouting wildly, so as to terrify effectually all the game
within that particular patch of jungle. First, perhaps, a
wild boar will rush out, then a hyena, then a bear,—all of
which are permitted to pass on. A shot would prevent the
tiger from approaching the machauns, and would make him
rush past the stoppers, or double or charge the line of
beaters, when a grievous accident, or even death, might be
the result. If all goes well, a tiger, or it may be a couple
of tigers, trot past the machaufs, and are received with a
warm volley from their occupants. ‘The circumstances

* We owe these particulars to an article in Fraser’s Magazine on ‘ The
Royal Bengal Tiger,’ (February 1876).
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attending the slaying of each tiger differ but little save in
exceptional cases; like the slaughter in an Homeric battle-
piece, only the actors can remember the exact mode in which
they slew their foemen. TFinally, the beaters arrive; the
sportsmen descend ; the prey is slung upon bamboos, and
escorted to the encampment with the sound of tom-toms
and universal rejoicing.

Occasionally, a sportsman has a carcass dragged under
some suitable tree in a locality where a tiger is known to be
concealed ; aud then clambering up to a convenient height
in the branches, he waits with exemplary patience until the
tiger slinks by in the shadow of the night. Then, a well-
aimed shot, and he may sing Jo triumphe! This, however,
is a precarious as well as a tedious method, and English
tiger-hunters have seldom the requisite patience.

The natives in the Mirzapore district erect curious conical
mounds of earth, about one and a half or two feet in diameter
at the base, and tapering to about six inches at the apex,
over the spot where any human being has been killed by a
tiger. These mounds are carefully whitewashed, and deco-
rated with flowers and strangely-wrought earthen vessels.
To touch these mounds is a sacrilegious act; and annually,
on a certain day, the people of the neighbouring villages re-
sort to one of the most tragic of these memorials, worship-
ping before it in order to appease the spirit of the departed,
and prevent his pursuing them in the form of another tiger.
For as the Red Man of North America believed that in the
hunting-grounds of the future he would be accompanied by
his faithful dog, the Hindu seems to think that they will
be haunted by the formidable tiger !

The feline nature of this king of cats is sometimes shown
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in his demeanour towards a terrified victim—that is, a victim
tied up as a bait, when the sportsman is planted in the tree
above it; for, in other conditions, you would have little
chance of examining the monster’s playful cruelty. But,
when not pressed by hunger, he seems to derive as much
pleasure from tormenting his victim as a cat does. He
gambols around the buffalo as if enjoying his alarm; and
when the affrighted animal in mad despair feebly attempts
to butt at his remorseless foe, the tiger takes a flying leap
over his head, and resumes his cruel pastime on the other
side. At last, as if he had succeeded in whetting his appe-
tite, he crushes the skull of his victim with one blow of his
powerful fore paw, and soon begins his bloody meal.

Captain Forsyth refers to another feline peculiarity—one
to which I have already alluded ; the tiger’s cat-like serenades
at night.* On one occasion he was encamnped in a forest
near M4tin, and after darkness had descended on the scene
he heard a peculiar long wail, like the drawn-out mew of a
huge cat, rising from a river-course about a hundred yards
below his tent. Presently, from a mile or so higher up the
river came a deep tremulous roar; which had scarcely died
away before it was answered from the rear of the camp by
another pitched in a yet deeper tone, peculiarly startling in
its suddenness and proximity.

All these were repeated at short intervals, as the three
tigers approached each other along the bottoms of the deep
dry watercourses, between and above which the camp had
been pitched. As they drew together the noises ceased for
about a quarter of an hour; and Captain Forsyth was dozing
off to sleep again, when suddenly arose the most fearful din
near to where the tigress had first sounded the love-note to
her rival lovers—a din like the caterwauling of midnight cats

* Captain Forsyth, ‘The Highlands of Central India.’
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magnified a hundredfold. Then came short pauses of silence,
followed by outbursts of this terrific shrieking and moaning,
gradually dying away as the tigers retired along the river-
bed.

And here I beg leave, sai.l Fisher, to terminate my notes
upon the T%gris regalis, gratefully acknowledging the atten-
tion which you have been pleased to accord to them.

