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HELP SAVE TIGERS

Tigers are threatened by habitat loss and poaching, and today, they inhabit merely 7% of their historical range.
Madhya Pradesh is home to 25% of India’s tigers and nearly 10% of the world’s tiger population.

The Madhya Pradesh Tiger Foundation Society is a not-for-profit organisation working towards conservation
of wildlife (with a special emphasis on tigers). All its income is tax free under section 12 of the Income Tax
Act. Donations entitle the donor to claim income tax exemption under section 8o (g) of the Income Tax Act.

SUPPORT TIGER CONSERVATION EFFORTS IN THE STATE BY DONATING TO
THE MADHYA PRADESH TIGER FOUNDATION SOCIETY

WWW.MPTIGERFOUNDATION.ORG
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Message from
the Director

“Pench Stripes” is an endeavor to compile the
important events that take place throughout the
year in the Pench Tiger Reserve (PTR). We
intend for this magazine to convey all managerial
issues, wildlife related issues, eco-development
aspects, tourism and protection concerns and
other social and cultural happenings of the

reserve to the public.

This magazine will help the media, policy makers
and planners to know the actual happenings in at
Pench. It will also serve as an important database
for future managers, being arepository ofall majo
-r events happenjng at Pench. Pench Stripes will
serve as a channel for disseminating information
and ideas, so that successful activities can be repli
-cated at other areas of operation with suitable m
-odifications. We hope that this medium will help
us spread our knowledge to the world and at the
same time enable us to and introspect about sug
-gestions and ideas received from a wide spectru
-m of society.

Alok Kumar
Field Director

Message from
the Deputy
Director

I would like to take this opportunity to recognize
the dedication, commitment and hard work of
the Pench team, led by Field Director Mr. Alok
Kumar, which has contributed to the success of
Pench Tiger Reserve. “Pench Stripes” is a venture
to compile events, management practices,
ecotourism and eco-development initiatives,
protection issues and wildlife awareness programs
along with other important information.

At Pench, we have carried out some of the best
practices and some are yet to be implemented.
We succeed only when we are clear about our
directions, have accurate background information
and plan out our strategy before implementing
them. All successful plans start with studying the
facts, inviting possibilities and altering the things
that don't work. “Pench Stripes” is a platform to
seek suggestions from and to highlight our
management practices to the outside world.

Dr. Kiran Bisen
Deputy Director




Editorial

After the successful launch ofhalfyearly edition
of Pench Stripes, we are ready with our Annual
edition. This edition is dedicated to the foot
soldiers of our natural heritage, who go miles
and miles on foot to safeguard the marvelous
mother nature.

Forest guards of Pench, with bare minimum
facilities at their end, safegua.rds our natural
heritage as true heroes of conservation. They are the soldiers committed to the task of

defending this paradise in the deepest forests; heroes compelled to face the danger, but
never feared it.

Statistics from International Ranger Federation reveals an alarming trend that India loses
more forest guards every year than any other country in the world. Qur Forest guards face
the threats like attacks by wild animals, illness and poachers, who by the way, come with
the latest arms and ammunitions. They have the duty of monitoring health of wild animal-

-s and their habitat, in conditions where their own health is at stake and their families apart.

Forest guards in our Tiger Reserves, lead a very difficult life with basic facilities in the most
interior parts of the jungle. Surviving in the wild with limited interaction with outside wor-
-1d, they patrol the forest on foot risking their lives on the daily basis.

They all have their deep dark fears based on past experiences of wild encounters, but they
believe that the triumph over fear is real victory. Forest guards when put their foot forward
to patrol their area, they have little more than lathi in their hands but with ample courage
in their hearts, they do their job. They have dedicated their whole lives in the care and
concern of wild creatures, least concerned about their own wellbeing,

Even in such harsh situations, Pench management has been nurturing a generation of
gu:u'ds who are committed to its protection. Boosling their morale, supporting them in
every way possible, appreciating their efforts and encouraging them are the ways by whi-
-ch management tries to do its bit towards these heroes. For them life doesn't get any
easier with time, only they get stronger and more resilient. We dedicate this annual editio-
-n of Pench Stripes to our real heroes.

