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Preface

Many of my friends, past and present, have requested me
to relate the many jungle experiences and other interesting
events which came my way during my fifty years in Assam.
All except five of those years were spent on the north bank
of the Brahmaputra River and in rather remote areas near
the foothills of the eastern Himalayas south of Tibet.

During my childhood days in England I took keen
delight in being in the woods, amongst the trees, birds and
flowers. For hours I watched fox cubs, stoats and weasels.
I accompanied the keepers at every opportunity and
watched them set their traps for vermin. When I went
out to Assam the forests gave me a new sort of life, differ-
ent and fascinating and for approximately forty years I
spent my weekends in the forests.

Following my retirement in 1952 I spent five months
of each year in camp at least five miles from the nearest
human settlements, in the midst of elephants, bison, deer,
birds and trees, in the wonderful cold weather which 1s
characteristic of the sub-Himalayan region of Assam, or
for that matter the whole of India. Lying in bed at night,
with the sound of the river as it rushed over the boulders,
an occasional wild elephant trumpeting, sambar and bark-
ing deer emitting their warning cries of their enemy, the
tiger, and now and then the musical note of a tiger calling
to a mate, gave me the utmost pleasure. For over forty
years, since I started visiting the forests regularly, my
elephants and their attendants were my regular com-
panions.

The call of the wild is in me, and will remain there
always.
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“You can take a man out of the jungle.
But if he is born to it, you cannor take the jungle out of

the man.”
Frank NICHOLLS
The Jungle,
Assam
Auckland,

New Zealand
July 1970



C bapter One

Early Days in Tea

It was towards the end of 1911, while I was employed in
the London office of a tea agency firm, that I was called
in by one of the partners and asked if I would like to go
out and join the firm in Calcutta. I looked down and
hesitated to reply. The big man then asked me if I would
prefer to go out to a tea estate in Assam, as an assistant
manager. There was no hesitation in my reply this time
and 1 was elated at the idea and by the offer.

[ sailed from Liverpool for Calcutta early in January
1912 aboard the City of Benares and all went well until
we reached the Bay of Biscay. Then we struck such a
terrible storm that the ship did everything except capsize.
Many of us hoped that it would, so dreadful did we feel!
1 kept to my cabin for about ten days and every time the
steward asked if I was going down for a meal I simply
lifted my head from the pillow and murmured “apples”.
[ lived all those days on apples. I gathered afterwards that
on most of those ten days that there were, on an average,
only six people down to meals out of eighty passengers.
A day out of Port Said I was feeling much better and was
glad that the ship had remained afloat!

We reached Calcutta without further incident and after
some ten days there, spent by me in purchasing tropical
clothing and furniture, I left by train for Goalundo and
thence by river paddle-steamer to Tezpur. This journey
took ten days. The railway into Assam had not then been
extended to Tezpur, but in any case it was an accepted
thing to travel by steamer to Assam in those days and
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this form of transportation had opcned up the country.
The day after my arrival at Tezpur, I left for Amaribari
station, also known locally as Balipara, by a little narrow
gauge railway which used to feed this important tea dis-
trict from the vitally important steamer station. A friend
of the manager of the Harchurah Tea Estate, to which
I was going, met me at the station in a most peculiar-
looking motor car, for I had not seen such a model in
England. It was called the “Buggy-Aut” and it had a
tiller steering, buggy wheels with solid tyres, and a two-
way bell. The engine was at the back under the high seat,
with crankshaft and drive across the vehicle, the drive
being through two large rings bolted on to the inside of
the rear wheels. The engine drove a pulley which made
friction between the two rings, so that when the engine
was pivoted forward the pulley contacted the smaller
ring bolted to the wheel, and for the reverse the engine
was pivoted on to the other and larger ring. It had an
excellent clearance, as I well remember goats disappearing
underneath without being injured. I also well remember
sitting high up in the air, which was in keeping with my
own personal feeling at that time. I was pleased with
myself!

My manager at Harchurah, Mr Harley Mortimer, was
from the north of England and we got along famously
together. I very soon found out that he was an exception-
ally hard worker, which suited me. I lived with him for
six months while my bungalow was being built and re-
ceived my first taste of the planter’s life and style of living
from that stay with him. Mr Mortimer’s bungalow was on
a brick and cement plinth with walls made of dried, split
bamboo plastered with lime and sand and limewashed. The
roofing was of bamboo covered with very thick thatch.
The bungalow had four rooms and a large kitchen outside
and it overlooked rice fields about 100 yards down below.
The company started to build a small bungalow for me
about a quarter of a mile away, to be all brick from the
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foundation to the top of the room walls, about eight feet
high. It had three rooms and an outside kitchen and over-
looked a small but very deep river and occasionally wild
elephants came at night to eat the long succulent grasses
which grew alongside.

