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Peabsapa Kinuninar
Mayrai. Mowgli

3 «Ilepmoi kaurn /IxynraiB». From ‘The Jungle Book’

Mowgli’s Brothers

Now Chil the Kite brings home the night
That Mang the Bat sets free —

The herds are shut in byre and hut,

For loosed till dawn are we.

This is the hour of pride and power,
Talon and tush and claw.

Oh, hear the call! — Good hunting all
That keep the Jungle Law!

Night Song in the Jungle

It was seven o’clock of a very warm evening in the Seeonee hills when Father Wolf woke up
from his day’s rest, scratched himself, yawned, and spread out his paws one after the other to get
rid of the sleepy feeling in their tips. Mother Wolf lay with her big grey nose dropped across her
four tumbling, squealing cubs, and the moon shone into the mouth of the cave where they all lived.
‘Augrh!’ said Father Wolf, ‘it is time to hunt again.” and he was going to spring downhill when a little
shadow with a bushy tail crossed the threshold and whined: ‘Good luck go with you, O Chief of the
Wolves; and good luck and strong white teeth go with the noble children, that they may never forget
the hungry in this world.’

It was the jackal — Tabaqui, the Dish-licker — and the wolves of India despise Tabaqui because
he runs about making mischief, and telling tales, and eating rags and pieces of leather from the village
rubbish-heaps. But they are afraid of him too, because Tabaqui, more than anyone else in the Jungle,
is apt to go mad, and then he forgets that he was ever afraid of anyone, and runs through the forest
biting everything in his way. Even the tiger runs and hides when little Tabaqui goes mad, for madness
is the most disgraceful thing that can overtake a wild creature. We call it hydrophobia, but they call
it dewanee — the madness — and run.

‘Enter, then, and look,” said Father Wolf stiffly; ‘but there is no food here.’

‘For a wolf, no,” said Tabaqui; ‘but for so mean a person as myself a dry bone is a good feast.
Who are we, the Gidur-log [the Jackal People], to pick and choose?” He scuttled to the back of the
cave, where he found the bone of a buck with some meat on it, and sat cracking the end merrily.

‘All thanks for this good meal,” he said, licking his lips. ‘How beautiful are the noble children!
How large are their eyes! And so young too! Indeed, indeed, I might have remembered that the
children of Kings are men from the beginning.’

Now, Tabaqui knew as well as anyone else that there is nothing so unlucky as to compliment
children to their faces; and it pleased him to see Mother and Father Wolf look uncomfortable.

Tabaqui sat still, rejoicing in the mischief that he had made: then he said spitefully:

‘Shere Khan, the Big One, has shifted his hunting-grounds. He will hunt among these hills for
the next moon, so he has told me.’

Shere Khan was the tiger who lived near the Waingunga River, twenty miles away.
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‘He has no right!” Father Wolf began angrily — ‘By the Law of the Jungle he has no right to
change his quarters without due warning. He will frighten every head of game within ten miles, and
I - I have to kill for two, these days.’

‘His mother did not call him Lungri [the Lame One] for nothing,” said Mother Wolf quietly.
‘He has been lame in one foot from his birth. That is why he has only killed cattle. Now the villagers
of the Waingunga are angry with him, and he has come here to make our villagers angry. They will
scour the Jungle for him when he is far away, and we and our children must run when the grass is
set alight. Indeed, we are very grateful to Shere Khan!’

‘Shall I tell him of your gratitude?” said Tabaqui.

‘Out!” snapped Father Wolf. ‘Out and hunt with thy master. Thou hast done harm enough for
one night.’

‘I go,’ said Tabaqui quietly. ‘Ye can hear Shere Khan below in the thickets. I might have saved
myself the message.’

Father Wolf listened, and below in the valley that ran down to a little river, he heard the dry,
angry, snarly, singsong whine of a tiger who has caught nothing and does not care if all the Jungle
knows it.

‘The fool!” said Father Wolf. ‘“To begin a night’s work with that noise! Does he think that our
buck are like his fat Waingunga bullocks?’

‘Hsh! It is neither bullock nor buck he hunts tonight,” said Mother Wolf. ‘It is Man.” The whine
had changed to a sort of humming purr that seemed to come from every quarter of the compass.
It was the noise that bewilders woodcutters and gypsies sleeping in the open, and makes them run
sometimes into the very mouth of the tiger.

‘Man!’ said Father Wolf, showing all his white teeth. ‘Faugh! Are there not enough beetles and
frogs in the tanks that he must eat Man, and on our ground too?’

The law of the Jungle, which never orders anything without a reason, forbids every beast to eat
Man except when he is killing to show his children how to kill, and then he must hunt outside the
hunting-grounds of his pack or tribe. The real reason for this is that man-killing means, sooner or later,
the arrival of white men on elephants, with guns, and hundreds of brown men with gongs and rockets
and torches. Then everybody in the Jungle suffers. The reason the beasts give among themselves is
that Man is the weakest and most defenceless of all living things, and it is unsportsmanlike to touch
him. They say too — and it is true — that man-eaters become mangy, and lose their teeth.

The purr grew louder, and ended in the full-throated ‘Aaarh!’ of the tiger’s charge.

Then there was a howl — an untigerish howl — from Shere Khan. ‘He has missed,” said Mother
Wolf. ‘What is it?

Father Wolf ran out a few paces and heard Shere Khan muttering and mumbling savagely, as
he tumbled about in the scrub.

‘The fool has had no more sense than to jump at a woodcutter’s camp-fire, and has burned his
feet,” said Father Wolf, with a grunt. “Tabaqui is with him.’

‘Something is coming uphill,” said Mother Wolf, twitching one ear. ‘Get ready.’

The bushes rustled a little in the thicket, and Father Wolf dropped with his haunches under
him, ready for his leap. Then, if you had been watching, you would have seen the most wonderful
thing in the world — the wolf checked in mid-spring. He made his bound before he saw what it was
he was jumping at, and then he tried to stop himself. The result was that he shot up straight into the
air for four or five feet, landing almost where he left ground.

‘Man!” he snapped. ‘A man’s cub. Look!”

Directly in front of him, holding on by a low branch, stood a naked brown baby who could just
walk — as soft and as dimpled a little atom as ever came to a wolfs cave at night. He looked up into
Father Wolf’s face, and laughed.

‘Is that a man’s cub?” said Mother Wolf. ‘T have never seen one. Bring it here.’
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A wolf accustomed to moving his own cubs can, if necessary, mouth an egg without breaking
it, and though Father Wolf’s jaws closed right on the child’s back not a tooth even scratched the skin,
as he laid it down among the cubs.

‘How little! How naked, and — how bold!” said Mother Wolf softly. The baby was pushing his
way between the cubs to get close to the warm hide. ‘Ahai! He is taking his meal with the others. And
so this is a man’s cub. Now, was there ever a wolf that could boast of a man’s cub among her children?’

‘I have heard now and again of such a thing, but never in our Pack or in my time,” said Father
Wolf. ‘He is altogether without hair, and I could kill him with a touch of my foot. But see, he looks
up and is not afraid.’

The moonlight was blocked out of the mouth of the cave, for Shere Khan’s great square head
and shoulders were thrust into the entrance. Tabaqui, behind him, was squeaking: ‘My lord, my lord,
it went in here!’

‘Shere Khan does us great honour,” said Father Wolf, but his eyes were very angry. ‘What does
Shere Khan need?’

‘My quarry. A man’s cub went this way,” said Shere Khan. ‘Its parents have run off. Give it
to me.’

Shere Khan had jumped at a woodcutter’s camp-fire, as Father Wolf had said, and was furious
from the pain of his burned feet. But Father Wolf knew that the mouth of the cave was too narrow
for a tiger to come in by. Even where he was, Shere Khan’s shoulders and forepaws were cramped
for want of room, as a man’s would be if he tried to fight in a barrel.

‘The wolves are a free people,” said Father Wolf. ‘“They take orders from the Head of the Pack,
and not from any striped cattle-killer. The man’s cub is ours — to kill if we choose.’

‘Ye choose and ye do not choose! What talk is this of choosing? By the bull that I killed, am I
to stand nosing into your dog’s den for my fair dues? It is I, Shere Khan, who speak!’

The tiger’s roar filled the cave with thunder. Mother Wolf shook herself clear of the cubs and
sprang forward, her eyes, like two green moons in the darkness, facing the blazing eyes of Shere Khan.

‘And it is I, Raksha [The Demon], who answer. The man’s cub is mine, Lungri — mine to me!
He shall not be killed. He shall live to run with the Pack and to hunt with the Pack; and in the end,
look you, hunter of little naked cub — frog-eater — fish-killer — he shall hunt thee! Now get hence, or
by the Sambhur that I killed (/ eat no starved cattle), back thou goest to thy mother, burned beast of
the Jungle, lamer than ever thou earnest into the world! Go!’

Father Wolf looked on amazed. He had almost forgotten the days when he won Mother Wolf
in fair fight from five other wolves, when she ran in the Pack and was not called The Demon for
compliment’s sake. Shere Khan might have faced Father Wolf, but he could not stand up against
Mother Wolf, for he knew that where he was she had all the advantage of the ground, and would fight
to the death. So he backed out of the cave-mouth growling, and when he was clear he shouted:

‘Each dog barks in his own yard! We will see what the Pack will say to this fostering of man
cubs. The cub is mine, and to my teeth he will come in the end, O bush-tailed thieves!’

Mother Wolf threw herself down panting among the cubs, and Father Wolf said to her gravely:

‘Shere Khan speaks this much truth. The cub must be shown to the Pack. Wilt thou still keep
him, Mother?’

‘Keep him!” she gasped. ‘He came naked, by night, alone and very hungry; yet he was not afraid!
Look, he has pushed one of my babes to one side already. And that lame butcher would have killed
him and would have run off to the Waingunga while the villagers here hunted through all our lairs in
revenge! Keep him? Assuredly I will keep him. Lie still, little frog. O thou Mowgli — for Mowgli the
Frog I will call thee — the time will come when thou wilt hunt Shere Khan as he has hunted thee.’

‘But what will our Pack say?’ said Father Wolf.

The Law of the Jungle lays down very clearly that any wolf may, when he marries, withdraw
from the Pack he belongs to; but as soon as his cubs are old enough to stand on their feet he must
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bring them to the Pack Council, which is generally held once a month at full moon, in order that the
other wolves may identify them. After that inspection the cubs are free to run where they please, and
until they have killed their first buck no excuse is accepted if a grown wolf of the Pack kills one of
them. The punishment is death where the murderer can be found; and if you think for a minute you
will see that this must be so.

Father Wolf waited till his cubs could run a little, and then on the night of the Pack Meeting
took them and Mowgli and Mother Wolf to the Council Rock — a hilltop covered with stones and
boulders where a hundred wolves could hide. Akela, the great grey Lone Wolf who led all the Pack
by strength and cunning, lay out at full length on his rock, and below him sat forty or more wolves
of every size and colour, from badger-coloured veterans who could handle a buck alone, to young
black three-year-olds who thought they could. The Lone Wolf had led them for a year now. He had
fallen twice into a wolf-trap in his youth, and once he had been beaten and left for dead; so he knew
the manners and customs of men. There was very little talking at the Rock. The cubs tumbled over
each other in the centre of the circle where their mothers and fathers sat, and now and again a senior
wolf would go quietly up to a cub, look at him carefully, and return to his place on noiseless feet.
Sometimes a mother would push her cub far out into the moonlight, to be sure that he had not been
overlooked. Akela from his rock would cry: “Ye know the Law — ye know the Law. Look well, O
Wolves!” and the anxious mothers would take up the call: ‘Look — look well, O Wolves!’

At last — and Mother Wolf’s neck-bristles lifted as the time came — Father Wolf pushed ‘Mowgli
the Frog,” as they called him, into the centre, where he sat laughing and playing with some pebbles
that glistened in the moonlight.

Akela never raised his head from his paws, but went on with the monotonous cry: ‘Look well!”
A muffled roar came up from behind the rocks — the voice of Shere Khan crying: “The cub is mine.
Give him to me. What have the Free People to do with a man’s cub?’ Akela never even twitched his
ears. all he said was: ‘Look well, O Wolves! What have the Free People to do with the orders of any
save the Free People? Look well!’

There was a chorus of deep growls, and a young wolf in his fourth year flung back Shere Khan’s
question to Akela: “‘What have the Free People to do with a man’s cub?” Now, the Law of the Jungle
lays down that if there is any dispute as to the right of a cub to be accepted by the Pack, he must be
spoken for by at least two members of the Pack who are not his father and mother.

‘Who speaks for this cub? said Akela. ‘Among the Free People who speaks?” There was no
answer, and Mother Wolf got ready for what she knew would be her last fight, if things came to
fighting.

Then the only other creature who is allowed at the Pack Council — Baloo, the sleepy brown
bear who teaches the wolf cubs the Law of the Jungle: old Baloo, who can come and go where he
pleases because he eats only nuts and roots and honey — rose up on his hindquarters and grunted.

‘The man’s cub — the man’s cub? he said. ‘I speak for the man’s cub. There is no harm in a
man’s cub. I have no gift of words, but I speak the truth. Let him run with the Pack, and be entered
with the others. I myself will teach him.’

‘We need yet another,” said Akela. ‘Baloo has spoken, and he is our teacher for the young cubs.
Who speaks besides Baloo?

A black shadow dropped down into the circle. It was Bagheera the Black Panther, inky black
all over, but with the panther markings showing up in certain lights like the pattern of watered silk.
Everybody knew Bagheera, and nobody cared to cross his path; for he was as cunning as Tabaqui, as
bold as the wild buffalo, and as reckless as the wounded elephant. But he had a voice as soft as wild
honey dripping from a tree, and a skin softer than down.

‘O Akela, and ye the Free People,” he purred, ‘I have no right in your assembly; but the Law
of the Jungle says that if there is a doubt which is not a killing matter in regard to a new cub, the
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life of that cub may be bought at a price. And the Law does not say who may or may not pay that
price. Am I right?”

‘Good! Good!” said the young wolves, who are always hungry. ‘Listen to Bagheera. The cub
can be bought for a price. It is the Law.’

‘Knowing that I have no right to speak here, I ask your leave.’

‘Speak then,’ cried twenty voices.

“To kill a naked cub is shame. Besides, he may make better sport for you when he is grown.
Baloo has spoken in his behalf. Now to Baloo’s word I will add one bull, and a fat one, newly killed,
not half a mile from here, if ye will accept the man’s cub according to the Law. Is it difficult?

There was a clamour of scores of voices, saying: ‘What matter? He will die in the winter rains.
He will scorch in the sun. What harm can a naked frog do us? Let him run with the Pack. Where
is the bull, Bagheera? Let him be accepted.” And then came Akela’s deep bay, crying: ‘Look well —
look well, O Wolves!’

Mowgli was still deeply interested in the pebbles and he did not notice when the wolves came
and looked at him one by one. At last they all went down the hill for the dead bull, and only Akela,
Bagheera, Baloo, and Mowgli’s own wolves were left. Shere Khan roared still in the night, for he was
very angry that Mowgli had not been handed over to him.

‘Aye, roar well,” said Bagheera, under his whiskers; ‘for the time comes when this naked thing
will make thee roar to another tune, or I know nothing of Man.’

‘It was well done,” said Akela. ‘Men and their cubs are very wise. He may be a help in time.’

‘Truly, a help in time of need; for none can hope to lead the Pack for ever,” said Bagheera.

Akela said nothing. He was thinking of the time that comes to every leader of every pack when
his strength goes from him and he gets feebler and feebler, till at last he is killed by the wolves and
a new leader comes up — to be killed in his turn.

‘Take him away,” he said to Father Wolf, ‘and train him as befits one of the Free People.’

And that is how Mowgli was entered into the Seeonee Wolf Pack at the price of a bull and
on Baloo’s good word.

Now you must be content to skip ten or eleven whole years, and only guess at all the wonderful
life that Mowgli led among the wolves, because if it were written out it would fill ever so many books.
He grew up with the cubs, though they, of course, were grown wolves almost before he was a child,
and Father Wolf taught him his business, and the meaning of things in the Jungle, till every rustle in
the grass, every breath of the warm night air, every note of the owls above his head, every scratch
of a bat’s claws as it roosted for a while in a tree, and every splash of every little fish jumping in a
pool, meant just as much to him as the work of his office means to a business man. When he was
not learning, he sat out in the sun and slept, and ate and went to sleep again; when he felt dirty or hot
he swam in the forest pools; and when he wanted honey (Baloo told him that honey and nuts were
just as pleasant to eat as raw meat) he climbed up for it, and that Bagheera showed him how to do.
Bagheera would lie out on a branch and call, ‘Come along, Little Brother,” and at first Mowgli would
cling like the sloth, but afterward he would fling himself through the branches almost as boldly as the
grey ape. He took his place at the Council Rock, too, when the Pack met, and there he discovered
that if he stared hard at any wolf, the wolf would be forced to drop his eyes, and so he used to stare
for fun. At other times he would pick the long thorns out of the pads of his friends, for wolves suffer
terribly from thorns and burrs in their coats. He would go down the hillside into the cultivated lands
by night, and look very curiously at the villagers in their huts, but he had a mistrust of men because
Bagheera showed him a square box with a drop-gate so cunningly hidden in the Jungle that he nearly
walked into it, and told him that it was a trap. He loved better than anything else to go with Bagheera
into the dark warm heart of the forest, to sleep all through the drowsy day, and at night to see how
Bagheera did his killing. Bagheera killed right and left as he felt hungry, and so did Mowgli — with
one exception. As soon as he was old enough to understand things, Bagheera told him that he must
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never touch cattle because he had been bought into the Pack at the price of a bull’s life. ‘All the Jungle
is thine,” said Bagheera, ‘and thou canst kill everything that thou art strong enough to kill; but for the
sake of the bull that bought thee thou must never kill or eat any cattle young or old. That is the Law
of the Jungle.” Mowgli obeyed faithfully.

And he grew and grew strong as a boy must grow who does not know that he is learning any
lessons, and who has nothing in the world to think of except things to eat.

Mother Wolf told him once or twice that Shere Khan was not a creature to be trusted, and that
some day he must kill Shere Khan; but though a young wolf would have remembered that advice
every hour, Mowgli forgot it because he was only a boy — though he would have called himself a wolf
if he had been able to speak in any human tongue.

Shere Khan was always crossing his path in the Jungle, for as Akela grew older and feebler the
lame tiger had come to be great friends with the younger wolves of the Pack, who followed him for
scraps, a thing that Akela would never have allowed if he had dared to push his authority to the proper
bounds. Then Shere Khan would flatter them and wonder that such fine young hunters were content
to be led by a dying wolf and a man’s cub. ‘They tell me,” Shere Khan would say, ‘that at Council ye
dare not look him between the eyes.” and the young wolves would growl and bristle.