-Pragati Mandloi

ILLUSTRATIONS

Paintings by Rohit Kumar Shukla, a very talented Forest guard.

"

Hlustrations by Ms. Janhavi Rajan, a budding conservationist who uses her creativity
to inspire for wildlife conservation.
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Blogger's park

A Walkin the Jungle
© Suhas Kumar, 2009

Awalk is the best way to start your
day in the jungle for it takes you thro-
-ugh so many twist and turns and spy
work on the way revealing what the
animals were up to last night or whe-
re they are and what they might be
doing at present. The dirt tracks and
the sandy beds around pools and riv-
ers in the jungle record those signs a-
nd evidences that usher you gently
into the realm of the wild and uncov-
eraworld so far unknown to you.
Let's go for a walk in the jungle.

Karmajhiri, December 2006, at 6.00
AM, lam up and about. The sunis
peeping from the east to light up the
horizon, air is cold, crisp and piercin-
g —Ifeel it on my already numb che-
ek - and the ground is still wet with
dew. A herd of chital has just finished
grazing in the meadow in front of

the log huts and on seeing me emerge

they move unhurriedly towards a

s W)

atch of forests beyond the fire line.
One of the stag suddenly stands on
its hind legs and rubs his face again-
st the leaves of a drooping branch
of an Indian laburnum tree — he is
marking his domain with the scent
of his facial gland.s placed below ea-
ch eye — scent is a strong means of
communication in deer world.

Now, [ am on to the foot path that,
after a short walk, brings me to the
forest road to Alikatta (an erstwhile
forest village now resettled outside
the park as it was sitting within a pr-
ime wildlife habitat) and which now
has developed into an impressive gr-
assland touching the mid-east bank
of the Totaladoh reservoir that sub
merged about 75 square kilometers
of forest area once lush with stately
teak trees. The felling of trees from
such a huge area created a much nee-
ded edge habitat which was almost
N (o e M'h e B
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absent within Pench national park.
This artificially developed edge hel-
ped chital to thrive more than any
other species for chital is an animal
of such transitional habitat. The ed-
gealso becomes a congregation gr-
ound for almost all animals of the
park during the summer season
when food and water become limit-
ed elsewhere.

And in winter the apparently seaml-
ess reservoir attracts flocks of migr-
atory birds and makes it's a paradise

for bird watchers.

Aslapproach the causeway that le-
ads to the old rest house, towards
the left, I see a pair of Malabar pied
hornbill busy devouring juicy fruits
on the fig tree. These birds love fig
fruits and make so much noise with
their rattling piercing gibberish.
Here, near the newly built machan
house (a house built on high pillars)

et N

smartly unpacks his haver sack, tak-

- from here you can watch animals,
birds and butterflies without alarm-
ing them —I wait for Soni. We have
planned a morning trek into the
nooks and corners of Pench.

Soni is a fine forester, deeply intere-
sted in wildlife and loves his job. Tr-
ecall how some 24 years ago he had
applied to the post of wildlife guard
and missed it by a few marks, but as
he was young and smart the ranger
hired him as a barrier help at Turia
—the gateway to the Pench Nation-
al Park. 1, then the director of this
park often met this boy at the barri-
er and every time he fascinated me
for he displayed rare understanding
of the ways of the wild and was alw-
ays eager to learn — he deserved bet
ter. And soon came an opportunjty
to give him his due, and he got it so-
on for he was appointed a regular

wildlife guard, when a vacancy arose.

My walk down the memory lane is
interrupted and [ hear whirring of a
motorcycle — Soni has arrived from

Alikatta. Alighting from the bike, he

gives me a customary salute and

es out two pairs of binoculars and
a bird bool; we begin our walk to-
wards Gurshal ghat. Grasses under
the tress are yellow and coarse and
the seeds all shed by this time; the
deer like chital and barking deer
that mainly eat grass go through a
tough time in winter as forage gets
scarce, but in the park they have so-
me respite as there is a felt of soft
green grass along both side of the
forest road. The green grass has co-
me up as the staffhas burned the
roadside strips of dry grass recently
— this is a strategy to control forest
fires and as a bonus the deer get
green grass - for the night dew has
caressed the growing tissues and
aided production of fresh sprouts
on this burned strip that now acts
as a fire break and a favourite graz-

ing ground for deer.

