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21G-ZAGS AT THE Z0O0. 347

surface of the pond. This is
Guy Fawkes or Jupiter, as the
case may be. Inexperienced
sparrows, strangers to the place,
have been known to alight on
the small island thus presented,
and to go away again immedi-
ately, doubtless to carry the
report that the island was of an
actively volcanic character.

The hippopotamus has now
been a familiar object in
the Zoo for forty -three
years, and the rhinoceros
for longer; but still one
hears occasionally the re-
marks (usually for the in-
struction of toddling youth)
of worthy old ladies, who
confuse the one with the
other. It might conduce
to the spread of more exact
knowledge if an announce-
ment of identity were
painted in large white letters

across the south elevation of Guy Fawkes. As it
15, that most eligible advertising spacc is wasted
I AM THE HIPPOPOTAMUS ! cc)mpletely.

The derivation of the name of the rhinoceros

was once most intelligently explained by a
showman exhibiting one.  “This, ladies an’
gents, is the cellerbrated rhinoserious— called
rhino ’cos of ’is immense pecoonary walue ;
called serious consekins o’ bein’ mentioned
in ’Oly Writ.” His points of difference from
the hippopotamus are fairly obvious. Both
have a good thick over-
coat, certainly, but the
hippopotamus, anxious for
a good fit, fills all
baggy spaces with
fat, while the rhin-
oceros, preferring
the free and easy
appearance of a
caped ulster, lets
the garment hang
in folds: not that
the rhinoceros
starves or wastes.
Jim here, the older
of the two Indian
rhinoceroses (the
other is Tom)
measures more
than twelve feet
in girth, and, if
eating will do any-
thing, is certainly
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not decreasing. The feeding of the rhinoceros is a surprisingly
thorough process. A few trusses of
hay, a few of straw, a few of tares, a
few biscuits and so
on lie along one
side of his sanc-
tum. The biscuits

go first, and
then, begin-

ning at one end of the
hay, he eats his way
through till he arrives at
the straw, and through
that to the tares. When

these have all disappeared, he will
proceed steadily to devour any
broom, shovel, or bucket which may
have been left in the place, and so
cat his way through the furniture till
his residence is absolutely bare.
Then, after a careful inspection to
assure himself of the surrounding
emptiness, he will roll up to the
bars and there stand with
open mouth to receive
whatsoever the visi-

tors may choose

to cast therein.
Much investigation
and many hours of
careful thought 1
have devoted to
an attempt to
ascertain why
he doesn’t

proceed to

consume the house itself; but

it remains a curious mystery.

Possibly it may be because of a

tacit understanding with Iles, the
keeper, that in consideration of the re-
version of all old brooms and stable
utensils, the building shall remain uncaten.
Tom, in particular, regards as an especial joy
the privilege of browsing on a discarded broom.

Original from

Digitized by GOOSIQ UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA



ZIG-ZAGS AT THE Z0O. 349

Jim, who has bcen here twenty-nine years, is a
taciturn rhinoceros, who nevertheless likes company.
Jack and Begum, the pair of smaller, hairy-eared
rhinoceroses, are Jim’s next-door neighbours.
When Jim and his neighbours are out in their
respective paddocks, Jim takes no notice of the
others.  But if only he be left in his paddock
while Jack and Begum are within, he immediately
yearns for company ;
goes, in fact, to the
dividing railing and
shouts for it aloud.
This shout seems to

be part of a game

i

| e
i

which Jim is trying to
persuade Jack and Be-
gum to indulge in. He
may be standing per-

fectly quiet near his door when
the impulse comes upon him.
Then he trots out, shouts at
the railing, runs furiously all
round his paddock