Bagheera, who had eyes and ears everywhere, knew something of this, and once or twice he
told Mowgli in so many words that Shere Khan would kill him some day; and Mowgli would laugh
and answer: ‘I have the Pack and I have thee; and Baloo, though he is so lazy, might strike a blow
or two for my sake. Why should I be afraid?

It was one very warm day that a new notion came to Bagheera — born of something that he had
heard. Perhaps Sahi the Porcupine had told him; but he said to Mowgli when they were deep in the
Jungle, as the boy lay with his head on Bagheera’s beautiful black skin: ‘Little Brother, how often
have I told thee that Shere Khan is thy enemy?’

‘As many times as there are nuts on that palm,” said Mowgli, who, naturally, could not count.
‘What of it? I am sleepy, Bagheera, and Shere Khan is all long tail and loud talk — like Mao, the
Peacock.’

‘But this is no time for sleeping. Baloo knows it; I know it; the Pack know it; and even the
foolish, foolish deer know. Tabaqui has told thee, too.’

‘Ho! Ho!” said Mowgli. ‘Tabaqui came to me not long ago with some rude talk that I was a
naked man’s cub and not fit to dig pig-nuts; but I caught Tabaqui by the tail and swung him twice
against a palm tree to teach him better manners.’

‘That was foolishness; for though Tabaqui is a mischief-maker, he would have told thee of
something that concerned thee closely. Open those eyes, Little Brother. Shere Khan dare not kill thee
in the Jungle; but remember, Akela is very old, and soon the day comes when he cannot kill his buck,
and then he will be leader no more. Many of the wolves that looked thee over when thou wast brought
to the council first are old too, and the young wolves believe, as Shere Khan has taught them, that a
man cub has no place with the Pack. In a little time thou wilt be a man.’

‘And what is a man that he should not run with his brothers?” said Mowgli. ‘I was born in the
Jungle. I have obeyed the Law of the Jungle, and there is no wolf of ours from whose paws I have
not pulled a thorn. Surely they are my brothers!’

Bagheera stretched himself at full length and half shut his eyes. ‘Little Brother,” said he, ‘feel
under my jaw.’

Mowgli put up his strong brown hand, and just under Bagheera’s silky chin, where the giant
rolling muscles were all hid by the glossy hair, he came upon a little bald spot.

‘There is no one in the Jungle that knows that I, Bagheera, carry that mark — the mark of the
collar; and yet, Little Brother, I was born among men, and it was among men that my mother died —
in the cages of the King’s Palace at Oodeypore. It was because of this that I paid the price for thee
at the Council when thou wast a little naked cub. Yes, I too was born among men. I had never seen
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the Jungle. They fed me behind bars from an iron pan till one night I felt that I was Bagheera — the
Panther — and no man’s plaything, and I broke the silly lock with one blow of my paw and came
away; and because I had learned the ways of men, I became more terrible in the Jungle than Shere
Khan. Is it not so?’

‘Yes,” said Mowgli; ‘all the Jungle fear Bagheera — all except Mowgli.’

‘Oh, thou art a man’s cub,” said the Black Panther, very tenderly; ‘and even as I returned to
my Jungle, so thou must go back to men at last — to the men who are thy brothers — if thou art not
killed in the Council.’

‘But why — but why should any wish to kill me?” said Mowgli.

‘Look at me,” said Bagheera; and Mowgli looked at him steadily between the eyes. The big
panther turned his head away in half a minute.

‘That is why,” he said, shifting his paw on the leaves. ‘Not even I can look thee between the
eyes, and I was born among men, and I love thee, Little Brother. The others they hate thee because
their eyes cannot meet thine; because thou art wise — because thou hast pulled out thorns from their
feet — because thou art a man.’

‘I did not know these things,” said Mowgli sullenly; and he frowned under his heavy black
eyebrows.

‘What is the Law of the Jungle? Strike first and then give tongue. By thy very carelessness they
know that thou art a man. But be wise. It is in my heart that when Akela misses his next kill — and at
each hunt it costs him more to pin the buck — the Pack will turn against him and against thee. They
will hold a Jungle Council at the Rock, and then — and then — I have it!” said Bagheera, leaping up.
‘Go thou down quickly to the men’s huts in the valley, and take some of the Red Flower which they
grow there, so that when the time comes thou mayest have even a stronger friend than I or Baloo or
those of the Pack that love thee. Get the Red Flower.’

By Red Flower Bagheera meant fire, only no creature in the Jungle will call fire by its proper
name. Every beast lives in deadly fear of it, and invents a hundred ways of describing it.

‘The Red Flower? said Mowgli. “That grows outside their huts in the twilight. I will get some.’

‘There speaks the man’s cub,” said Bagheera proudly. ‘Remember that it grows in little pots.
Get one swiftly, and keep it by thee for time of need.’

‘Good!’ said Mowgli. ‘I go. But art thou sure, O my Bagheera’ — he slipped his arm round the
splendid neck, and looked deep into the big eyes — ‘art thou sure that all this is Shere Khan’s doing?’

‘By the Broken Lock that freed me, I am sure, Little Brother.’

‘Then, by the Bull that bought me, I will pay Shere Khan full tale for this, and it may be a little
over,” said Mowgli; and he bounded away.

‘That is a man. That is all a man,’ said Bagheera to himself, lying down again. ‘Oh, Shere Khan,
never was a blacker hunting than that frog-hunt of thine ten years ago!’

Mowgli was far and far through the forest, running hard, and his heart was hot in him. He came
to the cave as the evening mist rose, and drew breath, and looked down the valley. The cubs were out,
but Mother Wolf, at the back of the cave, knew by his breathing that something was troubling her frog.

‘What is it, Son?’ she said.

‘Some bat’s chatter of Shere Khan,” he called back. ‘I hunt among the ploughed fields tonight,’
and he plunged downward through the bushes, to the stream at the bottom of the valley. There he
checked, for he heard the yell of the Pack hunting, heard the bellow of a hunted sambhur, and the
snort as the buck turned at bay. Then there were wicked, bitter howls from the young wolves: ‘Akela!
Akela! Let the Lone Wolf show his strength. Room for the leader of the Pack! Spring, Akela!’

The Lone Wolf must have sprung and missed his hold, for Mowgli heard the snap of his teeth
and then a yelp as the sambhur knocked him over with his fore-foot.

He did not wait for anything more, but dashed on; and the yells grew fainter behind him as he
ran into the croplands where the villagers lived.
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‘Bagheera spoke truth,” he panted, as he nestled down in some cattle-fodder by the window of
a hut. “Tomorrow is one day both for Akela and for me.’

Then he pressed his face close to the window and watched the fire on the hearth. He saw the
husbandman’s wife get up and feed it in the night with black lumps; and when the morning came
and the mists were all white and cold, he saw the man’s child pick up a wicker pot plastered inside
with earth, fill it with lumps of red-hot charcoal, put it under his blanket, and go out to tend the
cows in the byre.

‘Is that all? said Mowgli. ‘If a cub can do it, there is nothing to fear.” so he strode round the
corner and met the boy, took the pot from his hand, and disappeared into the mist while the boy
howled with fear.

‘They are very like me,” said Mowgli, blowing into the pot, as he had seen the woman do. ‘This
thing will die if I do not give it things to eat.” and he dropped twigs and dried bark on the red stuff.
Half-way up the hill he met Bagheera with the morning dew shining like moonstones on his coat.

‘Akela has missed,” said the Panther. ‘They would have killed him last night, but they needed
thee also. They were looking for thee on the hill.’

‘I was among the ploughed lands. I am ready. See!” Mowgli held up the fire-pot.

‘Good! Now, I have seen men thrust a dry branch into that stuff, and presently the Red Flower
blossomed at the end of it. Art thou not afraid?’

‘No. Why should I fear? I remember now — if it is not a dream — how, before I was a Wolf, I
lay beside the Red Flower, and it was warm and pleasant.’

All that day Mowgli sat in the cave tending his fire-pot and dipping dry branches into it to see
how they looked. He found a branch that satisfied him, and in the evening when Tabaqui came to the
cave and told him rudely enough that he was wanted at the Council Rock, he laughed till Tabaqui ran
away. Then Mowgli went to the Council, still laughing.

Akela the Lone Wolf lay by the side of his rock as a sign that the leadership of the Pack
was open, and Shere Khan with his following of scrap-fed wolves walked to and fro openly, being
flattered. Bagheera lay close to Mowgli, and the fire-pot was between Mowgli’s knees. When they
were all gathered together, Shere Khan began to speak — a thing he would never have dared to do
when Akela was in his prime.

‘He has no right,” whispered Bagheera. ‘Say so. He is a dog’s son. He will be frightened.’

Mowgli sprang to his feet. ‘Free People,” he cried, ‘does Shere Khan lead the Pack? What has
a tiger to do with our leadership?’

‘Seeing that the leadership is yet open, and being asked to speak — Shere Khan began.

‘By whom?” said Mowgli. ‘Are we all jackals, to fawn on this cattle-butcher? The leadership
of the Pack is with the Pack alone.’

There were yells of ‘Silence, thou man’s cub!” ‘Let him speak. He has kept our Law.’ and at last
the seniors of the Pack thundered: ‘Let the Dead Wolf speak.” When a leader of the Pack has missed
his kill, he is called the Dead Wolf as long as he lives, which is not long, as a rule.

Akela raised his old head wearily:

‘Free People, and ye too, jackals of Shere Khan, for many seasons I have led ye to and from the
kill, and in all my time not one has been trapped or maimed. Now I have missed my kill. Ye know
how that plot was made. Ye know how ye brought me up to an untried buck to make my weakness
known. It was cleverly done. Your right is to kill me here on the Council Rock now. Therefore, I ask,
who comes to make an end of the Lone Wolf? For it is my right, by the Law of the Jungle, that ye
come one by one.’

There was a long hush, for no single wolf cared to fight Akela to the death. Then Shere Khan
roared: ‘Bah! what have we to do with this toothless fool? He is doomed to die! It is the man cub
who has lived too long. Free People, he was my meat from the first. Give him to me. I am weary
of this man-wolf folly. He has troubled the Jungle for ten seasons. Give me the man cub, or I will
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hunt here always, and not give you one bone. He is a man, a man’s child, and from the marrow of
my bones I hate him!’

Then more than half the Pack yelled: ‘A man! A man! What has a man to do with us? Let
him go to his own place.’

‘And turn all the people of the villages against us?’ clamoured Shere Khan. ‘No; give him to
me. He is a man, and none of us can look him between the eyes.’

Akela lifted his head again, and said: ‘He has eaten our food. He has slept with us. He has
driven game for us. He has broken no word of the Law of the Jungle.’

‘Also, I paid for him with a bull when he was accepted. The worth of a bull is little, but
Bagheera’s honour is something that he will perhaps fight for,” said Bagheera, in his gentlest voice.

‘A bull paid ten years ago!” the Pack snarled. “‘What do we care for bones ten years old?’

‘Or for a pledge? said Bagheera, his white teeth bared under his lip. “‘Well are ye called the
Free People!’

‘No man’s cub can run with the people of the Jungle,” howled Shere Khan. ‘Give him to me!’

‘He is our brother in all but blood,” Akela went on; ‘and ye would kill him here! In truth, I have
lived too long. Some of ye are eaters of cattle, and of others I have heard that, under Shere Khan’s
teaching, ye go by dark night and snatch children from the villager’s doorstep. Therefore I know ye
to be cowards, and it is to cowards I speak. It is certain that I must die, and my life is of no worth, or
I would offer that in the man cub’s place. But for the sake of the honour of the pack — a little matter
that by being without a leader ye have forgotten — I promise that if ye let the man cub go to his own
place, I will not, when my time comes to die, bare one tooth against ye. I will die without fighting.
That will at least save the Pack three lives. More I cannot do; but if ye will, I can save ye the shame
that comes of killing a brother against whom there is no fault — a brother spoken for and bought into
the Pack according to the Law of the Jungle.’

‘He is a man — a man — a man!’ snarled the Pack; and most of the wolves began to gather round
Shere Khan, whose tail was beginning to switch.

‘Now the business is in thy hands,” said Bagheera to Mowgli. ‘We can do no more except fight.’

Mowgli stood upright — the fire-pot in his hands. Then he stretched out his arms, and yawned
in the face of the council; but he was furious with rage and sorrow, for, wolf-like, the wolves had
never told him how they hated him. ‘Listen, you!” he cried. ‘There is no need for this dog’s jabber.
Ye have told me so often tonight that I am a man (and indeed I would have been a wolf with you
to my life’s end), that I feel your words are true. So I do not call ye my brothers any more, but sag
[dogs], as a man should. What ye will do, and what ye will not do, is not yours to say. That matter
is with me; and that we may see the matter more plainly, I, the man, have brought here a little of
the Red Flower which ye, dogs, fear.’

He flung the fire-pot on the ground, and some of the red coals lit a tuft of dried moss that
flared up, as all the Council drew back in terror before the leaping flames.

Mowgli thrust his dead branch into the fire till the twigs lit and crackled, and whirled it above
his head among the cowering wolves.

‘Thou art the master,” said Bagheera, in an undertone. ‘Save Akela from the death. He was ever
thy friend.’

Akela, the grim old wolf who had never asked for mercy in his life, gave one piteous look at
Mowzgli as the boy stood all naked, his long black hair tossing over his shoulders in the light of the
blazing branch that made the shadows jump and quiver.

‘Good!” said Mowgli, staring round slowly. ‘I see that ye are dogs. I go from you to my own
people — if they be my own people. The Jungle is shut to me, and I must forget your talk and your
companionship; but I will be more merciful than ye are. Because I was all but your brother in blood,
I promise that when I am a man among men I will not betray ye to men as ye have betrayed me.” He
kicked the fire with his foot, and the sparks flew up. “There shall be no war between any of us and
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the Pack. But here is a debt to pay before I go.” He strode forward to where Shere Khan sat blinking
stupidly at the flames, and caught him by the tuft on his chin. Bagheera followed in case of accidents.
‘Up, dog!” Mowzgli cried. ‘Up, when a man speaks, or I will set that coat ablaze!’

Shere Khan’s ears lay flat back on his head, and he shut his eyes, for the blazing branch was
Very near.

‘This cattle-killer said he would kill me in the Council because he had not killed me when I
was a cub. Thus and thus, then, do we beat dogs when we are men. Stir a whisker, Lungri, and I ram
the Red Flower down thy gullet!” He beat Shere Khan over the head with the branch, and the tiger
whimpered and whined in an agony of fear.

‘Pah! Singed Jungle-cat — go now! But remember when next I come to the Council Rock, as
a man should come, it will be with Shere Khan’s hide on my head. For the rest, Akela goes free to
live as he pleases. Ye will not kill him, because that is not my will. Nor do I think that ye will sit here
any longer, lolling out your tongues as though ye were somebodies, instead of dogs whom I drive
out — thus! Go!’ The fire was burning furiously at the end of the branch, and Mowgli struck right and
left round the circle, and the wolves ran howling with the sparks burning their fur. At last there were
only Akela, Bagheera, and perhaps ten wolves that had taken Mowgli’s part. Then something began
to hurt Mowgli inside him, as he had never been hurt in his life before, and he caught his breath and
sobbed, and the tears ran down his face.

‘What is it? What is it?” he said. ‘I do not wish to leave the Jungle, and I do not know what
this is. Am I dying, Bagheera?

‘No, Little Brother. Those are only tears such as men use,” said Bagheera. ‘Now I know thou
art a man, and a man’s cub no longer. The Jungle is shut indeed to thee henceforward. Let them fall,
Mowgli. They are only tears.” So Mowgli sat and cried as though his heart would break; and he had
never cried in all his life before.

‘Now,’ he said, ‘I will go to men. But first I must say farewell to my mother.” and he went to the
cave where she lived with Father Wolf, and he cried on her coat, while the four cubs howled miserably.

‘Ye will not forget me?” said Mowgli.

‘Never while we can follow a trail,” said the cubs. ‘Come to the foot of the hill when thou art a
man, and we will talk to thee; and we will come into the crop-lands to play with thee by night.’

‘Come soon!” said Father Wolf. ‘Oh, wise little frog, come again soon; for we be old, thy mother
and I’

‘Come soon,” said Mother Wolf, ‘little naked son of mine; for, listen, child of man, I loved thee
more than ever I loved my cubs.’

‘I will surely come,” said Mowgli; ‘and when I come it will be to lay out Shere Khan’s hide upon
the Council Rock. Do not forget me! Tell them in the Jungle never to forget me!’

The dawn was beginning to break when Mowgli went down the hillside alone, to meet those
mysterious things that are called men.

Hunting Song of the Seeonee Pack

As the dawn was breaking the Sambhur belled
Once, twice and again!

And a doe leaped up, and a doe leaped up

From the pond in the wood where the wild deer sup.
This I, scouting alone, beheld,

Once, twice and again!

As the dawn was breaking the Sambhur belled
14
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Once, twice and again!

And a wolf stole back, and a wolf stole back

To carry the word to the waiting pack,

And we sought and we found and we bayed on his track
Once, twice and again!

As the dawn was breaking the Wolf Pack yelled
Once, twice and again!

Feet in the Jungle that leave no mark!

Eyes that can see in the dark — the dark!
Tongue — give tongue to it! Hark! Oh, hark!
Once, twice and again!
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bparn Mayruai

Hiu nece na kpunax eeuipniii nmax,
Kaowcan sunimae 3 nimomu.

A 100eli y noaoui mpumae cmpax,
bo einvni 0o panxy mu.

Hawa enaoa — 3 eewopa 0o ceimanns,
Konau 3zpas 6 aici nanye.

Yyew noxaux? /lobpozo nonosarms
Bcim, xmo 3axon wanye!

Hiuna nicus Jocynenise

Hangeuip xkapkoro qast B CiOHIMCHKHMX ropax 0aTbKo-BOBK POKMHYBCS MICIIsl CBOTO IEHHOTO
CIIOYMHKY, TOYYXaBCs, TIO3i1XHYB i CTPYCOHYB OOBaKHIIMMH JIarlaMH, 1100 po3irHatu ApiMoty. Martu-
BoBuwuis cnasa, NOKJIABILM CBOIO BEJIMKY Cipy I'OJIOBY Ha YOTUPbOX BOBUEHST, @ BOHU BOBTY3WJINCS
1 TUXEHBKO CKUIJIWJIM, 1 MIiCSAIb 3aIVIAaB y Neuepy, A€ Kujla BOBYA POIUHA.

