TEXT FLY WITHIN
THE BOOK ONLY



UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OU_166755

AdVvddl
TVSHIAINN









OSMANIA UNIVERSITY LIBRARY
Call No. ‘_\),1‘\ &4 Accession No. A Qo e @
Author 3 s 0“3, S - Q_J

Title Bagq Aot emcoumters \aq
This book should be returned on or before the date
last marked below. )

Fi







BIG GAME
ENCOUNTERS

CRITICAL MOMENTS IN THE
rTyeS OF WELL-KNOWN SHIKARIS

¥DITED BY

STANLEY JEPSON

Editor of “ The Illustrased " Wiskly of India”’

FOREWORD BY
COLONEL A. I. R. GLASFURD, CM.G.,, D.S.O.

With Explanatory Chapters on Wild Life

LONDON
H. F. & G. WITHERBY, LTD.
326, High Holborn, W.C.1



First published 1936
Second Impression 1937

Published in India by
The Times Press, Bombay

MADE IN GREAT BRITAIN



FOREWORD

" By CoLoNEL A. I. R. GLasFurp, C.M.G., D.S.O.

(Author of Musings of an Old Shikari, Rifle and Romance in the
Indian Fungle, etc.)

It is with diffidence that the writer undertakes to introduce
these stirring narratives from men whose experience and
knowledge probably much exceed his own.

The sole excuse that he can offer for the presumption,
even in his close approach to that * threescore and ten,” is a
lifelong intensity of hunting instinct—exercised and developed
in those wild and primitive surroundings in which much of his
life has been passed—a *‘ ruling passion” in which he will
yield to nobody until ‘“ his days are all done and he’s shouldered
his gun for the Hunting Grounds Happy and Free.”

These gripping pages from the principal actors in many a
stark affair cannot fail to carry their own recommendation as
long as human nature lasts. Yet, ere the reader impatiently
skips this preliminary, let us garrulous old hunters pluck his
sleeve a moment with the aphorism that circumstances alter even
such cases as are related in this book—be they actual tragedy
or merely narrow escape; and remind him that such have
become less frequent, owing to immense improvements in fire-
arms.

Thus, “ Daddy, shooting tigers in India,” is far from going
in constant danger of his life: anyway, it will very largely
depend on the way daddy does it.
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On the other hand, all being part of the game, nothing can
eliminate the intrusions of chance—the ‘¢ split-second ” error
of judgment—a moment’s over-excitement—failure or mis-
management of one’s weapon—the folly of a companion, of a
beater, of oneself—the turn of Fortune’s wheel.

Again—the glory of galloping down a lion on an African
plain, and springing or not from one’s horse for the shot, might
appear to be a much shorter cut to suicide than a vigil from tree
or zariba, a quiet deliberate ‘ plug *’ at short range, and a sleep
till dawn before investigating results. But such is by no means
necessarily the case. Indeed, to be “ hoorooshed ’ and run to a
breathless standstill is, for a few decisive moments, far more
disabling for a ‘“king of beasts’ than to lie in his natural
shelter, licking a painful but not immediately vital wound,
silent, invisible, watchful, furiously vindictive—and then to be
approached by a very obvious and detested biped. Also, there
are some things that seem better done in hot blood than in cold !

That one experienced shikari should have declined to
contribute to this anthology on the grounds that half of such
‘ contretemps ’ are due to bad work, ignorance or carelessness,
seems a pity; for to err is not only human, but instructive,
I also venture to suggest that, however much at fault they may or
may not have been, most of our contributors prize rather than
regret their “ experience ’—provided that it was not gained at
somebody else’s expense, or too serious to self.

Pigsticking ‘‘ adventures *’ will, it is hoped, be included in
future editions of the volume: for here, surely, is the very
apotheosis of all hunting—no scientific, easily death-dealing,
long-range, modern engine of precision; only the simplest of
age-old equipment, the primitive (though exceedingly deadly)
spear, and the grand old combination of man and horse in very
intimate encounter with probably the most courageous animal
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on earth. Just a man’s hands, a horse’s legs, roar-roar of wind in
ears, and a splendid fighting foe in front. The acme of physical
—and mental—uplift. The cavalry spirit |

In conclusion, all credit to the Editor; not only for his
idea of so unusual and arresting a compilation, but also for
the perseverance with which he has carried it out—a task not
lightly to be undertaken in . . . these days. That he himself
is a keen and practical shikari is clear : but this, together with
the success of his wider journalistic career, does not surprise
the writer—whose most efficient young Quartermaster he was,

in and after the War.
A.L.R.G.
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PREFACE

THE foundation of this book is a careful selection from a number
of articles, which appeared over the course of two years in the
news magazine I edit, The Illustrated Weekly of India. An
appeal was made to well-known sportsmen to send in accounts
of what they considered their most exciting moments with
dangerous game, and the result certainly made good reading
for a popular news magazine. In this book something more
has been attempted, and I have added five chapters. One of
these is an experience of my own; and of the others, three con-
stitute an attempt to analyse the principles which may be
found in the accounts contributed by various authors. I am
indebted to that well-known sportsman Mr. A. A. Dunbar
Brander for the suggestion that these underlying principles
should be dug out from the * tense moments.” In this way I
have endeavoured to analyse the animal mind, and to show how
it reacts in its relationship with man the hunter, as well as with
the non-hunter. The reader who studies these chapters will
realise what a marked difference there is in animal mentality
between the two contacts.

