

[image: image]



[image: images]


First published in 1893, 1894, by Rudyard Kipling

First Racehorse for Young Readers Edition 2016

Foreword copyright © 2016 by Michael Patrick Hearn

Racehorse for Young Readers books may be purchased in bulk at special discounts for sales promotion, corporate gifts, fund-raising, or educational purposes. Special editions can also be created to specifications. For details, contact the Special Sales Department, Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018 or info@skyhorsepublishing.com.

Racehorse for Young Readers™ is a pending trademark of Skyhorse Publishing, Inc.®, a Delaware corporation.

Visit our website at www.skyhorsepublishing.com.

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available on file.

Cover artwork credit: Ángel Domínguez

Print ISBN: 978-1-944686-32-1

eISBN: 978-1-944686-33-8

Printed in the United States of America


 

HOW TO SAY THE NAMES IN THIS BOOK

Akela — A-kay-la.

Bagheera — Bag-eera (same as an ‘era’ in history).

Baloo — Bar-loo.

Bandar-log — Bunder-logue.

Buldeo — Bul-doo.

Chil — Cheel.

Dhole — Dole.

Ferao — Feer-ow.

Hathi — Huttee.

Kaa — Kar, with a sort of gasp in it.

Khanhiwara — Karny-warra.

Messua — Mes-war.

Mowgli — Mow rhymes with cow.

Mysa — Mi-sar.

Nathoo — Nut-too.

Nilghai — Neel-guy.

Phaona — Fay-owna.

Raksha — Rucksher.

Rama — Rar-ma.

Sambhur — Sarm-ber.

Seeonee — See-oww-ee.

Shere Khan — Sheer Kara,

Tabaqui — Ta-bar-kee.

Tha — Thar.

Waingunga — Wine-gunga.

Won-tolla — Woon-toller.


 


FOREWORD


“Thou art of the Jungle and not of the Jungle.”

—Bagheera the panther, “Letting in the Jungle”



The India that most Westerners know was largely the invention of one Englishman, Rudyard Kipling. The most famous of all Indian characters, Mowgli the Man-cub, was not created in India at all. He was not conceived even in England. Although born in Bombay in 1865, Joseph Rudyard Kipling was living comfortably with his new wife in Brattleboro, Vermont, when he seized the chance from editor Mary Mapes Dodge to contribute to St. Nicholas, then the most successful of all American juvenile magazines. He had already written a book about children, Wee Willie Winkie and Other Child Stories (1888). With his wife pregnant with their first child, it was now time to write one for them. Kipling himself had enjoyed reading St. Nicholas when he was a boy; and he was eager to write for this new young audience whom he considered (as he wrote Dodge): “a People a good deal more important and discriminating—a peculiar People with the strongest views on what they like and dislike and I shall probably have to make three or four false starts before I can even get the key I hope to start on.”

Kipling had been fond of animal stories when a lad himself, particularly the tales of Brer Rabbit and Brer Fox. “I wonder if you could realize how ‘Uncle Remus,’ his sayings, and the sayings of the noble beasties ran like wildfire through an English public school when I was about fifteen,” he wrote Joel Chandler Harris on December 6, 1895. “And six years ago in India, meeting an old schoolmate of those days, we found ourselves quoting whole pages of ‘Uncle Remus’ that had got mixed in with the fabric of the old school life.” At first, Kipling told Dodge that he was contemplating a series of “Noah’s Ark Tales.” But quickly the stories switched to a place that he knew best: the India of his boyhood. “In the stillness, and suspense, of the winter of ’92, some memory of the Masonic Lions of my childhood’s magazine, and a phrase in Haggard’s Nada the Lily, combined with the echo of this tale,” he reported in his autobiography, Something of Myself (1937). He was vaguely recalling “a tale about a lion-hunter in South Africa who fell among lions who were all Freemasons, and with them entered into a confederacy against some wicked baboons.” This was James Greenwood’s otherwise forgotten whimsical “King Lion” that was serialized in Boys’ Own Magazine (January—December 1864).

Also, he had read recently H. Rider Haggard’s Nada the Lily (1892) in which a Zulu child was raised by wild dogs. “It was a chance sentence of yours in Nada the Lily that started me off on a track that ended in my writing a lot of wolf stories,” Kipling confessed to Rider Haggard in a letter of October 20, 1895. “You remember in your tale where the wolves leaped up at the feet of a man sitting on a rock? Somewhere on that page I got the notion. Curious how things come back again, isn’t it?” As these ideas were percolating in his fertile brain, Kipling came up with another feral child for a short story for adults set in India, “In the Ruhk,” which he published in Many Inventions (1893).