We leave the main road and take a
right turn into thick lantana bush,
as Soni finds an animal track, we
plunge into it, my tall frame is not
suitable for such dashes into a tan-
gle of thorny bushes but this is a ju-
ngle walk and Soni is a hard task
master, | bend and bow, turn and
twist and wriggle my way through
this thorny jungle and while doing
so see the footprints of chital and
sambar on the dirt track and two
bulbul's nests in the bushes- bul-
bul loves to eat [antana berries

for lantana -an alien from central
and south America introduced to
Sri Lanka long back and brought
to India through the agency of bi-
rds- is now naturalised in our
country and many indigenous bi-
rds and animals love its juicy ber-
ries and the shelter it offers to th-
em for resting, ambush and bree-
ding,

Qut of the bush we are now on the
fire-line which runs from north to
south and ends up on Bodanala ro-
ad, where we shall be going soon
after climbing up the Khairvan ma-
tta — matta is the local name for a
plateau - forwe hope to see bears
or their signs here. Trudging up the
murram - road to the plateau we
find fresh tracks of a leopard and
then a day old droppings of a hye-
na, - you may ask how we know for
sure that the pug of the leopard is
fresh and the droppings ofhyena a
day old - good question, for questi-
oning is a precursor to leaming,
The pugis clear on the fine gravel
its edges intact and the hollow ma
de by its pad and toes have no litter
(‘twigs, dry leaves) in it, and the li-
nes which are impressed on the p-
ad is intact, i the print were old
youwould have found wormn out
edges, no lines within the pad and
some litter inside the trough ofthe
pad, one more thing that these li-
nes or their absence within the ho-
llow tell you is that whether the an-
imal is young or old- a young ani-
mal will have a smooth pad which
would leave a smooth impression
on the soil, the lines are seen if the
animal is old - as the animal grows
old its pad wears out over time due
to friction with the ground and th-
en the pad leaves these marks on
soil; as for hyena's droppings —a
fresh dropping is moist and some
times in winter you may see vapo-
urs rising from it and a very old dr-
opping would be brittle or already
disintegrated, the one we see today
is intact and still slightly moist whi-
chtells me clearly that the droppi-
ngisa day old and itis of a hyena
for the whiteness comes from its
ability to crush and eat bones of

its prey.
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On the flats of Khairvan matta we
finally come across the foot prints
of a bear and this bear has feasted
on the bel fruits is obvious for we
see bear droppings at several places,
quite slushy and full of bel seeds.
We begin to go down at the other
side of plateau towards the natural
spring which the locals have named
Pandri aier (white water) for its
water is turbid with some dissolved
mineral that makes it look like dilu-
ted milk. This spring was embanke-
d to store water for earlier water fro-
m this spring trickled down the slo-
pe without being availed by the wil-
d animals except bees — after conta-
ining the water with a mud wall a p-
ipeline was installed to siphon wat-
er down to the meadow in the vall-

ey below. This improvisation work-
ed well - the sambar and wild pig
got their wallows and other animals
and birds a watering hole.

While coming down we spend so-
me time at the spring, Soni cleans
up the debris (pebbles and leaflitt-
er) heaped at the mouth of the pi-
pe to restore smooth flow of water,
and then we walk down into the
valley —a herd of five sambar (one-
stag and four does), two tree pies
and a troop of langur are around
the water hole. The stagis in the
wallow for in this part this is the ti-
me of the year when sambar stag -
become raffish and to impress the
does with its scent, gain does favor
itwallows in the mud leaving its str-

ong scent (pheromones) thatits

From the valley we return to the
Karmajhiri road. As we move alon-
g, our eyes scan the gravely road
for footprints, the trees for birds
and the woodlands for animals,
Though itis difficult to find clear
footprints on a road strewn with
pebbles but a regular flow of vehi-
cles on this one has created spots
on the road where the soil has bec-
ome fine grained and perfect to re-
cord the movement of the forest
denizens, besides the staff have laid
impression pads (a 2mx2m strip

of fine soil} at several places on the
road to record the foot prints of ani
mals. While going uphill to Gurshal
ghat, in the fine dirt we see tiny fo-
otprints which is overlaid by a trail
of parallel furrows — a porcupine
had used the road in the njght -
and a few yards ahead on the flat
portion of the ghat we see a deep
brown beaded string, its droppings.

