(f@fg;ﬁ%;{%

“‘--- L L7 .

-

Qs

e t*&%

DKL

THE COMMERCIAL PRESS




TEHFERXELE - HREAEIFHHiEH
The Jungle Book
L N

JRZ (L Pl WAE - F b Ak (Rudyard Kipling)
WE . (FEID.K.H{IED. K. Swan)
BiE.BEAE

o B e T
THE COMMERCIAL PRESS
2007 #£ - db@




EHIERRS B (CIP) B

MMEE/(H)EF MR (Kipling, R. ) JEZ; (F)8
BE(Swan,D.KORE; BHEEF. —db . HH B
18,2007

P ESEATEICE - AR5 iRy

ISBN 7 - 100 - 04971 - 7

L ILDFE - Q- QF - 1L FiE— ik
RS Y TV, G634, 413

o B A B A5 6 CIP %048 42 52 (2006) 45 031875 &

Fr AR ARG,
REBH T RAF AR 4T 5 X482 A

YEFARELE - #ERELLFHHEH
The Jungle Book
Mg E
B GORMTLE « % P (Rudyard Kipling)
35 (33D, K. #7EE(D. K. Swan)
Bl H e

[T < - S R
GERERAAECT HFBAETD 100710)
CEAE A 2 I O A S 1
b 5% 5 & A R ED R T ER R
ISBN 7 - 100 - 04971 ~7/1-121

2007 £ 4 A1 IR FF4 850 x 1168 1/32
2007 4 4 AALES 1| RERRH B3k 3
EP¥ 5 000 #}

EfM: 5.50 ¢ \?
P



THE JUNGLE BOOK
English edition©Longman Group UK Limited 1991
This edition©Longman Group UK Limited 2007
©The Commercial Press 2007

A $ H# @ WA Pearson Education(G& £ # % H ik £ B)
BB AR, '
RRBEHRFHE,

This edition of The Jungle Book (First Edition) is

published by arrangement with Pearson Education Limited.

WHBTEAEH T BRI A R A S %0+ E ARt
R RATHRFH AR, SR T o [ K B 5 P9 49 8, B 46 B BRCR
BEFE BIHNTER,. PEEB B A b E A RE
RUSMEBRT  ATFULBRETHERWR, HER
BUAT 0, W B Z IR FEE B R RB T



 HPEFERIEE
HIRETE

P E A REXE R BB BB REFER
R B HE B R XE, ERBE 100 HERAEE S Y,

IO HAMBEN, FBARREREEAE (0F),
HEARFIE N B C2F), FZHARREALE (108),
FUEAHREEXEEH Y (4BF), WHBNEHSALN A%
4, ETRNEARE AT EE, ANBETE, BXHE, biF
PR, BB BHE, AN, |

H—EHAT 0HETAANZREFRE, EAANE T M
BEXMBAHOCR, LALEFNBREREREE, S HHd
TRe R AR MR, RS AR E 50, di AIRER
B, FUAAEZEEARE, BSEMET 08 Hk b
BPREAKE, — A BEEAL, —BBRIES, T—FHHAL,
AR, SWERET BRRABIATHERXLLENEA,
SANFRRR, Bpie, T M. REERAARE.

“RE¥EREXE AATREEYAN. LRESEEHE
ARREEERTRAX M, HRBELE BANEL. T84
AENEER $H BTURE NS KB FWAA LB,
FILR T K R,

MG, REXEULRFREXEHTURE, #HR
B A B

B I Fp 48 S R

{ -4




2 .

SEFAT AR P R B T AR W B LT RS
Wl m 2%, FRER, TABRERARNE, “PESEREE A
BB T — AL R S0 5K O TR 2 WA
Folxto B AR BRI 1A,

‘ | FEEEREHF ALK
FINBE X FHRK

A R ARE NS R T 100 FIE IR R B
W, FEREERA SR EL AL S ITHLETHRBEYR, XA &
WV, %k AR R E RN, BRER, E %
BEFHE, LAY T BN AR TRE S LA, ZHRER
#,

AP

_ HEXFTREL AU

BATH FANFE R R R MMEE R B R Hi AT

RIRFEH—MEH, MEAXELTS 0RRARERGREAE, KR

FEDWTHWTEAEATEER, FAREE, FUBHYTRL

7.

o xghdHL B

FuaHFHTREFBERTHAS, A AR ER, BRYHYR

Bh, RRNEELHRE Y, ERERBTHERS. BARE, 2B

REMETRENR Y, BRXE PEFEREE" BALTNREM
B R RS LR,

AFTIFEXRFHEK I F
.