In this attempt to produce yet another shikar book, which
may be different because it gives many points of view instead
of one, I am greatly indebted to all the contributors of this
series. Each one has consented to the inclusion of his article,
and I wish to express my appreciation of this valuable
co-operation. Nearly fifty articles were originally published in this
series, and about half have now been selected for the book.
There is nothing in the order of arrangement beyond a desire
to vary the subject matter from animal to animal in order to
avoid wearying the reader ; though it must be admitted that the
first chapter, which was the first article published, from the

xiii
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pen of Mr. Smythies, would be hard to beat from the point of
view of tenseness !

The author of each chapter guarantees that it is true in
detail and some of the experiences prove the old adage that
“truth is stranger than fiction.”” For instance, if any film
scenario writer or fiction author had pictured a tiger being
found under a table in a bungalow, even experienced naturalists
might have been pardoned for dismissing the yarn with a con-
temptuous smile. Yet this experience is given by Mr. Wimbush,
a member of the Forest Service, while camping in a Madras
Presidency forest bungalow. Other instances of astonishing
escapes are plentiful. There was Capt. C. R. S. Pitman, Game
Warden of Uganda, tracked relentlessly by a herd of wild
elephants led by a large cow determined on revenge—quite
a different affair from the average wild animal which always
seeks to avoid the company of man: until wounded, of
course. There is an almost equally thrilling incident related
by Mr. Randolph Morris, a big game man of long experience
in one of the best stocked forests of Southern India: elephants
determinedly attacked his camp at night. Then there was an
unprovoked attack by a monster S’ladang in the Malay States,
related by Major M. C. Maydon. ™

I am well aware that there are excluded from this book
many remarkable incidents in the annals of shikar which ought
to be included. That is not the fault of the Editor. The reader
must blame the modesty of the big game man, who more often
than not dislikes talking about his experience. The memories
may be painful ones; or it may be that long months of life in
the wild have developed a dislike of publicity equal to that of
the animals themselves.

Col. A. E. Stewart, the author of that invaluable tiger shooting
manual Tiger and Other Game, excused himself from
contributing an article because he believes that all tense
moments are a confession of error—generally of error which
the sportsman ought to have avoided. This may be a counsel
of perfection, but it is an original viewpoint, especially to
those who believe with the Editor that tense and dangerous
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moments are unavoidable sooner or later in the pursuit of
big game. Says Col. Stewart in a letter to the Editor: “ All
along I have avoided, on principle, giving details or exciting
pictures of hairbreadth escapes, etc. Fifty per cent. of these
are the result of bad shikar, ignorance or carelessness.

‘“ But you may argue that in describing tense moments
they act as a warning to the novice, and there I must agree with
you. Any I had were when I was a youngster, and twice I
nearly lost my life with bear; but both times it was because
I was young and ignorant. And if I send you an article, it
won’t be in any bravado stunt, but more in the shape of a
warning to -others not to do what I did on these occasions.”

Few people will subscribe entirely to the viewpoint in the
first paragraph. For the pitcher that goes to the well daily is sure
to be broken in the end, be it handled ever so carefully. Were
there no personal peril in the pursuit of dangerous game, few
of the contributors to this series would have spent their hours
in the jungle. It is safe to say that most of them tire sooner
or later of the pursuit of those big horned trophies of non-
dangerous game, however arduous and wearying the trial.
Many, like Mr. Champion who contributes * Tense Moments
with a Camera,” have forsaken the rifle altogether. But most
big game men return with unquenchable zest to the pursuit
of that wily animal the tiger, or the rogue elephant.

No apology is made for the inclusion in this book of a final
chapter on the Preservation of Wild Life. The matter sadly
needs publicity, and I have always endeavoured to give it as
much as possible in The Illustrated Weekly of India as well as
in other ways. Nor is there anything inconsistent in the inclu-
sion of this chapter in a shikar volume. It is generally recognised
by people in a position to talk on the matter that the shikari
is nature’s best gamekeeper. His movements enable him to
gather personal information and form opinions at first hand.
The sportsmen of India have taken a lead in this movement,
and there is nothing incongruous or selfish in their attitude.
The sportsman, of all people, is in a unmique position to help.
His hobby takes him into the jungle, brings him into possession
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of the tacts of the case, and enables him to detect and expose
cases of ruthless slaughter, poaching, netting, or other mistaken
activities. The few heads which he may select in the course
of a year are of old males, and if he takes up the pursuit of the
wily tiger, he is actually contributing in a very direct way to
the preservation of those animals on whom the carnivora prey,
such as sambhur, cheetal, etc. Nor should it be thought that
sportsmen who interest themselves in the movement for the
Preservation of Wild Life do so from selfish motives. Restricted
shooting is not inconsistent with the preservation of game.
What is needed is protection from wanton butchery over water
holes, salt licks and such places. If this volume does nothing
more than educate public opinion on the habits of those wild
animals which appeal to the popular imagination, and stimulate
opinion and thought on the subject of Wild Life Preservation,
then it will have served its purpose.

Bombay, 1936. S. J.

* * *

The Editor acknowledges with thanks the help of Mr. S. A
Vahid, I.F.S., of Khandwa, in reading through the Seconc
Section of the book, Mr. Vahid’s long jungle experience provec
most valuable; also of his former Commanding Officer
Col. A. I. R. Glasfurd, C.M.G., D.S.0., the well-knowr
shikari-author, who kindly added the footnotes shown
besides writing the Introduction. Thanks are also due t
Mr. W. G. Adam, an honorary Game Warden of Ceylon, fo
his most useful notes on exactly how certain wild animals attack
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CHAPTER 1
A TIGER THAT CLIMBED A TREE

By E. A. SmyTHises, I.F.S.

