
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Preface 
 

I can’t remember now how many times I had asked: ‘Daddy, where is Mowgli now ? How old is 

he, now? Has he got children? Does he miss his friends of the Jungle? Please tell me …’ 

But Dad would smile and would tell John and me a new different story. Then, one day, on my 

21st birthday he came and gave me a finely leather bound booklet. He used to plan breathtaking 

surprises on the family’s special occasions  and I guessed it was a poem for my adult age. 

Instead, inside there was only the title of a story and a few words that I report here: 

 

Mowgli’s new trails … 1 

 

To my beloved Elsie 

‘… that is a story for grown-ups.’ 2 

Remember? 

 

The booklet in fact was completely empty and I then understood that he wanted me or any one 

of his readers to imagine and write Mowgli’s story as an adult man. He was a master of wit and 

witty jokes. He couldn’t have given me a better gift on that important birthday.  

I loved him. 

Elsie Bambridge Kipling3 

 
It was three o’clock on a very warm afternoon in Nagpur. The city was busy 

with people going to and fro because the farmer’s market was going to 

close soon and some country people were packing their stalls away or 

pushing their carts along the streets.  

On that day the sun was shining through the large window of Mowgli’s 

home, lighting up every corner of the room. The living room, with its pink 

curtains that let the light in, was the most cosy, homely, comfortable room in 

the house. Loveleen and her younger brother Aleka were bent over the little 

white table on the right of the room, each one drawing on their own paper 

sheets. Behind them there was a very big cupboard with a few religious 

books that Lakshmi loved to open in her free time. The walls were white 

and green and in the centre of the room there was a colourful carpet 

                                                
1
 ‘Good hunting on a new trail, Master of the Jungle …’  from the final part of “The Spring Hunting” – The 

Second Jungle Book 
2
 ‘But that is  story for grown-ups’  from the final part of “Tiger – Tiger! “ – The Jungle Book 

3
 From ‘A Conversation with Kipling’s children’  that we have imagined while studying his biography and 

the children’s biographies. 



decorated with a typical Indian pattern and a green paint spot, that didn’t 

want to go away.  

 Loveleen sighed, reaching out her hand to grab a red crayon, which she 

needed to finish her drawing. But Aleka stopped her, taking the crayon 

before her. “Aleka, gimme the red crayon" - she said roughly. The boy, 

however, squeezed the crayon even harder in his hands.  “But... no! I need 

it too!” he replied, looking at his sister crossly. He didn’t want to give in 

easily to his bossy sister, as usually happened to him. 

“But I'm your older sister, so give it to me!” - Loveleen insisted, staring at 

him with her fearless chocolate brown eyes. 

“Yes, you’re older and sillier. The elder has to share things with the younger 

sibling, Dad says.”  - Aleka continued, acting the know-it-all and annoying 

his sister even more - “I’m using it now!”I have to colour the apple in red”  

“Colour it yellow!” - shouted Loveleen, as if it was obvious. I need the red 

for the bride’s dress”. 

“Silly! Apples can’t be yellow! They’re red” - Aleka yelled and blushed. 

“The silly one here is you!”  - Loveleen sneered, knowing that in a few 

seconds her brother would have yielded  to her pressure. 

“If I’m silly you’re dumb” - Aleka went on bravely.  

“Dumb to me? - Loveleen stormed over to him - “You aren’t silly, you're 

nasty and a complete idiot: apples can be yellow, golden and even green. 

Where’s your apple? … oh, here it is! … and now this game is over” - she 

said ripping the paper and going away with the box of crayons.  

Aleka freezed, but his eyes were teary and his face burning. He was a 

quiet, sweet boy, he generally tried to avoid any kind of conflict, but he 

couldn’t stand his sister, her arrogance and her ideas too. Loveleen on the 

contrary, had always been curious and instinctive, she had a leading 

personality and she considered kindness and calm as marks of weakness. 