— Ere! — ckazaB 6arbko-BoBk. — Yac iT Ha MOMOBaHHS.

Bin xotiB Oys10 mogaTucs 3 TOpy y BUIOIMHOK, aK PanToM HU3BKOPOCHIA TiHb 3 KOIUIATHM
XBOCTOM KMHYJIacsl Ha MOPIT 1 3aHUIA:

— Xaii To6i mactuth, 0 Bononapio Boekis! IIlacTs i MiHUX 611X 3y0iB TBOIM CJIABHUM JIITKaM.
Hexaii BoHM He 3a0yBaioTh, 10 B I1iM CBITi € T'OJIO/IHI !

To 6yB makau, migmmii Tadaki, — yci BoBku IHAi1 3HeBakaoTh Tabaki 3a Te, 110 BiH ycioau
HUILTIOPUTD, 30yPIO€ BOPOKHEUY, PO3HOCUTD IUTITKH 1 30Mpa€e MOKHUb Ha CLTbCBKOMY CMITHHKY. | Bce
K Tak BOHU 0osThcs Tabaki, 60 BiH yacTime 3-MoMiX iHIIMX 3BipiB y JKYHIJISIX XBOpi€ HA CKa3, a
TOJI1 HUKAE JIICOM 1 MOK€ BKYCUTH KOKHOT'O, XTO TPAIUThCs Ha3ycTpiyu. HaBiTh TUrp TiKa€ Bif HULIOTO
ckaxxenoro Tabaki, 60 cka3 — 1ie HACTpAIIHIIIIe JIUXO JJIsI IMKOTO 3Bipa. Y Hac 1110 XBOpoOy Ha3uBa-
I0Tb CKa30M, a 3Bipi MPO3BAJIH 11 «/iBaHi» 1 TIKAIOTh BiJ| Hel.

— Moskenn 3aiiTH 1 TOOVBUTHCS caM, — IOXMYPO MOBUB 0aTbko-BoBk. — Hemae TyT Hisko1
TMOKUBH.

— Jlns1 BOBKa — Tak, — 3irHyBcst Tabaki. — A i1 TaKOro cipoMaxw, sIK s, i OOrprU3eHMIA MacIaK —
poskint. Mu, ['igyp-ioru — nmakaam, — xapuaMu He TiepeOupaemMo.

Bin mmurayB y mm6 nedepu, CXONUB ONEHSYY KiCTKY, Ha SIKifl JIMIIAIOCS TPOXHM M’sica, i,
panuil-paliCiHbKHiA, BOBOJIEHO 3aXpyMasB.

— JIsKyI0 3a 4acTyBaHHS, — CKa3aB BiH, 0ONM3y0unCh. — SKi rapHi, ciaBHi gitouku! ki B HUX
BeJMKi oui! A BOHM X immre Taki qpiOHi! Ta 1m0 1e S Kaxy, — MeHi CJIij] TaM sITaTH, 10 KOPOTiBChKi
JITH 3MaJIeUKy BXke sIK JOPOCIIL.

Tabaki npevuya0Bo 3HaB, IO XBAJIMTH JIITEH YTOJI0C HE TOAUTHCS — 00 TaK 1X MOXKHA 3yPOUUTH, —
1 TiIMBC, 6auaun, AK 3HITAINACS 1XHI OaTHKO 11 MaTH.

BiH Tpoxu moMoBYaB, 3JI0BTIIIAIOYKMCH, 1110 BAMHUB KarlOCTh, a MOTIM JI0J1aB:

— Illep-Xan, Benukwuii Turp, 3MiHuB Miclie JoBiB. L[poro mMicsiis BiH nosoBaTUME TYT, Y ropax.
Orak BiH cKa3as.

[Mep-Xan 06m00yBaB MiCITUHY 3a IBAALSTh MUJIb 3BiJCH, Oi1s piuku BaitHranru.

— 3a sgkum npaBoM? — rpuMHYB 0aTbko-BoBK. — 3akoH [[)KyHIIIIB 3a00pOHSIE MIHATH Miclie
JoBiB Oe3 mornepekeHHst! BiH po3nonoxae 3700u4 Ha 6arato MUJIb JOBKOJA, 1 10 MeHi pooutu?
My1ty HUMHI TIOJIOBATH 34 JIBOX.

— HenapemHno pigna matu Has3Basia ioro Jlanrpi — Kynbrasuii, — npe3upianBo JOKMHYJIA MaTH-
BoBuniist. — BiH 3MasKy Kysbrae Ha OJHy HOTY, OT i BUCTEXKYE TiJIbKU JoMalHio xyno0y. CensiHu Ha
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Oeperax BaliHraHru oro HeHaBUIATh, a TETep BiH YTiK CIOY 1 JIUXO Bejie 32 COOOI0: JIIOIH TIOJTI0BA-
TUMYTb 32 HUM Y Xallli, 3TOBUTH HE 3MOXYTb, @ HaM 13 JITbMU KyJH MOTITUCS, KOJIM BOHU ITi IS Th
TpaBy? VkiiHHa Jska [ep-Xany!

— To mo — nepenaty oMy Baliry MOAsKY? — MPUCKATUB OKo Tabaxi.

— I'etp, mackyno! — pukHyB O6aTbko-BoBk. — IIIBensit 31 cBoiM manoM! T chOrosHi Bke CBOE
3pOOUB.

— Hy mo x, migy, — xuxukayB Tabaki. — 3rogom Ilep-Xan i cam nmogacts ronoc. OH BiH — y
noyvHi. 1 Mir Ou i He TPYAUTH HOTH, III0O CIIOBICTUTH TIPO TIE.

Barpko-BoBk npuciyxaBcs: yHU3Y, B JOJIMHI IIPY HEBEJIMKIM piylli, TPOIYHAJIO JIIOTE 1 3J1iCHE
PEBiHHS TUTPA, KOTPUH YITyCTUB 3A00MY 1 3 10CaIy Ka3uBCsl Ha BCIO OKOJIUITIO.

— Or Henopika! — MoBUB 0aTbkO-BOBK. — 34MHUTH Tanac Ha HiYHUX JioBax! Yu BiH He MOXke
BIJIPI3HUTH HAIIMX OJIEHIB BiJ] TOBCTUX OyiBOJiB 3 BaitHranru?

— HuTs! Bin BucTexkye He OyliBoMa i He OneHsi, — o3Bajiacsl MaTu-Bouuiis. — Bin nomoe Ha
JIOVHY.

PeBiHHS 3MiHMIOCS TIIyXUM PUKOM, IO JIyHaB HEMOBOM 3Bigyciib. Lle OyB Toi puK, IO /10
CMEPTI JIsIKa€ JpOBOPYOIB i CEJIsH, KOJIM BOHU HOUYIOTh Y JIiCl, 1 YacOM 3MYIIY€E 1X OIrTH MPOCTO 110
TUTpa B Nazypi.

— Kaxen, Ha smopuny! — 6aTbko-BOBK BUIIKipUB cBO1 O1J1i 3yOu. — Hepske oMy Majio ycuiskol
ApioHOTH Ta kab y OOJIOTI, 10 HOro MOTAIJIO Ha JIIACHKE M’SICO, Ta e W HA HAIIUX YTigasax?

3akoH J[IKyHIJIIB, KM 3aBXKIU MepeaOadIMBHIA, TI03BOJISIE 3BipaM BUCTEKYBATH JIIOJICH JIUIIIE
TOJIi, KOJIM BOHU HABYAIOTH CBOIO MaJjievy MOJTIOBaTH Ha 3700MY. AJie HaBiTh TOJII 3Bip HE MOXe BOUTU
JOMUHY B THX KpasxX, M0 1X 0OXuiIa 3rpas uu Horo ciMm’s. ITicis 3aruOeni TOOuHA 3’ BIISIOTHCS
OLTi JTIO/IM HA CJIOHAX, 3 PYIIHUIISMHU 1 IOPMU TEMHOIIKIPUX JIIO/IEH 3 TOHFAMU Ta CMOJIOCKHUIIAMHU; 1
Tomi ycim 3Bipam y [KyHIIIsAX Oyze CKpyTHO. A 11ie 3Bipi 3HAIOTb, 0 JIIOAMHA — HAHOLIbII ClTa0Ke Ta
Oe3mopajiHe CTBOPiHHS 3-TIOMiX YCiX, 1 TOBa)KHOMY MUC/IUBIIIO HE TOIUTHLC 11 yinati. BoHM KaxyTh —
1 1Ie TIpaB/a, — IO B JIOI0XKEPIB JIMCIE XYTPO 1 BUTIAIAI0TH 3yOu.

PuuanH4 cTano ryqyHimmM i 3aBepiuniocs OMIyIUIMBUM «A-p-p!» — Tak TUTp CHOBILIAE, IO
TOTOBUH /IO Harajy.

ITorim nouysnocs 03Bipijie BUTTS, HE Take, sIK 3a3BUYall y TUTpa.

— CrifimaB o0nu3Hs, — MOBWIa Mati-Bosunig. — Tu qusu!

barbko-BoBk maiiHyB Ha pO3BIAMHM 1 HEMOAAIK BiJl meuepu nmouyyB po3modeHuid puk lllep-
Xana, 110 Mapy/iB y 3apOCTsIX.

— Leit mypwto 061k codi jarmu! 3 IypHOTo po3ymy CTpUOOHYB Y BOTHUIIIE APOBOpyOa! — MXUK-
HyB 0aTbKO-BOBK. — A 3a HuM i1 Tabaxi.

— XTOCb J1i3e Cloiy, — cKa3aia MaTh-BoBumiis, HAIOPOIIUBIIM OfHE BYX0. — [THbHYT.

V 3apocTsax moudyBcs TUXUH HIYpXiT, i OaTbKo-BOBK MpHCIB HA 3ajHi JIaly, TOTYIOUYKCH JI0
crpuoka. | skOM XTOCH I1i€1 MHTI MOAWBUBCS HA HHOTO, TO TIOOAYMB OW HAUMOLIBIIIE TUBO — SIK BOBK
3aBMep Tocepes] CTpuoOKa. BiH KMHYBCS Harepe], ile He Oayauu, Ha 10 KUAAEThCs, 1 parnToM YKJISIK
Ha Micii. ToOTo BiH MiACTpUOHYB Ha YOTUPU-IT SAITh (DYTIB Yropy i IPYJKOIO BIIaB HA 3€MIIIO.

— JlionuHa! — mporapuas BiH. — Jlioaceke autunya! IorisHb!

[lepen HYM, CXOMMBIIKCH 32 HAXWJIEHY A0 3€MJIi T1JIKY, CTOSIB TOJIICIHBKUIN CMarJIsiBU MaJIIOK,
110 Jie[b HABYUBCS XOAUTH, — MAJIECEHbKA, HI’KHA )KMBA IpyloyKa. Takol AUTUHM ILe HIKOJIH 3pOLy
HIXTO He 0auuB yHOUI Ta IIe ¥ OuIg BOBYOro JirBa. Majiok TOIMBUBCS B Oui 0aThbKOBi-BOBKY 1
3acMisiBCsl.

— Tu guBH, TI0OCHKE TUTHUHYA! — ITOAUBOBAHO CKasayia MaTu-BoBumis. — ¢ 1X 11e HIKOJIM He
Oaunsia. AHy IpUHECH HOTO CIOIIH.

BoBk 3a3BHuaii HOCUTH CBOIX BOBUEHST Y Tallli, TOMy BiH MOXe, KOJIU Tpeda, B3ATH B 3yOH
STiTIE 1 He PO3YaBUTH HOT0; i Xoua 3yon OaTbka-BoBKa yXxoNuiiy 3a CIMHY MaJTIOKa, KOJIM BiH MOKJIaB
OUTUHY MK BOBUEHATAMH, HA MIKipi HE JIMIIMJIOCS U CIifYy.
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— fIke x BoHO MasnieceHbke! ['onie, a Take XopoOpe! — nariiHo MoBUIa MaTtu-BoBuniis. (Mamnmii
pOOUPaBCs MiX BOBUEHSITAMH OJIVKYE 0 11 Terwioro migyepes’s.) — O, Ta e i y35BCsl CMOKTATH
pazom 3 ycima! To oH sike BOHO, Jioficbke IuTsa! SIka 6 TO BOBUMIIS MOIJIA TIOXBAJIUTHUCS, IO MA€E
cepell CBOEI MaJleui JIIJChKY AUTHHY?

— 51 4yB, Take Konuch OyBaJIO, TIIbKM HE B Hallii 3rpal i He 3a MO€I maM’siTi, — CKa3aB 0aThKO-
Bogk. — Illepcti Ha HHOMY HEMae, i 51 Mir OM FIoro BOMTH 0OflHUM MaxoM. Ta 6a — BiH MeHe He 001ThCs1!

ITpu BXOAI B euepy cTajio TEMHO — BeJIMKa KyTacTa rojiosa i s Illep-Xana 3atyauam oTsip.
3a HuMm BeperaB Tadaki:

— ITane, mane, BiH ooOir crogu!

— O, sxa yecth — 10 Hac HaBigaBcs Illep-Xan! — MoBUB 6aThKO-BOBK, Tpi3HO 30MCHYBIIN
ounma. — Yoro Oaxae [lep-Xan?

— Binnait Moo 3106w4! JTioChKHil BIYIIOK CXOBaBCsA TYT, — oromuB ikua Ilep-Xan. — Voro
OaTbKU BTEKJIM. Biniaiite TUTHHY MeHi.

[ep-XaH, sk i ka3aB 6aTbkO-BOBK, CTpMOHYB Yepe3 BOTHUIIE APOBOPYOa, HEHAPOKOM OOMIK
nanu i po3motuses. [Ipore 6aTbko-BoBK yxke 100pe 3HaB, 110 BXi 10 IEYepy AJ1s1 TUTPA 3aBY3bKHI.
V tomy wmicti, ae Illep-Xan crosiB 3apa3, BiH He 3Mir 61 HaBiTh BOPYXHYTH Jiarolo. oMy 6yio Hize
PO3BEpPHYTHCH, SIK HeOOparli, KOTPH HalyMaB OUTHCH Y JIIXKIIi.

— BoBku — BiIbHMIA HApoO[, — CKa3aB 0aTbkO-BOBK. — BOHM CITyXaloThCsl TIIBKM CBOTO BaTakKa,
a He SIKOrOCh TaM CMYTacToro Jionoxepa. Jloaceka TUTHHA HAJIeKUTh HaM. SIKIIO 3aX04eMo, TO caMi
i1 BO’eMo.

— «3axouemo!» A MmeHi 110 3 Toro? KisiHycst OyHBOJIOM, SIKOTO S BIIOJIOBAB, 51 HE Oydy CTOB-
OuunTy G111 BaIIOro CMepaovoro Kyosa i BUIPOXYBaTH Te, IO i Tak Moe 3a npaBom! Lle kaxy 4,
[Mep-Xan!

Bix peBinHs TUrpa BityHmia neyepa. Maru-BoBuniis, BiIKMHYBIIHM Biji ceOe BOBYEHST, PBO-
Hynacs Brepeq, 1 11 oui, IO CSANHY/IM Y MiTbMi JBOMA 3€JIEHUMUA BOTHUKAMU, CTPLIMCS 3 YEPBOHSI-
ctumu ounma Illep-Xana.

— A g, Pakma (Yoprwuiis), Kaxy ToOi: JIIOACKE TUTUHYA MO€, JIaHTpi, 1 TUIIUThCS B MeHe!
Hixto #ioro He BO’e. BoHo *kuTnMe i momoBatuMe y 3rpai, pa3om 3 ycima! ['eid, TH, MUCITUBITIO Ha
rOJIUX JITJIaxiB, puOoOKep, kad sTunil TIIMTal, — HACTaHE Yac, i BiH BUCTeXKUTh TeOe! A Tenep retb
3BiJICK — 00, KJISIHYCSI OJIEHEM, SIKOTO $1 BIOJTIOBaJIa (2 51 He BKMBAIO CTEPBa), TH MOJNETHUIII 10 JiIbKa,
KyJIbTalou Ha BCl YOTUPH JIald, 0OCMaJIeHi JTicoBUH MOoKuaboK ! ['eThb 3BincH!

Batbko-BoBk nuBHBCS Ha Hel i3 3axBaTtoM. BiH yxke npu3adyB Ti yacu, KOJIM 3Marascsi 3a CBOIO
BoBuwuiio B yecHoMy 0010 3 IT'SITbMa BOBKaMH, — Ti YacH, KOJIM BOHA TIOJIIOBaJIa y 3rpal i HelapeMHO
Mavia nipizBuckko Yopruis. llep-Xan He OosiBest OaThka-BoBka, Ta 3 BoBumiielo cTatu Ha repip He
MIOCMIiB: 3HaB, IO TiepeBara Ha 11 0011l il BOHa OUTHMEThCS He Ha )KUTTSI, a Ha CMepTh. BiH i3 rapuaHHsIM
M03a/IKyBaB 3 I1€YepH 1, OMMHUBILIUCH 330BHi, PEBHYB:

—V cBoemy KyOri i cobaka raBkae! 3axiTh, O CKaxe 3rpasi mpo [bOro MPUOIYLy — JIIOJICh-
Koro nokujpka! JIutriHa Mosi, i paHO 4M Mi3HO I 11 3XKepy, TOBrOXBOCTI 3710/110TH !

Maru BoBuuiis 3aquxaHo Bliasia HUILIbMa OiJist CBOIX BOBUEHST, 1 0aTbKO-BOBK MOXMYypO MOBHB
10 Het:

— Iporo pazy lllep-Xan ka3zaB cayIiHe: Majioro Tpeda nokasaru 3rpai. T HaMUCTIIIA JTITUTA
#oro cobi, Maru?

— JIummTa iioro co6i? — BaXKO AMXaiodd, BimmyHuIa Bopumiis. — Ta BOHO X caMo MPUIAIILIO
10 Hac, rojie-ToiciHbKe, TEeMHOI HOUl, — 1 Bce X Taku He modosutocst! [TorisHb, BOHO yXe BiImu-
Xa€ oHOro 3 Moix BoBueHsAT! Lleil KynbraBuii monoxep yous Ou iioro i BTik Ha BaiiHranry, a mogu
3 MOMCTH 3pyiHYyBaaM O Haie JiirBo. Jlummu rioro co6i? Tak, s Woro juman. AHy, JIEKH THXO,
xadens! O, Mayriii — Tak g ¥ HazuBaTMy TeOe, JKaObeHss Mayrii, — HacTaHe 4Yac, i T BUCTEIKUIII
[lep-XaHa, sIK BiH BUCTEKyBaB TeOe.

