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The Sacred Animals of India

By EDMUND RUSSELL

Mustrated with Photographs Belonging te the Author

’I‘HE last merrvmaking before the Mu-

tiny was at the auction sale of the men-
agerie of the King of Oudh.  The idea that
the glory of the Mogul Court was the glory
of India, had been long maintained by British
CGrovernment, but when the court declined to
the shadow-of-its-shadow and was found 1o
mean nothing at all o Hindu allegiance, the
weak old ghost of an Emperor was kicked
off the lowest rune of his lotus-lion-throne, his
nine hundred wives turned out into the street
to become mandchnis, and the remains of the
royal menagerie put under the hammer—even
to the parrot, shricking insults at his pur-
rhasers,

The collecting of expensive animals was
always a feature of courts that loved to collect
anvthing extravagant paid for by subjects
who earn four cents a day by-the-will-of-Guod.
Hut when the heroic Rani of Jhansi was cut
down on the battle-field fighting as a warrior
at the head of her troops, with the pearls of
scindia around her throat; and the few rajahs
who joined with the rebellious Sepoys had
been tied backward to the mouths of cannon,
the rest accepted the lesson of patent-steel
for war, patent-leather for peace, and secure
dynasties forever. Now, much money is spent
on maodern dissipation; little on ancient glory.
Moth and rust may not touch jewels, but they
lie unused in losha-khanas; and when the
animals die, they are never replaced. The
Master-of-the-Universe now finds it difficult
enough to be his own chauffeur.

Only the old and outskirt rajah, who divides
his long white beard and turns it up at each
side under his turban, still comes to town on
his superannuater elephant, with lame camels
and skinny horses carrving sewars in rusty
armor set with sapphires and cmeralds,
with loose pearls running up and down the
Llood-trenches of their swords. Soon the
last of his type will find himself too weak to
maount the silver scaling-ladder to the crim-
son-cushioned howdah.  No voices will re-
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peat the daily jai Maharas! (Victory, O King')
The wondrous arts will lie on museum shelves
simply labeled—" Curiosities of a Heathen
People.”

The great Khandarao of Baroda, himself
a human leopard, had an arena where tigers
ani elephants tore each other to pieces; the
buffals fought the rhinoceros; a donkev
kicked o hvena to death. But the present
Guikwar rarely goes there, though he some-
times orders an elephant-fight for European
guests, I sawone. It was very tame. Money
is money now—the elephant too costly a beast
to smash his forehead against another's. No
king to-day spends half a lakh of rupees on
the marriage of his favorite pigeon with that
of his Prime Minister.

But the real glory is not departed. In-
dia’s pets are not roval but celestial. To
write of animals in the land which keeps
its Vedic pravers and forgets the names of
its emperors, one must leave solid ground and
ascend to heaven, must speak in poetry, not
prose, in hyperbole rather than in plain speech.
The question of animals cannot indeed Le
soberly treated. Evervwhere one sees acts
toward them that can be explained only by
their sacred and legendary importance. One
can scarcelv believe one's senses.  This atti-
tude is not the fantasy of a moment nor the
béte-blanche, so to speak, of a single author.
It is the accumulated national delirium of
thousands of vears. To detach such animal-
worship from Indian life is to tear the rug
o pieces, and we can weave nothing more
beautiful.

The place held by these creatures in India
is different from that accorded them in any
other country. Every animal is looked upon
as but the covering of a spirit. Is not its
mind with God? Are not its aures and
vibrations far purer than ours? May not
even the soul of our grandmother look from
its eves? May not we ourselves return to
lower than its state if we give it not reverence ?
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Such conceptions are not culled fr
thought, but from the vibrant lip and life of
India to-day.~ Once is always in the Orient
“Itis your misfortune that you have to talk

much of progress,” said a sage to me—
“we have progressed.”
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Some one has called Hindu worship a re-

ligion based on the care of the cow. Cer-
slnly the afcton and veeraton mn.uni
upon this animal ca rasped

by the Western mind. Brother o fhe ou”
fiction on lips that daily \}.rak
“Our Mother the Cow