‘ \’. y




Introduction

" A

Mowgli’s brothers cepess cesere et seases e are st seranrastess sensas e

B B LR AT

Kaa’s hunting eeesesseecesere eseses st sevess et eescreatsttnentantre

R AT

Tiger!
®!

Questions

Contents

a d

32
- 60

- 82



THE JUNGLE BOOK




Introduction

Rudyard Kipling

Rudyard Kipling, the writer of these short stories,
and of novels and poetry, was born in Bombay in India in
1865. His father sent him to England as a child. At first he
lived there with people of his father’s family. Perhaps they
_ did not understand the boy from India: Kipling was very
unhappy with them.

In 1882, at the age of seventeen, Kipling returned to
India. He stayed there for seven years, working for English-
language newspapers. While he was doing that, he began
to write the short stories that made him famous. They
were first printed in India. Then they came out in England
in collections like Plain Tales from the Hills (1887). They
pleased a lot of readers because Kipling understood and
liked the unimportant people of the world, people like
poor Indian villagers and the ordinary British soldiers — the
“privates” — of the army in India.

Some of his novels — longer stories, each filling a book
— were good. Kim (1901), the exciting story of a British
boy in India, is perhaps his best novel. Stalky & Co.
(1899) does not please everyone. It is a school story, set in
the school in England that Kipling went to, and The Con-
cise Cambridge History of English Literature (1941) called it
“an unpleasant book about unpleasant boys in an
unpleasant school”..
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Kipling as a writer of poetry was well liked. He could
make music of the way of speaking of ordinary people,
even the bad English of people with little education.

1t’s Tommy this, an’
Tommy that, an’ “Chuck him out, the brute!”

But it’s “Saviour of his country” when the guns begin
to shoot.

The best collections of Kipling’s poetry are perhaps
Barrack-Room Ballads (1892) and The Seven Seas (1896).

The Jungle Book was printed in 1894. Readers of all
ages love it. The same is true of Kipling’s Just So Stories
(1902), another collection of stories; these tell us how the
elephant got his trunk, how the rhinoceros got his skin,
how the whale got his throat, and other wonderful things.
Kipling knew a lot about animals, but in Just So Stories
and in The Jungle Book the animals are people. In Just So
Stories the elephant’s child asks the crocodile to stop pulling
his nose — to let him go, because he is hurting him. He
sounds very much like a human child whoese nose is being
pulled: “Led go! You are hurting me!” In The Jungle Book
even those dangerous snakes the cobras sound like human
mothers when they ask Baloo, Bagheera and Kaa to take
seven-year-old Mowgli away:“Take him away. He is so ex-
cited that he can’t stand still. He’ll hurt our young ones.
Take him away.”

Rudyard Kipling’s life ended in a beautiful old house
in Sussex in England in 1936. His body lies with the best-
known and best-loved writers of English literature in the
Poets’ Corner in Westminster Abbey in London.
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Mowgli’s brothers

At seven o’clock on a hot evening in the Seeonee hills, Fa-
ther Wolf woke up. He looked across the cave at Mother
Wolf. She had her four very young cubs beside her; the -
moonlight came into the cave and showed them to him.

“It’s time to hunt again,” said Father Wolf. And he
was just going to start down the hill when a little animal
came to the mouth of the cave.

“Good hunting, Great Wolf,” the little animal said.
“And I hope your fine children will have strong white
teeth, and will hunt well, and will always remember the
hungry ones.”

It was Tabaqui, the jackal. The wolves of India don’t
like Tabaqui. He makes trouble, and he goes to the houses
of men to find food that they have thrown out. Father
Wolf could see from Tabaqui’s eyes that he wanted to make
trouble now.

“Shere Khan, the Big One, has changed his hunting
grounds,” Tabaqui said. “He is going to hunt among these
hills, he told me.”

Shere Khan was the tiger who lived near the Wain-
gunga River, thirty kilometres away.

