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It was seven o’clock of a very warm 
evening in the Seeonee Hills when Father 

Wolf woke up from his day’s rest.

He spread out his paws 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.

Aurgh! It is 
time to hunt 

again.
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Tabaqui knew that there was nothing so 
unlucky as to compliment children to their 
faces. It pleased him to see Mother Wolf 

and Father Wolf look uncomfortable.

Tabaqui scuttled to the back of the 
cave, where he found the bone of 
a buck with some meat on it, and 
stood cracking the end merrily.

The wolves were also afraid 
of him, because Tabaqui would 
sometimes go mad and forget 

that he was ever afraid of anyone.

It was the jackal, Tabaqui. 
The wolves despised Tabaqui 
because he ran about making 

mischief and telling tales.

Indeed, I should
 have remembered 
that the children of 
kings are men from 

the beginning.

How beautiful 
are the noble 

children! And so 
young too!

All thanks 
for the good 

meal!

*Jackal people

And may good 
luck and strong white 

teeth go with the noble 
children so that they 
may never forget the 
hungry in this world.

May good 
luck go with 

you, O Chief of 
the Wolves.

Enter 
and look, but 
there is no 
food here. For a wolf, 

no, but for so 
mean a person as 
myself, a dry bone 

is a good feast. 

Who are 
we, the Gidur 

Log*, to pick and 
choose?

Father Wolf was about to spring 
downhill for a night’s hunting 
when a little shadow with a 

bushy tail crossed the threshold.
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Go out and hunt 
with your master. 

You have done 
enough mischief 

for one night.

I might 
have saved 
myself the 
message.

I will go. You 
can hear Shere 
Khan below in 
the thickets.

Shall I tell 
him of your 
gratitude?

They will scour the jungle 
for him, and we must 
run when the grass is 

set alight. Indeed, we are 
very grateful to 

Shere Khan!

His mother did not call 
him Lungri, the Lame 

One, for nothing. He has 
been lame in one foot 

since his birth.

That is why he 
kills only cattle. The 

villagers of the Waingunga* 
are angry with him, and he 

has come here to make 
our villagers angry.

…I have to 
kill for two 
these days.

He has no right! 
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…

Shere Khan, the 
tiger, has shifted his 

hunting grounds. He will 
hunt among these hills 
for the next moon, so 

he has told me.

*A river, and its 
adjoining areas

www.campfire.co.inCAMPFIRETM



The bushes rustled a little in 
the thicket, and Father Wolf 

readied himself to attack.

For killing a man means, sooner or 
later, the arrival of hundreds of 

men with guns and torches. Then 
everybody in the Jungle suffers.

The Law of the Jungle forbids 
any 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.

What is it? 
Has he missed 

his prey?

Somebody 
is coming uphill. 

Get ready.

The fool has had 
no more sense than to jump 
at a woodcutter’s campfire, 

and has burned his feet. 
Tabaqui is with him.

Aaarh!

Faugh! Are there 
not enough beetles 

and frogs in the tanks 
that he must eat man, 

and that too on 
our ground!

It is neither 
bullock nor buck 
he hunts tonight. 

It is man.

The fool! To 
begin a night’s work 

with that noise! Does 
he think that our 
bucks are like his 
fat Waingunga 

bullocks?
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A wolf accustomed to moving his 
own cubs can mouth an egg without 
breaking it. So though Father Wolf’s 
jaws closed right on the child’s nape, 
not a tooth even scratched the skin.

But no sooner had he leaped 
than he checked mid-spring...

Now, was 
there ever a wolf 

that could boast of 
a man’s cub among 

her children?

How little! 
How naked, 
and… how 

bold!

I have 
never seen 
one. Bring it 

here.

A man’s 
cub. Look!

EEWOOO...
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The adventure of a lifetime begins on the night a The adventure of a lifetime begins on the night a 
man-cub escapes certain doom at the hands of the man-cub escapes certain doom at the hands of the 
tiger Shere Khan. In defi ance of the tiger, the boy, tiger Shere Khan. In defi ance of the tiger, the boy, 
Mowgli, is taken in by the Seeonee Wolf Pack and made Mowgli, is taken in by the Seeonee Wolf Pack and made 
a member.a member.

Mowgli comes of age in the jungle and is taught how Mowgli comes of age in the jungle and is taught how 
to survive by Bagheera, the black panther; Baloo, the to survive by Bagheera, the black panther; Baloo, the 
brown bear; and Kaa, the python.brown bear; and Kaa, the python.

Always lurking nearby, though, is Shere Khan, who Always lurking nearby, though, is Shere Khan, who 
is determined that Mowgli will be his prey. But the is determined that Mowgli will be his prey. But the 
hunter soon becomes the hunted when the boy and the hunter soon becomes the hunted when the boy and the 
tiger square off in an epic struggle in which only tiger square off in an epic struggle in which only 
one will survive.one will survive.

But greater than his fi ght with Shere Khan is the But greater than his fi ght with Shere Khan is the 
confl ict Mowgli faces as he tries to fi nd a place confl ict Mowgli faces as he tries to fi nd a place 
among wolves and humans—neither of whom truly among wolves and humans—neither of whom truly 
accept him as one of their own.accept him as one of their own.
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