— A o ckaxe 3rpas? — cnutaB 6aTbKO-BOBK.
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V¥ 3akoHi IXyHIJIIB YiTKO CKa3aHO, 1110 KOXKEH BOBK, 3aBiBIIM BJIACHY CIM’I0, MOXE NOKUHYTU
3rpao. Ta koM oro BoBYEHATa TPOXU MiIPOCTYTh, BIH MyCUTh IpuBecTH 1X Ha Pagy 3rpai, sxa
30UpaeThes MOpasy, KOJIU MicsIlb YIOBHI, 1 MOKa3aTH X yciM BoBKam. [1oTiM BOBUEHSITA MOXKYThb
IYJATH JI€ TM 3aMaHEThbCs, 1 IOKM BOHU HE BIOJMIOIOTH CBOTO MEPLIOTO OJIEHS, HIKOMY 3 JOPOCIUX
BOBKIB HE JJO3BOJISIETHCS POOUTH IIIKOAW BOBUCHATI. SIKII0 BOMBIIIO Oy/ie CriiMaHoO, Oro CKapaloTh
Ha cMepTh. [ToMipKy# Tpoxw, i TH 30arHer, MO Tak BOHO i Mae OyTH.

Barpko-BoBK 4ekaB, MOKU WOTO JITH MiJPOCIH i CTaJlM Ha HOTH, 1 OCh OJHOI HOYi, KO 30U-
panacsi 3rpasi, oBiB BoBUeHsT, Mayrii i Bopuninio Ha Ckemmio Pagu. To 6yB roctpoBepxuii nmaropo,
YCUTIAHUH BEJTMKUM KaMiHHSIM, 32 SIKUM MOTJIA O CXOBAaTHUCh i CTO BOBKIB. AKeJa, 30POBE3HUI Cipuil
BOBK-OIMHAK, OOpaHMA BaTaXKOM 3rpail 3a CBOIO CHJIy Ta KMITJIMBICTb, PO3JITCsA Ha CKeNMi. YHU3Y
CHUALIO OlIbIIIe COPOKA BOBKIB PI3HOTO BIKY Ta MAacTi — Bijl CHBUX, MOB OOPCYKH, CTapUX OfYaimy-
XiB, KOKEH caM-OJIMH MIr 3[10j1aTi OyiBOJIa, 10 YOPHUX TPUPIYHUX HEJOJITKIB, sKi MMOTAl TaJasm,
OyLIMTO i 1M TIe TaKOX i cuty. BoBk-oquHaK OyB IXHIM BaTaKKOM Yke OJM3bKO POKY. 3MOJIOLY
BiH JIBiYi MOTPAIUISIB y BOBUY MACTKY. SIKOCH JIIOAM KOPCTOKO MOOMIIM HOTO i TOKMHYJIH, TaJalouH,
1110 BiH MEPTBUI; TOX 13 JIOJCBKMMU 3BHYAsSIMU BiH 100pe OyB 0013HAHMIA.

Ha Ckeni Pagu maiike HiXTO He po3MOBJIsB. BoBueHsiTa GaBuivCs TIOCepEHHI, a JOBKPYX
cuainy 1xHi 6atbku. [Togekonm XTock 13 IOpOCIMX BOBKIB ITiIBOIMBCS, HEKBAITHO CTYIIAB JIO SIKOTOCh
BOBUEHSITH, ITWIBHO IMBUBCSl Ha HHOTO 1 TUXO MOBEPTaBCs Ha CBOE Micue. Yacom Maru migrassia
CBOE BOBUEHS IO CMYT'H MICSIYHOTO CsIiBa, 1100 foro OyJio BUIHIIIE. AKesa 3aKJIMKaB 3 BEPIIMHU:

— Bu 3Haere 3akoH, Bu 3Haere 3akoH! [{uBiThCA X, reil, BOBKU!

I TypOOTIMBI MaTepi MOKBAIUIMBO BiAT'YKHYJIHCh:

— Ilpupusnsitecs nodpe, re, BOBKH!

Hapemiti — matu-BoBuuig Hamopommiacsi, 00 depra miaidnuia A0 HuX, — 0aTbko-BoBk
BUINTOBXHYB Ha cepeauny kona Kadenst Mayrii. ['ennyBimch nopony, Mayrii 3acmisiBes i moyas
OaBUTHCH KaMIHIISIMH, 1110 BUOJIMCKYBAIA B MICSTYIHOMY CBITJIi.

AKena JKOJIHOTO pa3y He MiBiB ToJIOBH, IO JieXasla Ha MepeaHixX Jarnax, JIMIIe Jac Bij yacy
CKaBYJIiB:

— JIUBiTBCSA XK, Tel, BOBKH!

3a ckernelo BUyaocs npuniyiieHe rapyanns [lep-Xana:

— Jurtuna mos1. Bignaiire 11 meni! Hamo Binsnomy Hapony moaceke nuts?

Akerna HaBiTh ByXOoM He 10BiB. BiH suiiie MOBUB:

— Hlusithbes x, o BoBku! Hamo Binenomy Hapony koputucs uyskiit Bomi? [JuBitbest 1o0pe!

BoBku 3arapuainu yci 3apa3oMm, i OIUH 3 YOTUPUPIYHUX HEJOPOCTKIB Y BIOBiAb AKeJli TOBTO-
puB cioa [llep-Xana:

— Hamo Binsnomy Haponosi 31aBcst miiKMIb0K?

3akoHM JIKyHINIIB CBiUaTh, IO KOJIM 3UYMHUTBLCS Cylepedka Mpo Te, YM MOXKHA MPUNHATH
KOTOCh /10 3rpai, To 32 HbOTO MAalOTh 3aCTYIUTHCh X04ua O JBOE BOBKIB, OKpiM OaTbKa i Matepi.

— XT0 3a 1110 AUTUHY? — cnutaB Akesa. — Xto 3 BinbHoro Hapony mpoxae ciosa?

HixTo He BiAnoBiB, i MaTu-BoBuuils mpurorysanacs a0 6010, AKUiA Mir OyTH [1s1 He1 OCTaHHIM.

I wiel muTi 3BiBCS Ha 3a/H1 Jlany 1 3arap4as 3Bip 1HIIOI OPOaM, NpUCyTHIK Ha Pani 3rpai, —
Bany, BaitiryBaTuii Oypuii BeiMifib, IKUI HABYaB BOBUCHAT 3aKOHOBI JIKYHIIiB, BiH OJTyKaB, /I XOTiB,
00 CHIOKMBAB CaMi JIMIIIE TOPiXU, MeJ Ta KOPiHHSL.

— Jlonceka nutrHa? Yom OM 1 Hi? — ckazaB BiH. — $1 3a quTuHy. BoHa HikOMY He 3aIlIKOAUTS.
S He BMIiI0 KpacHO rOBOPUTH, Ta Kaxy mpaBay. Hexait manmii 6irae y 3rpai. BizemeMo #ioro BKytii
3 iHIIMMHU. § cam Oro HaBYaTUMY.

— Ham notpibeH ime xTock, — MOBUB AKkena. — baty cBO€ CI0BO cKka3aB, a BiH yUUTEIb HAIITNX
nitedd. XTo Ie Ma€ mockh JI0 ¢IoBa, okpim bay?

Ha koo nsrna yopHa Tinb. To Oyna mantepa baripa, 4opHioIa, MOB YOPHHJIO, ajie TIOIeKy/In
3 UATKAMH, KOTpI, fIK B yCiX MaHTep, MIPO3MPaH Ha 11 HIKipi, Haye CBITJIMI Bi3€pyHOK Ha JOPOTii
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TKaHWHi. Yci B JKyHIJIsX 3HauM Baripy, 1 HixTo 6 He 3aX0TiB BOPOTYBaTH 3 Helo, 00 BOHa OyJia XUTpa,
sk Tabaki, xopoOpa, K JUKHUI OyiiBO, 1 JTIOTa, SIK MOpaHeHuH cioH. Ta ronoc y Hei OyB CONOKUIA,
MOB JIUKUI Me[l, a XyTpO M’sIKe, SIK IIOBK.

— O Akeno, i tu, Binbuuit Hapone, — 3aMypKkoTiia BoHa, — 51 HE Malo ’KOJHUX MpaB Ha Balllii
HapaJi, aine B 3akoHi JI)KyHIJIIB cKa3aHO, 10 KOJIM 3aiifie Cynepeyka 3a KOroch i3 TUTUHYAT, TO KUTTS
1ILOTO JIUTUHYATH MOXHA BUKYNUTH. | B 3aKOHI HE CKa3aHO, KOMY MOKHA 1 KOMY HE MOXHa TJIaTUTH
BUKYII. AJlke Tak?

— Cnpasni Tak! — 3aBUJIM 3aBk/I4 TojI0/HI Mool BoBkU. — [Tocimyxaiimo baripy! 3a nutuny
MO’Ha B35ITU BUKYIIL. Tak Kaxe 3aKoH.

— 41 3Ha10, 10 HE Malo IIpaBa TOBOPUTH TYT, OTOK MPOIY BaIIOro J03BOJIY.

—T'oBopu! — 3arykanu 1BaaLSITEpPO rojociB 3apa3oM.

— He cnig youBaTu ronomikiporo masmoka. JIo Toro , BiH CTaHe BaM 3a YyJOBY irpaliky, KOJu
TPOXH MigpocTte. bay 3a HbOro 3acTynuBcs. A s 1oaam J1o ciiB bany e i skupHoro OyiiBosia, HOHHO
BITOJILOBAHOTO 3a MiBMUJTI 3BiJICH, SIKITIO BU ITPUIMETE JIIOJICHKY IUTUHY A0 3rpal, SIK TO BEJIUTh 3aKOH.
Xiba BKe 11e TaK OOTSIKIMBO?

TyT 3uMHUBCS Tranac — AECATKU TOJI0CIB 3aryKajld pa3oM:

— ABxkex! BiH olHaKOBO TIOMpe ITiJ] 9ac 3UMOBHX JIOIIiB. AOO ioro cranuth conie. o Ham
Moe BHisITH roJie skadeHs? Hexait codi Oirae y 3rpai. To ne x OyiiBin, baripo? Mu npuiiMaemo
JIUTUHY !

I motim npostyHaB IyXuil rofnoc AKeu:

— JTuBiThes noOpe, 0 BoBku, auBiThCS 100pe!

A Mayrni cupiB co6i i1 6e3KypHO OaBUBCS KAMIHIISIMU 1 HaBiTh He 3BaXaB, 1110 BOBKH IO Uep3i
MiIXOAWIN Ta orisgaany Moro. Hapemri yci moganucs 31 ckelti 3a BOUTUM OyHBOJIOM, 1 JIMIIVUTUCS
TUTbKU Akena, Baripa, Bany i cim’st 2Kabensitu Mayrii. [lep-Xan yce 1mie HeTAMUBCS B KyIllax — BiH
CTpAIlleHHO PO3JIOTUBCS, 1110 Mayriii He Bijgaiu omy.

— Hymo, peBu co0i cKisibku 3amaHeThest! — mpomypyana Baripa y Byca. — Lle ’Kabens komuch
111e 3MYCHUTb TeOe 3acIiBaTH iHII01 — ab0 S 30BCIM HE pO3YMIIOCS Ha JIIOASX.

— Mu BunHmIM 106pe! — ckazaB Akena. — Jlioau 1 1xHi i ayxe KmiTiusi. Konuch BiH 3Moxke
HaM JOIIOMOI'TH.

— Tak, mONOMOrTH B TSKKI YacH, 00 HIXTO He Moxe OyTH BaTaXXKoM 3rpai BiYHO, — MOBUJIA
Baripa.

Akena He BiINOBIB HiYoro. BiH gymaB mpo Ti JIuxi yacu, sIKi HaCTaloTh J1s1 KOKHOTO BaTakKa
3rpai, KOJM BiH BTpavae cuily. BoBKku BOMBAIOTH HOTO, 30BCIM OXJISJIOTO, i HOBHIA BaTaKOK 3aCTYIA€
fioro mictie, Moo KOJUCh Tek OyTH BOUTUM.

— Bi3bMu uTHHY, — CKa3aB BiH 0aThKOBi-BOBKY, — 1 BUXOBai 11, SIK HAJIE)KUTh BUXOBYBATH CUHIB
Binsaoro Hapony.

Tak Kadens Mayrmi npuiinsm 1o CioHikicbkol 3rpai — 3a OyiBoda i 3a coBo baiy.

A Teriep BU Ma€Te MPOMHUHYTH POKiB JECATh YA ONUHAALSATSH i IIPOCTO YSIBUTH COOi IMBOBUKHE
KUTTs, IO OviKyBajio Mayrii cepen BOBKiB, 00 Mpo BCi Oro mpuroayd MoxHa Oyjao O HammcaTtu
YMMaJIo KHUKOK. BiH pic pa3oM i3 BOBUEHATaMH, X049 BOHU, 3BICHO, CTAJIM 3piTMMUA BOBKaMH Hada-
raTo paHillie, Hi BiH CTaB JIOPOCIMM XJIOMIIEM, i 6aTbko-BOBK HaBYaB Oro BChOMY, III0 3HaB caMm, Ta
111e 1 MOSICHIOBAB YCe, IO BiA0yBaIoCs JOBKOA. | TOMY IIypXiT KOXKHOI CTEOJIMHKHU Y TPaBi — 1 KOXeH
MOJMX JIACKABOTO HIYHOTO JIETOTY, 1 KPUK COBU HaJl TOJIOBOIO, 1 JIONMOTIHHS KaskaHa, 1110 3a4elUBCs
KirTeMm 3a TiJIKY i TUTIOCKIT IpiOHOT pUOMHKY Y CTaBKY — OYJIH [/Isl HhOTO He MEHII BasKJIMBI, HIXK JIIJTOBI
CIpaBH 151 BIJACHUKA BEJIMKO1 KOHTOpH. Kon BiH He BUMBCS, TO IpiMaB Ha COHEUKY, IiIKUBJIIOBABCS
YMMOCH 1 3aCMHaB 3HOBY. Konu BiH XOTiB IOMUTHUCH UM TPOXU OCBIKUTHUCH, BIH KyIaBCs Y JIICOBUX
03epax; KOJIM Mparjiocsi CKYITyBaTy Mey (BiH jAi3HaBcs BiJ baiy, 1110 Mell Ta TOpiXu CMakyloTh He
ripiie BiJl CHporo m’sica), BiH 3aJla3uB Ha JepeBo — baripa HaBumia ¥ioro 1ie pooutu. ByBaso, BoHa
BMOCTUTKLCS Ha T 1 TYKaE:
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— AHy, XOIU-HO CIO[1, MaJInii OpaTuKy!

Criepiiry Mayriti TpoCTO YiIlIsIBCS 3a TUTKH, SIK JIIHUBELb (€ Take 3BipATKO), a MOTiM HAJIOBUYM-
BCSI CMUIMBO CTpUOATH 3 OJHI€l TJIKU Ha iHIIy, sk MaBreHs. Ha Ckesni Paau, mig yac 36opiB 3rpai,
11l HBOT'O TEK 3HaXOQMIIocs Miclie. TaM BiH MOMITHUB, 1110 ’KOAEH 3 BOBKIB HE MOKE€ BUTpUMATHU MOTO
MIPUCKITIJIMBOTO NOIJISAAY, 1 TOAL BiH [UIsl pO3Baru CTaB MUJIbHO BAMBIATHCA y BOBKiB. Yacom romy
JOBOJIMJIOCS BUTSATATH CKIITKH 3 JIall CBOIX JIPy3iB, 00 BOBKAM J1yXe TOMIKY/ISIOTh PEIT IXH Ta KOJIOUKH.
BHoui BiH cryckaBcst 3 maropOiB Ha 30paHi MOJis 1 pO3AMBIISIBCS Ha JIIOAEH Y CLIbCBKMX XaTUHAX, ajie
JIOBipH JI0 HUX He MaB. baripa siIkoch ToKazajia oMy CKPUHBKY i3 3aCYBKOIO, TaK PETEeJIbHO CXOBAHY
B 3apOCTsIX, 0 Mayri Jieib He BTpamnvB J0 Hel, 1 cKka3aja, 1o Iie nactka. [loHa yce BiH J0OUB
3a0bupatucs 3 Baripoio B caMiCiHBbKY TYIIIaBUHY JIiCy, CIIaTH TaM BecCh JIeHb, a BHOUI CTEKUTH, SIK
Baripa ine Ha 1oBU. BoHa mosmoBaa Oyap-sIKy JUUUHY, KOJH OyJia TojofHa. Mayriii poOMB Tak caMo —
3a OHUM BUHATKOM. Ta Ko/lM BiH TPOXM MijpicC 1 MOYaB Jemo po3ymiTy, baripa Hakazana ioMy He
YinaTy JOMaIrHio xyao0y, 00 3a HbOrO CIUIATHIIM BUKYI 3rpai, youBIm OyiBoJIa.

— Vce, mo € B JIKyHIJISIX, — TBOE, — Ka3zaja baripa. — Moxenn BomoBaTy OyJb-sIKy 310014,
sIKa TOO1 i cuity. Asie 3apaay Toro OyiiBojia, KOTPHUH MOCIYTyBaB BUKYIIOM, TH HE TMOBUHEH YilaTH
AOMaIIHIO Xy00y — Hi MoJonty, Hi crapy. Takuii 3akoH JIKyHIJTB.

I Mayri 3anam’sitaB 1ie pa3 1 Ha3aBKau.

Ortak BiH 3pOCTaB — CUJIbHUM, SIKMM 1 MyCHTb OyTH XJIOTIEIIb, III0 BUBYAE BCE OTPiOHE, HABITh
HE 3HAIOUH, [0 HABYAETHCH, 1 JyMAE JIMIIE PO Te, K 3A00yTH TKY.

SAxoch MaTu-BoBumiis ckazana oMy, o [llep-XaHoBi He MOXXHA BipUTH 1 1110 KOJIMCh BiH TOBU-
HeH Oyne Boutu lllep-Xana. BoBueHs Hikomm 6 He 3a0ys10 cka3aHoro, a Mayrii 3a0yB — ajike BiH OyB
YChOTO JIMIIIE MAJTIOKOM, XOY 1 BBaXaB ceOe BOBKOM 1 Ha3uBaB O ceOe Tak, IKOM BMIiB PO3MOBJISITU
JIOJICHKOIO MOBOIO.

