R e o IR g

FIVNLDAD (i AN

f Bandhavgarh Is a jewel,

Kanha is the necklace.”

someone once sakd about two

of India’s most beautiful
tiger reserves. Both the shad
owy forests, replete with bam
boo stalks and tall, stately Sal
troes sprawl in the bosom of the
Satpura Hills in Madhya
Pradesh. The difference is that
Kanha is much larger than
Bandhavgarh. In fact, it strings
a few Bandhvgarhs together, ns
explained by the ornament
analogy

This time around, we stayed
at the charming Kipling Camp
Just after Christmas, narrowly
missing a visit from Santa who
had arrived on an elephant
Between game drives, at the

Tuneh-table or by the fireside. we
chatted with Anne and Belinda
Wright, owners of the camp and
passionate wildlife lovers of
British arigin to whom Indla
has always beens haome. The
intrepid Belinda could walk up
and tweak the devil's nose, 1ot
alone shrivel from threats of
nefarious poachers who she i

ales
Rich flora and fauna

Ovwer our three days 1 Kanha,
there were moments when, in
the open jeeps, we froze despite
layers of wool and wind sheet
ing. On elephant hack, we gnt
smacked, whipped, prodded and
Incorated by bamboo cane<, bhut
It was all worth it to see 3 num
ber of regal, visually striking
tigers — six in all
well In the wild Oy
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New Delhi, Wednesday February 4, 2009

back one evening from Bahmini
Dadar; a particularty beautiful
sunset-viewing spot stop a
platean, we glimpsad 3 leopard
She was sitting in the middle of
the road, and upon seeing the
jeep. stood up and bounded ath-
letically into the forest. The
sighting lasted & mere (hree sec
onds, but it was enough to thrill
us to the core. That is what
makes the wild so special; It can
make a very small unit of time,
matter A flash of red wing, the
skghting of a scariet minivet
may kast 2 nano-second, but it is
heaven enough, we feel reward
ed for recognizing it and stay
alert for hours on end with our
Imagination stoked Though |
never saw wild dogs Llike every
one else In owr group, [ visual
12ed thim in every meadow: hill
side and dirt-road

Kanha was the neckisce, and |
chose to wear it, breathing in
the white muslin mist that bov
eredd above the grasslands, cran-
g at the spectral Sal glants and
smilmg at the play of the bam-
bovrser rated shadows on our
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Tara

Bathing Tara, the resident ele
phant at Kipling Camp in the
Banjaar

s

River was perhaps the most
memorable moment for me and
my fourteen vear old dsughter,
Aranya. The second the howdah
was hifted off her back, Tara ran
to the Rver with obvious
dehight, dipping her et and
right sides and then completely
submerged hersell. Meanwhile
her mahout, Luvkush, was
down to his shorts, and began to
call her to the edge of the watet
“Mal mal™ Tara lgnored him
for a while and then stepped up
Soon Tara lay on ber side in
the shallows and we waded in,
found some flat stones, and
Joined the communal scrub
Sides, back, legs, and behind the
ears we riubbed her as she
relaxed to her spa moment
Next, Tara stood up and playful-
Iv sprayed us with a trunkful of
water. When Luvkush posi
tioned her on some sunny rocks
to dry off, all beautiful and glis-
tening, she Jooked like a famous
star. And famous she is, the pro-
tagomist of Mark Shand’s best-
selling book, Travels on my
elephant. Ever read the book
and wonder whatever happened
to Tara?
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Nestled in the
bosom of the
Satpura Hills is
Kanha, one of
the country’s
most beautiful
tiger reserves.
Enjoy its flora



