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By

C. CHARLCOT

"you got excited and lost your head."

The words, spoken half an hour ago, came back to Alan
Brent's mind as he lay stretched on a bed protected by mosquito netting,
enjoying the cool night air which felt so refreshing after the fierce heat
of the Indian day. On the morrow he was to have his first experience
of hunting the wild boar, sport which was sure to provide plenty of
excitement.
" They all know I'm a greenhorn at the game," he mused. "I only
hope I shan't make a fool of myself."
He and three friends had journeyed to a spot not far from the banks
of the Ganges where, in the shade of a mango grove, a camp had been
pitched by their syces and bearers, who had preceded them with their
horses and equipment. Here the party were joined by two other English-
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men, one of whom to Alan's surprise proved to be an old schoolfellow,
Oliver Kirby, who was now an officer in the Indian Army. The meeting
had been quit~ friendly, but it had reminded Alan of an incident which
he did not like to remember. There was one half-minute in his life
which
. he had often wished he could be given the chance to. live. over
agam.
He gazed across the moonlit camp to the lines where the horses were
picketed amid the dark shadows cast by the trees, and in his mind's eye
the scene changed to the green playing field of a great Public School.
The final was being played for the cock-house Cup, a cricket match long
to be remembered at Shadminster as one of the closest contests ever
fought out on the Senior ground. ·Markhams were batting; their ninth
wicket had just fallen, and only three more runs were needed to give
them a v-ictory over the Schoolhouse. Oliver Kirby, their captain, was
leaving at the end of the term; he had set his heart on Markhams winning the cock-house cup, and there seemed every chance that his wish
would be fulfilled. He had been playing at the top of his form through
a long innings, and could be trusted to carry his bat.
Though five years had passed since then, Alan Brent would remember exactly what had been his feelings as he started on that trying walk
from the pavilion to the pitch, conscious of the fact that the eyes of the
whole school were upon him. He was to take the last ball of the over;
all he had to do was to keep it out of his wicket, then Kirby would get
the bowling and no doubt win the match with a boundary hit. Nothing
on earth should induce Alan to attempt anything but stone-walling. He
would simply block the ball, or if it were wide of the wicket, he would
leave it alone.
He might have known that though Park, the Schoolhouse bowler,
was tired he could still be crafty and dangerous. The ball seemed one
of the poorest efforts he had ever made, slow and devoid of spin. All
Alan's good resolutions went by the board; the one idea that flared up
in his mind was that only three more runs were needed, and here was a
ball to hit. He slammed at it with all his strength, and the next instant
his bails were flying in the air.
The thought that, by his own stupidity, he had lost the match was
6
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bad enough, and what seemed to him even worse was the knowledge
that he should have thwarted his captain's great hope of winning the
cup. Like a good sportsman Kirby had little to say.about the disaster,
and kept his vexation to himself; a week later the school broke
up for the summer holidays. This was ancient history now, and it had
not seemed likely that Alan would ever see the great man again; then
had come this unexpected meeting in the camp beside the mango grove.
" Why, it's Ginger Brent, I'm hanged if it isn't 1" had been Kirby's
greeting.
Alan was pleased to hear the old nickname, but it was not until after
the evening meal, when they were left sitting together at the mess table,
that he had ventured to remind his companion of the cock-house
match.
" I know I let you down, and I don't like to think about it even now.
I've been sorry for it ever since."
" You got excited and lost your head," laughed Kirby; then, in a
more serious tone, " Don't do that to-morrow," he added.
Alan nodded. Though as yet without any practical experience of the
sport, he knew that pig-sticking was not merely a matter of pursuing the
animal on horseback and killing it with a spear. Often there came
moments which required a display of coolness as well as courage, the
possession of a keen eye together with the power to think and act quickly.
In withstanding the charge of some fierce old tusker all these qualities
were needed, for no wild animal, when roused to fight for its life, displays more savage fury than ~oes the boar.
" I'll bet Kirby's expecting to see me make a fool of myself again
to-morrow," ,thought Alan. "I must do all I can to keep my end up
this time."
His eyes closed, and it seemed only a few minutes later that he was
roused by his bearer bringing him a morning cup of tea. The camp
was astir, preparing for the business of the day. Syces were rubbing
down the horses, saddlery was being inspected with special attention
paid to girths and stirrup leathers, and with the murmur of voices came
the appetizing smell of bacon being cooked for breakfast.
Alan was in high spirits as he took his seat at the mess table; and
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later, in the excitement of preparing for the chase, all recollection of the
cricket match was banished from his mind. On a piece of level ground
outside the camp a number of natives, who had come from the neighbouring villages to act as beaters, were being formed into line by the
shikaries," after which they squatted down on their haunches to await
further orders.
Their breakfast finished the hunters enjoyed a smoke, then mounting
their steeds they divided themselves into three " heats," each consisting
of two riders. For a moment, on finding that he was destined to be
Kirby's companion, Alan felt elated, then, as they all moved off, an uneasy feeling of doubt rose in his mind. He would have done anything
to win back Kirby's good opinion, but the chance that he, a greenhorn,
would be able to distinguish himself in a manner which would make
amends for the past seemed out of the question. He might count himself lucky if he kept his head and avoided making some· silly
mistake.
Alan took a firmer grasp of his spear, determined not to allow any