Children raised in the wild were nothing new in literature or legend. Romulus and Remus, the twin brothers who supposedly founded the city of Rome, were said to have been suckled by a she-wolf. Mythic huntress Atalanta was weaned by a she-bear until hunters found and raised her in ancient Greece. Over the centuries there were numerous reports of actual children living with wolves, bears, cattle, sheep, and other creatures. The celebrated case of Dr. Jean Marc Gaspard Itard and Victor of Aveyron of the late eighteenth century formed the basis for François Truffaut’s famous 1970 French film, L’Enfant Sauvage. Kipling could have been acquainted with William Henry Sleeman’s often-quoted pamphlet An Account of Wolves Nurturing Children in their Dens (1862). Doubtless many of these reports were frauds, but the legends lived on.

Kipling called his feral boy, a woodcutter’s abandoned son, Mowgli. “A name I made up,” he admitted. “It is pronounced Mowglee (accent on the Mow),” adding later, “Mow rhymes with cow.” One of his characters says the name means “frog,” but even that was a fiction. “It does not mean ‘frog’ in any language I know of,” Kipling later admitted. Only a secondary player in “In the Ruhk,” the young man Mowgli reveals his pedigree, explaining that the wolves following him “are my playmates and my brothers, children of that mother that gave me suck. … Children of the father that lay between me and the cold at the mouth of the cave when I was a little naked child.” He happily acknowledges one wolf, now slavering at his knee, as his dear brother: “Yes, when I was a little child he was a cub rolling with me on the clay.”

Kipling admitted in a footnote to its republication in McClure’s (June 1896), that “In the Ruhk” “was the first written of the Mowgli stories, though it deals with the closing chapters of his career—namely, his introduction to white men, his marriage, and civilization.” Its point of view differs significantly from that of his children’s tales: here Mowgli is observed on the periphery rather than as the active protagonist at the center of the narrative. The grown Mowgli is not exactly the same character as described in The Jungle Books. He is introduced like a Punjabi Pan, “some wandering wood-god … playing upon a rude bamboo flute, to whose music four huge wolves danced solemnly on their hind legs.” He inhabits two worlds but is not really native to either of them. “I am without a village,” he confesses. “I am a man without caste, and for that matter, without a father.” He becomes an outcast of both the jungle and the village. He does not know where he really belongs. He is the proverbial outsider.

Having discovered his theme, Kipling diligently went to work inventing the boy’s life prior to leaving the Jungle for good. “After blocking out the main idea in my head, the pen took charge, and I watched it begin to write stories about Mowgli and animals, which later grew into the Jungle Books.” Several are directly linked to “In the Ruhk,” enlarging on incidents just hinted at in the earlier story: “Mowgli’s Brothers” explains why the Man-cub hates tigers; “Tiger-Tiger” reveals why the villagers “said that I was possessed of devils, and drove me from the village with sticks and stones”; and “The Spring Running” describes the time “when those of the jungle bade me go because I was a man.” He recognized the incongruity of writing about India while living in Vermont. “Where I live now, in America,” he wrote to a young fan on November 28, 1895, “we have a great many animals, but they are not Jungle-creatures. We have foxes, and now and then a bear kills a calf or a pig.” It was not quite so easy to produce these stories as he disingenuously explained to the boy, “Writing Jungle Books is rather difficult. I have to translate out of beast talk and jungle talk into easy English and as the beasts use ‘portmanteau words’ like the ones Humpty-Dumpty said to Alice through the looking-glass, there is a great deal of translation to be done.” He kept up the pretense of his having merely recorded the stories told to him back in India in his preface to the first Jungle Book. “The adventures of Mowgli were collected at various times and in various places from a multitude of informants, most of whom desire to preserve the strictest anonymity,” he insisted. “Yet, at this distance, the editor feels at liberty to thank a Hindu gentleman of the old rock, an esteemed resident of the upper slopes of Jakko, for his convincing if somewhat caustic estimate of the national characteristics of his caste—the Presbytes.” Who this gentleman was, he never revealed. However, Presbytis is a genus of Old World monkey so he slyly implies that his source was an old white-bearded monkey. In truth the stories were almost entirely his own invention. Only “The King’s Ankus” unconsciously drew on the story of the robbers and the treasure from the ancient Jataka tales—and likely the source for Chaucer’s Pardoner’s Tale. “I don’t remember when I didn’t know the tale,” Kipling replied to the accusation that he had stolen it from The Canterbury Tales. “Got it I suppose from a fairy tale from my nurse in Bombay.”