[ Plaudite, pueri!” cried Seymour; and immediately a
loud clapping of hands resounded through the cave.

“Bravo, Fisher,” Seymour continued; “I know a great
deal more about the tiger now than ever I knew before. I
am inclined to respect him as not only king of cats, but king
of beasts, and I am very thankful he is not an inhabitant of
our Yorkshire moors.”

“Yes,” remarked Beauchamp, “ we may well be satisfied
with the less formidable character of our English ¢ game.’
A fox is a better neighbour than an elephant; and hare-
hunting is safer, if less exciting, than tiger-hunting.”

“Fancy Lambert,” said Douglas, “sitting perched up in
a tree, waiting to ‘ pot’ a tiger! Or fancy him pursued by
one—no, the thought is too terrible!”

“You would make no better figure than myself,” said
Lambert ; “but, of course, you must have your joke.”

“Now, Seymour,” interrupted Fisher, “I think it is your
turn to discuss the subject.”

“Well,” said Seymour, “I think you must all be pretty
well tired of tigers and tiger stories; the latter are about as
slentiful as the former. However, ‘lend me your ears,” and
I will narrate to you Lieutenant Rice’s wonderful escape :—]

A WONDERFUL ESCAPE.,

Lieutenant Rice and a comrade, named Cornet Elliot, had
pursued and wounded a tiger, which, escaping through the
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jungle, was quickly out of sight. By the drops of blood that
issued from his wound, and his broad foot-prints, they con-
trived to track him—though not without difficulty—through
a dense clump of thorn bushes and high grass for about three
hundred yards, keeping all the men together in a body, and
they themselves undauntedly leading the way. Nor was
this an easy task. It is impossible for an Englishman to
understand what is meant by an Indian jungle, or the diffi-
culty it presents to the traveller with its intertangled brush-
wood, its inextricable lianas, its parasites hanging from every
branch, its slimy pools of stagnant water, and its close, fever-
ish, reeking, malignant atmosphere. In due time, however,
they got clear of the maze, and entered an open country,
where all trace of the tiger was lost. Rice and Elliot then
pushed on a few paces ahead, in order to examine the ground
minutely before it should be trodden by the feet of their
numerous attendants. But while thus engaged, a loud roar
broke suddenly on their ears, which proceeded, as Lieutenant
Rice imagined, from a small ditch a few paces to the right.
At this time Cornet Elliot was stooping on the ground,
busily examining it for traces of the lost animal’s footprints.
After the roar came a tigress, bounding forward with terrible
velocity, and making straight for Lieutenant Rice. He had
barely time to discharge both barrels of his rifle, at only two or
three paces’ distance, into her chest, when either the shots or
the smoke made the heast swerve past him, and dash straight
at Elliot, springing actually upon him before he had time to
get ready hisrifle. The next instant he fell backwards under
the tigress, which held him down with her formidable paws.
Fortunately, the shekarries preserved their presence of
mind, and quickly handed to Lieutenant Rice his spare
loaded guns. Rice immediately fired a couple of shots at
the beast’s shoulder, as she stood over the unfortunate
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Elliot, but with little effect; for she at once commenced
dragging him backwards by the upper part of his left arm,
which she had seized in her jaws, down a gentle declivity,
towards the ditch where she had first lain concealed. The
ground was very uneven, being covered with boulders and
fragments of rock, so that it was dangerous for Rice to fire
again, lest he should hit his friend instead of the animal.

While borne onward in this fearful manner, Elliot had
fainted. The tigress continued growling, all the time look-
ing fully at her pursuers, who followed at about ten paces
off, watching to get a good shot at her head, and so conclude
the struggle. At last, after aiming twice or thrice in vain,
Lieutenant Rice observed his opportunity, his rifle blazed,
and instantaneously the tigress dropped dead, with a ball
through her brain.

Elliot was now rescued from his terrible position. He
had recovered his senses, and asked for a draught of water.
It is almost needless to say that he was sorely bruised and
bitten ; his left arm was crushed ; and his whole body bore
marks of the recent encounter. When the tigress first sprang
at him, he had warded off her tremendous paw with his up-
lifted musket, and thus saved his head from a blow which
must have been fatal. The stock of the rifle was marked
with her claws, while the trigger and guard were crushed
completely flat.