My E. A. Smythies, of the Indian Forest Service, tells how his
wife was attacked in her machan by a large tiger while he
himself, in a neighbouring machan, had only one cartridge
left. The tiger fell off one side of the machan just as Mrs.
Smythies stepped back and fell to the ground also.

AN adventure that in several aspects is believed to be unique
and is certainly one of the most exciting in the annals of big
game shooting in India, happened to my wife and myself on the
last day of 1925. Many garbled accounts of this incident have
been published in the press in Europe, Asia, America, and
Australia, but the following is an authentic first-hand account,
based on an article which I wrote at the time.

As a prelude to the story, it may be of interest to descrnbe
the general theory of tiger beating as practised in the submontane
forests of the United Provinces, with two or three elephants,
and a few stops, and the accompanying sketch map of the
actual beat will serve to illustrate the general theory.

The first essential is to locate or fix a tiger in an area suitable
for beating and where he is likely to lie up undisturbed. For
this a young buffalo (katra) is tied up night after night until
a wandering tiger finds and kills it. In this particular beat, the
katra is tied up at the junction of two bare stony streams as
they issue from the foothill (marked A.)

When a tiger has killed and dragged the carcase into the
heavy cover in the beat, the chances are that he will lie up
nearby during the day, and can be beaten out at leisure. The
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In this particular beat, orie of the most famous death traps
in the province, where to my knowledge over thirty tigers have
met their doom, the left side is naturally protected by a bare
stony stream, which no tiger would willingly cross, and where
therefore stops are superfluous. The right side, however, is
a well-wooded slope, at the foot of which a line of stops is
necessary to prevent the tiger from slinking off into the hills.

A tiger, lying up near his kill somewhere about the position
B, when disturbed by the approach of the elephants—moving
in the direction of the arrows—either slinks off through the
thick undergrowth in the direction of the first machan, or if
he goes off towards the hill, is faced with a line of stops, who
turn him back into the beat, and the elephants drive him slowly
and inexorably on to his doom. This is the famous Riala beat
of the Jaulasal shooting block.

Let the reader imagine himself on a brilliant cold-weather
morning in that glorious country where the first rampart of
the Himalayas without warning leaps out of the great alluvial
plain of northern India to form a broken medley of ridges and
foothills, cut up by‘deep ravines and boulder torrents. Here
in the sub-tropical vegetation, with trees festooned with orchids
and entwined with gigantic creepers, the sambhur swarm in
their natural habitat, and nightly the boulder-beds, paths,
and firelines are patrolled by the great carnivora seeking their
meat from God.

Let him join us in spirit at the forest bungalow a few miles
away, when the news arrives that a tiger has killed and dragged
into the Riala beat, and all is bustle and excitement, collecting
the stops, elephants, rifles, and the inevitable rope ladder for
my wife. We started off, and when still a quarter of a mile
from the point A, we dismounted from the elephants, and
made a long detour quietly in single file on foot, to get to the
top of the beat without disturbing the tiger.

Arrived at the spot, hot and dishevelled from the rough
scramble, I fixed up my machan in position of the first machan
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(as my wife had shot a tiger a few weeks before, and wanted me
to shoot this one) and selected a tree for my wife’s machan
in the position of back stop, about forty or fifty yards behind,
so that if the tiger went away wounded she might see where
it went and possibly be able to finish it off.

Fourteen Feer HicH

The tree selected was a stout tun tree, four feet to five feet
girth, and the machan was tied up at the first fork fourteen feet
above the ground. She sat in the machan with her back to the
tree and her legs dangling over. These details are important
in connection with what followed.

When we were both comfortably ensconced, the orderly
went off to place the stops, and we waited for the beat to begm

ntly away in the distance I heard the elephants moving
through the grass and trees, and almost at once a stop started
clapping and a tiger roared twice. Just in front of my machan
was a patch of very heavy narkul grass about twenty-ﬁve yards
in diameter ; after a few minutes I heard the tiger coming
through this patch, and presently it broke cover in a fast slouch.
I fired and, quite inexcusably, clean missed one of the easiest
shots imaginable—a tiger broadside on at about twenty-five

ds |

yal-Instead of dashing away he turned round and bounded
back -into the patch of narkul, with a second shot {also a miss)
to hurry him on his way, and lay up—invisible but quite close
to me—snarling hideously. When the elephants came up to
this patch, things began to get painfully exciting.

The tiger refused to break again, and vented his anger in
continuous and terrific roars, one of the elephants of a some-
what timid nature was trumpeting shrilly, and both were
crashing down young saplings and poles to try and drive him
out. Then one of these saplings crashed down right on top of
the tiger, and with another terrific roar he charged the two
elephants. The timid one tried to fly, but was gallantly stopped
by her mahout, while the other, as staunch an\elephant, with
as brave a mahout as one could wish to have, surged forward
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to the attack. Whereon the tiger turned and once more galloped
past me; and yet once more I made an exhibition of rank
shooting and missed him clean.

He went flashing past my wife, about thirty yards away,
and as it was nearly past her, she fired and I saw the brute
drop, the bullet just missing the spine. I saw her fire agaxn, but
the second shot appeared to miss.

It is here that the incredible part of the episode begins,
which lifts it from the commonplace into the region of the
unique. As she fired the second shot, apparently some movement
attracted his notice, for with a crescendo of the most appalling
roars I have ever heard he turned round and charged towards
her, climbing the tree for all the world like a colossal domestic
cat, with his gigantic forearms almost encircling it ! ‘

“ Good God,” I shouted a warning, * look out, it’s climbing
your tree,” and as I turned round hurriedly, I knocked all the
loose cartridges out of my machan to the ground.

