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the surgeons who had ridden in with the doolies came
out.

"What is the report, McManus?" one of them asked,

as he approached.
" There is no change since I sent off my report last

night," he said. " The General is very badly hurt ; I

certainly should not like to give an opinion at present

whether he will get over it or not. If he does it will

be a very narrow shave. He was insensible till we
lifted him into the doolie at eight o'clock yesterday

evening, when the motion seemed to rouse him a little,

and he just opened his eyes ; and each time we changed

bearers he has had a little ice between his lips, and a

drink of lime juice and water v/ith a dash of brandy in

it. He has known me each time, and whispered a word

or two, asking after the other."

"And how is he?"
" I have no doubt that he will do ; that is, of course,

if fever does not set in badly. His wounds are not so

severe as the General's, and he is a much younger man,

and, as I should say, with a good constitution. If there

is no complication he ought to be about again in a

month's time. He is perfectly sensible. Let him lie

quiet for a day or two ; after that it would be as well

if some of you who have met him at the General's

would drop in occasionally for a short chat with him

;

but of course we must wait to see if there is going to

be much fever."

"And did it happen as they say, doctor? The
despatch told us very little beyond the fact that the

General was thrown from his elephant, just as the

tiger sprang, and that it seized him and carried him

into the jungle ; that Simcoe slipped off his pad and

ran in and attacked the tiger; that he saved the