As we descend from the ghata sam
bar bells and then a doe and two
young sambar in velvety winter
coats dart across the road and clear
aditch on the other side in graceful
bounds; sambar of Pench are so
handsome. At this place the jungle
reverberates with all kinds of sou-
nds — continuous clamour from
the seven sisters  jungle babblers),
distant and monotonous kutroo-
kutroo of the brown headed bar-
bet, a piercing ascending pea-kaha-
an — pea kahaan of the brain fever
bird and occasional wake up calls
from the jungle fowl and high pitc-
hed meow-meow of the peacock —
that reminds us we are not alone -
and then suddenly from our right,
about 200 yards away, a langur sitt-
ingin the tendu tree begins to hol-
ler, - this is no ordinary call - itisa
typical signal to all denizens of the
torest that a predator is on the mo-

ve. But soon afterwards we hear th-
e sawing sound and know that it is
aleopard going back to rest after
night's work and he doesn't mind
if his fellow bejngs know ofhis pre
sence - for last night he had a hear-
ty meal.

The sawing goes feeble and fades,
as we move on and reach the
Sajajhori pond. We tip-toe up the
embankment and we are lucky for
seven gaur are drinking on the
south most tip of the pond bord-
ering the forests and a sounder of
twenty pigs are raking over the —
ud not far from us. This group inc-
ludes some newborn piglets — ado-
med in shiny pale yellow coats co-
vered with dark brown stripes-
they]ook adorable and nothing
like their abominable seniors in th-
eir black mud smeared coats. A
common kingfisher is perched on
asnagin the middle of the pond,
he takes offlike a rocket and plun-
ges into water and next second he
is on the snag again — a small fish
neatly wedged in its tiny bill. A rac-
ket tailed drongo dashes above fla-
shing his beautiful shiny black fea-
thers and two stout wires project-
ing from its tail, each wire ends up
ina club like feather. Racket tailed
c]rongos are master mimics, they
copy the calls of a variety of birds
and sometimes animals also, this
one we see here keeps to himself.
We leave the main road and take
aright turn into thick lantana bush,
as Soni finds an animal track, we
plunge into it, my tall frame is not
suitable for such dashes into a tangle
of thorny bushes but this is a jungle
walk and Soni is a hard task master,
I bend and bow, turn and twist and
wriggle my waythrough this thorny
jungle and while doing so see the

footprints of chital and sambar on
the dirt track and two bulbul's nests
in the bushes- bulbul loves to eat
lantana berries for lantana -an alien
from central and south America
introduced to Sri Lanka long back
and brought to India through the
agency of birds- is now naturalized
in our country and many indigenous
birds and animals love its juicy berries
and the shelter it offers to them for
resting, ambush and breeding.

After spending sometime with the
ant lions we walk further and enter
Bans nala - a damp, moist place ov-
ergrown with bamboo, here on the
wet ground we see the spoor ofa
tiger —we exarnine it c]osely, the
tiger came from the direction from
which we are coming, in the depre-
ssions of the pugs there are no leaf
litter or twigs- means pug impressi-
ons are fresh From the size of the
pugmarks we conclude thatitis a
grown up male tiger and perhaps
not very far from us. And then we
heara low gmwl coming from a da-
rk bower — about 20 yards away -
created by drooping bamboo cul-
ms have created. We have been
duly warned and so, remembering
agood advice from childhood, 'th-
ere is only a thin line that separates
adventure from foolishness', we re-
treat to the main road taking care
not to disturb his highness, and
decide to walk back to Karmajhiri.
As we reach gursal ghat, we see my
jeep coming towards us, Bhaiyalal
has a message to deliver - Tam nee-
ded at Bhopal - the wildlife HQ ~
urgently.