The Harchurah Tea Estate was of around soo acres, but
planting went on all the time I was there and about 20
acres were added each year. There was a mixed lot of
labourers such as Santals, Urias, Sambalpuris, Porjas, Tanti
Urias and Ghatwals, all of whom came from Orissa and
Behar to work on different estates. They came for three
years and most of them stayed when their time was up,
and some men left their families and went and brought
up their other relations. In those days there were recruiting
agencies in the districts, kept going by the many tea com-
panies. The Phulbari Tea Estate was only three miles from
Harchurah and covered about 1,200 acres and in the even-
ings I frequently rode over on my pony to see the assistant
manager there. It was the prumng season when [ arrived
at Harchurah and the machinery in the factory was being
overhauled, in readiness for the approaching months of
March to December, when tea leaves would be plucked
and manufactured.

About June, although I was not an engineer, I was
appointed to work in the factory for the season, and this
experience was to prove invaluable. The manager empha-
sised that unless great care was taken, good leaf could be
ruined in the factory. We were short of machinery and
with much young tea coming into bearing the manufactur-
ing hours were long and tedious. The manager never
stopped talking about expenditure to me, and the resultant
cost per pound of tea. Afterwards the reason for this con-
tinual emphasis on expenditure dawned on me when I
learned about the commissions which the manager would
earn on a good year’s business! Whatever it was, I had
only one native overseer to help me and when I visited
other factories of gardens of about the same acreage and
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crop I gathered from the European assistants there that
there were two overseers, and in some cases even three!

It was a case, therefore, of my being present from about
3 a.m. until 11 p.m., with time off for meals, which in-
cluded two hours for lunch. I worked that number of hours
for five manufacturing seasons. When I tell young men of
today of the number of hours that I worked in the factory
and for five manufacturing seasons, they either do not
believe me or consider that I must have been mad to have
done it.

In those days to travel about we had either a horse or a
cycle, which we bought ourselves. The assistant of today
can obtain an advance soon after arrival equivalent to
£800, or more, for the purchase of a car. Such are the
changed times!

Five Europeans died in the district during my first year
in tea, two of blackwater fever and three of malaria. It
was the worst district in Assam for malaria in those years.
Today blackwater fever, kalaazar, and the like, have been
wiped out and malaria is on the decline.

I remember going to a funeral at Tezpur the year after
my arrival in the district, which, to say the least, somewhat
shattered me. About forty of us went in by train with
the coffin. It was a special train and consisted of a guard’s
van next to the engine followed by a carriage in which
travelled three frivolous young men, then the carriage con-
taining the coffin, followed by a few more carriages con-
taining the rest of us, and finally the rear guard’s van.

In those days the track was only two feet six inches
wide and on the way into Tezpur there is a fairly steep
rise, followed by a sharp decline. Suddenly, upon reaching
this point, the carriage parted, those behind the coffin all
started to run backwards, the others, in front, going ahead
at a breakneck speed. The guard in charge of the rear van
completely lost his head and we had travelled quite a few
miles before he realised what had happened and applied
the brakes!
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The engine and the front half of the train, including
the carriage containing the coffin, had also gone a mile in
the other direction before any action was taken to sort
things out. After much shunting we were off on our
journey again. Apparently two of the young planters in
the next carriage to the one containing the coffin had un-
hooked the coupling at the commencement of the decline,
thus causing the two halves of the train to part company!

On arriving at Tezpur we all proceeded to the club,
where drinks were served. I thought this was funny pro-
cedure before attending a funeral. After about an hour
I asked what time the funeral would take place and was
informed that it had already taken place and that only
the padre, the widow, and very close friends had gone,
as the deceased was not very popular. Apparently the idea
for most of the planters was more for a “joyride” and the
consumption of liquor rather than to be present at the
funeral ceremony itself. This being the first funeral I had
attended since my arrival in Assam I was naturally some-
what shocked!