“He can’t do that!” Father Wolf said angrily. “By the
Law of the Jungle he mustn’t change his hunting grounds
without telling us that he is going to do it. He will frighten

6



248 20 B4

PGB — A R A £ R B, R
BEMERT . MWFT —RANS —mER
g, wEFKRBENRIEEPHRE
JL. ASeatitFk, e EEXILL - F.

“LEEFBET OMEER., LEN
B U1 2 A — Sk /B R B TR A

“BARITHE F W RBIIRIBT /B35
B, "REFEBRMILRAERIEFHRK B
FIR LAY B 3F, 3% RE AR 3T 4 - R A BE
DR AGIK AT

XEEEE, R, HEARBEAR
Bl B, fib B R H & BRI, il H B A
1 F FRERMBIIVFAEZENEY. B
BEADUNEEELY HEFF BB ER
EHIERRT .

“IF R FF Fo A B ZE T A B RE R 7 B
BL 2 B, Al M B 7R 5K B A0 1L B A 4T 0 L R
i % T i35 64 "

IR FF 2 4 76 5 4R 0 T O G —
FE. AR 0 S K ELAT 30 44 BT

“fg R BE TR RE T 17 R B S IR H

“IBAMBIER MR Z AR EFRAR
P AE Al B9 B 55 b o b X FE BT E B E B A A

cub

By

jackal



away all the animals. And I -1 have to kill for two, these
days.”

“Shere Khan has always had one bad foot,” said
Mother Wolf quietly. “That is why they call him Lungri,
and that is why he kills only the villagers’ cattle. Now the
villagers of the Waingunga are angry with him, and he has
come here to make our villagers angry. They will bring
fire to the grass, and that will make danger for us and our
children.”

“You can hear him now,” said Tabaqui.

Father Wolf listened. Far down below the cave, he
heard the angry cry of a tiger who has caught nothing.

“The fool!” said Father Wolf. “To begin a night’s
hunting with that noise is very foolish. Does he think that
our sambur deer are like his fat Waingunga cattle?”

“H’sh!” said Mother Wolf. “He isn’t hunting cattle or
deer tonight. He’s hunting Man.”

“Man!” said Father Wolf. “Ugh! Aren’t there any
frogs for him to eat?”

By the Law of the Jungle, no animal should kill and
eat Man. There is a reason for every law. The real reason
for this one is that if a man is killed, other men soon come
on elephants, with guns and hundreds of other men who
make a great noise. And that is bad for everybody in the
jungle. But that isn’t the reason that the animals them-
selves give. They say it isn’t right to hurt a thing that can’t
fight for its life. And they say that man-eaters become sick
and lose their teeth.

Suddenly there was a cry — an untigerlike cry — from
Shere Khan. Father Wolf ran out of the cave and heard
Shere Khan cry out again and fall about in the jungle.

“The fool,” said Father Wolf. “He has jumped at a
woodcutter’s fire and burnt his feet.”

8
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“Something is coming up the hill,” said Mother Wolf.
And she moved one ear. “Be ready.”

There was a sound in the grass near the cave. Father
. Wolf went down on his back legs, ready for his jump. He
began his jump, but stopped it in the air.

“Man!” he cried. “A man’s cub. Look!”

It was a very young brown child who had learnt to
walk only a week or two before — a naked child whose big
eyes showed no fear. He looked up at Father Wolf and
laughed.

“Is that a man’s cub?” said Mother Wolf. “I have
never seen one. Bring it here.”

A wolf can move his own cubs without hurting them.
Father Wolf’s white teeth made no mark on the child’s
naked back as he took him up and put him down among the
cubs.

“How little! How naked, and — how brave!” said
Mother Wolf softly. The child was pushing his way be-
tween the cubs to get near to her. “Ahai! He is taking his
milk with the others.”

Something stopped the moonlight coming into the
mouth of the cave: Shere Khan’s great head and shoulders
were pushed into the opening. Tabaqui, behind him, was
excited: “My lord, my lord, it went in here!” he cried.

Father Wolf spoke quietly, but his eyes were angry.
“What do you want?” he asked Shere Khan.

“I want my food. A man’s cub came here. Its father
and mother have run away. Give it to me.”

Shere Khan had jumped at a woodcutter’s fire, as Fa-
ther Wolf had said, and he was very angry because his feet
were burnt. But Father Wolf knew that the mouth of the
cave was too small for a tiger to come through.

“The Wolves are a free people,” said Father Wolf.
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