[A. brief pause ensued; and as the twilight was drawing
in, Seymour declared that it was time to return to Dr. Birch’s.
The boys therefore took their way home, discussing the
stories which had afforded them so much entertainment.

Next week the cave was again filled with an attentive
audience.

¢« I remember,” said Seymour, “ another tragical tiger story,
if you were not content with ¢ horrors’ last Saturday. It is
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told by an assistant-surgeon of an East Indian regiment,
who, with a newly-joined ensign,—a tali, well-made, active
young Scotchman of eighteen or nineteen,—proposed to
inaugurate a brilliant Indian career with a tiger-hunt.*]

A TRAGICAL TIGER STORY.

Some two hours before daybreak they started from their
camp, the doctor and the ensign upon their ponies, their
attendants upon foot. They were followed by two shikarees
carrying their rifles, of which they had four between them;
while their guide, a village Nimrod and a ‘mighty man of
war, led the array along a narrow path which struck
through the forest towards a distant range of hills. On
their way they passed a native village, where their party
received an accession of beaters, provided with tom-toms (or
drums), bullock-horns, and other means of creating a terrible
clang and crash to rouse the tigress from her lair.

‘When within half-an-hour’s ride of her supposed feeding-
grounds, they began to travel cautiously and in silence, even
the natives desisting from their usual din. The path they
had been following led them upwards along a mountain-
slope until it reached the summit of a sort of ledge, which,
densely clothed with jungle, stretched for some distance in
front of them, varying in width from 50 to 200 yards.
Here our adventurers turned to the south and kept
along the level, the descent on the left gradually assum-
ing a precipitous character, while on the right the steep
wooded peak seemed to soar far above the sun-kindled
clouds.

Sun-kindled clouds! yes; for as they traversed the
craggy plateau the orb of day leaped suddenly above the
eastern horizon, flooded the scene in golden glory, and

* Captain Bulger, ‘Sporting Adventures in Many Lauds.’
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aroused the whole jungle-world into life. Just as if some
enchantment or magic spell had been broken, which hitherto
had held all things motionless and in silence. Birds of rare
plumage and strange voices wheeled rapidly in the ‘blue
serene,’ or flitted from tree to tree; a thousand mysterious
sounds seemed to unite in one grand choral. harmony to
welcome the coming day.
‘ Each brilliant bird that wings the air is scen;

Gay, sparkling loaries, such as gleam between

The crimson blossoms of the coral tree

In the warm isles of India’s sunny sea ;

Mecca’s blue sacred pigeon, and the thrush

Of Hindustan, whose holy warblings gush,

At evening, from the tall pagoda’s top:—

Those golden birds that in the spice-time drop

About the gardens, drunk with that sweet food

‘Whose scent hath lured them o’er the summer-flood ;

And those that under Araby’s soft sun

Build their high nests of budding cinnamon :

In short, all rare and beauteous things that fly

Through the pure element, here calmly lie

Sleeping in light, like the green birds that dwell

In Eden’s radiant fields of asphodel.”

The travellers paused to admire the wondrous panorama
that, touched with a thousand magical hues, lay spread
before and around them—a mountain-landscape in which
the beautiful, the sublime, and the terrible had each their
part. Their musings, however, were interrupted by the
guide, who asserted that the tigress—a beast of fame, for
she had tasted human blood—Ilay concealed in a thorny
Jungle at the further end of the level, where a bright
musical burn ¢ wimpled’ through the intertangled shrubs,
and descended with many a leap to the valley beneath.
Accordingly, they dismounted. Their ponies were entrusted
to the gorawallahs, or horse-keepers, who led them into a
place of security; while the shikaree and the beaters pro-
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cceded to place themselves around the jungle, so as to drive
the tigress from her lair.

The two attendants who remained with the doctor and
his friend advised them to climb into suitable trees, and
there await the moment when the man-slayer should make
her appearance. But our adventurers, with the pride of
youth, rejected such counsel as timid and unsportsmanlike ;
and, as they had before them an open space of ground
destitute of all vegetation except some tall grasses, they
conceived that they should sight their enemy in time to
take a sure and steady aim.