As things were, I had no option but to take the nsk of
hitting my wife. I fired at the brute, when it was half way up
the tree, but only grazed it. As I looked down to work the
bolt and re-load, I realised I had one cartndge left, and looking
up again I saw my wife standmg up in the machan with thé
muzzle of her rifle in the tiger’s mouth—his teeth marks.are
eight inches up the barrel—and he was holding on to the edge
of the machan with his forepaws and chin.

In this position she pulled the trigger—and had a mtsﬁre

You must realise that, at least, twoshizds. of the tiger’s
weight was now on the machan, for except for his back claws,
he was hanging out from the tree by the width of the machan
which was rocking violently from his efforts to get on to it.
The next thing I saw was my wife lose her balance and topple
over backwards, on the side away from the tiger.

The beast did not seem to notice her disappearance, and
as I again aimed at him, I saw him still clawing and biting the
machan—the timber .was almost bitten through, and the strings
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torn to shreds. I fired my last available cartridge, and by the
mercy of Heaven the bullet went true.

It took the tiger in the heart and he crashed over backwards
on to the ground immediately below the machan, where he
lay hidden from view in the grass. I did not know at the time
he was dead ; nor, of course, did my wife.

All T knew was that my wife had disappeared from the
machan on one side of the tree, and the tiger on the other,
that I had no cartridges left; and that I was helpless for the
moment to give any further assistance. In fact, I expected every
second to hear her screams, and to hear the awful noise of a
tiger killing his prey.

Wire’s OWN STORY

Whether my predicament was as bad as my wife’s can be

judged from her view of the incident. I quote her words :
-, *“As I fired again, apparently my movement caught the
tiger’s eye, for he turned round and charged straight at my
tree, roaring worse than ever. I thought he was dashing past,
but suddenly realised he was climbing up the tree wvertically
under my machan, and had just time to scramble to my feet,
when his huge striped face and paws appeared over the edge,
and he was evidently attempting to climb into the machan
itself.

‘ His great mouth was open and all his teeth were bloody,
‘and bloody foam came up at me with his roaring and spattered
my hat and clothes. I pushed the barrel of my rifle into his
open mouth and well down his throat (his teeth marks are
eight inches up the barrel to this day) and pulled the trigger,
and had a misfire.

“Then I really began to feel desperate, and did not know
what to do. We were having a regular tussle with the rifle, and
he was shaking me about with it, when suddenly his huge
paw came up through the bottom of the machan, cutting the
strings to shreds, and in stepping back to avoid it, I must have
stepped over the edge, for the next thing I knew I was falling.
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“] thought I was falling straight on to the tiger, and it
flashed through my mind, ‘surely I am not going to be killed
like this.’

“T never felt hitting the ground, but my next conscious
impression was that I was running madly through the grass
and undergrowth and over fallen trees, expecting at every step
to feel the tiger leaping on me and (I don’t mind confessing)
feeling absolutely terrified.”

» » L]

Meanwhile I was yelling myself hoarse for an elephant,
when suddenly my wife appeared at the foot of my tree
apparently unhurt, and we stared at each other speechless.
Almost simultaneously one of the mahouts arrived, who had
rushed up his elephant regardless of wounded tigers or anything
else, and she hastily scrambled up, and cleared off into safety,
unhurt but for a slightly sprained wrist and a few minor scratches
and bruises from her fourteen-foot fall.

One of the back-stops, who had seen the whole incident
(and had in consequence climbed up to the topmost twig of a
sixty-foot tree) was shouting that he could see the tiger lying
dead, and went off with her to the bungalow, leaving the stops
to bring in the tiger.



CHAPTER II
TRACKED BY A HERD OF WILD ELEPHANTS

By Carr. C. R. S. PrtMAN
Game Warden of Uganda Protectorate
(Author of A Game Warden Among His Charges, etc.)

The author of this story had the unenviable experience in
Africa of being hunted by a herd of elephants which he was
following up. How he saved himself from a desperate
situation makes exciting reading.

“ TeENSE moments with big game ” is what I am asked to write
about, and during twenty-four years of intimate acquaintance
with a variety of God’s wild creatures, both peaceable and
dangerous, in India and Africa, there are many tense moments
which pass in review in one’s mind.

There was that first tigress in Chanda, C.P. (1911), shot
from a ‘“ machan” sited far too low, and the never-to-be-
forgotten vision of a tawny, striped fury, thrashing wildly
around with its huge paws, biting, clawing, towering over
the occupant, but fortunately, with its head pointing in the
opposite direction ; the man-killer sloth bear, virtually dead,
a gaping cavity where its heart should have been, racing
down-hill, hurling one aside in that last convulsive rush;
the old gaur, stalked laboriously most of the day, which
turned the tables and in the late afternoon suddenly came out
behind the trail, taking one completely unawares; those
hideous thirty seconds beneath a wounded buffalo when
‘““man born of woman » was speedily reduced to pulp; the
‘enraged elephant, provoked unnecessarily by an imbecile
gun-bearer with a shower of small-bore bullets, its trunk

10
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mercifully pulled up by a frontal snapshot as it stretched out
to grasp mere man, helpless to move and in a state of semi-
collapse, the muscles of his right calf split in half when jumping
aside and landing in a concealed hole.

They were all tense, and there are many others, but the
worst was the occasion which provoked desperate fear. The
extent of fear is, I consider, a genuine gauge of the degree
of intensity.