(with a noise as of a trotting troop «f
cavalry with loose accoutrements), and
finally bounces *“home” in triumph, and
waits there for Jack and Begum to appear
—defeated. If they do not come—usually
they do not because the door is shut—he
repeats his shout and run; if they happen
to be let out, Jim promptly loses all
interest in them. He yearns but for
the absent. —_
Jack and Begum are an extremely
affable pair, most excellent and inti-
mate friends of mine. You may go

fearlessly and pat Begum-—although she HOME !
Vol. vi' —46.
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would prefer being fed. You may
also pat Jack if he be near enough
to the bars. If not, you may shut
your eyes and pat a brick wall—it is

I just the same thing, if only
T’ sk you select a sufficiently

f % rough wall. I am sorry

QT\ & \({47= to have to report, as a
ﬁ,.;,'fjf/_ result of careful observa-
tion, my conviction that

Begum tyrannizes over
her husband. They run a sort of circus, wherein Jack
does the whole performance, while Begum personally
surrounds the entire receipts. For some cause of

THE ARTIST.

which I am ignorant, Jack always
walks with a quaintly high-stepping
action of the hind legs. It was
this, I am certain, that first sugges-
ted the circus to the financial
genius of Begum. Jack solemnly
goes through his high-stepping
march round, by way of opening
procession. He presents himself
to various points of view, so as to
give the spectators full measure for
their contributions. Then he AN-a. &v\»‘h
flounders into the water and

gloomily clowns for the amusement of the vulgar. He goes through a series of rhinoceros
trick-wading feats, finishing up by splashing over on his back, and spilling most of the pond.
That is the performance. It isn’t a very great one, but it draws contributions of biscuits and
buns, which Begum eats as fast as they accrue. As soon as the business is over, Jack rolls
lugubriously into a corner and sits down to weep drips from the pond, with an expression of
dismal recognition of the hollowness and mockery of all this glittering theatricality and sham

THE PAY-BOX.
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gaiety. But Begum still goes round
with the mouth.  Jack never comes
to the rails for a share, feeling too
deeply the vanity of mere earthly
buns ; also having long ago been
convinced that it is his business
to earn while the missis eats
them. Jack and Begum have
opposite opinions in the matter
of Monday. Monday is the
sixpenny day, and Jack has to
clown his hardest ; while Begum
collects a vast toll. Sometimes

TO-MORROW WILL BE MONDAY !

a bun has been thrown
directly under Jack’s muzzle,
while Begum has been busy
at the farther end of the
paddock. Then Jack has
gazed for a moment reproach-
fully at the thrower, as who
would say : My friend, you
should know better than thus
to cast temptation before a
weak and erring rhinoceros ” ;
then at the bun, as who
would add: “Ah, a bun—a

HORNLESS worldly bun.  All buns is
vanities. Nevertheless, lest peradventure some weaker vessel be tempted—perhaps even the
missis—if I leave it there, I will proceed to surround it with what gracc I may ”; which
he does.

Tom, at the further end, is an excitable sort of rhinoceros. His fidgetiness has resulted in
the almost complete rubbing away of his horn. This circumstance lays Tom open to a deal
of slighting criticism from unzoological visitors. “’Z
ain’t a rhinoceros !” they say; “Where’s his horn?”

And then, when convinced by the label—* Well, e ain’t ; r

got a fine ’orn like '

the other ” — allud-
ing to Jim. This
annoys Tom, and,
as trampling his
enemies out flat is
an impossibility, he
turns about and
sulks. He 1is no
bad fellow
though, on the
whole, and it is iy
just possible >
that he has e
rubbed down .
his horn to see SULKY.
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ahead better. Tom is very fond of his pond—too fond.
¥ He gets excited and dashes his corners off against the
sides, so that his allowance of bath ®
has to be limited; otherwise he would

\' \ / kill more bluebottles. C:—v_/2>
Tom has to take to the

/ water to kill bluebottles. (
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It costs a rhinoceros a
great deal of wvaluable -
time to kill bluebottles
by charging at them with his horns, and if he
doesn’t kill them they creep under the folds
of his ulster and annoy him. Immersion in
water crowds the bluebottles into a small
space—about the ears. And with
his ears Tom drowns bluebottles
at an amazing rate.
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