The rocky ledge on which they were stationed measured
about fifty yards in width. On one side the ensign posted
himself, on the other the doctor. Now as the tigress, it was
supposed, would neither venture to plunge down the pre-
cipitous descent on the left, or to climb the rocky slope on
the right, she would necessarily pass between our two heroes,
and so expose herself to a double fire.

After some minutes of eager expectation, they heard the
crack and rattle of a rocket, which was directed into the
thorny hiding-place of their enemy. It failed, however, to
awaken any responsive growl. Another, and another, and
another; yet no sign of the tigress. She must have quitted
her lair! Hark! a fifth rocket—and now a short, sharp,
angry growl, which sends the blood coursing rapidly through
each hunter’s veins. The crisis is at hand; they cock their
rifles, and with straining eyeballs seek to penetrate the
leafy screen of the jungle.

And now the whole mob of beaters, having discovered
her place of concealment, broke the stillness with a most
unearthly clash of sound—shouting, and blowing horns, and
beating tom-toms—so that were Echo as tender a nymph as
the Greek poets fabled, she would have swooned in alarm !
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No marvel that the tigress would not coufront such an
appalling tempest, which ‘sounded more like the howlng of
a legion of fiends than a disturbance produced by human
agencies.’

As soon as the old shikaree discovered her lurking-
place, he saluted her with a whole volley of rockets, and
out she crashed from the thicket with a frightful roar,
lashing her brindled sides with her tail in the open glade,
within sixty or scventy yards of our adventurers’ stations,
as if she knew their proximity, and meditated an instant
vengeance.

The glade was hidden to a certain extent from the view
of the beaters, and though the old shikaree knew the man-
slayer had broken cover, he could not see her; so he con-
tinued flashing occasional rockets into the dense jungle,
while his legionaries desisted not from their fiend-like
uproar.

And now, for a moment or two, the tigress seemed un-
certain in what direction she should procced. During this
pause, the doctor could see his comrade several times raise
his rifle to take aim, but on each ocecasion he withdrew it
from his shoulder without firing, as if the animal were too
distant for a certain shot. Presently she began to move
towards his covert. I never remember, says our traveller,
to have been so excited as at that moment; my heart beat
so londly that its palpitations might have been heard; all
my blood seemed to have rushed in a torrent of fire to my
brain; and yet of what transpired I was condemned to be a
passive spectator. Slowly and stealthily, with a cat-like
tread, the huge sleck glistening brute crept along, apparently
bent on slinking away unobserved, until she approached
within twenty yards of the ensign’s position. Then he
raised his rifle; a crack, and a loud report ; and immediately
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he emerged into the open with his second weapon in his
hand. With a dull heavy thud the shot rang against the
breast of the tigress, and she, with an awful roar, dashed
right at her daring enemy. Rapid as was her charge, the
ensign’s movements were equally swift; he fired again,
striking her a second time, but not with sufficient effect to
arrest her onset. Almost at the instant that the report of
his last shot startled the echoes, the fearful beast was upon
him, and with a short sharp sigh he fell to the earth, in the
fatal grasp of the tigress, and motionless beneath her
body.

For a moment his friend stood panic-stricken at so de-
plorable and unexpected a catastrophe. He was recalled to
his senses, however, by the urgent need there was of render-
ing immediate assistance to the unfortunate ensign. Though
alarmed at the possible danger of missing the tigress or of
wounding his friend, if, indeed, any life still throbbed in the
senseless body, he raised his rifle, and fired. Unfortunately,
the shock had discomposed his nerves, and his bullet struck
a bush fully two feet above the tigress without disturbing
her. The doctor seized his other rifle, which the faithful
shikaree at that moment handed to him. Again he fired;
again he missed his aim. Flinging away the useless weapon,
he grasped a large hunting-spear, and, without thought of
the rashness and possible peril of the procedure, he rushed
forward to the attack. What was his surprise to find that
his comrade’s aim had been true enough—there lay the
tigress and her victim—the destroyer and the destroyed—
and both were dead !