[Iep-Xan Bech yac auIaBcs HeOE3MEYHUM TSI HbOTO, 60 AKesa 3 BIKOM CTaBaB HEMiUHUM,
a KyJIbraBUil TUTP YK€ BCTUT 3alpUSTEIIOBATH 3 yCiMa MOJIOAUMHU BOBKamu 3rpai. Bonu xogumm 3a
HUM CJTIJIOM 1 TI0Mpasi 32 HUM HEJIOIIKHU. AKeJia Hi3alo He J03BOJUB O I[OT0, KO MaB Taky
BJaay, sk panime. A Illep-Xan yce HaxBaloBaB BOBYEHST 1 HEe MHSIB BipH, SIK 1€ TaKi XOpoOpi MOIoAi
MUCJTUBIII CITyXaI0ThCS CTAPOTO CJTAOKOTO BOBKA 1 JIIOJICKKOTO MOKHIbKA. « 51 uyB, — ka3as Illep-XaH, —
1o Ha Pajni BU 1 B 04l HOMYy AMBUTHMCH HE CMi€Te». | MOIOAlI BOBKM CEPOUTO rapyayyv Ta LIKipuiIn
3yOH y BiTIOBi[pb.

Baripa Bce uyna i 6aunna, 10 TOro X i Oyyo Ime 6arato 4oro BiJIOMO; i KiJIbka pa3iB BOHA
npsiMo Kazana Mayrii, mo kosuch [lep-Xan ioro BO’e. Ta Mayriti TiIbKU cMisIBCS:

—V mene € 3rpas i Tu. Ta it Baity, Xou sIkuil TiHUBUH, 32 MeHe cTaHe Topor. Yoro x MeHi
oosTUCs ?

Skorock xapkoro qHs baripi cnano Ha aymky nemo. Moxe, BOHa 1IOCh BiJl KOroch 104yia,
MOXe, 11 cKa3aB Ipo e qukoopa3 Caxi, — Xall TaM 5K, Ta KOJIM BOHU 3 MayTuii 3aiilluiv B IyIIAaBUHY
JIcy 1 XJIONeUpb PO3JIrcsi, BMOCTHBILM TOJIOBY Ha JIUCKYYill YOPHIM CIMHI NAHTEpW, BOHA CKa3aja
Homy:

— Masmii Bparuky, tu He 3a0yB, SIK s Ka3asa To0i, mo Illep-XaHn — TBii Bopor?

— ABXeX, TH LIe IOBTOPIOBAJIA CTUIBKY Pa3iB, CKIIbKY I'OPiXiB Ha il ajibMi, — BiAnoBiB Mayrii
(3BiCHO, paxyBaru BiH He BMiB). — Hy To i1 mo? MeHi cTpax sik xoueTbcs cnatu, baripo. A Hlep-
XaH — TO MPOCTO JOBI'MM XBICT 1 AYPHUI ONIYLIUIMBUY TONOC, sIK Y MaBu4ya Mopa.

— He vac 3apa3 cnatu! Lle 3nae bany, 1 g1 Tex, 1 Bcs 3rpas 3Ha€ npo 1Lie, HalAypHIILIUKI OJEHb,
i Toii 3Hae! I TabGaki ka3aB Te came.

— Cnpaggi! — nxukHyB Mayrii. — Tabaki HeaBHO PUOIr 1O MEHE i HArOBOPHB YCUTSKHUX Ayp-
HUIb, MOBJISIB, 1110 5 TOJI€ IIYLIEH: 1 He 3/1aTeH HaBiTh BUPUTH 3eMuisiHUl ropix. Hy To s cxonus ioro
3a XBICT 1 CTYKHYB Pa3iB 30 ABa 00 MaJbMy, 00 HABYUBCS OYyTH YEMHUM.

— Tu 3po6uB aypHuio. Tabaki X0 i TuTiTKap, Ta MOXe cKa3aTh 0arato Takoro, 1o Tede cTo-
cyerbes. Posrumon oui, Manmuii Bparuky! Illep-Xan noku mo He cMi€ 3auinati tede y JKyHIIsX,
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Ta He 3a0yBai, 1o Akena ayxe crapui. llle Tpoxu — i HacTaHe JeHb, KOJIU BiH HE 3MOXe BIIOTIOBATU
OyiiBoJa, i TOfi BiH Oiibllie He Oyae BaTaxkkoMm 3rpai. Ti BoBkH, mo 6aunau tede Ha Ckeni Paau, Tex
MOCTapisid, a MOJIOAMX KYJIbIaBUW TUTP HAMOBJISIE, IO JIOCHKIN JAUTHHI HE Miclle Y BOBYii 3rpal.
A TH CKOPO CTaHell JIIOAUHOIO.

— A mio Take monuHa? Xiba 1 He MOXHa Oiratu 31 cBoiMu Oparamu? — cnutaB Mayrmi. —
S naponuBcs y JIKYHIISIX, s KMB 32 3akoHOM JIXKYHIIIIB, i y 3rpai HeMa Takoro BOBKa, SIKOMY O s
HE BUTATAB KOJIIOYOK i3 Jiar. Yci BOHU Mol Oparu!

Baripa Bunpocranacst Ha HOBEH 3pICT 1 TPUMPYKHJIA OYi.

— Mamuii Bpatuky, — MypkHyJ1a BOHa, — TOPKHUCSI MEHE OTYT IIiJ1 IIEJIEMOI0.

Mayrii npocTar cBoo MillHY cMamisiBy pyKy 1 Ha i baripu mij HiKHUM XyTpOM HamallaB
IyK1 M’SI3U 1 HEBEJINUKY 3aJIUCUHKY.

— Hixto y JIxyHrisax He 3Hae, 1o si, baripa, Malo Takuil 3HaK — CJIij] Bijl HalllMHUKA. AJie
sl Hapoauyacs cepeq Jiiogen, Manuii bpatuky, 1 3-oMixk Jilofel BMepia MOsi MaTH — Y KOPOJIBCh-
KOMY 3BipuHIli, B Yaaimypi. Ocb YoMy s cruiatuia 3a Tede BUKyN Ha Paji, ko Tu OyB 11e rojnum
MamiokoM. Tak, s Tex Hapoausacs cepe Jiofei. 3Manky s He 6aunia JUKYHIIiB. MeHe rofayBaiv B
3aUTI3HIN KJIITI 13 3aJ1i3HO1 MUCKH, Ta SIKOCh YHOYI s Biiuyia, 110 51 — baripa, manrepa, a He JIIoJCbKa
irpamka. OqHUM yJapoM JIanH 1 371amajia Iy pHUI 3aMOK 1 BTekJia. OCKUIbKH 51 3HAIO JIIOJChKI 3BUYal,
y [xyHrisx mene 6ositeest Oinbine Bif Llep-Xana. Xioa x Hi?

— ABXkex, — ckazaB Mayri, — yci B JxyHIysx 6osteest Baripu, yci, okpim Mayrii.

— OX TH X, JIOJCbKE TUTUHYATKO, — JIariTHO PUTOpHYJIa Horo naHrepa. — Ik s Koamuch nosep-
HyJIacs 10 cBOiX J[KyHIJIIB, Tak i TM MYCHII 3pPEIITO0 MOBEPHYTHUCS 0 JOAEH, 0 CBOIX OpariB —
AKIIo TeOe He BO'1I0Th Ha Pani.

— Hagimo komych MmeHe BOMBat? — curaB Mayri.

— IlornsHb-HO Ha MeHe, — MoBwJIa baripa, 1 Mayrii nibHO MOAUBUBCS 1il B OUi.

Benuka nanrepa He BUTprMMaJia Moro norvisiay i BiABEpHYIacs.

— Ocpb HaBiIIO, — CKa3aja BOHA 1 MOBOPYIIXJIA Jarolo JIMCT. — HaBiTh 51 HE MOXY TUBUTHUCS
TOO1 B 04i, a 51 % HapoAwiacs cepes Joaei i moomo tedbe, Mamuit Bpatuky. A XTOCh HEHABUIUTD
TeOe 3a Te, 1110 He MOKe BUTPUMATH TBOTO TOTJIsALY, 32 Te, 0 TH PO3YMHHUI, 3a Te, 0 T BUTSTA€ENT
1M KOJIIOUKH 3 JIaIl, 3a Te, 1O TH JIIOMHA.

— 51 BchOro 1bOro He 3HaB, — MOXMYPO BiANMOBIB Mayri i HACYNIUB TyCTi YOpHI OpOBEHSTA.

— A mo Benuth 3akoH [xynrniB? Crepiry Boap, a ToAi o3uBaics. BoHu Bmi3HaoTh y T0O1
JouHY, 00 T HeoOauHuid. Tox Oy poscymuBum! Cepiie miika3ye MeHi, 0 Ko AKesla CXHOUTh
Ha HAHOJMMKYMX JIOBaX — a MIOMy CTa€ BCe Bakue TOJIOBATH, — BOBKHM OLIbIIIE HE CIyXaTHUMYThCS Hi
ioro, Hi Tebe. Bonu 36epyThcs Ha Ckeni Pagu, Ta me # Becb Hapon IxyHriiB, i Tomi... Tomi... Hi,
s1 3HaI0, 10 poouTHn! — cKpukHya baripa i cxonunacs 3 micus. — bBixku mBuaIIe BHU3, Y A0IHHY, 1€
JIONICBKI XaTH, 1 BizbMu Tam YepBoHy KBiTky. Tomi B Tebe Oyne 3acTylmHUK JIyXK4ui, Hixk 1, 1 bay,
i Ti BOBKM 3rpai, mo Tede moonsath. Bizbmu YepBony KBiTKy!

Tak Baripa Ha3uBaa BOroHs, 60 *kojieH 3Bip y JKyHIJISIX He BAMOBHTH HOTO CITPABKHIO HA3BY.
3Bipi cTparieHHO OOSTHCSI BOTHIO 1 BUTAAYIOTh Oy/ib-sIKe HA3BUCHKO, A0 JIUIIIE HE CKa3aTH ICTUHHOTO.

— YepBony KgiTky? — ckazaB Mayrii. — Bona Bupocrtae no6ins xat Hagseuip. f i1 3m00ymy.

— Orte Taku Jozickka qutuHa! — MoBmIIa Baripa 3 ropaictio. — He 3a0yap, BOHa pocte B MaJIux
ropiukax. JlicTanp i1 YUMIIBUALIE 1 TPUMA i1 PyKOIO, TOKHU HE 3HAI0OOUTHCS.

— T'apa3n! — ckazaB Mayri. — 4 migy. A Tv meBHa, Mosi Baripo, — i BiH OOHSB 11 3a MU0 1
3a3UpHYB y BEJIMKI 04l NAHTEpH, — T NIEBHA, 110 Bee 1ie uxo — Bifg lep-Xana?

— ATOX, KJISIHYCS 3JlaMaHUM 3aMKOSM, 1110 3BiJIbHUB MeHe, Manuii bpatuky!

— Toni knsHycs OyiiBosioM, 110 OyB MeHi BUKYyToM, s Biaasdy Illep-XaHoBi crioBHa, a MoKe,
1 13 ropoio, — ckazaB Mayriii i mo0ir retb.

— Ocb Taka moauHa! OT 1 MPOTJISIHYJIO JTIOJChKe, — MoBUJIa baripa, jissratoun 3H0By. — Ox, [lep-
XaHe, y IMXy TOIMHY TH HaJiyMaBcsl romoBaTty Ha 7KabeHs Garato pokiB Tomy!
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A Mayri OyB yke Aajieko 3Bifcu. BiH M4aB CTpiMroJioB, i cepiie B HbOro Kajaraio. Bin 1o0ir
10 TIeYepy BKe y BE4ipHbOMY TYMaHi, CIIMHUBCS, 100 TPOIIKHU BiJIMXATUCh, 1 MOIJISTHYB YHU3, Y
nonvHy. BoBueHsT He Oyno BioMma, ajne matu-BoBumils, sieBe 3auyBIIM Mogux cBoro JKaOeHsTH,
3pO3yMiJia, 1110 BiH YUMOCh CXBUJIbOBAHUIA.

— IIlo Tpanuock, CMHKY? — CliMTajIa BOHA.

— IIpocro mypHi 6anauku llep-Xana, — BignoBiB BiH. — ChOTO/HI 51 MOTIOBATIMY Ha JIOACHKIN
3eMUIL

I BiH monaBcs vepe3 KyIli BHU3, O PiYKH Y BUIOJIHMHKY, Ta Bpa3 CIMHUBCS, TIOUYBIIA BUTTS
3rpai Ha yioBax. [lodyB BiH i peBiHHSI 3alIbKOBAHOT'O OJIEHS, 1 MOTO TSXKKE JUXAHHSI, KOJIU OJIEHb MTPU-
roTyBaBcsi O0pOHUTHUCH. [10TIM JOMMHYJIO 3JTiCHE rapyaHHsi MOJIOAUX BOBKIB.

— Akeno! Akeno! Hexail BoBK-oiMHak nokaxe cBoio cuiy! Ilpomnycrites Batakka 3rpai! Crpu-
Oai1, AkeJio!

MabyTh, BOBK-OIMHAK CTPHOHYB i cXUOUB, 60 Mayrii ouyB KJIallaHHs Horo 3y0iB, a IOTIM —
KOPOTKE BUIIIaHHS, KOJIM OJIeHb 30MB AKeJly 3 HIl' yJapoM KOIHTA.

Mayroii He cTaB YeKaTy i pBOHYBCS BIiepe. 3a MUTh BiH JOOIT 10 30paHUX MOJIiB MOOIM3Y cena,
a BUTTS BAQJIMHI MIOMaJTy CTUXJIO.

— baripa kazana mpaeny, — IpOILENOTIB BiH 1 3aX€KaHO BJIICS Ha KyIly TpaBW IiJl BIKHOM
XaTUHU. — 3aBTpAIlHIN AeHb Oy/ie BUPIMIAIBHUM — 1 U1 MEHe, 1 711 AKEJIH.

[NoTimM mpunaB oOMMYYSAM 10 BiKHA 1 3aIMBHMBCS Ha BOTOHb Yy Teui. BiH GaumB, sIK CUTbChKa
’KI1HKa BCTaJsla BHOUI 1 IIIKMHYJ/Ia y BOTOHb $IKICh YOPHI KaMiHIIi, 1 KOJIM PO3BUHLIOCS 1 HaJ| 3eMJIEI0
3aKJIyOOUMB BOTKHIA O1JTMIA TyMaH, BiH TOOAUMB, SIK MAJIM XJIOTELlb Y351B TOPIIUK, OOTIIETEHHIA JI03010
1 BUMa3aHWi TJIMHOIO 3Cepe/IMHYU, HAMIOBHUB MOTO MPUCKOM 13 IeYi i, 3arOpHYBIIU Y KOBAPY, MIIIIOB
3 HUM /IO KOIIApH.

— Orte i Bce? — moBuB Mayrii. — Hy, konmu muTrHaA 116 BMi€, TO MEHI HeMa 4oro O0STHCh.

BiH 3aBepHyB 3a pir Ha3ycTpiu MajoOMy, BUXOIIUB T'OPILIYK Y HOT'O 3 PYK 1 BMUTb 3HUK Y TYMaHi,
a XJIOTelpb 3aIlJIaKkaB 3 MEPeIsKy.

— Jlomu myxe cXoki Ha MeHe, — cKa3aB Mayrimi, po3aMyXyIouH Xkap, K TO poOusa KiHKa. —
SIk110 51 o11e He MiAroayo, TO BOHO TIOMpE.

I Mayrni Haku/1aB Ha YepBOHI )KapUHU XMHU3Y Ta CyXOl KOPH.

Ha niBopo3i 1o ropu BiH 3yctpiB Baripy. PankoBa poca Onuiaa Ha 11 MIKypi, MOB MicCsIYHe
CSINBO.

— Akena cxubuB, — CKa3ajia nmaHTepa. — Bonu 6 youiu Horo 1ie BHOYI, ajie IM TOTpiOeH TH.
Bonwu nrykanu tebe Ha maropOi.

— 41 6yB Ha 30paHomy noni. { rotouii. [TornsgHe. — [ Mayrii miiHSB Ha/l TOJIOBOIO TOPIITUK
13 JKapoM.

— Yynoso! Crnyxait, 51 6aunia, sIK JIOAW TULSIOTH TYIH CYXy T'UIKY, 1 Ha 11 KiHLi nanae YepBoHa
Kgitka. Tu e Goimics?

— Hi! Yoro meni 6ostrch? S mam’siTaio — SKIIO 116 He COH, — IO KOJIH iIle He OyB BOBKOM,
yacTo Jiexan 61151 YepBoHoi CBIiTKH, 1 MeHi OyJI0 Tak TeIUIo i XOpolle. . .

VBech enb Mayriti mpocuiB y nevepi. Bin cuaiB 6iJist ropiiyka 3 ;apom i THIISIB JOCEPEAUHH
Cyxe raiys33s, o0 modaunTy, 1o 3 TOro BUije. BpemTi-pemrT BiH 3HaiIIoB MOTPiOHY TiJIKY, 1 BBE-
yepi, ko Tabaki migdir Ao mevepu i ayxe rpyoo raBkHyB, mo Mayrii Tpeda iitu Ha Ckemo Panu,
BiH 3aCMisIBCS TaK 3HYIIAILHO, 10 Tabaki BTiK. I Togi Mayrii, Tak camo cMiouuch, pymmB 1o Ckenti
Panu.

Axena, BOBK-OIMHAK, Jie)kaB OiJisi CBOTO BUCTYITy HA 3HAK TOTrO, IO MiClle BaTaxKa Terep
BUTbHE, a [llep-XaH 3i cBOIMH TiiraBKyBauam¥l MOXOKAaB TYAW-CIOH, 1 BUIJISA Y HHOTO OYB JIyXke
BJIOBOJIEHUI. baripa naria nopyd i3 Mayrii, a BiH TpMMaB MiK KOJIiH TOpIIMK 13 skxapoM. Konu Bei
3i0panucs, llep-Xan BucTynuB Hanepen. BiH Hikonu 6 He MOCMIB Tak 3poOuTH, KON Akena OyB
IIpY CUJI.
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— Bin He mae npaBa! — npomenorina Baripa. — He 6ivics i ckaxku. Lleit cyunii cuH 371Ka€ThCsl.

Mayri 3BiBCsI Ha HOTH.

— Binpnuit Hapone! — Buryknys BiH. — Xi0a Illep-Xan — Bataxok 3rpai? Xiba Tirp Moxe OyTu
HAIllUM BaTaXKoM?

— Micrie Batakka I1ie BijIbHE, 2 MEHEe TIONPOXaJId BUCTYIUTH. .. — rovaB Oyiio [llep-XaH.

— XTt0 Tebe npoxas? — BUTYKHYB Mayri. — Xi06a My makaiu, niod ria3yBaTy rnepes Jomoxe-
pom? 3rpast obepe BaTaxka cama, a 3aiiid TYT Hi JI0 4Oro!