I found India, generally, to be a land of many contrasts
and it was comprised then of provinces and numerous
feudatory states which acknowledged British sovereignty
and was inhabited by people of many tribes and religions.
The area to which I had been posted was on the foothills
and plains which stretched south from the Himalayas and
was a largely wild and untamed region with many areas
of jungle. In many places it was impenetrable to man but
was rich in varieties of animals, scenery and climate. It
was an area shut off from the rest of Asia by the lofty
Himalayan mountains, the “Dwelling-place of Snow”, and
in the fertile valleys, cleared for cultivation, was reared
the beneficial tea-plant, providing a living for planter and
labourer alike.

The Harchurah Tea Estate, my first post, was a division
of the Borelli Tea Co. Ltd., a company which had been
formed many years before by arrival. The other divisions
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of that company were the Phulbari Tea Estate, on which
[ was also to serve for many years, and also the Amaribari
and Panipoota Tea Estates. I was also to serve on estates
of the Moabund Tea Co. Ltd., which had two divisions
known as the Moabund and Sangsua Tea Estates, and the
Attareekhat Tea Co. Ltd. with divisions known as the
Attareekhat, Paneery and Bamonjuli Tea Estates. My first
management was to be a compact estate called the Borbheel
Tea Co. Ltd., in the Bargang area of Darrang, and I was
then to manage the Bargang Tea Co. Ltd. which had three
divisions known as the Bargang, Kettela and Rangaghur
Tea Estates. These various companies had different direc-
tors and shares could be brought on the London Stock
Exchange.

After about eight to ten years of being an assistant
manager on a tea estate one could be chosen to be an acting
manager for six months while a permanent manager went
on leave. This relieving could entail transfer from one
estate to another in the same firm’s agency of gardens.
When a relieving manager had shown his capability he
was usually given a post as permanent manager. In my
case I became a superintendent of a group of gardens after
fifteen years’ service and as such visited various estates each
week or so. Later on I became a visiting agent and visited
estates about every six months, these being long distances
apart and from one end of Assam to the other.

Balipara, when I first arrived, was a very small place
with one post office for many tea estates. Tezpur, is now a
large town, miles from most tea estates, but only in recent
years has this growth resulted and it obtained an airport
only a short time before the Chinese attempt to invade
Assam and other parts of North East India. Naturally
many changes have taken place in Assam as they have in
other countries which have progressed or developed.

I was to spend over forty years in tea but my greatest
enjoyment was in spending my free time in the jungle and
very soon after my arrival I was appointed an honorary



i. The road to the author’s bungalow at Harchurah Tea Fstate,
Darrang, 1913.

ey

2. A fish caught in the Borelli River, 1915. The Mikir tribesman
is an informant of poachers.



3. The author’s home at Bargang Tea Iistate, Kettela, where he
lived for twenty years from 19z0.

4. The driveway leading to the bungalow at Bargang Tea
Istate, Kertela,
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game warden by the Assam Forest Department of India.
My territory was up the Borelli River area and I was com-
pelled to be accompanied by an informant of poachers,
usually a Mikir tribesman, for in those days elephant tusks
and rhinoceros horns were much sought after by native
shooters. This direct contact with wild life was a pleasant
and absorbing interest to me and life in the forest and river
areas gave me an inner satisfaction which was to remain
with me during all my years in India.



Chapter Two

Leopards

as I Know them

A close friend of mine named Dyer, a married man with
two children, was approached by the occupants of a
village not far from his estate in the Brahmaputra area,
with a request that he should go and shoot a leopard which
had taken up residence in about an acre of sugar cane
nearby. It was a longish strip of land, about twenty yards
wide. When the villagers’ goats wandered anywhere near
while grazing, the leopard would spring out, grab its victim
and take it back into the sugar cane.

My friend was expecting another planter by the name
of Baldwin to stay with him for a few days and he arranged
that the villagers should drive the sugar cane early next
morning. It was agreed that the visitor was to walk level
with the beaters, whilst my friend Dyer was to sit up in
a small tree at the far end of the cane. He stayed to see
the beat started and then, after a few minutes, proceeded
towards the tree. After he had gone some thirty yards,
the leopard came out of the cane behind him, sprang on
to his shoulders and fastened its claws into my friend’s
throat. The poor fellow died within two days, of septic
poisoning!

One Sunday night, a planter named Freeman, who lived
some four miles from me, was proceeding in his car to-
wards the district club. As he often saw leopards on his
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trips to the club, he usually carried a rifle in his car. On
this occasion, a fine leopard was illuminated by the car’s
headlights, some fifty yards off in the centre of the road.
He stopped his car, took aim and fired. The leopard rolled
over and over down the slope at the side of the road, then
recovering itself managed to crawl into a small piece of
jungle, where because it was dark the man left it.