The life of Mowgli disclosed in The Jungle Books roughly covers infancy to young manhood. It is not a linear novel but a loose sequence of related stories, interspersed with poems, that shift back and forth in time along with the characters. The manling learns how to survive in the wild under the tutelage and protection of Baloo, the old brown bear, and Bagheera, the black panther. He must strictly obey what they tell him because the jungle Kipling depicts is a violent, at times bleak primal world that bears little resemblance to conventional kiddie book land. It is hardly the Garden of Eden that some observers have insisted. Mowgli is threatened on all sides by both beast and man with all kinds of dangers. They are all tales of survival in the wild and among men. “Ye know, children,” Hathi the wild elephant addresses the Jungle People in “How Fear Came,” “that of all things, ye most fear Man.” When he turns seventeen, Mowgli is finally exiled from the Seeonee Wolf-Pack to live among human beings, his own true kind. It is often a harsh, cruel land in which he lives.

The Law of the Jungle as first presented in The Jungle Books has been distorted into a terrifying twisting of Darwin’s survival of the fittest in which dog eats dog and the big fish swallow the little fish. Kipling was far subtler than that in his maxims: “The Law of the Jungle … never orders anything without reason. … Strike first and then give tongue. … Hunt then for food, but not for pleasure. … To kill Man is always shameful.” Shere Khan violates the most sacred of these principles, confessing that like men, “I killed for choice—not for food.” The social code Kipling introduced in his Jungle Books applied as much to man as to beast: “The head and the hoof of the Law and the haunch and the hump is—Obey!”

The Jungle Books were declared classics almost on publication. Some readers even thought they were the best children’s books since Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland (1865) and Through the Looking-Glass (1872). Perhaps their greatest admirer was Joel Chandler Harris himself. “The tales take hold of the imagination with a strength that is as rare in modern literature as jungle books are,” he wrote in his review of The Second Jungle Book in The Book-Buyer (Christmas Annual 1895). “They go to the source of things without prelude or preliminary flourish, and there is no resisting the force that gives them vitality.” Kipling had brought a mythic heft to his stories that lifted them far above the usual juvenile fare. “Since the days of Uncle Æsop the animals have been parading about and making speeches, sometimes feebly and sometimes to good purpose,” Harris continued. “But never have they been caught in the act, as it were, by a more facile or a stronger hand than in these jungle tales. And each plays his part after his own manner and according to the law of his own nature.”

The Jungle Books were also vulnerable to accusations of what Theodore Roosevelt later called “nature faking,” but were forgiven. “Since Kipling had no knowledge of natural history, and makes no effort to present it, and since furthermore his animals talk and live like men, his stories are not animal stories in the realistic sense,” Ernest Thompson Seton explained in his memoir Trail of an Artist-Naturalist (1948). “They are wonderful, beautiful fairy tales.” Roosevelt made much the same argument in Everybody’s Magazine (June 1907), exonerating Kipling from being one of the “nature fakirs”:


If the stories of these writers were written in the spirit that inspired Mowgli and we were told tales like those of the animals at the Council Rock, of their deliberations and their something more than human conclusions, we should know that we were getting the very essence of fable and we should be content to read, enjoy, and accept them as fables. We don’t in the least mind impossibilities in avowed fairy tales; and Bagheera and Baloo and Kaa are simply delightful variants of Prince Charming and Jack the Slayer of Giants.



No, Kipling was neither a scientist nor a naturalist: he was a storyteller, a marvelous storyteller. But he was not writing fairy tales. Although the beasts talk, no magic occurs. There is no religion here, and the creatures do not share the villagers’ superstitions. They follow their own code of conduct. The Mowgli tales are adventure stories, not natural history. These are animal fables that rise to the heights of myth and allegory. The Jungle People speak a surprisingly formal elevated English, at times stagy—grandiose in their Elizabethan, almost Biblical parlance. Kipling’s lush, luxuriant language brings the characters and landscape vividly to life. He is so sincere in his storytelling that one is convinced that he is disclosing the secrets of ancient legends rather than the pure invention of his own mind. All of this adds to the self-conscious veneer of “classic” writing.

The Mowgli stories have indeed become classics. The most famous of all feral children appeals to that wanderlust in all humanity, that seductive inner urge to flee civilization, to “go native,” to share his adventures in the wild. Mowgli has become an archetype. He is as much Robinson Crusoe as he is Rousseau’s Émile, the original enfant sauvage. This abandoned boy could be a cousin to that unfortunate young man Kaspar Hauser, who was raised in total isolation in a dark cell. There is a good deal of Huck Finn in Mowgli and a good deal of Mowgli in Peter Pan. He knows all the animal languages like Dr. Dolittle does. Even the main character of Maurice Sendak’s Where the Wild Things Are (1962)—Max, in his wolf suit—looks back in part to Kipling’s Man-cub.