Saying thanks to Soni, I hop into
the jeep and drive towards Nh7.
Good bye my dear Pench. Such fo-
rays into the jungle are great teach-

ers and I learn something new eve-
ry time I tread on the dirt roads, tru-
dge up the ridges and jostle throu-
ghbush. Though, readjng this jun-
gle book demands keeping my eye-
s sharp as a scanner, ears tuned to
slightest sound, and nostrils clear to
discern different aromas that the
jungle emanates at various places
and more importantly my brain
alert to act smartly in the face of da-
nger lest an aberrant tiger catches
me unaware and decides to send
me to arcadia. I will end this story
with the beautiful thought by Foss
that captures the essence of jungle
and its seekers. The woods were
made for the hunters of dreams,
The brooks for the fishers of song;
To the hunters who hunt for the
gunless game The streams and the
woods belong,
~8am Walter Foss

The Jungle
©Suhas Kumar

Until the dark

let the kakad bark

as the sun slips down where
horizon ends

and the darkness descends
the jungle wakes up

to the howls of the jackals, the
music of the crickets,

the hoots of the owl,

and then suddenly

to the pook of the cheetal
and the ponk of the sambar

I stiffen in my track

now as the twigs crack

under the footfalls of Baagh'
for the king who lurked hiding
from his prey

in brown and grey

has been seen

and the jungle reverberates with
life saving calls.

everyone of them alarming others
Beware don't fall

azephyr rustles

through the moyan leaves
touching gently my cheeks

a snake slithers past my toes
brings sweat to my brows
Oh!itwas so close

then like it all had begun,

suddenly the jungle goes quiet
Now it is only me and the heavenly
light

not even a murmur is heard
Except the crickets' chord

and at this time I imagine the
ghosts,

hear banshee behind my back
stopping in my track

brushing aside the game my mind
wants to play

Ifind a ledge overlooking the valley
from where [ see the silhouettes of
hills, thiclkets and trees,

a huge lake spread before me
washed in the silver that pours
from the sky

and, [ooking at the hoary moon
and counting countless stars, [
listen to the whispers of a gentle
breeze

and all this happens in my crease
I am the jungle of Pench

Suhas Kumar- Shri. Suhas Kumar is
an IFS officer of Madhya Pradesh
Cadre, 1980 batch. He s currently
posted as Additional Principal Chief
Conservator of forest (Wildlife).
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The Penchant for
the Wild.
©Aniruddha
Dhamorikar

Traversing through the four-lane highways from
Nagpur feels quite unusual. Especially if you belong
to the kuchha roads of India, or have travelled the
beleaguered roads long enough to remember the
coordinates of the potholes on what was once puk-
-ka. When I travelled through this exact same road
asa kid, I felt the road. It was justa busy single—lane
strip of tar meant for to-and-fro traffic, and we lumb-
-ered across craters that are probably the reason
why slipped discs are so common in India, until we
reached a ghat that bent graccfuﬂy, oﬁcﬁng us verd-
-ant views of Central India’s ancient Satpuda Rang-
-es. A few more miles ahead lies Pench Tiger Reser-
-ve,alesser-known stronghold of tigers and countl-
-ess other life-forms of India.

Lovingly called Pench or Mowgli's Land, this tiger
reserve lies in the hills and valleys of the central Ind-
-ian highlands, surrounded by a sea of agricultural
fields and human settlements, save a narrow channel
up north that carves around its own path to join the
much larger KanhaTiger Reserve like an umbilical
cord. My journey to this land as a child was solely to
see wild animals, and we reaped the rewards of endu-
ring a painstaking tour through the old road onlyin
Pench. I distinctly remember sitting on top of an el-
ephant, probably over four-decades old, thumping
on the forest floor through dense thickets to a spot.

where a famﬂy of tigers sat for an afternoon siesta
after a wholesome meal. And I remember a vulture
that took off from a bare Teak tree as our fuel-guzz-
-ling Sumo approached. And I also remember the
pains the earnest Forest Guards and Nature Guid
-es took to show us what we were here for. It was
my first ever visit to a National Park and a Tiger
Reserve along with my family.