It is unnecessary for me to say more. The remains of
the young ensign were removed to the camp. On examina-
tion, it appeared that his death must have been instan-
taneous, for the heavy paw of the tigress had crushed in his
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skull. It was the last tiger-hunt in which the doctor took
a part, and for years it remained a cloud upon his life :—

‘One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws

Its bleak shade alike o’er our joys and our woes,

To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring,

For which joy has no balm and affliction no sting.’—— MOORE.

[At the conclusion of this affecting narrative the boys
indulged in their usual comments and expressions of ap-
proval. Fisher observed that the force of the tiger, when
he made his leap upon his victim, was almost incredible ; its
effects were appalling ; a strong man in his grasp was shaken
like a reed. “And not only man, but even the Indian buffalo,
which is borne down by the ferocious beast, and carried off
in his reeking jaws like a puppet.

Tt is this extraordinary energy, doubtless, that has induced
the Eastern nations to select the tiger as an emblem of regal
power. A half-barbarous people is always inclined to deify
force, to worship physical strength, and to associate with it
all their notions of supremacy. The swiftness of the eagle’s
flight, the generous courage of the lionm, will recommend
them to the admiration of the healthier and nobler races of
the West; but the Oriental, with his innate thirst for blood,
and his instinctive adulation of despotic cruelty, turns from
the lion and the eagle to the sleek, beautiful, agile, vigorous,
but fierce and rapacious tiger. A tiger’s head, blazing with
diamonds and precious stones, adorned the throne of Hyder
Ali and Tippoo Saib, and, at the capture of Seringapatam,
fell into the hands of the British. A tiger's skin is often
worn as the peculiar costume of sovereignty.

With the usual discursiveness of boys, some of the audi-
tors in: what Douglas styled the Cave of Adventure now
proposed to take up the subject of the Wolf. Others were in
favour of the Rhinoceros; and Douglas waggishly suggested
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the Sea-Serpent! But Seymour and Fisher desired to make
these afternoon gatherings useful as well as amusing, and
felt that it would not be methodical to allow animal after
animal to be taken up, without regard to their proper zoo-
logical or scientific position.

“No,boys,” he said; ““ one thing at a time: we have not yet
exhausted the tiger. Let us take another journey from this
shady Yorkshire glen to the Indian jungle. What say you,
Douglas ?”

“ Well,” said Douglas, “we have heard a great deal about
killing tigers, but nothing about catching them alive.”

“(Catching them alive!” cried the Fat Boy; “you don’t
mean to say that such a ferocious beast is often captured
living, except when a mere whelp 7”

“I do, though,” rejoined Douglas; “and the way the
natives catch him in Oudh—Oudh, you know, the great pro-
vince annexed to our Indian Empire by Lord Dalhousie—
seems to me very ingenious. They mix up a kind of bird-
lime peculiarly tenacious and adhesive, with which they
plaster thoroughly the broad leaves of the prauss tree.
These leaves they spread in great quantities about the
neighbourhood of the tiger’s supposed lair, and then, armed
with their guns, they secrete themselves at convenient points,
and wait for his appearance. In due time he comes, rolling
his eyes to and fro in quest of prey, and little suspecting the
ambuscade that has been prepared for him. Soon one of
the leaves clings to his paw. Like all felines, he loves a
clean paw, and accordingly he tries to get rid of the adhesive
plaster, but in his exertions he covers himself with the pre-
paration—head, whiskers, body, and tail—prauss leaves and
bird-lime all over! When half blind and thoroughly ex-
hausted, he easily falls a victim to the hunters, who cripple
him, perhaps, with a shot or two, and then festoon him with
stout rope.” 6
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“I should like to know what that bird-lime was made
of I” exclaimed Mountjoy; “there’s lots of rabbits on the
common.”

“What! turn poacher, Mountjoy ?” said Seymour; “no,
that would never do.”