Bitter, painful experience has given me a very wholesome
respect for the African buffalo. I would never take liberties
with the creature, I have learnt my lesson, but it is in connection
with the elephant that I have to acknowledge the meaning of
real fear. It is so big, so rough, so terrifyingly noisy, and those
who profess contempt of this amazingly powerful and awe-
inspiring creature do so either from bravado or from folly bred
of ignorance. “ For all they that take the sword shall perish
by the sword” is an oft-used biblical quotation which seems
peculiarly apt in the case of those who habitually hunt the
African elephant, for if they go on long enough they almost
invariably come to grief. K

* L ] *

In 1925, I knew a great deal less about the African elephant
than I do now. Though never foolhardy, I was, as is only to
be expected, for some while decidedly ignorant. Experience
is usually bought ; some find its acquisition dearer than others.

I had just taken over the post of Game Warden of the
Uganda Protectorate. The control of enormous herds of
elephants which are a source of incredible damage to the crops,
was my primary responsibility.

In the most important areas the far-reaching control
organisation was particularly efficient, but there were numerous
outlying localities in which it did not operate.

It was from one of these distant areas that appeals for
assistance were most frequent, coupled with horrifying tales
of the ferocity of the elephant herd in question. I could not
help feeling that the most was being made of a bad business,
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though at the same time I did not discredit all the tales of
savagery. Personal investigation was indicated, and light-
heartedly I set forth on a venture which all but had a tragic
ending.

Many so-called ‘ concerted ”’ attacks on the part of wild
animals are recorded, but when analysed it is usually found
that the mob follows a leader (or leaders). Kill the leader
and the danger disappears. This particular elephant herd was
renowned for its evil temper, and apparently it was notorious
as far back as the days prior to the advent of British Administra-
tion. The cruel pastime of ring-firing the elephants, which used
to be indulged in freely by the natives each dry season, is
undoubtedly the origin of this unpleasant state of affairs.

The country the herd frequented is savannah interspersed
with regions of woodland. It is neither difficult nor the grass
unduly long; the bush rarely thick and the cover, with the
exception of a few small patches, by no means dense. The
grass at that time of year averaged three to four feet. It was
believed that the herd did not total more than a hundred,
though it normally moved about in parties of twenty to thirty.

Having been informed that every European who had been
in contact with these elephants in recent years had had experience
of their aggressive ways, I was not ignorant of what to expect.

® ® *
LostT SPOOR

Although a herd of about seventy had been in the vicinity
for several weeks, a few days prior to my arrival it had moved
right away and apparently all that was left was a big bull
accompanied by a couple of cows. There had been rain during
the night and the early hours of the morning, and so it was
not difficult to estimate the age of the tracks once they were
picked up. Purposely the trail had been taken up late, as it
was hoped to find the elephants in their mid-day refuge. It
was preferable to tackle such bad-tempered beasts when at
rest, rather than when on the move.

For the first half-hour, the tall grass and tangled vegetation
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was high above our heads.  Through it the elephants, moving
in single file, had beaten a highway. From time to time they
wandered in aimless circles; at one point they had uprooted
a great tree, fully fifty feet high, with huge trunk girth and
roots four to six inches in diameter, and had left it flat on the
ground. All this energy had been expended for the sake of a
few tiny, fig-like fruits. At noon the spoor led to a small
puddle of red, liquid mud where the trio evidently had had
great fun, and from the freshness of the muddy tracks leading
away from it, the quarry could not have been far ahead.

Unfortunately, the tracks then entered an area of short
grass in which large numbers of elephants had been feeding
a few hours previously, and it was soon evident that the spoor
of the three we were following had been lost.

In fact, the evidence on every hand indicated that we had
reached the place from which they had started overnight, and
when they had rested and fed the previous day, but all the
tracks had been mingled with those, not many hours old, of
another herd. .

Eventually we followed the most recent tracks of a fair-
sized herd. However, tracks of about the same age were also
plentiful, and after moving for a while towards almost every
point of the compass, it seemed as if none were really fresh,
and that hours might elapse before we came up with any
elephants.  Also, the general direction was leading us from
camp.

We had been moving steadily for five hours through tiring
country, and reluctantly I decided it was time to abandon our
quest and retrace our steps, a decision which was extremely
unpopular with our guides.

In spite of the protestations of our followers who seemed
very convinced that elephants were not far distant, homeward
we turned. We had been moving for less than a quarter of an
hour, when we cut the fresh tracks of a small herd—about
a dozen animals, mostly cows and calves. This surprise acted
like a tonic, and after traversing a short three-quarters of a mile
the herd was viewed. The cows and calves were feeding—it
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was about 2.30 p.m.—and a couple of bulls sheltered under a
huge, evergreen fig-tree. The bulls rested while the remainder
of the herd browsed, but as soon as the feeding animals moved
too far away they followed them and took up a new position.

While having a good look from the top of a huge ant-heap
to see which animals could be tackled most favourably, I
fortunately detected the two bulls, partially concealed by
the thick foliage, a hundred yards away to the left. I had only
to move forward a short way and I could not have failed to
have given them my wind.

Instructing my followers as to what was happening and
slightly retracing my steps I made a wide detour in order to
approach them up-wind. I thought that if I could get rid of
these two, the remainder of the herd, leaderless, might leave
the neighbourhood. It was just after this that dramatic events
began to follow each other with remarkable rapidity.

Exercising a little caution, it was easy enough to get right
up to—and this means within a dozen paces of—the two big
fellows, but they were screened by bushes which concealed
most of their bulky bodies. All that was clearly visible were
two huge heads looming over the top. One, the nearer, was
facing; the other was turned away to the left and mainly
obscured by its companion. Neither offered an easy shot, and
eventually I decided to take a facing shot, a risky proceeding,
as even the expert is inclined to shoot high.