More than ten years later, | had the opportunity to
spend aweekin the lap of Pench, where I met, talk-
-ed, and walked with a wonderful group of people
keenly and deeply interested in the biodiversity
and conservation of their forests. I was a part of
The Corbett Foundation’s team, and cluring our
soj ourn in Pench, we interacted, shared informati-
on, and learned a legion of things from the Nature
Guides of the Tiger Reserve.

We were stationed at a really old rest house at
Karmajhiri Gate, the same place I had visited as a
kid, and we trod on one of the finest kuchha roads
in the black of the night and light of the morning

star, seeing Chital, signs of tigers, and owls wearily
watching us move.

Having spent a year roaming Kanha's wilderness,
I was deeply curious to explore the Teak
(Tectona grandis) forests of Pench — those broad
-leaved, translucent, half-eaten trees emerging from
a bed of the most lush green grass that I have ever
seen. This forest and its inhabitants reminded me
of the forests of the Sahyadri, particularly the dry-
deciduous regions of escarpments, and the golden
-green light that bathed the ground from noon to

evening was reminiscent of spring time in the
Carolinian forests of Canada.

[
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I believe I share a bond of some sort with Teak tree-
-s that is different from my bond with Sal trees.
While I look at Sal trees and the forests they domi-
nate as mighty and a little intimidating, although in
asort of a way that awakens awe and praise, Teak
trees with their small stature feel homely, for Thave
seen them almost throughout my life, and they re-
mind me of the little time I've spent in westward
forests.

This training-session was to serve as a refresher
course to Nature Guides, and emerged as a great
learning experience for me. We talked a lot about
insects and spiders, and snakes and frogs, trees and
mammals, and the forests and all its inhabitants and
their roles. And we walked through the old Teak
plantations of Pench, through tall grass following
tiger pugmarks, and stalked butterflies on our knees
on riverbeds

Nature Guides are the torchbearers of conservation
and are a vital link between people and nature. Nat-
ure has entrusted them with knowledge, as an acco-
-lade for their years of experience, both cultural as
well as natural. The job of Nature Guides is to info-
-rm people about the biodiversity of a place, entert-
-ain them with all sorts of information — from a
little spider to a mighty tiger, and at the same time
ensure that they cause minimum disturbance while

passing through forests. They bear the burden of a
researcher and a manager, and they bear the brunt
of economic and social requirements of their fami-
lies.

Most of the Nature Guides from India come from
local communities living around Protected Areas.
And although it is a great opportunity for employ-
-ment and also ensures their participation in wildl-
ife conservation by creating public awareness, their
lives are very different from what they share with
tourists who have rarely ever visited forests before
during their brief safari rides. And what they live
with and experience near a forested area can be
starth'ngly contrary to what thcy spcak about.

Living with animals such as the tigers, leopards,
bears and the deer raiding your cattle and your
crop for years evokes a feeling that is very different
from that of awe and wonder. Nature Guides, who
may be facing damages from wild animals, have to
often suppress this feeling to evoke feelings of exc-
-iternent and thrill amongst tourists to spot the tig-
-ers and deer. And that job, I think, is the most diffi-
cult, for it is in deep conflict with their emotions,

I however think that this also shows a strong conn-
-ection and commitment towards nature and its
conservation, for if the measure of resentment to-
-wards wildlife was higher amongst these people,
we wouldn't have had such a strong and dedicat-
-ed team of Nature Guides with us. And this fills
me with hope.