3uuHuUBCs rajiac. «MoBuH, JIIOICHKUI MOKUIBbKY !» «Hi, Xaii roBoputs! BiH 1mianye Haiir 3akoH !»
3pelToro cTapi BOBKM 3arapuaiu: «Xai roopute Mepteuii BoBk !»

Ko Baraxok 3rpal cxubuTh Ha TIOJMIOBaHHI, IOro Ha3uBaoTh MepTBuM BoBKOM ask 10 cMepTi,
sIKa TICIISI IIbOTO BKe He 3a0apUThCsI.

Akerna noBoJIi 3BiB CUBY I'OJIOBY:

— Binsuauii Hapope i1 By, makanu [ep-Xana! I nanaausTs pokiB BOAMB Bac Ha JIOBH, 1 3a I
POKH 3KOJEH 3 Bac He BTPANMB Yy MACTKy i He OyB cKaslidyeHWid. A och Tenep s cxuOus. Bu 3Haere,
SK 11e OyJi0 3po0JieHo. 3Ha€Te, M0 MeHi Ha3yCTpiu BUITYCTHJIN TYXKOTO OJieHs, 100 yCi nmodauuim
Molo cradkicte. e Oyna xurpa BuTiBKa. Bu Maere nipaBo BOuTu MeHe TyT, Ha Ckemi Pamu. I tomy
sl IMTal0: XTO 3 Bac Mifiiae i BO'e BoBKa-oauHaka? 3a 3akoHoM JIXYHIJIIB 1 MOXKY BUMAraru, 1moo
BU IIAXOIVJIH TTOOAMHIII.

3ananyBasia Tviia. HixTo 3 BOBKiB He XOTiB OutHcs 3 Akesoro Ha cMeptsb. [Totim 3apesiB Llep-
XaH:

— Harmmo Ham et 6e33y0mii mypenb? BiH yce omHO 3/10XHe! A JTIOICBKUI BUITYTIOK TEX 3aKUBCS
Ha 1iM cBiti. Bineauit Hapone, BiH criepiry OyB moero 3q06uvuto. Tox Bigmaiite iioro Meni! ['miako
JOVBUTHUCH — BU BC1 HaU€ MOAYPLIM Yepe3 Hboro. BiH aecATs pokiB nackyauTth y JxyHoisax. Bignaiite
MOro MeHi, iHaKIe 51 3aBXK/IY MOJI0BATUMY TYT, 4 BaM 1 KicTKU He 3aiuiry. O1ne Joackke mopias,
1 51 HEeHaBUJIKY OTO BCIM cepLieM!

I GisbIie MONMOBUHY BOBKIB 3aBHJIM:

— Jloguna! Jliopuua! Haio Ham monuna? Xaii e reTs, 10 cBOiX!

— 1 30ypuTth ipoTH Hac moaei no Beix cenax? — peHyB Illep-Xan. — Hi, Biggaiite fioro meHi!
Bin moauHa, 1 HIXTO 3 HAC HE MOXE BUTPUMATH MOTO MOMJIALY.

Akerna 3HOB Ii/IBiB rOJIOBY 1 MOBUB:

— Bin 1B pa3om 3 Hamu. BiH criaB pa3zom i3 Hamu. BiH 3aransB mist Hac 310014. Bin xogHOrO
pas3y He nopyiuB 3akoH JIKyHIJIiB.

— I e mie He Bce. Koy ¥ioro mpuiimainu 1o 3rpai, s Bifgana 3a Hboro OyiiBona. Moxe, OyiBii —
1ie IpiOHUIS, 32 SIKy He BapTO OMTHCH, ajie uyecTh baripu Toro Bapra, — mpomypuaiia baripa Tixo i
CIIOKIMHO.

— ByiiBin, Bigjianuii aecATh pokiB ToMy! — 3aBuia 3rpas. — [llo Ham [0 KICTOK, fIKi yke IaBHO
30T !

— A60 4 J10 TOrO, OO TPUMATH CBOIO OOITISTHKY ? — MoBWITa Baripa, i 11 Oiti 3you 30 MCHYIH. —
ABXkex, HeJapeMHO BU HaszuBaetecs: BinbHum Hapogom!

— KonHa miofichka auTvHa He Moxe xuTh 3 Haponom [Ixynrnis! — 3apegis [llep-Xan. — Bin-
JanTe Woro MeHi!

— Bin Bam Opat, X04 i He 10 KpOBI, — IMOBIB AaJli AKella, — a BU XoueTe BOUTH ioro TyT! MabyTh-
TaKW, 51 3a)KUBCsA Ha cBiTi! [lexTo 3 Bac MOJMI0E Ha TOMAIIHIO Xyn00y, iHII, s 9yBaB, ciigom 3a Illep-
XaHOM HMIIMOPATH BHOYI MO cefax i KpaayTh JIOACHKUX IiTedl. OTOX s 3HAI0, MO BU OOSrys3H, i
3BEPTAIOCh 3apa3 10 0oATy3iB. I CKOpo MOMPY, i MO€ JKHUTTSI HIYOTO He BapTe, a To O 51 BiLIaB HOro 3a
MoAckKy AuTHHY. Ta 3apany vecti 3rpai, Mpo Ky BU BCTUIIH 3a0yTH 0e3 BaTaxKa, s 1al0 BaM CJIOBO,
1110 HE KMHYCh Ha ’KOJHOTO 3 Bac, KOJIM MPUIAJIE MOsI OCTaHHS TO/IMHA — SIKIIIO BU JO3BOJIUTE JIIOJCHKIN
OUTHHI TiTH 10 cBoiX. S1 mompy 6e3 6om0. e 30epesxe ans 3rpal moHalMeHIIe Tpy KUTTs. Binbie
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sl HIYOTO HEe MOJXKY BIISITH, Ta SIKIIO XO4eTe, BPATYIO Bac BiJl raHbOM — BOUTH Opara, sIKUil HiYMM He
3aBUHMB, OpaTa, SKOro MPUAHSLIM A0 3rpai 3a 3aKoHOM JIKYHIJIB.

— Bin monuna!.. Jlionuna!.. JlioquHa!.. — 3aBUJIM BOBKH.

I Ginbiie monoBuHM cranu Ha 6ik lep-Xana, sikuil HeTepIUIsTue OMB 3eMITI0 XBOCTOM.

— Tenep yce 3anexuth Bin Tebe, — ckaszana baripa Mayrmi. — Ham numaersest TUIbKM CTaTh
10 6010.

Mayrii BUnpocraBcsi Ha BECh 3pICT, TPUMAIOUM B pyKax ropuiuk. IloTim BiH notsarcs i nosix-
HYB Ha 30iroBuchko Paau, Xo4 AyIia Horo majaja Bifi THIBY Ta OOypeHHsS — ajke BOBKH, 32 CBOIM
MOTAEMHUM 3BUYA€EM, HIKOJIM HE BUKa3yBad Mayrili CBOEl HEHABUCTI.

—T'eit, Bu! — 3akpuuaB BiH. — Lleii cobaumii raBkiT Hi 10 4yoro! Bu Bxke CTiIbKM pa3iB HA3UBAIA
MeHe JIIOJMHOI0 (a 3 BaMU s O Ha BCE KUTTS JIMIIIMBCS BOBKOM), ITIO TeTiep 5 i caM BiuyBalo — Iie
Taku npapyja. | s Oyny Ha3uBaTu Bac He Opatamu, a codakamu, SIK 1 CJIiJ JIIOAWHI pOOUTH. A YOro BU
XOueTe 1 Yoro He xouere — Iie MeHi Oaiaysxe! [ o0 BY 1ie Kpalie BTSIMIIH, 51, JIOACBKUI CHH, IIPUHIC
cioqn YepBony KBitky, sikol BU, codaku, 6oitecs!

Bin xOypHYB ropiiyk Ha 3eMJII0, POIKAPEHi BYIJIMHU 3alIAIA CyXUH MOX, 1 BiH 3aiiHSBCS
sICKpaBuUM NosiyM’siM. Yest Pafa, moGaurBIImg BOrOHb, KUHYJIACS XTO KyAU. MayTili TULBHYB Y TIOTYM ST
CYXy TJIKY, a TIOTiM 3aMaxaB Helo B TIOBITpi, 0O PO3irHaTH MepesisikaHuX BOBKIB.

— Twu Tenep Bartar, — nporienoriia baripa. — Bpsryii Akeny Big cmepri. Bin 3aBxau 6yB TBOIM
OpYyroMm.

AKena, CyBOpHI1 CTapHil BOBK, IO HIKOJIM 32 KUTTS HE MPOXaB Hi B KOO KaJio, MOIUBUBCS
OaraJibHAM TOTJISI0M Ha Mayriti, sIKUii CTOSIB i3 T1JIKOIO, TOJIUH, 13 PO3CHUIIAaHUM T10 TUIeYaX YOPHUM
BOJIOCCSIM, 1 YOPHI TiHI MUTOTiJIM HABKOJIO HBOTO.

— Orak! — MoBUB MayrJ1i, MOBUILHO PO33UPHYBIINCH JIOBKONIA. — Ternep Oady, M0 B COOAKH.
Sl figy Bijg Bac 10 MOro Hapoy — SIKIIO 1ie CTipaB/i Miid Hapo. Ternep MeHi Hemae BOPOTTs 10 JIxkyH-
IJIiB, i 1 MyIIly 3a0yTH Ballly MOBY i Baily ApyxO0y, aje s HIKoiu He Oy1y TaKUM KOPCTOKUM, SIK BH.
S 6yB BaM cripaBKHIM OpaToM, XO4 i He 10 KPOBi, i TOMY OOIIIsIi0, III0 KOJIM CTaHy JIIOJMHOI cepell
JoAel, He 3pajIKy Bac, SIK BU 3paJiiii MeHe. — BiH KOIHyB O6ararTs HOrolo, i Bropy MoJeTiN iCKpu. —
Mix Hamu, BoBKamu 3rpai, He Oy/e BiiHH. Ta mepin Hik MiTH, s Mo CIUIATUTHA OOpT.

Mayrni crynus Tyau, ae cuniB Illep-XaH, Tyno BUpSUYMBIINCH HA BOTOHb, 1 CXONMB HOTO 3a
KHUTHIIIO Ha migoopigai. Baripa mpo BCSK BUMAIOK MilIa CITiIOM.

— T'eft, mipymii nec! — 3akpuyaB Mayriti. — AHy BCTaHb, KOJIU 3 TOOOIO TOBOPUTD JIIOJMHA, & TO
oOcMaio Too1 MmKipy!

[lep-Xan npuIy IUB ByXa /10 TOJIOBH i 3aIUTIONIMB OYi, 00 BOTHSIHA TiJIKa Oysa ayxke OIU3bKO.

— Le#t kpoBoXxep KazaB, 1m0 yO'e MmeHe Ha Paji, 60 He BcTur youTtH 3Manky... Ara! Otak mMu
JIYTLIIOEMO TIENbMY, KOJIM cTaeMo moapMu! CripoOyii-HO BOPYXHYTH BycoM, KynbraBuit, i s 3arxsy
UYepBony KBiTky T0Oi B meibKy!

Bin nynioBas Illep-Xana 1o rosioBi najaiyolo TijKo, i TUTP PEBiB 1 BUINAB, Jedb KUBUI
30 CTpaxy.

— Texy! A Tenep retb 3Bigcu, oOCMaeHHd KOTspa! A BH 3aTsMTe: KOJM s 3HOB NPHUITY Ha
Ckemo Pagu, To npuilny Tak, sIK JIMUUTH JTIOAUHI — 1 31 mKypoto Illep-Xana Ha ronosi! A tenep ot
mo: AKesla MOXe JKHTH, sk cxoue. | Bu fioro He BO’eTe, 60 s IbOTro HE J03BOMIO. S He Aymalo, 1o BU
TYT OTaK CHJIITUMETE, BUCOJIOMUBIIY SI3UKH, OYIIIMTO SIKeCh IMAHOBHE TIAHCTBO, 4 HE KAJTIOTiJHi TICH,
KOTpHX 1 3apa3 npoxeHy retb! Otak! I'ets!

INinka manana sxapkum nosym’siM, Mayriii HellajHo JIyILIOBaB HEl0 BOBKIB, 1 BOHU 3 BUCKOM
KUHYJIMCS HaBTiKU. BpeluTi-peruT Ha ckesii aviincs Tilbku Akena, baripa i 1me 3 qecarepo BOBKiB,
sKi ctaym Ha Oik Mayrmi. I toai mock obrneko Mayriti 3cepeiuHH, SIK J0Ci Iie He OyBaJsio i3 HUM.
I710My 3a0MJI0 MOAMX, BiH 3aIUIaKaB, 1 [0 OOJIMYYi B HHOT'O ITOTEKJIN CILO3HU.

— o ne? o ne take? — muakaB BiH. — f He Xouy nokuaaTy KYHIJIB, 1 HE 3HAIO, 1O 31
MHOIO ctajiocs. I BMupaio, baripo?
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— Hi, Mamuit Bpatuky, 11e mpocTo cibo3u, Take OyBa€ 3 JToapMu, — MoBuiIa baripa. — Tenep s
3HAI0, IO TH Bxke He quTuHa. Tenep 1001 Hemae noporu y xynrmi. Hexait cibo3u TedyTh, Mayrii.
Ile mpocro cipo3mu.

I Mayrni cuniB i 1iakaB Tak, Haue B HbOTO pBAJIoCs ceplie, OO IJIaKaB BiH yIrepIle B KUTTI.

— Oreniep s migy 0 JIIOJEH, — CKa3aB BiH. — AJie CIIepIily MOMPOINAICs 3 MaTip’io.

I BiH mimoB Jo nevepu, ne MaTtu-BoBuuils xuia 3 6atbkoM-BoBKOM, 1 3aruiakaB, 3apHUBIIUCH
JIMILIEM Y 11 IIEPCTh, a YETBEPO BOBUCHSAT KaTiOHO CKaBUYAJIH.

— Bu mene He 3a0yaere? — cniutaB Mayri.

— Hikonu, moku MmoxeMo iUTH no ciixy! — BiAnoBiM BoBueHsTa. — [Iprxoapb 10 miIHI A KsI TOpH,
KOJIM CTaHelll JIIIAUHOI, i MU OyIeMO TOBOPUTH 3 TOOOI0. AGO MPUIIIEeMO B TIOJIE i BHOUI MTOrPaEMOChH
paszoM.

— Ipuxonp ckopinte! — ckazaB 0arbko-BoBk. — O mynpe KabeHs1, mpuxoapb ckopirie, 60 Mu
3 MaTip’Io BiKE CTapi.

— IIpuxonp ckopitiie, Mill rOJIMI CHHOUKY, — CKa3asia MaTu-BoBuulisi. — 3Hai, JII0AChKa TUTHHO,
4 moosto Tede OLIBbIIE O MOIX BJIACHUX ITEH.

— 1 npwiiny HeonmiHHO, — ckazaB Mayri. — [lpuiiny, mo6 npunnayty mkypy lep-Xana na
Ckemio Pamu. He 3a0yBaiite MeHe! CkaxiTh yciMm y JIKYHIJIAX — HexXail MeHe He 3a0yBatoTh!

Bike 3as1CcHIB CBiTaHOK, KO Mayriti caM-O[MH CITYCTHBCS 3 TTaropoa B AOJIMHY, HA3yCTPiy TUM
JOVBHUM CTBOPIHHSIM, 110 3BYThCS JIIOABMHU.

MucauBcbKa micHsI CiOHICbKOT 3rpai

Cgitae, 1 B J1iCi OJIEHb 3aKpUYaB —
Pas, imme pa3 Ta it 3H0B!

Hlo o3ep, /10 1ajnekux o3ep BiH OMYaB,
Ta 51 fioro BUCTEXKUB, CJTiJl pO3rajlaB —
Pas, imme pa3 Ta i 3H0B!

Cgitae, 1 B J1iCi OJIEHb 3aKpUYaB —
Pas, imme pa3 Ta i 3H0B!

A BOBK-CJTIJIONUT PO3BiJaB yce

I 3BicTKY 110 3rpai BMUTH NpUHECE —
Pas, imme pa3 Ta it 3H0B!

CaiTae, 1 B J1icl BOBK 3acIiBaB —

Pas, imme pa3 Ta i 3H0B!

BiH moioe Tux1ieM, He JIUIIAE CIIiIiB

Ha cresxunax HiYHMX, cepesi TEMHUX JICIB.
Xail KyHIJI CITyXaloTh BOBYMH CITiB

Pas, imme pa3 Ta i 3H0B!
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Kaa’s Hunting

His spots are the joy of the Leopard: his horns are the
buffalo’s pride.

Be clean, for the strength of the hunter is known by the
gloss of his hide.

If ye find that the bullock can toss you, or the heavy-
browed sambhur can gore;

Ye need not stop work to inform us: we knew it ten
seasons before.

Oppress not the cubs of the stranger, but hail them as
Sister and Brother,

For though they are little and fubsy, it may be the Bear
is their mother.

‘There is none like to me!’ says the Cub in the pride of
his earliest kill;

But the Jungle is large and the Cub he is small. Let him
think and be still.

Maxims of Baloo

All that is told here happened some time before Mowgli was turned out of the Seeonee Wolf
Pack, or revenged himself on Shere Khan the tiger. It was in the days when Baloo was teaching him
the Law of the Jungle. The big, serious, old brown bear was delighted to have so quick a pupil, for the
young wolves will only learn as much of the Law of the Jungle as applies to their own pack and tribe,
and run away as soon as they can repeat the Hunting Verse — ‘Feet that make no noise; eyes that can
see in the dark; ears that can hear the winds in their lairs, and sharp white teeth, all these things are
the marks of our brothers except Tabaqui the Jackal and the hyaena whom we hate.” But Mowgli, as
a man cub, had to learn a great deal more than this. Sometimes Bagheera, the Black Panther, would
come lounging through the Jungle to see how his pet was getting on, and would purr with his head
against a tree while Mowgli recited the day’s lesson to Baloo. The boy could climb almost as well as
he could swim, and swim almost as well as he could run; so Baloo, the Teacher of the Law, taught
him the Wood and Water Laws; how to tell a rotten branch from a sound one; how to speak politely
to the wild bees when he came upon a hive of them fifty feet above ground; what to say to Mang
the Bat when he disturbed him in the branches at midday; and how to warn the water-snakes in the
pools before he splashed down among them. None of the Jungle People like being disturbed, and all
are very ready to fly at an intruder. Then, too, Mowgli was taught the Stranger’s Hunting Call, which
must be repeated aloud till it is answered, whenever one of the Jungle People hunts outside his own
grounds. It means, translated: ‘Give me leave to hunt here because I am hungry; and the answer is:
‘Hunt then for food, but not for pleasure.’

