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of the new Zoological Gardens of Mar- 

seilles. ‘The brute had been captured in 
a pitfall in the neighbourhood of Merida, 

and, being a full-grown and beautiful speci- 

men, was preferred to different tame ones 

which the citizens of the town offered for 
sale, though his ferocity made it necessary 

to confine him in a cage of charca sticks, a 

species of wood that does not easily break, 

but splinters like bamboo, and resists the 
attempts of any animal to gnaw it by lacer- 

ating itsgums, When the cage was brought 

on board, the captive seemed to know that 
his remaining chances of escape were 
numbered by minutes, and braced himself 

for a last effort. In the moment when his 
moveable prison was being lowered through 

the hatchway he forced his paw through 

the staves, reached out, and tore the shoul- 

der of the nearest sailor with a succession 

of ripping blows. The man jumped aside, 
yelling murder, his mates slipped their grip, 
and the cage, jaguar and all, tumbled down 
fifteen feet, straight into the hold, and upon 

a pile of pig-iron ballast which fractured its 

bottom board. The men stood aghast, and 

the shrieks and the rush of stampeding 
labourers below confirmed their worst fears : 
the jaguar was running at large in the hold 
of the ship! 

Ignorant of the ladder and stairway con- 
veniences, the brute attempted to regain 
the svperas auras of the deck by the same 
road he had come down, and after jumping 
from rafter to rafter reached the luminous 
gate of the upper world by a desperate leap ; 
and in the nick of time, for the sailors on 
deck had recovered their wits, and were 
dragging a trap-door toward the dangerous 
hole. They were letting it down when its 
edge on one side came in contact with 
some obstacle; a paw was pushed through 

  

from below, a frightful head quickly after, 

and, heedless of the bellowed protests of 

the first mate, two of the men broke and 

ran. They returned, the one with a hand- 
spike, the other with a heavy bucket, but 

the delay had been fatal: the brute had 

got its second paw through, and, in spite of 
a shower of blows, enlarged the opening 

sufficiently to free the rest of his body. A 
sauve gui peut followed, and the tiger 

jomped on deck and stood there for a 

second, glaring around with bloodshot eyes. 

But only for a second: fully conscious, it 

seemed that there was not another moment 

to lose, he used the trap-door as a jumping 

board, and cleared the gunwales with a fly- 

ing leap. 
The boat had got under weigh some time 

ago, but had followed an alongshore course, 

so that the distance to terra firma was not 

very considerable —a mile, or a mile-and-a- 

half at the farthest. But Don Tigron was 

by no means out of trouble yet: rifle-balls, 

carbine-balls, and pistol-balls made the 

water fly around his head, and the marines 

were just coming up with their muskets, 

when the French lieutenant interfered : 

“Cessez-ca, mes Cosaques! A chap 

that could beat us fair and square on our 

own deck ought not to be shot in the 

water like a cowardly deserter; give him a 

chance.” 

The chance was poor enough, anyhow, for 

the Bay of Sisal at that time swarmed with 

sharks and spear-fish; but fortune favours 

the brave, and to his intense disgust the 

man with the torn shoulder saw the brute 

land on the opposite shore, shake himself, 

and disappear in the willow thicket. Be- 

fore night he was probably back to his old 

haunts in the Lagotasso, a wiser if not a 

better jaguar, 

 