S,

. Aniruddha Dhamorikar- “I
use words and photography
as a medium of expression,
and [ use the platform of

cs | Sahyadrica to convey my

& interactions with the natural
=i world. I believe that it is the

& responsibility of every dwell-
¥ _er of this planet to open their
ears and eyes and feel the world around - to see the little ants
and the bees, birds and beasts, the trees, the mountains and
the oceans — to see the world through their eyes — and realise
that we are not above them, but a part of them.”
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SUPERSTAR OF PENCH:
STORY OF COLLARWALI,
THE GOD MOTHE

Everheard of a tigress with 22 cubs in her life time? Probably it's the first time in the history of wild that such a
tigress is witnessed. It's a story of the infamous Collarwali of the Pench. In year 2000, a Tigress with three cubs,
one male and two female, was seen in the tarai area of kalapahad, Pench. Nobody knew that this tigress in futu-
re will be known as the mother of all mothers in Pench. She was Badimada, who in year 2005 gave birth to the
miraculous tigress, the infamous collarwali, who is fondly known as heroine of the Pench. Collarwali, the supe-
rstar of pench is called so for a reason. She is the reason for thriving tiger population of the landscape, she is the
reason for maintaining the beauty of these jungles, she is the reason why thousands of tourists are attracted to
the park, and she is reason of our pride. She has given 6 litters till now, in total adding 22 cubs to the Pench
Tiger Population. Beginning with the story, let's begin with the mother of this godmother first. Collarwali was
born to Badimada along with three other cubs, two males and another female in year 2005. For the first time
on 9th of September 2005, Elephant mahawats witnessed this family of five in the Adjalmatta area of bison beat
of karmajhiri range. At that time, the cubs were only a week old and didn't even have their eyes open. Badimada
used to carry them in her mouth to take them from one place to another for their safety. That was the naturally
beautiful sight of motherhood in the wild. When cubs were 3 months old, then only, their mother started
takjng them out of the cave. The mother used to hunt and leave the kill on the spottogo back and bring the cubs
for eating the kill. When they are done, she will escort them back to the cave. That's how she raised them for
first few months. The forest guards used to monitor them from elephants time to time. When Badimada was
raising these four beautiful cubs, team BBC documented this in a movie named “Spy in the jungle”. The future
of these jungles can be seen adapting to the jungle life in this wonderfully captured movie..

When the cubs grew to the age of around one year, the
mother started training the cubs to survive in the wild. B8
Once when the patrolling team was monitoring the family ;
from elephant, they witnessed this astonishing training,
Badimada bought a cheetal fawn of around 6 months and
put it in front of the cubs. The fawn was hurt in the fore
limb so he couldn't run away. When one of the cubs appr-
-oached the fawn to kill it, it started making loud noises |
that scared the cub away. The mother again brought the
fawn in her mouth to the cubs; the cubs again went near
the fawn to kill, fawn again made loud noises and again
cubs ran away. It went for a while. Then a male cub got
hold of a fawn and finally killed it and started eating it, &
other cubs also went to enjoy the feast but the hunter cub
roared and didn't allowed anyone else to come near
unless he is done. Once he is done, others also feasted on
the fawn. This behavior showed the confidence he gained
after killing his meat for the first time. At the age of one to
one and a half year, the cubs were accompanied by their
mother everywhere, after that mother gradually started
leaving them in different areas. That's how by the age of
two, they marked their own territories.

The territory of Collarwali is kalapahad and the region
around lantana 1 and lantana 2 of Alikatta . These areas
are open for tourism, so tourists get to see her frequently.
The territory of her sister is near the baghinnala region, so
she got famous as “Baghinnala wali”. She is also sighted
frequently as her territory also falls in tourism zone.

First litter of Collarwali

At the age ofaround twoand a ha]f}rear, collarwali
delivered her first litter. In the regjon of kalapahad,
she gave birth to three cubs, one male and two
females in the bhalu ki gufa (Bear's cave) in front
of the badi gufa (Big cave) of the area. Collarwali
was sighted with her cubs for the first time on
25.05.2008. But unfortunately none of the cub
survived more than two months and died due to
pneumonia.
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Tiger reserve. Before this female translocati- - T
on, a male tiger was also translocated to

Panna from Pench in November 2009.
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Under the project “Ecology of tigers in Pench Tiger reserve”, Scientists of Wildlife institute of India,
Dehradun, tranquilized and radio collared one of the male tiger of this family in 2010.
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Translocation of a tigress K-5 to Panna Tiger Reserve

Sixth litter of Collarwali-

Astonishing everyone, this tigress did not stop
even after five litters and gave birth to her sixth





































