
Selman’s Panther Cub.

By H. MORTIMER BATTEN.

XTENDING for a hundred yards
or so. directly opposite the door

#ok of our forest-marooned shanty,

was a straight, narrow avenue,

carpeted with fresh green moss and

bliort grass, and with flowering- bushes

chi cltlwr side. We were pround of this

iiatural avenue—Selihan and J; just as

proud of it as most people are bf any

one little beauty spot on •their, estate.
It was there that 1 bagged my first cat -
ibou, late one autumn evening when the

Inure brute sauntered casually out of the

forest to sample the fresh young fern-

moss. It was there, too, that the little,

grev squirrels delighted to gambol on

moonlight nights, flitting from shadow,

to shadow, from tree to tree, like pixies
among the dew-laden .flowe.rs.

The day’s work done, there was no-

thing pleasanter than to sit at.the door

of (he shanty opposite this avenue, with

sleeves rolled up and pipe well going,
ami listen while the murmer of daytime
imive way to the restless sounds of night
—the thousand and one.weird woodland

noises that conic from nowhere and

vanish into nothingness.
On this particular evening I had sat

on my usual place for about ten minutes,
when .Selman suddenly burst through the

undergrowth at the end of the 'clearing
and came hastening towards me."’ He

had left home early that morning, and
it was now sunset. That something was

out of order I knew directly’ I caught
sight of him. There was nothing of the

easy backwoods'slouch about the way
lie came. His steps were quick and
'cautious, while every few yards he
stopped and peered into the thickets all

loimd. finally he broke into a run,

keeping in the centre Of the pathway,
till he reached my side. • • ' *

It was then that I suessed thee reason

tfor his strange behaviour. The stout

canvas bag he was carrying over his left
Ihip contained something alive—some-
•ihiiig very much alive, if "kivkiing and

whimperings arc to lie taken as signs. I

unfastened the leather loons, ‘whereupon
the prettiest .little panther cub I had

ever seen wriggled half out of the big
tind dug its claws into mv wrist by way
of introduction. The fur of his body
was soft, and like velvet ,to the touch
his limbs wore nlumn and- rounded, some-

what resembling those of- a’-snan-’fel nun';
while in lus eve was a look-of-vagiie ivon-
•lerim nt, rxuressive of a desire to see all
that was going on. •Such was the first
tmprossion I ■conceived regarding Sel-
mans pinmi cub. which, bv-the way, was
n verv inactive factor in the story I am
about 1,, relate.

‘’Where did you find the little beast?”
I cried.

in a few words Selman told me. It
aupoarod that he had been watch ing

two parent nanthers for ‘time,
he had f.lrnir Lur. eon-

hiininu- (ho solitary cub. in the deoMis
*’ a deep waterway oil’llteen miles from

1 hut. ( onvineed that the Directs were

?lul nt home, he had nrarnntlv nnnevpj

j
ne youngster, and then hastened *wav

-h'om the place like n hoy with a bar/ of
s uiffi apples. •SUflma.n, however, was

310 t quite so careless as ‘the average
«!>;» e-stealinor hoy. At times he w«d«d

deep along the l»e.ds of mount,

‘ iranis hoping by such means to Throw
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Celt was our large, shaggy haired
hound.

“We aren’t in particular need- of a

•companion,” I objected. “And, any-
how, I reckon you’ve been asking-ft>r:
trouble for the lob of us.” *- ’• ’

uSelman acknowledged the receipt of
this information with a self-contented
nod, and proceeded to fondle the kitten

between ’ liis ' 4wo great ‘ 'hands'. We

filled' the little creature up with warm

andlk till it resembled a Rugby football

and was inca]>a-ble of any further sound
than an occasional sleepy grunt.’After
that we made it a bed in a butter-firkin,
much to the disgust of Celt, whose atti-

tude towards 'the cub was one of com-

plete disdain—as usually assumed by an

elderly dog towards a member of the

ifeline tribe.

Just before darkness T went out to

lock up the shanty in which our old milk

cow was prisoned at night-time. 1 ex-

ecuted the 'with unusual care, fur it
strivck me that an outraged mother

panther would not be above wreaking
her vengeance on an dnolTensive cow in
•the absence of a more satisfactory
medium. Un returning to the hut L

found iSehnan busily engaged in examin-
ing the slender iron bars on the outside
of the window. 1 took the hint without
icomment, for, like most men \s!io are

used to living under ah almost eternal

canopy of risk, niy companion usually
•kepi quiet concerning inalters of per-
sonal safety, leaving other people to use

their own discretion. Nevertheless, the

incident impressed nu> to no small extent,
for 1 knew from past <‘xperirnee that
when Reiman began to got “nervy”
I rouble of same sort was to be seriously
expected. -* *

Al nine o’clock wo turned in, ivnd at
aboutj ten fho cub awoke, smitten with

<a severe attack of home sickness. (hie
would never 7 have *t InRight so mnftll an

T
could make so much noise,

“Sclmartl” I anorted.

“What’s up?” came the sleep response.
‘•Listen, and you’ll know,” 1 growled.

“Get,up and feed that wretched kitten!”
Seimail's reply slipped into a snore

half-way. The citb renewed its exer-

tions, crying out in 'the most doleful
strain imaginable, till at last the noise

•proved too much for even Selman’s in-
artistic taste.

In the shack it was quite dark, but

outside the .moon shone dimly ’ through
the background of £ine trees. In the

dimness L saw my companion sit up and

stoop to pull cn his socks, while the

noise in the butter firkin grew in volume

every second. Selman answered the
sound with occasional angry grunts, but

suddenly his body became rigid and he

remained in a stooping position. At
the samp instant Celt be»gan to growl
savagely, as a dbg growls when an enemy

approaches his bed.
“By Jingo!” muttered ’Selman, in a

low tone. He sail dt and

soulfully. A tense stillness followed.
“By Jingo!’’ he repeated. ‘’Just look
at that!”