“Then,” continued Douglas, “I've read of a trap for
killing tigers which is jolly clever. I think it is called the
‘ spring-bow.” Well, you make an immense bow, some eight
or nine feet long, and string it with good stout gut line.
The path by which the tiger leaves his lair is usually a very
narrow one, and on each side of the path, opposite one an-
other, you drive into the ground two firm posts. To each
of these fasten one end of the bow, and get ready an arrow
dipped in deadly poison. Insert a blunt stick between the
bow and the bow-string, to extend the latter, just as if you
were going to discharge it; and between the end of the stick
and the inner side of the bow, drive a long wedge, to whose
thick extremity you have bound a long string and stretched
it—the string, T mean—right across the tiger’s path. Now
place your arrow in the bent bow, and see what will come
of it. Why, out from his cover prowls Mr. Tiger; goes
straight up against the wedge-string; the wedge and the
blunt stick drop out, and away flies the poisoned arrow
straight into the tiger’s heart.”

“ Thanks for your description, Douglas,” said Seymour ;
“but I should imagine the bow was liable to frequent mis-
haps. The string might relax, for instance, and then the
plot would fail. The Hindus, however, wage war against
the man-eater in a score of ways. They kill a bullock, make
incisions in the carcass, gather some red berries which grow
in the jungle and are peculiarly poisonous, pound them to
dust, and rub the powder very plentifully into the said in-
cisions. The tiger finds the prey, and begins to devour it.
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In a few minutes the poison spreads through all his veins,
and he is stricken to death by a consuming fire.

“Then another manceuvre, and one which requires no
ordinary degree of pluck to carry out, is to build a stout cage
of bamboo, with wide intervals between the reeds, transport
it at nightfall to the depths of the jungle, and, armed with
a well-tempered tulwar —-or sword — ensconce yourself
within it, and wa.

“Iu due time the tiger sallies forth, and his organs of
smell conduct him to your ambuscade. He flings himself
against the cage, which, however, you have securely fixed
between a couple of trees, and with greedy teeth and fero-
cious claws endeavours to seize upon you. Keep cool, and
bide your time. See, now he presents his breast towards
y: u, and with a firm thrust you drive your tulwar into his
body—up to the very hilt—and, mortally wounded, the
beast lies down to die, or crawls back to his cover, where,
the next morning, you may claim his carcass as the reward
of your daring.”

“If the tiger did overturn your cage,” said Vernon, “you
would be in an awkward position.”

“True,” answered Seymour, “ but no gallant deed can be
accomplished by the mind that always weighs possibilities.
¢If) ‘but, and ‘ might, are the coward’s words; no brave
man, no hero ever gives heed to them. Had young
Durosier thought of either, he would not, perhaps, have been
killed, but then his memory would never have been held
in immortal honour.”

“WWho was Durosier?” inquired Vernon.

“Don’t you know the story? Well, I will tell it to you,
for every boy ought to know it.*

* Miss Pardoe, ‘ Episodes of French History.’
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ANECDOTES OF DUTY DONE.

“ At one of Napoleon’s battles, this young officer, name
Durosier, was in attendance on the emperor at the moment
when it became necessary to despatch an order to one of the
generals of division, and he volunteered to carry it, though
the service was one of imminent peril

“The emperor gave him his instructions, and added :—

“¢Spare neither yourself nor your horse, sir, said he
sternly ; ‘ there is not a moment to loée, and return at once
to report to me that my order has been obeyed.’

“ Away, amid the storm of shot and shell, galloped the
brave young fellow, and in less than a quarter of an hour
was again in the emperor’s presence.

“*You have done well, sir, said Napoleon, when he had
received his report, ‘you have a clear brain and a stout
heart, though still so young. I give you a captain’s rank,
and attach you henceforth to my person.’

“ ¢Tt is too late, sir, murmured the young soldier.

“ ¢ Too late, Captain Durosier,—and why?’

* ¢ Sir, they bave hit me,’ and as he spoke, he threw open
his coat. ‘The blood was streaming from a wound in the
chest. ¢All will soon be over, but I have done my daty—
Vive T Empereur ! Vive la France!’

“ He reeled for an insiant in his saddle, and then fell
hack heavily into the arms of an officer who had sprung
forward to assist him. Durosier was dead.”