The idea may be taced back o the prim

turalism of the prayers of the

whoe sonorous Sanstrt s and w' invoké
s Cow-Giver, Lord-of-Pas-
tle. The symphonies
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The sacred Brahmani bulls almost con
stitute an order of religious mendicants by

themselves. They feed at will from straw.
il cmu Seller’s hasket, or evening meal at
of hut, making holy any dish which they

he older ones are fully alive to their
e finest fruit. Some-

much better gulab-jam; he is richer than T,

and cn better afford to have thee
ri ase your holines to i
0o bad! But take

ven a forcigner can almost feel this affec-
for the royal bullocks that draw the gold
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Asilver carriages of state, can respond to the
sweetness in their forest-glances which iny

caress of white velvet ‘fanks and admiration
‘The
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ndiwork compleics the richness

d-swept curtains from which glance daw
ing, dawvrelecing cves, theis popls

Ther mperor

Hoomayon, when taking bis favorite begum

1o drive, uted to act as charioteer in a_car
e drvn by beautfl whie oven
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{his Curaingd vehicle with great carved hubs
and rnu;,h Tawn spokcs, and all rogal ladies
excepting, perhaps, the mm o n.umm ani
Cooch-Behar, who

il se

o el rosinss L"m nets
with pearl. In Kashenir  is the
st bearing ‘woat that plays the rdle of
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Tdia v but i itk e never except
when the calf sucks; horned-one
has abundant yield, es ,,m cam.
Observing ho e butter looked i
Delhi, T asked the cause, and found 1o my
horror that it did not come from cows but
from these creatures. Brown bread -and
buffalo butter is a favorite five-o'clock Anglo-
e n
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What the cow is to the humble is the ele-
phant to rovalty. In every palace courtyard
stands this king-beast-of-the-stables; as in the
contee of every royal cowhd one finds &
i for singularly enough this
Es bring oo luck 1o cows,
Iy by incresing he milk hrough

prot bast Hath olte oo
mnmml through th d seems to
k Doy qm\t wilh the aie of the

a" of a New England vil-

Th gorgeotsnessof the sate elephant has
often been written, bt 1o circus reprod

n o s idea of hi
oerel glofe: unmm.~ of the late
s Totd Wka ot 1 way

sacred cow.

The Kumiris tld me that
thei ater being driven
s to buy .h,mw Ev
"The bufiuo is sore i use for o
purposes. A dreadul looking e
Lveuty Tather thit seems weh chinen as the
vahan of Yama, lord-of-death. The cow in
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gerations of his magnificence, which, over-
s it scems to-day, history tells o
immer of former splendor. In old
Ipture may be seen endless proces
lephant When Chandra
miseror, received the daughter of
rriage, he gave o her father,




erals who Tounded the

& invasion
esent of
redclephants, and promised an
omual it of iy more, s i o Akbar,
that his elephants were so covered with pre
cous stones that they were o longer animals

me 1o muster the s they exte
o ove {hree parssage (moee than nine

miles).
In ancient times a royal prince
ct her hushand —as in

Syamvara_or
" In b il

nold’s_dese
bride.choice of Yandhara

whe

Kings disd and left no succesor, the
he trunk
of 3 femate clephant allowsd 1o roam at
el din,
was proclaimed king. Sometimes she would
roam fo days then scklnly stop, make bet
sance before the chosen one, Jifthim on her
Dack, and return In tromph. 1 & woman
was chosen, she was crowned queen.
Seythe-gided clephanis must
wonderful dras
N invaders.
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tosho the army tha there would e o re- - And what docs one accomplish by these
pions of epic  means?™ asked He.of the.yellow-lght.

Phe crochet-defrserves 0 overcome the
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s that have come through
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reconds—the rishs were dreamers and
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fayvar ! (*the elephant waits™) resoumls
from vne side, while perhaps a carriage drawn
by curry-colored camels sweeps up on the
other. The dash with them is superb. A
doctor told me that a daily ride would cure
all bodily ills. The shock when the leader
stops to turn round to see what the others are
doing, while they go on, is especially hene-
ficial. Near by, men hold the fighting rams
for vour pleasure, with scarlet cloths and
paper wreaths ready to crown the victor. A
crowd of all the relatives of all the servants
comes to scramble for the shower of silver
with which the sahib is expected to salute
the tremendous butting of heads together.