On reaching the club he related the incident to a friend
of his, living at Baghmari Tea Estate, a keen man on shikar.
They both arranged to meet near the place on the next
morning to see 1f the leopard was dead. The trail of blood
to the small piece of jungle was easily seen and the keen
shikari said he would go to the opposite side of this small
piece of jungle to see whether the animal had gone out
that side. As he was looking down for blood marks, the
leopard sprang upon him from just inside the jungle, be-
fore he could get his rifle up. He shouted to his friend who
rushed to his assistance and found him on the ground, hold-
ing the leopard by its forearms. However, in the confusion
of the severe struggle going on, he was unable to shoot
at the leopard for fear of hitting his friend. The leopard
had the man’s head in its jaws. The shikari managed to
get to his feet, still holding a paw in each hand, but when
the leopard suddenly brought his hind feet into action the
poor fellow, feeling himself being disembowelled, let go.
The animal then clawed his face and head terribly and
jumped back into the jungle again. The victim was treated
by the doctor at the nearest estate, who ordered his removal
to the Tezpur Government Hospital, some forty miles
away, where he died the following day.

A little boy of six was taking some food to his father,
who was working on the estate. He was passing along a
narrow road near our hospital, on either side of which
there was some very light jungle, when suddenly a leopard
sprang on him, mauling his chest and arms and according
to an eye witness, disappeared as quickly as it had appeared.
Luckily the garden’s hospital was only about two hundred
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yards away and the boy, after being taken there, recovered
in about three weeks.

Another case of an attack of this type was made in front
of me one afternoon while I was watching some boys
staking out land, preparatory to the planting out of young
tea. The boys were working at the extreme end of the
area to be planted, which was contiguous to an area of
three feet high thatch grass grown for thatching purposes.
While watching them, my eye caught a slight movement
a few yards inside the grass, where a little earlier the boys
had said they had seen a reddish object which they thought
was a barking deer, as they had heard a deer’s call not long
before. A few minutes later, a leopard sprang out on to
the nearest boy, clawed and bit him and leapt back again
into the grass—all in a flash!

The boy walked with me to my car, about one hundred
yards off, and I had him under treatment in the estate’s
hospital within a few minutes. The lad was anaesthetised
and deep claw wounds were lengthened in order to drain
them properly and pure carbolic was dabbed in. He was
discharged from hospital some two weeks later.

The very prompt treatment in both these cases was
undoubtedly the reason for the wounds not becoming
septic. Indeed, if one could see and smell the inside of the
sheath of a leopard or tiger claw, as I have done, one would
be filled with wonder of how victims of attack ever re-
cover after being mauled.

My new bungalow at Kettela was approximately fifty
yards from a deep, jungle-like hollow. Besides odd pigs,
deer, pheasants and jungle fowl, a leopard also took its
abode there during the daytime and any goat from the
labourers’ lines that strayed too near met its sudden death.
This leopard had killed innumerable goats and had also
taken my long-haired, white Kabuli cat—a very beautiful
animal which had one blue eye and one green. The leopard
took 1t off a low window-sill one evening, while the cat
was asleep and I was having my bath.
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Some labourers had approached me a few days earlier,
requesting me to destroy this leopard if possible, because of
their heavy losses. I therefore made arrangements for three
of my friends from a neighbouring estate to come over the
following Sunday. I also arranged for fifty beaters with
their tom-toms to beat the leopard out of the ravine. My
friends turned up at the appointed time. I noticed that most
of the labourers had bows and arrows, spears, and axes
while only a few had tom-toms.

The hollow to be driven led out from the main forest
and continued for approximately three-quarters of a mile,
where it finished up at a blind end near the labourers’ lines.
It was decided to drive this in two pieces and the first drive
was from the blind end towards the main forest. Two of
my friends remained on the edge of the bank to one side
of the hollow and walked level with the beaters, the third,
who was the best shot, remained on the opposite bank
and level with the beaters, while I took up a position at
the bottom of the hollow approximately five hundred yards
from where the beaters were to start. The four of us had
only 12 bore shot guns with No. 6 shot. In addition, we
had cartridges loaded with a single spherical ball, which
we kept separately in different pockets. In front of me, at
the bottom of the hollow, was quite a lot of thick grass,
approximately six feet high. I stood where there was a
small narrow run, used chiefly by pigs and deer. I waved
to a man I had left at the top of the bank, some sixty feet
up and he passed on the signal for the beaters to com-
mence.