Her mother Lakshmi used to say that her cheeky manners hid an inner 



insecurity. Lakshmi often smiled at her daughter’s arrogant, unkind 

language because she was sure that one day Loveleen would evolve into a 

lovely young girl, as suggested by her first name. 

The living room door opened and Mowgli, who had been woken up by the 

children’s voices, appeared. He saw his ten-year-old boy on the floor, his 

head bent over some torn pieces of paper.  

Mowgli felt uncomfortable, the children had been quarrelling quite often, 

lately. He didn’t understand why. He stroked his boy’s black shiny hair, he 

picked up a shred of paper and he went straight out to the courtyard to talk 

to Loveleen.  

“ Why did you do that?” - he asked ,showing the piece of paper. 

“ Dad, it’s not my fault. He started shouting at me and then he insulted me!” 

“ It’s a silly matter. Can’t you keep your temper?  

Loveleen squinted at him: “Why should I?  

“Simple! He’s your younger brother. Brothers are special… ”  

“Brothers are a pain! How do you know, you who have no brothers or 

sisters?”  - Loveleen groaned. 

“This isn’t the language I taught you! You are of one blood ye and Aleka!”  - 

Mowgli replied seriously - “Please, respect your family and now go and both 

of you apologize to each other.”  

Loveleen wasn’t willing to listen to reason and Mowgli, on the other hand, 

neither intended to give up or to be harsh.  

“You must remember that I have had four brothers, and  I have loved them 

though we were so different from each other: we quarrelled sometimes, but 

never insulted each other. We felt the strength of our family and the 

strength of our pack was ‘respect’. Now go and help your brother to redo his 

work.” 

Lakshmi and Aleka had come out into the tiny back courtyard and Loveleen 

noticed them standing behind Mowgli. 



“Please Dad” - she shut him up “don’t tell me again the story of the  jungle, 

the tale of Father Wolf and Mother Wolf and of the Head of the Pack Akela. 

I’ve grown up, I don’t believe you any longer” 

She stood up and ran towards the door letting the crayons fall on the 

ground together with her papers. But Lakshmi stopped her.  Her face was 

dark and stern as Mowgli had never seen it before: “You can’t offend your 

dad” she said with grim determination and let the girl go inside.   

Husband and wife looked intensely at each other and didn’t say a single 

word, because Aleka was there with them and some remarks can’t be made 

before one’s own children. But Lakshmi knew that those bitter words by 

Loveleen had been like a knife to Mowgli’s heart.  

In fact Mowgli felt as if a summer flood had washed him out of his 

comfortable lair and carried him, unwilling and shouting, down an empty 

road.  

It was time for him to go to work and this fact helped him not to lose his 

temper and to postpone any further action. 

 

Mowgli served at Maharaj Bagh zoo, a job that his father-in-law, an 

extremely wise person, had pushed him to accept. And this was the reason 

why he had moved to the big city of Nagpur about ten years earlier, when 

his second child, Aleka, was born. At first he had strongly rejected the idea 

of guarding and feeding caged animals: the stories he had learned from 

Bagheera, the panther, who was born in a cage in Udaipur, still hurt in his 

mind. However Lakshmi’s father, who had been a Woods and Forests 

Department officer, had suggested that no one else could do that job better 

than Mowgli and that he would have been quite free in running the zoo. It 

was true: the British officers didn’t care much about what happened in the 

park so Mowgli, now, loved that job and especially the night shift from 6pm 

to 6am.  At 6pm the park usually closed to visitors and he often opened the 



cages and let the wild animals run around. Moreover, during the ‘Time of 

New Talk’, in spring, he let them run to the forest even for a whole day or 

two. As he could speak their languages, elephants to birds, tigers to 

snakes, they all respected him and they observed an agreement that was 

really convenient for them.  

Mowgli was really upset that evening. He really didn’t know what to do. He 

kept asking himself “What have I done wrong? Why don't they believe me? 

Maybe I shouldn’t have told them about my childhood.” 