The Mowgli tales were from the start the most popular part of The Jungle Books, and Kipling began thinking of adding “In the Ruhk” to the canon as early as 1896 when he republished it in McClure’s with the subtitle “Mowgli’s Introduction to White Men.” When Century issued The Jungle Book in the “Outward Bound” edition of his collected works the following year with all of the Mowgli stories in chronological order, “In the Rhuk” appeared after “The Spring Running” since “all of which took place, we may infer, some two or three years after he had finally broken away from his friends in the jungle.” It also showed up in the 1898 deluxe edition of The Jungle Books and finally in All the Mowgli Stories (1933). Kipling admitted in McClure’s, “But though many curious things must have befallen Mowgli, we have no certain record of his adventures during those wanderings. There are, however, legends.” Clearly the author was leaving open the possibility of further Mowgli adventures, and yet he never wrote another story about his most beloved character. Between late 1900 and early 1901, he did adapt the Mowgli stories as The Jungle Play. He wrote some new songs for the drama, but it was never produced and not published until 2000. He had so much else to write: Captains Courageous (1897), Stalky & Co. (1899), Kim (1901), Just So Stories (1902), Puck of Pook’s Hill (1906), and many other novels, short stories, and poems. And in 1907, Rudyard Kipling was the first Englishman to receive the Nobel Prize for Literature. Part of that honor was due to his beloved Jungle Books.

Kipling knew he could not go back. “When those books were finished they said so themselves with, almost, the water-hammer click of a tap turned off,” Kipling recalled, adding, “I should never follow up ‘a success,’ for by this sin fell Napoleon and a few others.” But that did not discourage others from making good on his great fortune. “And, if it be in your power, bear serenely with imitators,” he advised in Something of Myself. “My Jungle Books begat Zoos of them.” He was likely thinking of naturalist writers such as Ernest Thompson Seton, William J. Long, Charles G. D. Roberts, William Davenport Hulbert, and—most important of all—Jack London. L. Frank Baum, the author of The Wizard of Oz, no doubt too had The Jungle Books in mind when he penned his series of “Animal Fairy Tales” for The Delineator (January—September 1905). Kipling barely tolerated Edgar Rice Burroughs. “But the genius of all the genii was one who wrote … Tarzan of the Apes [1912],” he acknowledged in his autobiography. “I read it, but regret I never saw it on the films, where it rages most successfully. He had ‘jazzed’ the motif of the Jungle Books and, I imagine, had thoroughly enjoyed himself. He was reported to have said that he wanted to find out how bad a book he could write and ‘get away with,’ which is a legitimate ambition.” Perhaps the most enduring legacy of these stories was Lieutenant-General Robert Baden-Powell’s free use of materials from The Jungle Books (with Kipling’s permission) in the formation of the Boy Scouts.

Although Rudyard Kipling’s once vast reputation as “the Bard of Empire” has been tarnished of late, The Jungle Books remain largely untainted by the colonialism and jingoism that mar his other tales of India under British rule. The Mowgli tales duly deserve their place as among the greatest children’s stories of all time. Mowgli today seems to have a life beyond the pages in which he first appeared. All the great literary characters do. In 1890 Rudyard Kipling asked Mark Twain if he had any further plans for Tom Sawyer. The humorist slyly replied that he was contemplating writing a sequel in two ways: “In one I would make him rise to great honor and go to Congress, and in the other I should hang him. Then the friends and enemies of the book could take their choice.” Kipling was shocked that his creator would even think of such a thing. “He isn’t your property anymore,” he protested. “He belongs to us.” The same is true of Mowgli the Man-cub: He belongs now to all of us.

—Michael Patrick Hearn



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 gray 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 down-hill 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 to go mad, and then he forgets that he was ever afraid of any one, 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 any one 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 told me.’

Shere Khan was the tiger who lived near the Waingunga River, twenty miles away.

‘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?’

‘H’sh! It is neither bullock nor buck he hunts to-night,’ 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 gipsies 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 up hill,’ 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 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 wolf’s cave at night. He looked up into Father Wolf’s face, and laughed.

‘Is that a man’s cub?’ said Mother Wolf. ‘I have never seen one. Bring it here.’

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 foot. 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 fore-paws 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 cubs — frog-eater — fish-killer — he shall hunt thee! Now get hence, or by the Sambhur that I killed (I eat no starved cattle), back thou goest to thy mother, burned beast of the Jungle, lamer than ever thou camest 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 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 gray 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 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.

‘Ay, 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 afterwards he would fling himself through the branches almost as boldly as the gray 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 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 Ikki 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.’
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