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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 losed 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 
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rags and pieces of leather from the village rubbish-

heaps. But they are afraid of him too, because Ta-

baqui, more than any one else in the jungle, is apt to 

go mad, and then he forgets that he was ever afraid of 

any one, and runs through the forest biting every-

thing in his way. Even the tiger runs and hides when 

little Tabaqui goes mad, for madness is the most dis-

graceful 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 stiffl  y, 

“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, and then he said spitefully:



5

“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 Wain-

gunga 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. Th at is why he 

has only killed cattle. Now the villagers of the Wain-

gunga are angry with him, and he has come here to 

make our villagers angry. Th ey 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. Th ou 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 noth-

ing and does not care if all the jungle knows it.
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“Th e 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.” 

Th e whine had changed to a sort of humming purr 

that seemed to come from every quarter of the com-

pass. 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!”

Th e 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. Th e real reason for this is that man-kill-

ing means, sooner or later, the arrival of white men on 

elephants, with guns, and hundreds of brown men with 

gongs and rockets and torches. Th en everybody in the 

jungle suff ers. Th e reason the beasts give among them-

selves is that Man is the weakest and most defenseless 

of all living things, and it is unsportsmanlike to touch 

him. Th ey say too — and it is true — that man-eaters 

become mangy, and lose their teeth.

Th e purr grew louder, and ended in the full-

throated “Aaarh!” of the tiger’s charge.
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Th en 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 tum-

bled about in the scrub.

“Th e fool has had no more sense than to jump 

at a woodcutter’s campfi re, 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.”

Th e bushes rustled a little in the thicket, and Fa-

ther Wolf dropped with his haunches under him, 

ready for his leap. Th en, 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. Th e result was that 

he shot up straight into the air for four or fi ve 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 Fa-

ther Wolf’s face, and laughed.

“Is that a man’s cub?” said Mother Wolf. “I have 

never seen one. Bring it here.”
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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. Th e big, serious, old brown bear was de-

lighted 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; 



34

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 Hyena 

whom we hate.” But Mowgli, as a man-cub, had to 

learn a great deal more than this. Sometimes Ba-

gheera, 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. Th e 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 fi fty 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 dis-

turbed, and all are very ready to fl y at an intruder. 

Th en, too, Mowgli was taught the Strangers’ Hunt-

ing Call, which must be repeated aloud till it is an-

swered, 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 
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same thing over a hundred times. But, as Baloo said 

to Bagheera, one day when Mowgli had been cuff ed 

and run off  in a temper: “A man’s cub is a man’s cub, 

and he must learn all the Law of the Jungle.”

“But think how small he is,” said the Black Pan-

ther, 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. Th at 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!”
“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, 
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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!”

“Th at 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 . “Th e jungle has many tongues. 

I know them all.”

“A little thou knowest, but not much. See, O Ba-

gheera, they never thank their teacher. Not one small 

wolfl ing 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 Peo-

ple of the Jungle 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.

Th e answer was a perfectly indescribable hiss, and 

Mowgli kicked up his feet behind, clapped his hands 
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together to applaud himself, and jumped on to Ba-

gheera’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.

“Th ere — there! Th at was worth a little bruise,” 

said the Brown Bear tenderly. “Some day thou wilt 

remember me.” Th en he turned aside to tell Ba-

gheera 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, be-

cause Baloo could not pronounce it, and how Mow-

gli 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.
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