A feeling of misery was growing inside him, similar to the one he used to 

feel when all the animals of the jungle were engaged in their ‘new talks’ and 

not a bird or a beast would speak to him for a whole night. That old feeling 

of loneliness swept through him: on those nights he used to go running, 

alone, without a destination, with his legs leading his brain, until he was 

exhausted.  

“I need to run”  - he said to himself - “and I need to hum a song without 

words and go running somewhere, tonight” 

Mowgli couldn’t do anything but flee. He could not think about his 

responsibilities as a guardian and he kept on running, until he saw dawn 

colouring the sky over the green countryside, among the orange trees on 

the edge of the town.  

And finally the negative feelings that had frightened him  were over, but now 

he had to face the question seriously.  

He arrived home late, so the children were already at school.  

“Where have you been so late, Mowgli? I was worried” - Lakshmi stared at 

him in the living room. 

“I know” - he replied, his eyes to the ground - “but our children’s language  

is new to me and unexpected. My daughter doesn’t trust me: it’s awful. I 

don’t understand. And I’m feeling uncomfortable,  until things make sense 

to me.  How do you feel?” 



“Oh, Mowgli I was as irritated as you were yesterday.”  - Lakshmi replied 

timidly. - “however I can understand Loveleen, in a way” 

“Who taught her to behave like that? I’m no longer a mentor of hers!” - 

Mowgli commented a bit annoyed. 

“No, Mowgli, you are wrong - Lakshmi smiled - They are both growing up, 

they are meeting friends and their ordinary families with ordinary stories. 

Your story is extraordinary and the other children ask Loveleen and Aleka 

questions that they can’t answer. 

One day Loveleen came home crying, because some girls had laughed at 

her stories. It can’t be easy for her: she is already twelve years old, she’s 

clever and she feels puzzled.It’s typical of her age. ” 

“It took me time and effort to be a ‘Man’ and to live as a ‘Man’ according to 

all the human society rules, but I definitely can’t hide or erase the life I spent 

in the jungle or … deny my wolf identity.”  - Mowgli emphasized -  

“You spent your teenage years in the wild - Lakshmi continued softly -  but 

your children, as well as me, we have always lived in the man’s world. 

When I was a teenager I was really shy,but ... I often debated with my 

parents and I didn’t accept their orders blindly” 

“But you loved them and you weren’t unkind or even cheeky to them. - 

Mowgli cut in - The rule of your family was ‘respect’. And ‘Obey’ was the 

final word of the Jungle Law, I was taught as a child and teenager.” 

“That’s true.” - Lakshmi nodded -  

“But … I have an idea - she surprisingly went on - why don’t we take the 

children to the jungle where you lived. I have some money my granddad 

gave me and I’d like to spend it for a trip. You will make the children 

appreciate the wildlife and the animals’ language, as you have described to 

me. They will be as fascinated as I was. I believe that only then they will be 

able to believe you, at least partly, and I’m sure that Loveleen, when she 



will be an adult, will tell her children about your story, with joy and 

persuasion.” 

“I married you - Mowgli pointed out -  because you  are independent and 

determined, but you and I were obedient. We can’t question the fact that 

parents and brothers must be respected.”  

“You’re right, dear. A punishment takes time, even if we’ve never punished 

Loveleen so far”  - Lakshmi concluded - 

Mowgli felt relieved and suggested: “Would you agree if she cleans the 

courtyard and the hen house for a week? I’ve learned that punishment 

settles all scores. There won’t be nagging afterwards.” 

“Of course.” - Lakshmi said, opening her big dark eyes and holding 

Mowgli’s hands in hers.  

Mowgli sighed, kissed his wife. 

When she came back from school, Loveleen found a broom and a bucket 

waiting for her in the courtyard, and her mother with a serious face who 

pointed at the tools and kept the door closed until everything was tidied up.  

