
"I'm going to show you how dangerous tigers are," he continued. "I want you to remember this 
lesson for the rest of your lives."  

He turned to Babu and nodded. Babu left. Mahisha's eyes followed him and did not move from 
the door he disappeared through. He returned a few seconds later carrying a goat with its legs 
tied. Mother gripped me from behind. Mahisha's snarl turned into a growl deep in the throat.  

Babu unlocked, opened, entered, closed and locked a cage next to the tiger's cage. Bars and a 
trapdoor separated the two. Immediately Mahisha was up against the dividing bars, pawing them. 
To his growling he now added explosive, arrested woofs. Babu placed the goat on the floor; its 
flanks were heaving violently, its tongue hung from its mouth, and its eyes were spinning orbs. 
He untied its legs. The goat got to its feet. Babu exited the cage in the same careful way he had 
entered it. The cage had two floors, one level with us, the other at the back, higher by about three 
feet, that led outside to the island. The goat scrambled to this second level. Mahisha, now 
unconcerned with Babu, paralleled the move in his cage in a fluid, effortless motion. He crouched 
and lay still, his slowly moving tail the only sign of tension.  

Babu stepped up to the trapdoor between the cages and started pulling it open. In anticipation of 
satisfaction, Mahisha fell silent. I heard two things at that moment: Father saying "Never forget 
this lesson" as he looked on grimly; and the bleating of the goat. It must have been bleating all 
along, only we couldn't hear it before.  

I could feel Mother's hand pressed against my pounding heart.  

The trapdoor resisted with sharp cries. Mahisha was beside himself-he looked as if he were about 
to burst through the bars. He seemed to hesitate between staying where he was, at the place 
where his prey was closest but most certainly out of reach, and moving to the ground level, further 
away but where the trapdoor was located. He raised himself and started snarling again.  

The goat started to jump. It jumped to amazing heights. I had no idea a goat could jump so 
high. But the back of the cage was a high and smooth cement wall.  
 

With sudden ease the trapdoor slid open. Silence fell again, except for bleating and the click-
click of the goat's hooves against the floor.  

A streak of black and orange flowed from one cage to the next.  

Normally the big cats were not given food one day a week, to simulate conditions in the wild. 
We found out later that Father had ordered that Mahisha not be fed for three days.  

I don't know if I saw blood before turning into Mother's arms or if I daubed it on later, in my memory, 
with a big brush. But I heard. It was enough to scare the living vegetarian daylights out of me. 
Mother bundled us out. We were in hysterics. She was incensed.  
 
 

- How does the writer make this moment so tense? 
 



 