Then the fun started. The noise made by the beaters
was terrific. I had decided to keep ordinary 12 bore No. 6
cartridges in my gun, knowing that there were pheasants
and jungle fowl and that No. 6 shot is even good at close
range for leopards. A pheasant came flying towards me
and I dropped that. Then came a jungle cock and I drop-
ped that also. I immediately reloaded with No. 6 shot and
at that time my attention was drawn to a man calling me
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from the top of the bank and holding up a black goat,
which I could see was headless. While my attention was
distracted I saw a leopard in the air and only a few feet
away, coming down on top of me. I fired both barrels,
more or less simultaneously, at its head and throat, which
were not more than a yard from the end of my gun barrels
at that time and ran for my life to the bank above. I then
stopped the beat, called out the men and told my friends
what had happened.

After discussing the position, we decided to send some
of the men off to a nearby grazing ground, to collect some
buffaloes and their calves belonging to the labourers. The
idea was to place a few boys on the backs of these animals
and for them to take the buffaloes in the direction that I
had fired at the leopard. If the leopard was dead, it would
be seen by the boys, and if sull alive the buffaloes would
attack the leopard at once.

While the few beaters had gone to bring the buffaloes,
we decided to proceed to my bungalow, some three hund-
red yards away, for tea, and I gave instructions to the
remaining beaters to let me know when the buffaloes
arrived.

After being in the bungalow about half an hour, a big
commotion started outside and I went to investigate. Lying
on the grass just beyond the bungalow steps was a dead
beater and a dead leopard! Another man also lay there with
his arm terribly injured and more or less severed at the
elbow. With his body a mass of blood he looked a terrible
sight.

This is what had happened. Most of the beaters were
of the Munda and Oraon castes, real hunters and a fine lot
of fellows who, from their childhood days, had lived for
hunting. It being Sunday, they were primed with liquor
and when we left them in order to go to the bungalow for
tea, one of the senior men said to the others, “Let us show
the sahibs how we can kill leopards!” Upon their reaching
the place where I had fired at the leopard and then rushed
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away, the animal stood up and with one swipe of its paw
removed a man’s windpipe. Another man close to him,
although only armed with a stout cudgel, went to the first
man’s assistance and clubbed the leopard. The leopard
knocked this man down and started to chew his arm off
at the elbow—actually lying on the man at the time—
before dying on top of him. The blood from the gunshot
wound had covered the man’s chest, hence the awful sight
he presented. On examining the dead leopard, its windpipe
was seen to have been shattered by the No. 6 shot at such
close range, the charge having entered before spreading
out. I was filled with regret for the whole incident. If only
the men had waited for the arrival of the buffaloes, I am
certain the leopard would have been found dead!

The wounded man was conveyed to the estate hospital
about half a mile distant, where his arm was amputated at
the elbow. Three months later he was given a job as the
estate postman. Just after this event I was transferred to
another estate, some two hundred miles away to the east.
On my visiting the old estate about ten years afterwards, he
was the first man to come along and pay his respects. On
my asking him if he had seen any leopards recently, he
rocked with laughter! He died a very old man a few years
ago.

gOnc evening, after returning from the estate office, my
personal servant reported to me that a leopard had been
showing its head through some flowers in my garden whilst
my Airedale terrier, Ben, was barking at it from the bunga-
low verandah.

It was the hot season and I slept with my bedroom
windows and doors wide open and the dog slept at the
foot of my bed on a carpet outside the mosquito net. At
about 2 a.m. I was awakened by a terrific noise. The
leopard was chasing my dog round and round my bed.
I shouted and clapped my hands and the leopard went out
by the bedroom door.
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I knew that, to get to my compound, the leopard would
have to cross the main road through the estate, as the only
jungle where the leopard could lie up was to the south of
my bungalow. I had this road watched the following after-
noon while I had Ben shut up. As it was getting dark, the
leopard was seen to be making for my bungalow again,
crossing the main road fifty yards or so from the bungalow.

It was dark when I returned from the estate office that
night, so I could do nothing. The man whom I had put
on to watch the road showed me the pug marks of the
leopard where it had emerged from the tea, prior to cross-
ing the main road. There were many pug marks to be seen
there, for this was its favourite approach to my bungalow.
It liked the smell of my dog.