 

The road of respect takes time and energy from parents who want their 

children to learn kindness. In the following two months Mowgli and Lakshmi 

helped their children share their feelings and not be jealous of the love they 

received from their parents. Parents and children now and then played 

games together or Lakshmi sat and read some stories of wisdom from her 

books. 

Mowgli himself learned to spend more time at home and to listen to his 

children. In the end, mother and father told Aleka and Loveleen about their 

trip to the  Seeonee District in the Central Provinces of the Empire. 

 

 



It was a hot and sunny day at the beginning of May when Mowgli with his 

wife, Loveleen and Aleka were at the train station waiting for their train. The 

air was suffocating and terribly smelly. The platform was crowded with 

people, luggage and animals in their cages. There were colourful parrots, 

squawking chickens, chirping sparrows and barking dogs, so it was difficult 

to talk to each other and all the family was waiting silently. Finally the 

whistle of the train was heard in the distance and all the people became 

noisier and pushed and pulled each other on the platform to get to the front. 

Actually, in India trains are always packed with travellers and it is so difficult 

to find a comfortable seat or even a standing space. On the ordinary trains 

that cross the country from west to east or from north to south there is no 

class or religious separation and everybody can sit or stand anywhere in 

the wagons. It’s a situation in which social equality is materialized for the 

length of time of a trip. Mowgli had bought the tickets far in advance, but 

now he was not sure they would find a seat so they could relax and enjoy 

the trip. Mowgli jumped forward and got on a wagon holding Aleka in his 

arms, then jumped off and helped Lakshmi and the young Loveleen to get 

on the train pushing back other travellers. Finally he jumped on himself with 

all the luggage necessary for a fortnight's trip of the whole family. 

Fortunately a lot of people had got off, because Nagpur was an important 

trading centre that attracted people from the southern villages, so Mowgli 

was able to find two tiny seats for the children. Aleka in fact had fallen 

asleep and could sit on his mum’s lap while Loveleen sat next to her. The 

train left and Mowgli, who was taller than many other men, from his 

standing position could see his family and also look out of the train windows 

at the city buildings that soon turned into green and golden fields of  

sugarcane and  barley. 

There was a stop of half an hour at Gondia Junction.   



“amrud,  narial, snntra4” - a weak, tired voice was heard in the wagon. It 

was a thin man who crawled through the standing passengers and coughed 

to open his way. But no one seemed interested in buying anything from his 

basket. Mowgli looked at his wife and noticed that she was pale so he 

asked the man: “How much for a snntra please?”  

“5 rupees, sir.” - he coughed. 

“Don’t buy from him it can be dangerous” - a voice whispered in Mowgli’s 

ear. In fact, some passengers moved  back to open a large space around 

the thin man and avoid touching him, but Mowgli didn’t care and gave a 

coin to him for a couple of oranges. Lakshmi looked really tired after only 

two hours on that train and she enjoyed the refreshing fruit. 

  

The train arrived at the village of Khanhiwara when it was completely dark. 

When Lakshmi got off, she had a terrible headache and she threw up. A 

man, about fifteen years younger than Mowgli, was there waiting for them. 

He was Messua’s son who now lived in Kanhiwara. He greeted Mowgli and 

hugged him. As soon as he saw Lakshmi he realized that she was ill and 

burning with fever.  

“Hurry up Mowgli, your wife isn’t well, she needs to go to bed and rest”  

Mowgli was surprised and didn’t say anything. He thought she didn’t feel 

well because she was not used to travelling in those conditions. Messua’s 

son helped Lakshmi to get on his cart and pushed it to the guest house that 

he had arranged for Mowgli’s family. Mowgli and the children followed.  

Dinner was ready, but Mowgli and the children ate it without mum, who was 

already in bed. Their holiday had started in an unexpected way and 

Mowgli’s excitement to be once again in the land of his childhood turned 

quickly into  disappointment.  