“ The anecdote,” said Fisher, “is an interesting one ; but
I can match it with an English example. My hero is a
private of the Buffs. In one of our Chinese expeditions—
the last, I believe—some Sikhs and this private of the Buffs
fell into the hands of the Chinese, were brought before the
authorities, and commanded, if they would save their lives,
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to perform the kotoo. The Sikhs accordingly grovelled in
the dust, but not so our stout English soldier. He felt that
he represented England, and though death stared him in
the face, he declared that he would not prostrate himself
before any Chinaman alive. Straightway his head was
stricken off, and his body thrown on a dung-hill. T re-
member that the incident suggested an eloquent little ballad,
whose concluding verses I may quote to you :—* ;

‘ Yes, honour calls !—with strength like steel
He put the vision by.
Let dusty Indians whine and kneel ;
An English lad must die
And thus, with eyes that would not shrick,
With knee to man unbent,
Unfaltering on its dreadful brink,
To his red grave he went.

‘ Vain, mightiest fleets, of iron framed ;

Vain, those all-shattering guns;

Unless proud England keep, untamed,
The strong heart of her sons.

So, let his name through Europe ring—
A man of mean estate,

Who died, as firm as Sparta’s king,
Because his soul was great.” ”

Fisher's anecdote and quotation proved very acceptable,
and a desultory conversation upon heroes and heroism en-
sued, until Lambert recalled tlie boys to their original
subject by the apt inquiry,— '

“ What has all this to do with tigers?”

“True,” said Seymour, “and now I will tell you another
story about a Man-Eater.”]

* Macmillan’s Magazine : ‘ The Private of the Buffs,’ by Sir ¥. H. Doyle.
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TWENTY-FOUR HOURS OF ADVENTURE.*

My authority for the following story is Captain Shake-
spear, who on his way from Belaspore to Bhundurah, had
occasion to halt at a village called Doongurghur. He found
that the village had recently been desolated by a couple of
man-eating tigers, who had killed a great number of the in-
habitants. Burning with love of sport, he resolved upon a
campaign against these two destroyers, a resolve which was
Lailed by the surviving villagers as worthy of the magna-
nimity of a Burrak Sahib.

The last victim of the men-eaters had been the Byraghee,
or holy man, who officiated at the temple of the village.
When informed of this sacrilege, the rajah had hired five
native shikarees to recover the body of the holy man from
the tiger's lair, but affrighted at the stories which were
poured into their ears at Doongurghur, they fled the scene.
Nor was this much imputation on their cowardice, for these
poor fellows were armed with matchlocks only, and the
tigers from their fastnesses kept so vigilant an outlook, that
not a man could move in the jungle or the forest except in
the heat of the day, without their seeing him.

Captain Shakespear started with his shikarees at once
for Doongurghur. After marching about two and a half
miles, he found two natives with matchlocks, one up in a
tree, the other concealed at its foot. Addressing them, he
asked, ‘ Have you heard any tidings of the man-eaters?
‘What are you hunting, that you sit up yonder?’ They re-
plied that they were lying in wait for the chikura, or ravine
deer, the gazelle of Arabia, and that as to the tigers they
knew nothing of their whereabouts. Taking one of their
weapons as he rode along, he fell to flattering its workman-

* Capt. Ienry Shakespear, < Wild Sports of India.’
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ship and praising its unerring aim: ¢ Come,” said he, ¢ you
and I are brothers. You are a shikaree, and so am I, you
must come and help me to kill these tigers.” The mau went,
and his companion followed ; but sooth to say, both showed
a manifest reluctance. In a short time, however, the whole
procession arrived at Doongurghur.

There spread the beautiful lake for which it was so
famous—a lake sereme, and still, and cool—with broad
water-lilies floating like swans upon its unruffled surface.
The village clustered on its shore, but seemed abandoned
to silence and desolation. Not a sound was audible; life
seemed to have fled from the accursed place. At length, a
chuprassee of the rajah, and two men and a boy, being the
only family that had remained, issued from the huts. The
clder man was the kullal, or wine-maker and wine-vender of
the village, but, like Othello, his occupation was gone. He
had the most to lose in the way of property, and accordingly
had remained when all the rest had fled or been killed.
His eyes were like a ferret’s, and he had maintained his
courage by liberal potatious of fiery drink.