All this will show you how much Mowgli had to learn by heart, and he grew very tired of saying
the same thing over a hundred times; but, as Baloo said to Bagheera, one day when Mowgli had been
cuffed and run off in a temper: ‘A man cub is a man cub, and he must learn all the Law of the Jungle.’

‘But think how small he is,” said the Black Panther, who would have spoiled Mowgli if he had
had his own way. ‘How can his little head carry all thy long talk?

‘Is there anything in the Jungle too little to be killed? No. That is why I teach him these things,
and that is why I hit him, very softly, when he forgets.’

‘Softly! What dost thou know of softness, old Iron-feet? Bagheera grunted. ‘His face is all
bruised today by thy — softness. Ugh!’
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‘Better he should be bruised from head to foot by me who love him than that he should come to
harm through ignorance,” Baloo answered very earnestly. ‘I am now teaching him the Master Words
of the Jungle that shall protect him with the birds and the Snake People, and all that hunt on four
feet, except his own pack. He can now claim protection, if he will only remember the words, from
all in the Jungle. Is not that worth a little beating?’

‘Well, look to it then that thou dost not kill the man cub. He is no tree-trunk to sharpen thy
blunt claws upon. But what are those Master Words? I am more likely to give help than to ask it’ —
Bagheera stretched out one paw and admired the steel-blue, ripping-chisel talons at the end of it —
‘still I should like to know.’

‘I will call Mowgli and he shall say them — if he will. Come, Little Brother!’

‘My head is ringing like a bee-tree,” said a sullen little voice over their heads, and Mowgli slid
down a tree-trunk very angry and indignant, adding as he reached the ground: ‘I come for Bagheera
and not for thee, fat old Baloo!’

‘That is all one to me,” said Baloo, though he was hurt and grieved. ‘Tell Bagheera, then, the
Master Words of the Jungle that I have taught thee this day.’

‘Master Words for which people?” said Mowgli, delighted to show off. “The Jungle has many
tongues. I know them all.’

‘A little thou knowest, but not much. See, O Bagheera, they never thank their teacher. Not one
small wolfling has ever come back to thank old Baloo for his teachings. Say the word for the Hunting
People, then — great scholar.’

‘We be of one blood, ye and I,” said Mowgli, giving the words the Bear accent which all the
Hunting People use.

‘Good. Now for the birds.’

Mowgli repeated, with the Kite’s whistle at the end of the sentence.

‘Now for the Snake People,” said Bagheera.

The answer was a perfectly indescribable hiss, and Mowgli kicked up his feet behind, clapped
his hands together to applaud himself, and jumped on to Bagheera’s back, where he sat sideways,
drumming with his heels on the glossy skin and making the worst faces he could think of at Baloo.

‘There — there! That was worth a little bruise,” said the brown bear tenderly. ‘Some day thou
wilt remember me.” Then he turned aside to tell Bagheera how he had begged the Master Words
from Hathi the Wild Elephant, who knows all about these things, and how Hathi had taken Mowgli
down to a pool to get the Snake Word from a water-snake, because Baloo could not pronounce it,
and how Mowgli was now reasonably safe against all accidents in the Jungle, because neither snake,
bird, nor beast would hurt him.

‘No one, then, is to be feared,” Baloo wound up, patting his big furry stomach with pride.

‘Except his own tribe,” said Bagheera, under his breath; and then aloud to Mowgli: ‘Have a care
for my ribs, Little Brother! What is all this dancing up and down?’

Mowgli had been trying to make himself heard by pulling at Bagheera’s shoulder-fur and
kicking hard. When the two listened to him he was shouting at the top of his voice: ‘And so I shall
have a tribe of my own, and lead them through the branches all day long.’

‘What is this new folly, little dreamer of dreams?” said Bagheera.

‘Yes, and throw branches and dirt at old Baloo,” Mowgli went on. ‘They have promised me
this. Ah!’

‘Whoof!’ Baloo’s big paw scooped Mowgli off Bagheera’s back, and as the boy lay between the
big fore-paws he could see the Bear was angry.

‘Mowgli,” said Baloo, ‘thou hast been talking with the Bandar-log — the Monkey People.’

Mowzgli looked at Bagheera to see if the Panther was angry too, and Bagheera’s eyes were as
hard as jade stones.
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‘Thou hast been with the Monkey People the grey apes — the people without a Law — the eaters
of everything. That is great shame.’

‘When Baloo hurt my head,” said Mowgli (he was still on his back), ‘[ went away, and the grey
apes came down from the trees and had pity on me. No one else cared.” He snuffled a little.

‘The pity of the Monkey-People!” Baloo snorted. ‘The stillness of the mountain stream! The
cool of the summer sun! And then, man cub?

‘And then, and then, they gave me nuts and pleasant things to eat, and they — they carried me
in their arms up to the top of the trees and said I was their blood-brother except that I had no tail,
and should be their leader some day.’

‘They have no leader,” said Bagheera. ‘They lie. They have always lied.’

‘They were very kind and bade me come again. Why have I never been taken among the Monkey
People? They stand on their feet as I do. They do not hit me with hard paws. They play all day. Let
me get up! Bad Baloo, let me up! I will play with them again.’

‘Listen, man cub,’ said the Bear, and his voice rumbled like thunder on a hot night. ‘I have taught
thee all the Law of the Jungle for all the peoples of the Jungle — except the Monkey Folk who live in
the trees. They have no Law. They are outcasts. They have no speech of their own, but use the stolen
words which they overhear when they listen, and peep, and wait up above in the branches. Their way
is not our way. They are without leaders. They have no remembrance. They boast and chatter and
pretend that they are a great people about to do great affairs in the Jungle, but the falling of a nut
turns their minds to laughter and all is forgotten. We of the Jungle have no dealings with them. We do
not drink where the monkeys drink; we do not go where the monkeys go; we do not hunt where they
hunt; we do not die where they die. Hast thou ever heard me speak of the Bandar-log, till to-day?’

‘No,” said Mowgli in a whisper, for the forest was very still now Baloo had finished.

‘The Jungle People put them out of their mouths and out of their minds. They are very many,
evil, dirty, shameless, and they desire, if they have any fixed desire, to be noticed by the Jungle People.
But we do not notice them even when they throw nuts and filth on our heads.’

He had hardly spoken when a shower of nuts and twigs spattered down through the branches;
and they could hear coughings and howlings and angry jumpings high up in the air among the thin
branches.

‘The Monkey People are forbidden,” said Baloo, ‘forbidden to the Jungle People. Remember.’

‘Forbidden,” said Bagheera; ‘but I still think Baloo should have warned thee against them.’

‘I—I? How was I to guess he would play with such dirt? The Monkey People! Faugh!’

A fresh shower came down on their heads and the two trotted away, taking Mowgli with them.
What Baloo had said about the monkeys was perfectly true. They belonged to the tree-tops, and as
beasts very seldom look up, there was no occasion for the monkeys and the Jungle People to cross
each other’s path. But whenever they found a sick wolf, or a wounded tiger, or bear, the monkeys
would torment him, and would throw sticks and nuts at any beast for fun and in the hope of being
noticed. Then they would howl and shriek senseless songs, and invite the Jungle People to climb up
their trees and fight them, or would start furious battles over nothing among themselves, and leave
the dead monkeys where the Jungle People could see them. They were always just going to have a
leader, and laws and customs of their own, but they never did, because their memories would not hold
over from day to day, and so they compromised things by making up a saying: “‘What the Bandar-log
think now the Jungle will think later,” and that comforted them a great deal. None of the beasts could
reach them, but on the other hand none of the beasts would notice them, and that was why they were
so pleased when Mowgli came to play with them, and they heard how angry Baloo was.

They never meant to do any more — the Bandar-log never mean anything at all; but one of them
invented what seemed to him a brilliant idea, and he told all the others that Mowgli would be a useful
person to keep in the tribe, because he could weave sticks together for protection from the wind; so,
if they caught him, they could make him teach them. Of course, Mowgli, as a woodcutter’s child,
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inherited all sorts of instincts, and used to make little huts of fallen branches without thinking how
he came to do it, and the Monkey People, watching in the trees, considered his play most wonderful.
This time, they said, they were really going to have a leader and become the wisest people in the
Jungle — so wise that everyone else would notice and envy them. Therefore they followed Baloo and
Bagheera and Mowgli through the Jungle very quietly till it was time for the midday nap, and Mowgli,
who was very much ashamed of himself, slept between the Panther and the Bear, resolving to have
no more to do with the Monkey People.

The next thing he remembered was feeling hands on his legs and arms — hard, strong, little
hands — and then a swash of branches in his face, and then he was staring down through the swaying
boughs as Baloo woke the Jungle with his deep cries and Bagheera bounded up the trunk with every
tooth bared. The Bandar-log howled with triumph and scuffled away to the upper branches where
Bagheera dared not follow, shouting: ‘He has noticed us! Bagheera has noticed us. All the Jungle
People admire us for our skill and our cunning.” Then they began their flight; and the flight of the
Monkey People through tree-land is one of the things nobody can describe. They have their regular
roads and crossroads, up hills and down hills, all laid out from fifty to seventy or a hundred feet
above ground, and by these they can travel even at night if necessary. Two of the strongest monkeys
caught Mowgli under the arms and swung off with him through the tree-tops, twenty feet at a bound.
Had they been alone they could have gone twice as fast, but the boy’s weight held them back. Sick
and giddy as Mowgli was he could not help enjoying the wild rush, though the glimpses of earth far
down below frightened him, and the terrible check and jerk at the end of the swing over nothing but
empty air brought his heart between his teeth. His escort would rush him up a tree till he felt the
thinnest topmost branches crackle and bend under them, and then with a cough and a whoop would
fling themselves into the air outward and downward, and bring up, hanging by their hands or their
feet to the lower limbs of the next tree. Sometimes he could see for miles and miles across the still
green Jungle, as a man on the top of a mast can see for miles across the sea, and then the branches
and leaves would lash him across the face, and he and his two guards would be almost down to earth
again. So, bounding and crashing and whooping and yelling, the whole tribe of Bandar-log swept
along the tree-roads with Mowgli their prisoner.

For a time he was afraid of being dropped: then he grew angry but knew better than to struggle,
and then he began to think. The first thing was to send back word to Baloo and Bagheera, for, at the
pace the monkeys were going, he knew his friends would be left far behind. It was useless to look
down, for he could only see the top-sides of the branches, so he stared upward and saw, far away in
the blue, Chil the Kite balancing and wheeling as he kept watch over the Jungle waiting for things to
die. Chil saw that the monkeys were carrying something, and dropped a few hundred yards to find
out whether their load was good to eat. He whistled with surprise when he saw Mowgli being dragged
up to a tree-top and heard him give the Kite call for — “We be of one blood, thou and 1.” The waves
of the branches closed over the boy, but Chil balanced away to the next tree in time to see the little
brown face come up again. ‘Mark my trail,” Mowgli shouted. ‘Tell Baloo of the Seeonee Pack and
Bagheera of the Council Rock.’

‘In whose name, Brother?’ Chil had never seen Mowgli before, though of course he had heard
of him.

‘Mowgli, the Frog. man cub they call me! Mark my trail!’

The last words were shrieked as he was being swung through the air, but Chil nodded and rose
up till he looked no bigger than a speck of dust, and there he hung, watching with his telescope eyes
the swaying of the tree-tops as Mowgli’s escort whirled along.

‘They never go far,” he said with a chuckle. ‘They never do what they set out to do. Always
pecking at new things are the Bandar-log. This time, if I have any eyesight, they have pecked down
trouble for themselves, for Baloo is no fledgling and Bagheera can, as I know, kill more than goats.’

So he rocked on his wings, his feet gathered up under him, and waited.
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Meantime, Baloo and Bagheera were furious with rage and grief. Bagheera climbed as he had
never climbed before, but the thin branches broke beneath his weight, and he slipped down, his claws
full of bark.

‘Why didst thou not warn the man cub?’ he roared to poor Baloo, who had set off at a clumsy
trot in the hope of overtaking the monkeys. “‘What was the use of half slaying him with blows if thou
didst not warn him?’

‘Haste! Oh, haste! We — we may catch them yet!” Baloo panted.

‘At that speed! It would not tire a wounded cow. Teacher of the Law — cub-beater — a mile of
that rolling to and fro would burst thee open. Sit still and think! Make a plan. This is no time for
chasing. They may drop him if we follow too close.’

‘Arrula! Whoo! They may have dropped him already, being tired of carrying him. Who can
trust the Bandar-log? Put dead bats on my head! Give me black bones to eat! Roll me into the hives of
the wild bees that I may be stung to death, and bury me with the hyaena, for I am the most miserable
of bears! Arrulala! Wahooa! Oh, Mowgli, Mowgli! why did I not warn thee against the Monkey Folk
instead of breaking thy head? Now perhaps I may have knocked the day’s lesson out of his mind, and
he will be alone in the Jungle without the Master Words.’

Baloo clasped his paws over his ears and rolled to and fro moaning.

‘At least he gave me all the Words correctly a little time ago,’ said Bagheera impatiently. ‘Baloo,
thou hast neither memory nor respect. What would the Jungle think if I, the Black Panther, curled
myself up like Sahi the Porcupine, and howled?’

‘What do I care what the Jungle thinks? He may be dead by now.’

‘Unless and until they drop him from the branches in sport, or kill him out of idleness, I have
no fear for the man cub. He is wise and well taught, and above all he has the eyes that make the Jungle
People afraid. But (and it is a great evil) he is in the power of the Bandar-log, and they, because they
live in trees, have no fear of any of our people.” Bagheera licked one forepaw thoughtfully.

‘Fool that I am! Oh, fat, brown, root-digging fool that I am,’ said Baloo, uncurling himself with
a jerk, ‘it is true what Hathi the Wild Elephant says: “7To each his own fear.” And they, the Bandar-
log, fear Kaa the Rock Snake. He can climb as well as they can. He steals the young monkeys in the
night. The whisper of his name makes their wicked tails cold. Let us go to Kaa.’

‘What will he do for us? He is not of our tribe, being footless — and with most evil eyes,” said
Bagheera.

‘He is very old and very cunning. Above all, he is always hungry,’ said Baloo hopefully. ‘Promise
him many goats.’

‘He sleeps for a full month after he has once eaten. He may be asleep now, and even were he
awake what if he would rather kill his own goats?” Bagheera, who did not know much about Kaa,
was naturally suspicious.

‘Then in that case, thou and I together, old hunter, might make him see reason.” Here Baloo
rubbed his faded brown shoulder against the Panther, and they went off to look for Kaa the Rock
Python.

They found him stretched out on a warm ledge in the afternoon sun, admiring his beautiful
new coat, for he had been in retirement for the last ten days, changing his skin, and now he was very
splendid — darting his big blunt-nosed head along the ground, and twisting the thirty feet of his body
into fantastic knots and curves, and licking his lips as he thought of his dinner to come.

‘He has not eaten,” said Baloo, with a grunt of relief, as soon as he saw the beautifully mottled
brown-and-yellow jacket. ‘Be careful, Bagheera! He is always a little blind after he has changed his
skin, and very quick to strike.’

Kaa was not a poison-snake — in fact he rather despised the poison-snakes as cowards — but
his strength lay in his hug, and when he had once lapped his huge coils round anybody there was no
more to be said. ‘Good hunting!” cried Baloo, sitting up on his haunches. Like all snakes of his breed,
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Kaa was rather deaf, and did not hear the call at first. Then he curled up ready for any accident,
his head lowered.

‘Good hunting for us all!” he answered. ‘Oho, Baloo, what dost thou do here? Good hunting,
Bagheera! One of us at least needs food. Is there any news of game afoot? A doe now, or even a
young buck? I am as empty as a dried well.’

‘We are hunting,” said Baloo carelessly. He knew that you must not hurry Kaa. He is too big.

‘Give me permission to come with you,” said Kaa. ‘A blow more or less is nothing to thee,
Bagheera or Baloo, but I — I have to wait and wait for days in a wood-path and climb half a night on
the mere chance of a young ape. Psshaw! The branches are not what they were when I was young.
Rotten twigs and dry boughs are they all.’

‘Maybe thy great weight has something to do with the matter,” said Baloo.

‘I am a fair length — a fair length,” said Kaa, with a little pride. ‘But for all that, it is the fault
of this new-grown timber. I came very near to falling on my last hunt — very near indeed — and the
noise of my slipping, for my tail was not tight wrapped round the tree, waked the Bandar-log, and
they called me most evil names.’

‘Footless, yellow earthworm,” said Bagheera under his whiskers, as though he were trying to
remember something.

‘Sssss! Have they ever called me that? said Kaa.

‘Something of that kind it was that they shouted to us last moon, but we never noticed them.
They will say anything — even that thou hast lost all thy teeth, and wilt not face anything bigger than
a kid, because (they are indeed shameless, these Bandar-log) — because thou art afraid of the he-
goat’s horns,” Bagheera went on sweetly.

Now a snake, especially a wary old python like Kaa, very seldom shows that he is angry, but
Baloo and Bagheera could see the big swallowing-muscles on either side of Kaa’s throat ripple and
bulge.

‘The Bandar-log have shifted their grounds,” he said quietly. “When I came up into the sun today
I heard them whooping among the tree-tops.’

‘It — it is the Bandar-log that we follow now,” said Baloo; but the words stuck in his throat, for
that was the first time in his memory that one of the Jungle People had owned to being interested
in the doings of the monkeys.

‘Beyond doubt then it is no small thing that takes two such hunters — leaders in their own Jungle
I am certain — on the trail of the Bandar-log,” Kaa replied courteously, as he swelled with curiosity.

‘Indeed,” Baloo began, ‘I am no more than the old and sometimes very foolish Teacher of the
Law to the Seeonee wolf-cubs, and Bagheera here —

‘Is Bagheera,’ said the Black Panther, and his jaws shut with a snap, for he did not believe in
being humble. ‘The trouble is this, Kaa. Those nut-stealers and pickers of palm-leaves have stolen
away our man cub, of whom thou hast perhaps heard.’

‘I heard some news from Sahi (his quills make him presumptuous) of a man-thing that was
entered into a wolf-pack, but I did not believe. Sahi is full of stories half heard and very badly told.’

‘But it is true. He is such a man cub as never was,’ said Baloo. ‘The best and wisest and boldest
of man cubs — my own pupil, who shall make the name of Baloo famous through all the Jungles; and
besides, I — we — love him, Kaa.’