                                                
4
 ‘guavas, coconut, oranges’ 



“We won’t be able to have a doctor tonight, but tomorrow morning I’ll go and 

try to find someone who can help your wife” Messua’s son said sadly.  

The day after, very early in the morning, Mowgli went with him to fetch the 

doctor for Lakshmi, but once at home he noticed that Aleka wasn’t there. 

“Where’s your brother?” - he asked Loveleen 

“I don’t know, dad. He was …”  Loveleen couldn’t finish her sentence and 

started crying, because she realized that Aleka wasn’t anywhere near there. 

Mowgli then asked the landlady to nurse his wife and rushed out to look for 

the boy.  

The village wasn’t as big as Nagpur, but Aleka couldn’t  be found anywhere.  

Mowgli distractedly put his foot in a hole in the ground and fell in the dusty 

street.   Some town people had heard the strange rumor of a missing boy, 

so they rushed to Mowgli. A man asked him: '' Are you fine sir?”  

''Yes, I’m fine,thanks” Mowgli replied standing up and brushing the dust off 

his clothes with his fingers. Then he asked the men if they had seen a 

young, thin, over four feet tall  boy with brown hair. They said  no, and they 

pointed to a group of women who were near the village well getting water. 

Mowgli went to ask them."Have you seen a ten-year-old boy alone?" One of 

them said: "No I'm sorry sir, but if he has gone out of the village gates 

before dawn, you won't find him because it is full of tigers around here.They 

won't leave him alive." 

Mowgli went out of the south gate, walked quickly towards the fields and the 

grasslands and asked the stock breeders on the way about his young boy. 

No one had seen an unknown boy around. From the open fields Mowgli 

could see the tall trees of the forest in the distance.  He felt inside that 

Aleka had gone in that direction. It was too long to walk there, so he asked 

a herdsman to borrow his horse. The man was reluctant, but Mowgli 

assured him that early in the morning the wild beasts would not attack him 

or the horse. He also gave him some money and hurried to the jungle on 



horseback.  When he reached the jungle, he got off and started shouting 

“Aleka”. He accidentally tripped over a big old protruding root, he fell and 

scratched his knee, so he sat on the ground for a moment in discomfort.  

 

Mowgli hadn’t had time to stand up when he heard a faint rustle near him. 

He crawled backwards and realized that the “root” on which he had 

stumbled was anything but a root. He looked up and found himself in front 

of a pair of enormous green eyes. Mowgli wasn’t scared, he was just 

surprised. After all, he had lived in the jungle for years and a rock python 

wasn’t enough to scare him. Nevertheless, a shiver ran down his back as 

the animal slowly approached him, hissing. It was not very old and its coat 

was brownish with a shade of yellow, but it had something  familiar to 

Mowgli, perhaps it was its mysterious attitude. Suddenly he exclaimed: 

“Kaaaa!! Good brother, we haven't seen each other for ages,  how are 

you?”.  “No way, I’m not Kaa. - the python replied quietly - I have changed 

my skin twice since Kaa died: he was my dad, anyway”.  

“ I can’t believe that! You and Kaa are like peas in a pod” - Mowgli added 

amazed - your eyes are the same!” 

 “I know” - the snake admitted   - “Everyone says that. And you … who can 

speak my language ssssss …. you must be Mowgli, the Frog!”.  

“It’s me! -  Mowgli replied in a broken voice - Kaa was like a father and a 

brother to me! So brave and so generous …” 

“Fearless he was, but a fearful killer”.  

“Yes, he was! But so protective to me!” 

“I know your story. But I’m curious: tell me how life is in the man’s world. 

What’s your present family like?” Mowgli was silent for a while, because 

those friendly questions had shocked and moved him: the warm feeling of 

his adoptive jungle family had invaded him. Then he answered:  



“Times are tough. Life in the jungle was simple and injustice was punished. 