Having supplied his shikarees and attendants with a
plentiful supply of food and tobacco, Captain Shakespear
prepared for action. He resolved, if possible, to shoot the
tiger from a tree, since he had no elephant at his disposal.

One of his small body-gnard, or naicks, thereupon
volunteered to look out for a suitable tree—near a tank
¢f shallow and muddy water that had been constructed at
the foot of the neighbouring mountain—and there to tie up
securely a small bullock, about twenty months old. Having
taken with him one of the captain’s double-barrelled guns,
the three villagers, and another shikaree, he started in the
noontide heat of the day, when the tiger loves to repose in
the shade of his jungle lair.
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About three Lours afterwards, the naick returned in a
state of great alarm, saying that he had not completed the
trap, for the shikaree, he was afraid, had bLeen carried off.
The man was just below the tree, cutting wood, and collect-
ing leaves to screen the shooter in a kind of bower, but that
he had suddenly disappeared.

Captain Shakespear ordered his shikarees to get his
rifles, intending to attempt the recovery of the unfortunate
man’s body. On arriving at the spot, he heard the spotted
"deer give utterance to the shrill bark which denotes their
alarm at the approach of a beast of prey. But in vain did
he search for any trace of the supposed catastrophe, and it
turned out the next day, that he had fled, panic-stricken, to
his own village, some three or four miles distant.

Returning in the direction of the ambuscade he had
ordered, he found that all his people had secreted them-
selves in the screen or bower—the mechaun, as the Hindus
call it—which they had constructed, and were looking in-
tently down into a ravine beneath. To Captain Shake-
spear’s inquiries they responded: ‘The Bagh is just below
us!” He looked with equal curiosity into the ravine, but
could see nothing through the dense brushwood that clothed
it. The sun had set, and it was nearly dark. The captain,
therefore, judged it advisable to return to his camp, where
all was made secure for the night. The horses and cattle
were confined within the narrowest' possible limits; the
carts piled up outside them as a rampart; and large fires
kindled at every twenty yards. Over and above the regular
sentry of dismounted troopers, the servants were told off.
and these furnished four more sentinels, so as to afford a
relief every two hours. Having completed these prepara-
tions, Captain Shakespear retired to his couch, with his
rifles, ready loaded, placed ready to his hand.
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All through thenight the hurgoors—these are the baboons
of Hindustan, and, when on their hind legs, stand five and
a half feet high—chattered and hooted incessantly among
the trees, up to the very verge of the encampment. These
animals, which dwell in the mountains with the tigers and
panthers, never allow them to move without following them,
and by jumping from branch to branch of the trees, over
their heads, they give warning of the tiger’s approach. The
horses also were very restless during the night, but the
blazing fires and vigilant sentries prevented the tigers from
making any attack.

It will readily be understood that owing to these cir-
enmstances Captain Shakespear waited eagerly for the dawn,
and as soon as ‘rosy-fingered Aurora’—hem !—peeped forth
in the eastern skies—

[“T suppose,” said Beauchamp, “you mean, as soon as it
was morning.”

“Precisely,” replied Seymour, “but I thought you would
prefer the more poetical expression.”]

Well : as soon as it was morning, he roused his people, and
they all started for the place where the young bullock had
been fastened up. The Kullab, or Doongurghur wine-maker,
acted as guide. Scarcely had they gone two hundred yards
before they heard the roar of their enemy. The poor villager,
the father of the only surviving family at Doongurghur, ex-
claimed, ¢ Wuh hai—that is he ! that’s the tiger who owns my
village.! Captain Shakespear replied, ¢ If you run, you are
a dead man; keep close in my rear.’ Placing in the front
the head shikaree, Mangkabe, who was 'gifted with remark-
able powers of vision, the party proceeded, until they reached
some rocks from which the poor calf could be seen. There
he lay, apparently dead. But where was the tiger? See,
something moves! Surely it is the tail of some large
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animal. And now, the whole body, with its glittering
painted hide, is plainly discernible. He has emerged on the
open, and between him and his assailants not a leaf, not a
blade of grass intervenes; but within gunshot stands a
single forest-tree, without a branch on it for th<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>