This is exactly what happened, for though the elephant
collapsed to the bullet, it was on its feet again instantly, and the
thickness and height of the bushes made an effective second
shot practically impossible. Though it staggered to the second
bullet, the bull rushed off in headlong flight.

For some moments after the shooting there was pande-
monium. The two bulls disappeared up-wind and the rest
of the herd followed, the wild trumpeting and loud crashing
as the panic-stricken beasts hurled themselves through the
scrubby woodland becoming fainter and fainter until it finally
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ceased. In our turn we were about to follow, when suddenly
there was a renewal of the noise which rapidly increased in
intensity—the herd was returning.

I told my fellows who were unarmed, that they had better
look after themselves, and they accordingly scattered. At
the same time I took the precaution of shifting my position so
that I would be clear of the rush of the elephants.

I had hardly stood to await developments when I saw the
main mob charging madly up the way we had come; not
only that, but the brutes were actually following up our tracks
with their trunks, for all the world like a pack of hounds in full
cry after a fox.

» L J *»

RELENTLESS TRACKERS

When they arrived at the spot where my followers and I
had parted company and where the former had scattered,
without a moment’s hesitation they opened out and began to
nose their way along individual tracks in a most disquieting
and uncanny fashion. They were led by a large cow and
seemed determined to find us, and kept on feeling the breeze
with their trunks.

Fearing for my weaponless followers I decided to create
a diversion, and although the shot was a long one I brought the
leader to her knees, but I had no time to see more, for with
an enraged squeal the two bulls unexpectedly burst out of the
bushes just in front of me and charged the sound of the shot.
They really meant business, but fortunately had not got my
vind, so followed up my tracks comparatively slowly.

One bull was tracking with trunk to the ground ; the other
accompanied him shoulder to shoulder. Reloading as I moved,
I took up a fresh position.

My pursuers suddenly caught sight of me, and with an
ear-splitting trumpet hurled themselves at me. I just had
time to jump aside, push my rifle into the face of the nearest
elephant and fire. To my utter relief he dropped.

Number two—the one originally wounded with the



16 BIG-GAME ENCOUNTERS

frontal shot—was, fortunately, sufficiently discouraged at seeing
his companion crash to the ground, to make off. Replacing the
fired cartridge as I went I took up a commanding position on
a flat-topped, roomy ant-heap and awaited further developments.

* * *

The herd continued to trumpet furiously and were in no
hurry to clear off. I have never before nor since come across
elephants so malicious and evil, and it was most disconcerting
to watch their methodical efforts to pick up the tell-tale scent
of their quarry.

The stricken bull staggered painfully to his feet, but a
bullet in the head laid him low for ever.

After the initial flight the herd had circled round
deliberately so as to pick up the human scent. Failing to
find it on the breeze, it was chance which led the herd across
our tracks with such startling results.

In the absence of a spare weapon, it is an excellent maxim
when using a double-barrel rifle against dangerous game,
never to fire off the second barrel unless absolutely necessary.
Throughout the episode, with the exception of the two barrels
fired successively at the nearer of the resting bulls there had
always been the second barrel in reserve.

The value of a heavy bullet backed by a high charge is
indicated by the instantaneous collapse of the elephant which
received a .450 bullet point-blank in its face. The missile
from a small bore rifle, unless very accurate, would not have
had this result, and in instantaneous effect may lie the difference
between life and death.
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WOUNDED AND TREE’'D BY DYING TIGER.
BRAVE SHIKARI’'S DEATH

By A. A. DuNBAR BRANDER
(Author of Wild Animals of Central India.)

*“ A Yungle Dilemma.”

ANYONE who has consistently hunted big game has had tense
moments. Such can often be portrayed in four lines, and
cannot be expanded. The following incident in my sporting
career lends itself to this purpose, and although it is not claimed
to be in any way extraordinary—rather the reverse in fact—it
nevertheless projects itself on my sporting memories; and
being ““ ordinary ” it may have a certain value as a background
to the extraordinary happenings portrayed in the present series.

During the war, owing to lack of guns, tigers increased at an
alarming rate, especially in the Khandwa District. ‘‘ Takkavi "
advances to purchase plough bullocks for forest villagers chiefly
resulted in free meals for tigers. Something had to be done
about it. Officers who had been invited to help had failed to
make much impression. At long last I found it possible to
snatch ten days, and visit one of the worst tracts.

Tigers were so numerous, it was generally necessary to
arrange two different beats in the day, and to trek seven or
eight miles to sit up over a third kill : personal supervision was
often impossible.

In the iricident which I am going to describe, I arrived at
dusk to find the “machan” placed in the worst possible
position. The local man had tied a bedstead into a tree, which
was growing out of the bank of a deep, narrow, straight-cut
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nala, and the kill was on the top of the bank at the foot of the
tree itself.

“ A MispLACED MACHAN ”’ v

Anyone with any experience will appreciate the errors and
difficulties ; but it was too late to make any alterations, so
I settled in with two advantages—no shade and a beautiful
moon. In about two hours’ time the tiger walked slowly up
the nala, where I could see him, but could not possibly bring
my gun to bear without movement resulting in disclosure. So
I sat frozen. He jumped out of the nala directly beneath my
feet, and hit his head on the end of a camel rope, which had
been left dangling from the machan.

He dropped straight back into the nala and retreated at a
brisk walk. All concealment was immediately abandoned.
I whipped round and knocked him down, but with a couple of
““ wallops ”” he was into cover, where he lay down and main-
tained a continuous and awesome demonstration.