There was only one direction in which

T could look with anv real result—-

namely, towards the window. Lowering
niy head to avodd the dark background of

trees, 1 looked. The next instant .1

expei it need a somowh.it unpleasant
thrill. Peering in through the dark win-

,dow were two glowing points of light,
that appeared to he floating midway
.upon the curtain of blackness. Thea,
Lit by bit, I discerned two delicately
pointed oars protruding from ah evenly-
rounded head in which the glouing orbs

were set, pressed against the window

bars. 'l’lio mother panther was just
laking stock of our stronghold!

“Told you she’d be smelling round,”
said St'hnan. in the same even tone.
“We’ll have to shoot her to-morrow.”

“Ii we can,” 1 added, knowing that
the savage mother was likely to adopt
nwie climbing methods than to expose
■liorself- to rilte-tlre.

All this tme the great oat stared in

al Hs without twitching a muscle. Prob-

aldy she was gazing at-<hdl, who lay
directly within her line of vision, ami it

occurred to mo that the dog would moot
with a -warm reception if over Ito chancexl
upon the puma by himself. Certainly
she would regard liim as one <»f the
Marauders who had brought about her

bereavement.
AttvluiM* Gelman r-vAt to his •fettL •Jui

med:atuiy he did so the head of the pan-
ther (luugvd down out of sight. For all
her boiuness she was in no mood lo

take Fisks.
the cub.was duly refilled and silencn

reigned again. I fell asletq> with the
minister vision we had aveii at tfie window
haunting my mind, to dream that I rode
a giant porcupine across an endless
desert, with a huge gr«*y panther cloueh-
ing at either side, waiting with cunning
glances for me to fall from my prickly
mount.

Selman was half-dressed when I awoke
in the morning. He opened 4be door
and went out. Presently 'ho returned,
»•»•ra’ch’ng his head, a’ puzzled look on

his face.
“It strikes me.” he said, pausing in

order that his words should gain their
full significance, “that the old panther
will soon know a Ms med --.ight rtiofb
about you and me th.m h •>, »pens*‘to tm
convenient

I got up and followed him through
the door. All round the hut the gra-s
had been’trodden flat into a narrow path-
way. Below the window on the wood
work were a number of pug marks, Which
showed clearly that the panther had sev-

eral times stood up with her furepaws
on the sill and looked in. zX number

of white hairs sticking <o the ground
opposite the door boro evidence that she

had more than once crouched to listen

find sniff beneath the panels. There

were marks, also, showing that she had

taken full .stock of the cowshed, and I

felt very glad that I had left the place
securely locked.

After an early breakfast, we set off

■with rifles to hunt the panther -down,
leaving the hut locked, and determined

to accomplish our aim before nightfall.
We knew that it-would be unnece.s.mry
to extend the limits of our hunting-
ground far beyond the shack, as the
mother panther was not likely to go

away while she knew where the cub was.

Misfortune beset us at an early stage,
however. While still within a hundred
/hids of the shack. ( elt set oil’ in full

cry after a rabbit that bolted across thu
avenuein front of us. We always let
•him go on such occasions, for a rabbit,

was invariably a useful constituent to

the stew-pot. I’or a matter of thirty or

forty yards we heard him < ra-Jiiiig
through the undergrowth; then it >eeipo I
that he suddenly stopped <1 a I. and

silence followed.
“Tie’s got it.” I remarked, and tur.ied

to follow the. /log through the under-

growth, intent sii securing the quarry.
Selman laid a* restraining hau l on my
arm.

‘’’Wait!” he said, grimly. Thou he

called the dog by name, but not tjie
rustling of a leaf responded.

Slowly it dawnyd upon me what had

happened. I knew’ the nature of t!:e
tragedy that had taken place beneath

the shelter of those trees as well as if I

had seen it all with .m\ own eyes.

'Separating to left and right and liiov

ing with infinite caution, we made a

slight detour. Uieeliiig at the spot where

the sounds of the chase bad • ’ I. It

was there that we found the romiin- of

Celt, which we laid without delay in the

little burial ground under tlic maple
tree near to the hut. I suppose every

shack, however rrudv. has* its I'urial
ground.

One comfort we had was that Cell had

met witli a far more merciful death I han

the ordinary emirse of Nature coni 1 ever

have meted out for him. An animal

with a crumpled crown, a broken neck,
and a fractured spine does not linger
long in the stages intervening fadween

life and death. And thus the mother

panther procured her first taste of re

“It’s -going to prove a pn tty dear cub

of yours,” I said, vindictively, our suriy
task rumphded, thoio/h afterwards 1 des-

pised myself for “rubbing it in.”

Our hunt for that day was somewhat
•disorganised. We had now to rely
solely on our own eyes and hearing Io

track the panther down. In the vicinity
<>f the shack the trails were so abundant

that it was impossible to follow any par-
ticular one. All the limV, while we were

dodging from cover to cover, I exper-
ienced an unpleasant sensation that th ‘
pqulher was hunting us as dogge<Uy
•we* were hunting her, mi l only nwaiting
n chance do drop on trs front (lie tree*.
rl’he idea was not a cheering one, follow

ing closely, as it d id, on I lie gruesome

example we had witnessed of the brute's

ham! t work.

That night we left the kitten io go

hungry, hoping that its cries wouhl nt-

tract the mother to the window, which

ve left open in HMdhiess. Gelman took

first watch, hut the cries that

came From the winity of flu» butter-

firkin-I dhie * ideap for <nr abnost finkpoe-

“The mother panther was taking stock of our stronghold"
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