People of the Jungle were straightforward and sincere for better and for 

worse.  The society of men is not always fair. Justice is an option and the 

rules often change ... while … the law of the Jungle was as old and true as 

the sky… If I speak the truth, even my children, sometimes don’t believe 

me” 

The python noticed that Mowgli was concerned about something. He 

understood what Mowgli was thinking: he missed the times gone by. 

“A story like your story is unique and strange  - the snake said - and has 

never happened again. I guess it is something difficult to share: most living 

beings have only one identity and they can’t understand you have two. I’m 

Kaa’s family descent and the Waingunga Valley is definitely my home, while 

you, Mowgli … I mean … your children are just telling you that you have to 

decide where your home is. It’s time to make up your mind  and live in 

peace. The way to get to that is to accept men as they are. The Jungle isn’t 

always as fair as you remember it ...”    

Mowgli listened with interest and with teary eyes. Then all of a sudden he 

remembered that Aleka was missing so he greeted at the python and ran 

back to look for his son. Approaching the village, he heard “Dad! Dad!” 

Mowgli squinted forward and saw Aleka running towards him. Aleka’s eyes 

were red from crying and he was frightened and tired. He told his father that 

he had got lost in the village but had found a group of herdboys and 

followed them to the fields, because he couldn’t tell them where the guest 

house was.  Mowgli decided not to add anything as he felt lucky to have 

found him unhurt. They slowly returned home, as the sun was high in the 

sky.  

The doctor had already left. Mowgli sat next to Lakshmi. They were both 

worried. The landlady told Mowgli : "Your wife has got an infection and she 



must be taken to hospital. I'm afraid you'll be able to stay here only for a few 

days. You had better go back to Nagpur as soon as possible.”  

Mowgli turned his head to the window. He felt disappointed: his plans 

seemed completely ruined.  

But Lakshmi, with all the little energy she had, spoke to him: “The next train 

to Nagpur is in two days, so please go and explore the jungle with Loveleen 

and Aleka and I will wait here for you. They will see enough in two days. 

Quick get ready and go! Our children would surely be touched  by such 

incomparable beauty as the jungle.” 

Mowgli, though courageous and determined as usual,was puzzled at first 

and he didn’t feel like going alone, but soon he realized that his wife was 

right. 

Lakshmi still had a really high temperature and an awful cough, but from 

her bed, she wished “Good hunting to all of you!” to the children and tried to 

smile. 

Aleka and Loveleen said goodbye to their mum and put on their shoes for 

the long excursion.  

Mowgli checked the equipment, including  an oil lantern, a daraantee to 

open tracks in the jungle, some bandages and turmeric in an antiseptic 

solution in case of any injuries, water and food for two days and a tent for 

the night.  

Messua’s son brought a simple map of the Waingunga valley with him and 

they all left for the jungle. 

 

Once at the edge of the forest Messua’s son opened the map to decide the 

way to follow. It was really dark inside the native vegetation of the jungle: 

the trees were gigantic and above the tree-tops there was a mist that 

weakened the sun rays. The map was almost useless and Mowgli 

suggested to follow the sound of the rushing and gurgling water of the 



Waingunga to get to the river banks  and walk along them. Mowgli felt 

immediately confident and his eyes and ears could catch the presence of 

birds and tree shrews or chameleons up on the higher branches of mohwas 

and insects or small rodents under the lower bushes to point out to the 

thrilled children. Opening their track through the thick undergrowth, they got 

to the middle of a large clearing full of flower blossoms and low cross-

shaped trees, where they found a wave of purple and pink butterflies flying 

together up and down.  

Loveleen gaped: “Oh … W-what is that?”   

“It’s the dance of the butterflies - Mowgli whispered - They usually do this 

dance when there aren’t any conflicts among the animals in the Jungle, and 

they wish there will be a long period of peace.”  

Aleka was totally hypnotized by the dance, but they had to walk on. They 

soon reached the spectacular river banks. The water flowed clear. Mowgli 

took a deep breath. They were in front of a typical large and long pool of the 

Waingunga. On the opposite bank a herd of sambhurs were drinking, so 

Mowgli invited all the group to walk silently and slowly in order not to 

frighten the wild animals.   