nervous fancies to spoil his enjoyment. He was a good rider, having
been accustomed to horses since childhood. In every form of sport
one has to make a beginning, and there was no reason why his first
attempt at pig-sticking should not meet with as much success as that
of any other learner. The cavalcade started off in the direction of a
grass reserve where more than one stout boar had been located.
'Coming out into the glaring sunshine, after the shade of the trees, the
heat was intense, and beads of perspiration began to trickle down the
'sportmen's faces.
" I wonder what's become of Mr. Walford?" said Kirby.
" The last I heard of him was that he'd retired, and had gone to live
near Bournemouth," replied Alan.
" D'you remember the trick he had of always carrying an umbrella ? "
" Rather, and once some joker put a lot of confetti in it, so that when
Walford opened it, which he did in the middle of the town, the stuff
showered down and made him look as if he'd been to a wedding."
• Gamekeepers.
(6,000)
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A few more recollections of their former housemaster were
exchanged, and then, as if by mutual consent, the pair became
silent. On they went till the grass reserve was reached. Here
there was a pause while the three "heats" decided where to take
post, and the head shikari manreuvred his beaters into position for
the drive.
" What ship did you come out in ?" asked Kirby.
Alan answered the question in what he intended should be a casual
tone, but he was already tingling with suppressed excitement, a feeling
which was evidently shared by the horses which stood with their heads
up and ears cocked, ready at any moment to obey the will of their riders.
Soon a chorus of yells, and the noise of tom-toms, told that the head
shikari had given his beaters the order to advance. The drive had
begun.
" Now we shan't be long," murmured Kirby.
To Alan every minute seemed more like ten. Away in the distance,
above the swaying feathery tops of the grass, he saw the line of waving
sticks, with here and there the glint of a spear-point. The clamour of
voices rose and fell, and more than once the lad braced himself for
action as he fancied he heard the rustle of some animal moving in the
reeds. Nearer came the din of tom-toms and shouts of the beaters;
then suddenly, away to the right, a large boar broke cover, and with a
cheer No. I " heat" started in pursuit.
Alan Brent's muscles relaxed. He was not altogether sorry that the
pig had not come his way, and that he had thus been given the chance
to watch the performance of his two friends before being called upon
to take part in the chase himself. For the moment it never struck him
that this was the beginning and not the end of the hunt, and that there
might be more than one boar in the grass. It was a warning shout from
Kirby which brought him to his senses.
" Look out, Brent! "
There had been a violent disturbance in the grass, and as Alan
turned his head an old grey boar came crashing out of its lair. With
tusks champing, bristles on end, and a snort of defiance it charged the
nearest enemy. Alan had no time to lower his spear, and but for an
~-
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instinctive movement of his horse the animal must have been badly
cut. In the nick of time it swerved, and the infuriated boar rushed on
in a blind fury.
It was a moment of intense excitement, and one thought after another
flashed with the speed of lightning through Alan Brent's mind. A
chance had been given him to display coolness and nerve in meeting the
attack of a charging boar, and he had missed it hopelessly. What must
Kirby think of him? It was as bad as that disastrous ending of the
cock-house match, or even worse, for in slamming at the ball he had at
any rate tried to do something, whereas in this case he had sat like a
stuffed dummy and allowed his mount to save itself as best it could.
A shout and the thud of hooves told him that his comrade was already in
pursuit of the pig, and, hardly caring what happened now, he set himself
to follow the chase.
Mounted on a chestnut waler Kirby was going at racing speed; yard
by yard he was gaining on his quarry; now he was leaning forward in
his saddle about to use his spear. Suddenly the boar" jinked "; it
turned into the horse's forelegs, and down came steed and rider with a
crash.
The mishap was so unexpected that for a moment Alan scarcely
knew what had happened, then as the cloud of dust drifted clear he
realized that the situation was one of deadly peril. Apparently the
horse had been stunned by striking its head on a boulder half-hidden in
the sand; it made no effort to move, and pinned beneath it lay its
rider. Less than the length of a cricket pitch away, and recovering·
from the shock of the collision, the boar was lifting itself from the
ground, glaring with savage bloodshot eyes at its fallen enemy, and
preparing to wreak vengeance on both horse and man. There could be
no doubt of its intention-it meant to charge·.
Alan clenched his teeth and urged his mount to a faster gallop. He
had no wish now to distinguish himself, only a grim determination to
save his comrade from a terrible death, from being gored and torn by
those huge white tusks which could cut like razors. Lowering his
spear as he swept past the fallen rider, he concentrated all his will-power
on a steady aim. He felt no resistance. and for a fraction of a second
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Down came steed and rider with a crash.

thought he had missed his mark, them came a wrench which nearly tore
the spear out of his grasp. The pace at which he had been going
had caused the spear to pass clean through the boar, piercing its
heart.
Gasping for breath, and still fearing that he had failed in his effort
to rescue his old friend, Alan checked his horse and swung- round.
But there was no need for him to make a second charge; the old grey
boar was lying dead on the sand.
Save for a bad shaking Kirby proved none the worse for his fall.
When liberated from the weight which held him down, he rose to his
feet and for a moment looked his rescuer up and down as if taking his
measure. .
" You'll do," he said, with a grin of approval. "Good old Ginger."
Alan smiled; he felt that there would be no call now for him to
trouble his head with recollections of that unfortunate ending of the
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