The next day, I heard a leopard “sawing”,—making a
noise like the sawing of a piece of wood—from the direc-
tion of a bamboo bari (plantation). I immediately went to
my bungalow to fetch my rifle and with the help of two
men, was soon installed in a tree some thirty yards from
where the numerous pug marks were to be seen, near a
path.

After sitting there for about half an hour, I saw the
leopard come out at the expected place, move up on the
main road and stand broadside on, contemplating what it
should do. It was an easy shot as the beast was approxi-
mately thirty yards away. Luckily it died quickly because
it was not long before Ben, hearing the report of the rifle,
came bounding down the road and was soon biting at the
dead leopard!

A few weeks after this, while at breakfast one morning,
a message came to me from the native doctor in charge of
the hospital to say that a leopard was in the hospital com-
pound and was after some goats feeding nearby. I was there
in quick time with my rifle. The leopard had been show-
ing itself some forty yards from the hospital and the goats
were between it and the hospital building, but apparently
the leopard was watching the out-patients on the hospital
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verandah and was too frightened to approach any nearer.
After sending the out-patients to the other side of the
hospital, I hid behind a brick pillar which supported the
roof of the verandah. After a few minutes the leopard
showed itself and reassured by the absence of people,
advanced slowly towards the nearest goat. It then lay
down to watch. It was some thirty yards off when I shot
it with my .470 rifle and it never moved again. The leopard
was carried to my bungalow compound and a man was
called to skin it.

I finished my breakfast and learned that the man who
was to skin the leopard was away obtaining firewood and
would be coming shortly. I went out to the estate and
returned just after one o’clock. Imagine my surprise to
find that there were a number of labourers, plus the would
be “skinner” sitting around the dead leopard at a safe dis-
tance away. Ben, the Airedale, was in command, sitting
against the leopard and not allowing any one to approach!
It appeared that efforts had been made to coax the dog
away, for a saucer of milk and a leg of chicken remained
untouched five yards away. Ben had just continued to
growl at anybody going near, so the men had waited for
my return. He even looked at me very menacingly but
changed his mind upon my producing a stick, got up,
wagged his tail and actually laughed at the onlookers! Some
dogs do laugh: I remember a Labrador I had which used
to laugh quite a lot when pleased!

A week or so after this event, I was invited to dine with
a friend about five miles away. He had two dogs which
were asleep on the verandah when we adjourned to the
dining room for dinner. About half an hour later, there
was a yelp from one of the dogs and the other one rushed
terrified into the dining room. A leopard had approached
whilst they were asleep and had taken the nearest one, the
animal’s wet footprints being easily visible on the cement
floor outside. The following Sunday afternoon we arrang-
ed to have tea with another acquaintance of his and my
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friend drove me there in his pony trap. His other dog, a
fox terrier, trotted along ahead of us. On our left was some
jungle and on our right was tea.

When the terrier was some thirty yards in front of us,
we saw a leopard spring out of the jungle, grab the dog
and leap back under cover again. The whole action was
over in a flash! There was nothing we could do in such
thick jungle and there was only a yelp or two before it was
all over. My friend, therefore, lost his two dogs within a
week and with this latter occurring only a short distance
from his bungalow, it was probably the same leopard.

Another incident concerns a leopard which was seen
early one morning lying down near the labourers’ lines.
Some men threw stones at it from a distance but the
leopard did not move. They then approached cautiously
and eventually managed to hit it, but it never stirred. The
leopard was dead! On further examination, it was seen that
inside the leopard’s mouth was an ordinary domestic cat.
It was, of course, quite dead, but the cat’s claws had pene-
trated the leopard’s tongue and windpipe and the leopard
had apparently died of suffocation.

I have shot seventeen of these dangerous animals and
have never regretted it.



Chapter Three
Man-eating Tigers

Although I have sat up in machans over several victims
of man-eating tigers, I have never had the fortune to
obtain a shot at the tiger responsible as they never returned
to the kill, and so I have never killed a man-eater. But I
have had first hand knowledge of many cases of man-eating
tigers and I can vouch for one thing—their superlative
cunning.

When a tiger takes to killing human beings, it is generally
because of old age or because of a disabling or crippling
wound which renders it incapable of hunting its usual prey.
Inheritance of an acquired taste for human flesh may also
be one of the reasons for its terrible curse and I have
known cases where a tigress, having been disabled in some
way by a wound and taken to killing human beings, has
unconsciously taught her cubs to carry on in the same
manner so that they in turn become hunters of human
beings. The fact that many man-eaters are comparatively
young and healthy animals proves this.