There was much difficulty in getting the elephant up to
the tree. The tragedy developed next day. It was at once
apparent that the tiger had lain all night where I left him:
that he was very badly wounded, that my approach had moved
him, and that he was highly dangerous.

It was also obvious that he had crossed a depression and gone
into a small hillock, some four or five acres, bounded on one
side by the stralght-cut nala.

A rough sketch is more illuminating than any verbal picture.

. £l
Kill lephant when charged

Nala

. w/rere / stopped
GP an

' .-" o= Markers

S R "0 = Markers

S.1.Sitaram left here.  S.2. Where F.Sitaram was meuvled
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I at once surrounded this hillock with men in trees, taking
them round personally with the elephant for safety. I left
Sitaram at S;, with a herd of buffaloes and two fox terriers on
a leash, with strict orders to remain where he was until he got
direct orders from me to move. I then went into the circle
with a very nervous elephant, and a lot of long grass and
‘ Bauhinia ” creeper to deal with. The men in the trees were
splendid, they were watchful and absolutely silent.

It was at once obvious that I had circled the tiger and that
he was skilfully avoiding me until his chance came. I must
have been in that circle at least half an hour hunting round.
Save for the terriers there was dead silence. I had stopped the
elephant as a queer feeling came over, an intuition, and
I was listening. The dogs’ barking seemed nearer and more
continuous, I then distinguished a low moaning and felt con-
vinced of tragedy, somehow, somewhere. I was then at
position ‘““ A.” I pushed the elephant into the nala as the
easiest and quickest way towards the sound. When I got to
“ B ” I saw the tiger lying on the top of the bank, slightly above
me and quite close : I stopped and fired.

The tiger was lying flat on his belly with his head resting
between his forepaws. The position can be gauged by tracing
the bullet, which raked his forearm, then blew out both canines
on the left side, passing through his check. He jumped up,
bolted ten yards, whipped round and charged me, I sitting on
a pad, flush with the bank and about three feet from it. It is
very rare for animals to change their minds in this way, but my
defenceless position had evidently impressed the tiger.

My left barrel upset his charge, and his body, as it somer-
saulted, took the elephant fair in the ribs just below the pad :
the elephant promptly bolted. It was not until we reached the
fire-line that I was able to disengage myself from the elephant,
which, in spite of our efforts, insisted on going back to camp
at a smart shuffle. So that was that!

I at once returned to S, to find the * gaoli ” (herdsman)
and the buffaloes, but no Sitaram, and no terriers. The gaoli
explained that Sitaram had got bored waiting and had gone
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into the danger zone with the terriers : this was evident from
their continuous barking.

All organisation, all nerve, had by this time vanished frosp
the hunt. Most of the markers had vanished. I was able to
make contact with the Ranger, who was in a tree and had a gun.
He acquiesced readily with my shouted instructions that on no
account was he to leave the tree. 1 then entered the circle
alone, and shouting, got a moaning response, barely audible
between the continuous barking of the dogs and awe-inspiring
retorts from the tiger. Pushing on, I found Sitaram some eight
feet up a sapling and his left thigh more or less a large fleshy
flap : a horrible smother of blood and a still more horrible
drip, drip, of more blood. The dogs were entwined by their
chains round the sapling, and the tiger was in a dense and
impossible clump of Bauhinia about twenty yards off.

A DILEMMA

It is very easy sitting here writing these words to review
and criticise my action: but there comes a time in the life of
all men who have had adventurous lives, when instant action is
imperative, and the first impulse of thought persists and is
acted on. Your readers can gauge for themselves what they
would have done, what they should have done: I can merely
relate what I did.

My first impulse was to finish the business, get the job over
in fact, so I promptly unleashed the dogs, bitterly regretting
that I had, in a very short time. They promptly attacked the
clump and kept running back and fore between me and the
tiger to tell me where it was, but I was quite unable to induce
the tiger to charge or show himself. I then told Sitaram to drop
into my arms, which he did and then collapsed. All thought of
finishing the tiger had to be abandoned, Sitaram’s case was
paramount. I then found that I could not carry both Sitaram
and my rifle. I do not think in the whole of my life I disliked
anything more than having to put down my rifle and pick up
Sitaram, and, disarmed, turn my back on that tiger and walk
away, with the probability of being charged whilst doing so.



TREER'D BY DYING TIGER 21

The wiser course would have been not to have unleashed
the dogs until I had got Sitaram out.

It is a dreadful business having to carve a man with
inadequate equipment, without the assurance of trained know-
ledge, but I did what was obvious and within three hours
Sitaram started for Khandwa (thirty-six miles) with every
comfort I could devise and an S.0.S. relay of coolies at every
village.

I ate no breakfast or lunch, and at 3 p.m.—although still
intolerably hot—I went back to the jungle to “ finish the
business ”’ with the two terriers and the elephant, my instruc-
tions to the mahout having been, that the elephant was to be
“ tyar " (ready), and that he could dope it with anything he
liked short of killing it. Both he, and it, just kept within this
limit !

I retrieved my rifle by borrowing the Ranger’s gun. The
terriers at once found this magnificent tiger, with the flies
already busy on him.

Could he not have died just as well twelve hours sooner ?
Of course, camp had been broken and I chased my man in to
find him dying of shock and blood poisoning. His last words
were an injunction to care for his widow—his wish was fulfilled.

So died a brave and faithful servant.



