“Autobiography of a Tigress” My name is Rani. I am a tigress. I live in the forest of the Ranthambore National Park. I was given this name by the forest authorities because of the way I behaved - like a Queen. I was a tigress with a very fine beauty. Infact, I was the most beautiful tigress in the forest as said by the other animals. I never had any pride in it as I was very lonely. Most of the tigresses stayed away from me. They feared that since I was the ultimate jackpot, I would be targeted by most of the hunters. And if they were found with me, even they would be killed. So I spent most of my years in loneliness. Who knew that a trait as fine as beauty can leave you all alone? Then one day, something happened. I met this tiger, Kabir. He was a tiger to look for. 

I was head over heels for him and I guess even he, because we both never left each other’s company that night. I thought I had finally found a friend, a pal, someone to be with after so many years! But I was wrong. The next morning, when I opened my eyes, he was nowhere to be found. I looked around for him as feeling of betrayal and sadness ran over me. I was totally broken after this.  

[bookmark: _GoBack]What had I done to deserve all this? The news had spread like a wildfire across the forest. Everyone laughed at me. It was all just too much. It turned out that I had conceived in the most enchanting togetherness and that I would be a mother. I was thrilled to discover this. However, I was also worried. What would happen once these cubs are born? How will I raise them? What if I am poached? Who will take care of them afterwards? Thoughts like those haunted me for days until I reached to a decision. I had to build myself in such a way that I can fight for them. I could provide them food which they could eat without any fear of being attacked by not just a hunter, but also the dangerous animals living in the forest. I started hunting. It was very tough, but I had no other option.

There were many days during which I had to go without food. Over the period, my behaviour became aggressive. I started winning the fights with the other tigers. Although it was unhealthy for me to do all this, it did not bother me as it was the only way I could give my cubs the life they deserved. Finally, the day arrived when I gave birth to three of the most beautiful cubs I had ever seen. As much as I cursed Kabir for what he had done, I also thanked him. He gave me what I always wanted, some company. But that also meant that my duty started now. It was now the real test whether I could or could not give my babies a safe life. The threat of them getting killed had gotten reduced as the government had put a ban on the poaching of the animals of the forest. It had reduced my duty but that didn’t mean my responsibility was over. I started hunting and behaving like a tiger. My babies never faced any kind of difficulty. I had passed the test. Whenever any threat was posed to them, I fought like a warrior. And that’s when I had gotten the title - Rani. No animal dared of causing harm to my cubs. 

However, I have to be cautious of one thing which is to protect them from the poachers. There still are many poachers who illegally hunt us tigers. This has lead to a vast decrease in our population. And now when I am old, I tend to keep worrying about it. With an old body, I am unable to train them on how to save themselves from the poachers. They very well know about it. Being their mother, I know that they are scared, no matter how much they deny it. And that is what I am worried of - that they would be killed. And this thought is common with all the tigers. What will happen to our specie once our cubs, the future tigers, are killed? With just 1,706 tigers, survival of our specie is like the top most priority. Not knowing about what’s there to come, I continue my journey…