These cunning animals often lie hidden near villagers’
or garden labourers’ houses and attack people when they
go out to collect firewood or water. They also lie in wait
alongside narrow paths on which people go to and from
their work. I know of three cases where a tiger has sprung
out on a group of several people moving together and
killed one, but in all cases the brutes have not come back
later that day or during the night to eat their victims. The
reason is their superlative cunning and basic cowardice.
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With its terrific strength and weight (approximately
six hundred pounds) a tiger can knock its victim uncon-
scious at the first onslaught and it is seldom that persons
who are attacked escape with their lives. Man-eating leo-
pards on the other hand, often fail to kill the victims of
their attack but are as dangerous, if not more so, than
tigers, because of their great agility and powers of conceal-
ment.

I know of a man-eater which killed fourteen people
before it met its timely death. This particular tiger worked
within a radius of about two miles from the bungalow in
which I then lived. One of its victims was a man who had
gone a little way into the forest with his wife who had
their small baby strapped on her back. She went to wash
some clothes at a stream and the man to collect firewood
when the tragedy occurred. The husband was some twenty
yards away, chopping firewood, when the tiger attacked
from behind and carried him off before her very eyes. The
brave woman screamed and chased the tiger, but in vain.
Her screams were heard and a number of people from
some nearby houses followed her as she ran in the direction
the tiger had taken. It was only when she found her hus-
band’s headless body and blood-covered shirt that she
turned back.

This attack took place not more than two hundred
yards from where my two elephants were tethered at
Rangaghur Tea Estate and was near the mahout’s house.
The mahout, with an elephant and some men, found the
body later and brought it back. They all stopped outside
the mahout’s house where the body was prepared for
burial. At midnight the tiger approached the house and
went round it several times roaring loudly, before finally
going away. It had obviously traced the victim’s body
which it had not had time to fully consume, by its powers
of scent. My mahout and his wife had no sleep that night
and spent most of the time shivering behind their barri-
caded door. I was away inspecting an estate in North
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Lakhimpur at the time, and my mahout described every-
thing to me two days after my return.

Although I repeatedly warned all villagers and labourers
to keep away from the forest until the tiger had been dis-
posed of, they paid little heed and within two weeks of
the woman losing her husband, a father and two sons
visited the forest where the tiger had secured his last victim.
They knew it was dangerous and the father warned his
sons to keep together, but all their precautions were in
vain. They were on the edge of the stream where the pre-
vious victim’s wife had been washing clothes and were
only about ten yards apart, the younger son, who was
about nine years of age, being on the left flank. Suddenly
there was a rushing sound from behind and in a second the
tiger had seized the child and jumped down into the stream
with him. The father and the other son, though nearly
shocked out of their wits, immediately endeavoured to cir-
cumvent the tiger and at the same time threw their bill-
hooks at it. The killer dropped the boy but the poor lad
was dead. The fangs of the tiger had met through the neck,
breaking the vertebrae! When I arrived on the spot within
an hour the little fellow was lying there still grasping his
knife.

The tiger had gone into some dense jungle about forty
yards away and I decided to sit up for it. Unfortunately,
there was not a suitable tree to climb, the only one near
enough being far too much on the slender side to my way
of thinking. However, I had a rifle and a torch and there
was no time to lose for it was getting dark. So, with the help
of my elephant which had just returned with the mahout
from a grass-foraging trip for the night’s feed, I managed
to climb on to a branch about twelve feet from the ground.
My combined weight and movement caused the tree to
sway from side to side and I had a decided feeling of in-
security, but looking down on the pathetic remains of the
poor lad I was determined to get that villain of a tiger. I
sent away all the people who had collected and gave in-
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structions to the mahout to keep the saddle-pad on the
elephant and to come when I called him.

I sat there for some time. Everything was still and there
was no sound except that of the birds, in the patch of dense
jungle into which the tiger had gone. I was certain that it
was still there because the birds and monkeys kept on
making their usual noises when alarmed. Through the
distant trees I could see flashes of lightning from over
the mighty Brahmaputra River and could hear the distant
rolls of thunder. It was the time of year for storms and
cyclones and this one was gradually coming nearer and
nearer. After each brilliant flash complete blackness pre-
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