CHAPTER IV
WHEN ELEPHANTS ATTACKED MY CAMP AT NIGHT

By Ranporra C. MORRIS

Few sportsmen can have had so thrilling an encounter with
elephants as did the writer of this article. His camp was
besteged on three sides by threateming pachyderms, and the
scene ts best described in his own words : *‘ The sholagas
Jeverishly made a ring of fires round the camp, and shots were
fired. Every now and then an elephant would crash through
the jungle with a shrill trumpet to within a few yards of the
ring of fires, to be met with yells and shots . . . then the whole
herd seemed to advance, and once or twice it looked as if they
would charge the camp en bloc.” A thrilling sequel was a duel
between two of the mammoths, and we leave the author to tell
the tale.

SceNe: Camp Namagundi, Billigirirangans.

Four of us were in camp: two men and two ladies. Soon
after nightfall a herd of elephants started trumpeting near
camp, and shortly after this the herd entered the patch of
evergreen jungle in which the camp was, from the western side,
surrounded the camp on three sides, and commenced to
demonstrate.

Things looked decidedly nasty. The Sholagas (a jungle
tribe and excellent trackers) feverishly made a ring of fires
round the camp with all available firewood, and shots were
fired. Every now and then an elephant would crash through
the jungle with a shrill trumpet, to within a few yards of the
ring of fires, to be met with yells and shots.

It was a weird and wild scene ; the glare of the fires round
the camp lighting up the figures of the two sportsmen standing
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with guns at the ready (shot guns were being used) with loaded
rifles at hand for any elephant that might break through the
ring of fires, the two women standing behind trees, and the
Sholagas running from fire to fire, waving fire-brands, banging
kerosene tins and yelling vociferously.

There was not a tree in the vicinity that an elephant could
not knock down with ease.

Beyond the light shed by the fires was inky blackness, and
from here issued roars, trumpets, and a medley of other sounds
and crashes.

Every now and then the whole herd seemed to advance and
once or twice it looked as if they would charge the camp en
bloc.

It was a succession of advances and retreats, sometimes
by the whole herd, at other times by elephants singly or in
twos and threes.  One tusker, bolder than the rest, very nearly
broke through the ring, the rifles were quickly seized, but
it turned and went back into the darkness.

After full three hours of this, the whole herd finally retreated,
but could be heard venting their rage on trees in the vicinity ;
then a series of trumpets and thuds gave the impression that
two tuskers were fighting, which turned out to be correct on
the following morning. Still later the noise subsided, except
for now and then low grumblings like the rumblings of a distant
thunderstorm.

There was, however, no sleep for the party in camp as there
was a possibility of the elephants returning to the attack, but
this fortunately did not occur.

Morning dawned on a scene of destruction for about two
hundred yards to the south, east and north of the camp,
where the jungle had been smashed up and trodden down by
the elephants for several hours.

Sholagas reported that the elephants were still within half
a mile of the camp ; the two men went out with their rifles
and watched a homeric fight between two tuskers—a struggle
of the giants. One, rather smaller than its adversary, but with
larger tusks, distinctly had the advantage, finally defeating
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its opponent, and could be seen chasing it through the jungle
away from the proximity of camp, slowly followed by the rest
of the herd. A broken piece of tusk was later picked up. Thu$
ended an extraordinary incident.

It was supposed that the elephants finding the camp on their
path decided to oust the intruders, and it is possible also that
the two tuskers, having already commenced their battle, were
in no pleasant frame of mind when they discovered the camp
pitched on the elephant path, and led them on to the attack.

It is stated that African elephants have been known to do
this, but with Indian elephants a case such as this must be rare.

The ladies decided that they had had their fill of shikar
experiences for the time being and were escorted back to the
estate by one of the men, encountering on their way a cow
elephant with a calf. The elephant demonstrated, seemed
for a moment about to charge and then retreated.

* * »
THE DopsamMPAGAI ROGUE

The following incident occurred some years ago. While
camping with my sister, who had elected to remain in camp
one morning, I went out for a stalk.

A rogue elephant, known as the Dodsampagai rogue, was
said to be wandering somewhere in the vicinity.

At mid-day, while returning with my trackers past thick
evergreen jungle, I was startled by a short, sharp trumpet, and
out charged the Dodsampagai rogue. Seizing my .500 Express
I just had time to fire at the charging rogue’s head. It swerved
and, as it passed, I fired the second barrel close in behind the
shoulder. This proved to be a lucky shot, passing through,
or in the region of, the heart. Rushing on for another two
hundred yards or so, the elephant collapsed dead.

Thus were avenged the deaths of Dod Toddy Madda and
his son, Jeddia, two Sholagas who had walked right into the
rogue on a misty monsoon day near the same spot a year before,
and were torn limb from limb. ’

. ) .
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Scene: In Camp

My wife, a friend and I had retired to bed.

At midnight my wife awoke me with the words, * I am sure
there is an elephant in camp.” “ Rats |” was my unfeeling and
sleepy reply, but the word was hardly out when our Irish
terrier, lying just inside the door of the hut, rushed out, barking
furiously. Followed a shrill trumpet and crashing as an elephant
careered out of camp with the dog after it |

For a few moments pandemonium reigned, shouts and yells
from the camp Sholagas helped to speed the departing intruder |
It turned out that this elephant was one of a herd feeding near,
and had unsuspiciously wandered into the camp.

A VinpicTive TUSKER

On another occasion the three of us went into camp after
bear. As it was getting dark, when we were within a mile of
camp we stopped at a nala to light a lantern, and I rested my
.375 Mauser against a rock.

Absent-mindedly I picked up the lighted lantern, leaving
the rifle behind.

When within two hundred yards of camp, shouts from
Sholagas up trees warned us that th