They went up-stream, northwards. After a while the pool finished with a 

beautiful waterfall. Climbing up some rocks, they saw that the river turned 

into a stream with stony rapids. The banks now were rougher and rougher 

as the gorge became narrower and the sound of the fresh water was wilder, 

almost deafening. The children were enchanted and also very careful not to 

slip or fall. Before sunset they got to the great granite cliffs haunted by the 

Little People of the Rocks - the black wild bees. Mowgli said that it was time 

to eat something. Baloo had taught Mowgli how to speak politely to the 

bees when he came upon a hive fifty meters above ground, but this time he 

just looked for some dripping honey from the combs hidden in some hollow 

trees. Aleka and Loveleen felt a bit frightened by the millions of bees 



buzzing around on both sides of the gorge and couldn’t believe their eyes to 

see how confident dad was in such a dangerous place. They all enjoyed 

their bread with delicious honey and soon after that, they walked down and 

turned east to follow a tributary stream.  

It was really dark when they stopped and put up the tent. Aleka and 

Loveleen were so tired that they fell asleep in a few minutes. Mowgli 

decided to sleep outside the tent to protect the children, though the hunting-

tribes rarely went to kill in that part of the jungle.  

At dawn, the children woke up and discovered with great surprise that their 

tent had been put up in the cobblestone courtyard of a palace on top of a 

hill. Looking down they could see they were in an old deserted city, with 

rows and rows of roofless houses and partly tumbled down walls, hidden by 

trees and creepers growing in and out. It was the Cold Liars, as the People 

of the Jungle used to call it. The rising sun coloured the stones and white 

marble pink and everything seemed magic.  

As the sun rose a bit more, Mowgli and his children heard an uproar coming 

from down the hill and could see that some indistinct living beings were 

moving rapidly inside the maze of roofless houses. They were the Bandar-

log monkeys playing, jumping, swinging freely, as if they had to prove all 

their talent.  

Mowgli remembered them: they were viewed badly by all animals, because 

of their noisy character, without rules. However they were really funny. He 

chuckled and started to mime them. Aleka and Loveleen were really 

amused and all together, including Messua’s son, they started a monkey 

dance. A few young langurs climbed up to the palace courtyard to look at 

them, making the children shout of joy. Then, they started their march 

towards the Seeonee Hills. Now the two children walked quickly and 

confidently, as if they were going around and about their hometown.  



Mowgli felt his heart beating strongly as they approached the Council Rock 

with its stones and boulders where the wolves used to hide. The flat stone 

on which Akela used to sit to give advice was still there, untouched. Mowgli, 

standing on that flat rock, said loudly:“Look - look well, O Wolves”  and told 

them how the Lone Wolf, Akela, once a month at full moon, invited the Pack 

to identify the wolf cubs. Then he mimed the moment when he arrived at 

the Rock wearing Sher Khan's striped hide on his back.   

“What happened then? Did you make the wolves respect you? ”  Loveleen 

pressed him.   

Mowgli  felt proud of himself hearing those enthusiastic words and quietly 

told his daughter that, by that time, the Wolf Pack had changed, they were 

neither scared or in awe, so he had taken the hard decision to live alone in 

the jungle for a while. 

“Mowgliiii! We must go back - Messua’s son shouted from down the rock - it 

takes two hours to walk back to Khanhiwara”  

“Our adventure is over, kids. Let’s hurry to mum!” - Mowgli announced, 

jumping off the rock for the last time. 

 

On the front door stood Lakshmi, weak and pale, but back on her feet and 

anxious to see her children.  

Mowgli was looking straight ahead, while smiling at his wife, with his two 

children smiling next to him. The jungle was now behind him forever. 

Mowgli felt grateful and without any regrets for those few days in the 

Seeonee District and he looked forward to going back home.  

 

 

 