‘Ts! Ts! said Kaa, shaking his head to and fro. ‘I also have known what love is. There are tales
I could tell that —

‘That need a clear night when we are all well fed to praise properly,” said Bagheera quickly.
‘Our man cub is in the hands of the Bandar-log now, and we know that of all the Jungle People they
fear Kaa alone.’

‘They fear me alone. They have good reason,’ said Kaa. ‘Chattering, foolish, vain — vain, foolish,
and chattering, are the monkeys. But a man-thing in their hands is in no good luck. They grow tired
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of the nuts they pick, and throw them down. They carry a branch half a day, meaning to do great
things with it, and then they snap it in two. That man-thing is not to be envied. They called me also —
“yellow fish”, was it not?’

‘Worm — worm — earthworm,’ said Bagheera, ‘as well as other things which I cannot now say
for shame.’

‘We must remind them to speak well of their master. Aaa-ssh! We must help their wandering
memories. Now, whither went they with the cub?’

‘The Jungle alone knows. Toward the sunset, I believe,” said Baloo. ‘We had thought that thou
wouldst know, Kaa.’

‘1?7 How? I take them when they come in my way, but I do not hunt the Bandar-log, or frogs —
or green scum on a water-hole for that matter.’

‘Up, up! Up, up! Hillo! Illo! Illo, lookup, Baloo of the Seeonee Wolf Pack!’

Baloo looked up to see where the voice came from, and there was Chil the Kite, sweeping down
with the sun shining on the upturned flanges of his wings. It was near Chil’s bedtime, but he had
ranged all over the Jungle looking for the Bear and had missed him in the thick foliage.

‘What is it?” said Baloo.

‘I have seen Mowgli among the Bandar-log. He bade me tell you. I watched. The Bandar-log
have taken him beyond the river to the monkey city — to the Cold Lairs. They may stay there for
a night, or ten nights, or an hour. I have told the bats to watch through the dark time. That is my
message. Good hunting, all you below!’

‘Full gorge and a deep sleep to you, Chil,” cried Bagheera. ‘I will remember thee in my next
kill, and put aside the head for thee alone — oh, best of kites!’

‘It is nothing. It is nothing. The boy held the Master Word. I could have done no less,” and Chil
circled up again to his roost.

‘He has not forgotten to use his tongue,” said Baloo, with a chuckle of pride. “To think of one
so young remembering the Master Word for the birds too while he was being pulled across-trees!’

‘It was most firmly driven into him,” said Bagheera. ‘But I am proud of him, and now we must
go to the Cold Lairs.’

They all knew where that place was, but few of the Jungle People ever went there, because what
they called the Cold Lairs was an old deserted city, lost and buried in the Jungle, and beasts seldom
use a place that men have once used. The wild boar will, but the hunting tribes do not. Besides, the
monkeys lived there as much as they could be said to live anywhere, and no self-respecting animal
would come within eyeshot of it except in times of drouth, when the half-ruined tanks and reservoirs
held a little water.

‘It is half a night’s journey — at full speed,” said Bagheera, and Baloo looked very serious. ‘T will
go as fast as I can,” he said anxiously.

‘We dare not wait for thee. Follow, Baloo. We must go on the quick-foot — Kaa and 1.’

‘Feet or no feet, I can keep abreast of all thy four,” said Kaa shortly. Baloo made one effort to
hurry, but had to sit down panting, and so they left him to come on later, while Bagheera hurried
forward, at the quick panther-canter. Kaa said nothing, but, strive as Bagheera might, the huge Rock
Python held level with him. When they came to a hill-stream, Bagheera gained, because he bounded
across while Kaa swam, his head and two feet of his neck clearing the water, but on level ground
Kaa made up the distance.

‘By the Broken Lock that freed me,” said Bagheera, when twilight had fallen, ‘thou art no slow
goer!’

‘I am hungry,” said Kaa. ‘Besides, they called me speckled frog.’

‘Worm — earth-worm, and yellow to boot.’

‘All one. Let us go on,” and Kaa seemed to pour himself along the ground, finding the shortest
road with his steady eyes, and keeping to it.
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In the Cold Lairs the Monkey People were not thinking of Mowgli’s friends at all. They had
brought the boy to the Lost City, and were very pleased with themselves for the time. Mowgli had
never seen an Indian city before, and though this was almost a heap of ruins it seemed very wonderful
and splendid. Some king had built it long ago on a little hill. You could still trace the stone causeways
that led up to the ruined gates where the last splinters of wood hung to the worn, rusted hinges.
Trees had grown into and out of the walls; the battlements were tumbled down and decayed, and wild
creepers hung out of the windows of the towers on the walls in bushy hanging clumps.

A great roofless palace crowned the hill, and the marble of the courtyards and the fountains
was split, and stained with red and green, and the very cobblestones in the courtyard where the king’s
elephants used to live had been thrust up and apart by grasses and young trees. From the palace you
could see the rows and rows of roofless houses that made up the city looking like empty honeycombs
filled with blackness; the shapeless block of stone that had been an idol, in the square where four
roads met; the pits and dimples at street-corners where the public wells once stood, and the shattered
domes of temples with wild figs sprouting on their sides. The monkeys called the place their city,
and pretended to despise the Jungle People because they lived in the forest. And yet they never knew
what the buildings were made for nor how to use them. They would sit in circles on the hall of the
king’s council chamber, and scratch for fleas and pretend to be men; or they would run in and out
of the roofless houses and collect pieces of plaster and old bricks in a corner, and forget where they
had hidden them, and fight and cry in scuffling crowds, and then break off to play up and down the
terraces of the king’s garden, where they would shake the rose trees and the oranges in sport to see the
fruit and flowers fall. They explored all the passages and dark tunnels in the palace and the hundreds
of little dark rooms, but they never remembered what they had seen and what they had not; and so
drifted about in ones and twos or crowds telling each other that they were doing as men did. They
drank at the tanks and made the water all muddy, and then they fought over it, and then they would
all rush together in mobs and shout: ‘There is no one in the Jungle so wise and good and clever and
strong and gentle as the Bandar-log.” Then all would begin again till they grew tired of the city and
went back to the tree-tops, hoping the Jungle People would notice them.

Mowgli, who had been trained under the Law of the Jungle, did not like or understand this kind
of life. The monkeys dragged him into the Cold Lairs late in the afternoon, and instead of going to
sleep, as Mowgli would have done after a long journey, they joined hands and danced about and sang
their foolish songs. One of the monkeys made a speech and told his companions that Mowgli’s capture
marked a new thing in the history of the Bandar-log, for Mowgli was going to show them how to
weave sticks and canes together as a protection against rain and cold. Mowgli picked up some creepers
and began to work them in and out, and the monkeys tried to imitate; but in a very few minutes they
lost interest and began to pull their friends’ tails or jump up and down on all fours, coughing.

‘I wish to eat,” said Mowgli. ‘I am a stranger in this part of the Jungle. Bring me food, or give
me leave to hunt here.’

Twenty or thirty monkeys bounded away to bring him nuts and wild pawpaws; but they fell to
fighting on the road, and it was too much trouble to go back with what was left of the fruit. Mowgli
was sore and angry as well as hungry, and he roamed through the empty city giving the Stranger’s
Hunting Call from time to time, but no one answered him, and Mowgli felt that he had reached a
very bad place indeed. ‘All that Baloo has said about the Bandar-log is true,” he thought to himself.
‘They have no Law, no Hunting Call, and no leaders — nothing but foolish words and little picking
thievish hands. So if I am starved or killed here, it will be all my own fault. But I must try to return
to my own Jungle. Baloo will surely beat me, but that is better than chasing silly rose-leaves with
the Bandar-log?

No sooner had he walked to the city wall than the monkeys pulled him back, telling him that
he did not know how happy he was, and pinching him to make him grateful. He set his teeth and said
nothing, but went with the shouting monkeys to a terrace above the red sandstone reservoirs that were
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half-full of rainwater. There was a ruined summerhouse of white marble in the centre of the terrace,
built for queens dead a hundred years ago. The domed roof had half fallen in and blocked up the
underground passage from the palace by which the queens used to enter; but the walls were made of
screens of marble tracery — beautiful milk-white fretwork, set with agates and cornelians and jasper
and lapis lazuli, and as the moon came up behind the hill it shone through the open-work, casting
shadows on the ground like black velvet embroidery. Sore, sleepy, and hungry as he was, Mowgli
could not help laughing when the Bandar-log began, twenty at a time, to tell him how great and wise
and strong and gentle they were, and how foolish he was to wish to leave them. ‘We are great. We
are free. We are wonderful. We are the most wonderful people in all the Jungle! We all say so, and
so it must be true,” they shouted. ‘Now, as you are a new listener and can carry our words back to the
Jungle People so that they may notice us in future, we will tell you all about our most excellent selves.’
Mowgli made no objection, and the monkeys gathered by hundreds and hundreds on the terrace to
listen to their own speakers singing the praises of the Bandar-log, and whenever a speaker stopped for
want of breath they would all shout together: “This is true; we all say so.” Mowgli nodded and blinked,
and said ‘Yes’ when they asked him a question, and his head spun with the noise. ‘Tabaqui the Jackal
must have bitten all these people,” he said to himself, ‘and now they have the madness. Certainly this
is dewanee, the madness. Do they never go to sleep? Now there is a cloud coming to cover that moon.
If it were only a big enough cloud I might try to run away in the darkness. But I am tired.’

That same cloud was being watched by two good friends in the ruined ditch below the city wall,
for Bagheera and Kaa, knowing well how dangerous the Monkey People were in large numbers, did
not wish to run any risks. The monkeys never fight unless they are a hundred to one, and few in the
Jungle care for those odds.

‘T will go to the west wall,” Kaa whispered, ‘and come down swiftly with the slope of the ground
in my favour. They will not throw themselves upon my back in their hundreds, but —’

‘I know it,” said Bagheera. ‘Would that Baloo were here; but we must do what we can. When that
cloud covers the moon I shall go to the terrace. They hold some sort of council there over the boy.’

‘Good hunting!” said Kaa grimly, and glided away to the west wall. That happened to be the
least ruined of any, and the big snake was delayed a while before he could find a way up the stones.
The cloud hid the moon, and as Mowgli wondered what would come next he heard Bagheera’s light
feet on the terrace. The Black Panther had raced up the slope almost without a sound and was
striking — he knew better than to waste time in biting — right and left among the monkeys, who were
seated round Mowgli in circles fifty and sixty deep. There was a howl of fright and rage, and then as
Bagheera tripped on the rolling kicking bodies beneath him, a monkey shouted: “There is only one
here! Kill him! Kill!” A scuffling mass of monkeys, biting, scratching, tearing, and pulling, closed
over Bagheera, while five or six laid hold of Mowgli, dragged him up the wall of the summerhouse
and pushed him through the hole of the broken dome. A man-trained boy would have been badly
bruised, for the fall was a good fifteen feet, but Mowgli fell as Baloo had taught him to fall, and
landed on his feet.

‘Stay there,” shouted the monkeys, ‘till we have killed thy friends, and later we will play with
thee — if the Poison People leave thee alive.’

‘We be of one blood, ye and I, said Mowgli, quickly giving the Snake’s Call. He could hear
rustling and hissing in the rubbish all round him and gave the Call a second time, to make sure.

‘Even ssso! Down hoods all!’ said half a dozen low voices (every ruin in India becomes sooner
or later a dwelling-place of snakes, and the old summerhouse was alive with cobras). ‘Stand still,
Little Brother, for thy feet may do us harm.’

Mowzgli stood as quietly as he could, peering through the open-work and listening to the furious
din of the fight round the Black Panther — the yells and chatterings and scufflings, and Bagheera’s
deep, hoarse cough as he backed and bucked and twisted and plunged under the heaps of his enemies.
For the first time since he was born, Bagheera was fighting for his life.

35



P. Kimminr. «Mayrmi = Mowgli»

‘Baloo must be at hand; Bagheera would not have come alone,” Mowgli thought; and then he
called aloud: ‘To the tank, Bagheera! Roll to the water-tank. Roll and plunge! Get to the water!’

Bagheera heard, and the cry that told him Mowgli was safe gave him new courage. He worked
his way desperately, inch by inch, straight for the reservoirs, hitting in silence. Then from the ruined
wall nearest the Jungle rose up the rumbling war-shout of Baloo. The old bear had done his best,
but he could not come before. ‘Bagheera,” he shouted, ‘I am here. I climb! I haste! Ahuwora! The
stones slip under my feet! Wait my coming, O most infamous Bandar-log!’ He panted up the terrace
only to disappear to the head in a wave of monkeys, but he threw himself squarely on his haunches,
and, spreading out his fore-paws, hugged as many as he could hold, and then began to hit with a
regular bat-bat-bat, like the flipping strokes of a paddle-wheel. A crash and a splash told Mowgli that
Bagheera had fought his way to the tank where the monkeys could not follow. The panther lay gasping
for breath, his head just out of water, while the monkeys stood three deep on the red steps, dancing
up and down with rage, ready to spring upon him from all sides if he came out to help Baloo. It was
then that Bagheera lifted up his dripping chin, and in despair gave the Snake’s Call for protection —
‘We be of one blood, ye and I’ — for he believed that Kaa had turned tail at the last minute. Even
Baloo, half smothered under the monkeys on the edge of the terrace, could not help chuckling as he
heard the Black Panther asking for help.

Kaa had only just worked his way over the west wall, landing with a wrench that dislodged a
coping-stone into the ditch. He had no intention of losing any advantage of the ground, and coiled
and uncoiled himself once or twice, to be sure that every foot of his long body was in working order.
All that while the fight with Baloo went on, and the monkeys yelled in the tank around Bagheera,
and Mang the Bat, flying to and fro, carried the news of the great battle over the Jungle, till even
Hathi the Wild Elephant trumpeted, and, far away, scattered bands of the Monkey Folk woke and
came leaping along the tree-roads to help their comrades in the Cold Lairs, and the noise of the fight
roused all the day-birds for miles round. Then Kaa came straight, quickly, and anxious to kill. The
fighting-strength of a python is in the driving blow of his head backed by all the strength and weight
of his body. If you can imagine a lance, or a battering-ram, or a hammer weighing nearly half a ton
driven by a cool, quiet mind living in the handle of it, you can roughly imagine what Kaa was like
when he fought. A python four or five feet long can knock a man down if he hits him fairly in the
chest, and Kaa was thirty feet long, as you know. His first stroke was delivered into the heart of the
crowd round Baloo — was sent home with shut mouth in silence, and there was no need of a second.
The monkeys scattered with cries of ‘Kaa! It is Kaa! Run! Run!’

Generations of monkeys had been scared into good behaviour by the stories their elders told
them of Kaa, the night-thief, who could slip along the branches as quietly as moss grows, and steal
away the strongest monkey that ever lived; of old Kaa, who could make himself look so like a
dead branch or a rotten stump that the wisest were deceived, till the branch caught them. Kaa was
everything that the monkeys feared in the Jungle, for none of them knew the limits of his power,
none of them could look him in the face, and none had ever come alive out of his hug. And so they
ran, stammering with terror, to the walls and the roofs of the houses, and Baloo drew a deep breath
of relief. His fur was much thicker than Bagheera’s, but he had suffered sorely in the fight. Then
Kaa opened his mouth for the first time and spoke one long hissing word, and the far-away monkeys,
hurrying to the defence of the Cold Lairs, stayed where they were, cowering, till the loaded branches
bent and crackled under them. The monkeys on the walls and the empty houses stopped their cries,
and in the stillness that fell upon the city Mowgli heard Bagheera shaking his wet sides as he came
up from the tank. Then the clamour broke out again. The monkeys leaped higher up the walls; they
clung round the necks of the big stone idols and shrieked as they skipped along the battlements, while
Mowgli, dancing in the summerhouse, put his eye to the screen-work and hooted owl-fashion between
his front teeth, to show his derision and contempt.
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‘Get the man cub out of that trap; I can do no more,” Bagheera gasped. ‘Let us take the man
cub and go. They may attack again.’

‘They will not move till I order them. Stay you sssso!’ Kaa hissed, and the city was silent once
more. ‘I could not come before, Brother, but I think 1 heard thee call’ — this was to Bagheera.

‘I - I may have cried out in the battle,” Bagheera answered. ‘Baloo, art thou hurt?’

‘I am not sure that they have not pulled me into a hundred little headings,” said Baloo gravely,
shaking one leg after the other. ‘Wow! I am sore. Kaa, we owe thee, I think, our lives — Bagheera and .’

‘No matter. Where is the manling?’

‘Here, in a trap. I cannot climb out,” cried Mowgli. The curve of the broken dome was above
his head.

‘Take him away. He dances like Mao the Peacock. He will crush our young,” said the cobras
inside.

‘Hah!” said Kaa, with a chuckle, ‘he has friends everywhere, this manling. Stand back, manling;
and hide you, O Poison People. I break down the wall.’

Kaa looked carefully till he found a discoloured crack in the marble tracery showing a weak
spot, made two or three light taps with his head to get the distance, and then, lifting up six feet of his
body clear of the ground, sent home half a dozen full-power, smashing blows, nose-first. The screen-
work broke and fell away in a cloud of dust and rubbish, and Mowgli leaped through the opening and
flung himself between Baloo and Bagheera — an arm round each big neck.

‘Art thou hurt?’ said Baloo, hugging him softly.

‘I am sore, hungry, and not a little bruised; but, oh, they have handled ye grievously, my
Brothers! Ye bleed.’

‘Others also,” said Bagheera, licking his lips, and looking at the monkey-dead on the terrace
and round the tank.

‘It is nothing, it is nothing, if thou art safe, O my pride of all little frogs!” whimpered Baloo.

‘Of that we shall judge later,” said Bagheera, in a dry voice that Mowgli did not at all like.
‘But here is Kaa, to whom we owe the battle and thou owest thy life. Thank him according to our
customs, Mowgli.’

Mowgli turned and saw the great python’s head swaying a foot above his own.

‘So this is the manling,” said Kaa. ‘Very soft is his skin, and he is not so unlike the Bandar-
log. Have a care, manling, that I do not mistake thee for a monkey some twilight when I have newly
changed my coat.’

‘We be of one blood, thou and I, Mowgli answered. ‘I take my life from thee, tonight. My kill
shall be thy kill if ever thou art hungry, O Kaa.’

‘All thanks, Little Brother,” said Kaa, though his eyes twinkled. ‘And what may so bold a hunter
kill? T ask that I may follow when next he goes abroad.’

‘[ kill nothing — I am too little — but I drive goats toward such as can use them. When thou art
empty come to me and see if I speak the truth. I have some skill in these’ — he held out his hands —
‘and if ever thou art in a trap, I may pay the debt which I owe to thee, to Bagheera, and to Baloo,
here. Good hunting to ye all, my masters.’
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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