In Junagadh, Kathiawar, I saw the royal
rhinoceroses wander as freely through the ba-
zaars as elephants, though with their reptilian
horned snouts they look utterly untamable;
and, indeed, if of African race, would be so
—but all Asiatic beasts are of milder nature.
They follow the processional-steed and be-
dizened elephant in state-sowaris. Lady
Curzon was snapshoted when she rode on
one of them, but claimed the negative. Very
vicious ones used to be kept for the great
animal-fights of Khandarao of Baroda, the
last Indian monarch who really lived in an-
cient style and personal power.

There was one in the fort of Gwalior be-
fore it was restorerd to the Maharajah, with
whom the garrison officers used to have
exciting times that they called ** Football with
Rhino.” Of exceedingly violent temper,
he was confined in a small enclosure sur-
rounded with iron pillars wide enough to allow
the lithe turbaned trainers to slip through,
but too close for his monstrous bulk to pass.
Somewhere in the enclosure lay his food
bucket, and this the plavers, taking opposite
sides, used for the ball. It was a dangerous
game. Only two besides the rhinoceros
could play. One would step inside and give
the bucket a fearful kick: the instant the
heast heard the bang he was after him like a
horned locomotive. Then the other plaver
would dash and get in a good whack while
Rhino was chasing his companion—and his
turn it was to flee while the opposite side got
in its innings. Had one stumbled or been
caught he would have ** kicked the bucket™ in-
deed. After half-time was called the rhinoc-
eros would often begin to play cunningly and
lurk near the pail. When the Maharajah
Scindia took on the fort and the garrison de-
parted, poor Rhino pined away, he so missed
his daily foothall-flirtation.
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Hi= Highness the Nawaly of  Junagadl
also enjovs the distinction of keeping the
only preserve of lions left in Hindustan.
In the days of the great fossil saber-toothed
tiger, these heasts—"*who bore an implac-
able animosity for the race of elephants and
in the fore-points of whose crooked claws
stuck the pearls torn from mammoth frontal-
hones,” roamed all over India; but now only
a =mall herd is left in the sacred Girwar for-
est in this little corner of the Mahratta penin-
sula. They are almost tame, are known and
called by name. A few are kept around the
palace of the king. So Inng ago the memory
ul‘ the lion faded away in India, no word
remains in ordinary vernaculars, The na-
tives call them onia-waghs, or camel-colored
tigers.

There 15 something about the skin of a
leopard that seems to make all neighboring
color richer and more passionate.  Orange,
turquoise, scarlet never so vibrate as when
in juxtaposition with this spotted tawniness
—even tiger skin has not its tone-value.
With collars of _}e“elﬂ, leashed by bronze
attendants, they give a sultry fierceness and
grace o the siesta of somnolent palaces, and
their eyes look as the eves of the Hindus
themselves would if they dared. They are
used for hunting, as is also the lynx. When
the cheetak (chit, “spot,” from which root
comes our word * chintz') springs on buck
or doe, the shikaris run up and cry, “Be
it lawful!"" hefore cutting the throat.

Though English life is pushing very far,
in the jungle lithe forms still crouch, great
eves gleam like golden balls as bloody tongues
lap the dark waters. The jungle butcher-
hill is very large. One man-eater has been
known 1o keep in terror thirty villages, an-
other to close a great public road to travel.
In the Central Provinces alone there were
more than a thousand persons killed by
tigers last year. A friend of mine dashing
through a jungle-road, with carriage and
pair, near Bangalore, came on a turn plump
upon a tiger, so suddenly that no one, not even
the horses, was frightened—that is, no one ex-
cept the tiger. For a tiger can be frightened,;
in Hengal they have an expression—"The
night was so terrible it would have scared a
male tiger into a female one.”

Cherubic Loru Curzon, standing on the
dead hody of the roval-slain, looks little
like the great shikar-of-the-jungle he is, and
sugpests that it is rolling at his feet to bring
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The Sacred Animals of India

incrusted carvings where the roof slopes in
gradual steps to the pagoda. In the morning
the prostrate throng marveled to see a lean
and mangy gulde:n -shape half up the roof of
eold with spirit-eves glaring Jdown upon
them. It was thuu;,.hl to be the ghost of a
king, and great were the protestations to the
English—who would shoot anything, even a
god, if they got the chance—for the slaughter
would bring down a horde of spirit-tizers hot
for vengeance.

The giving up of the mastery of the horse
and the sword I have always felt to he an
incalculable loss to modern man. It has been
replaced by slavery to the machine. One day
man may become master of the machine like-
wise and realize what it is good for and what
it is not, and then beauty and art may revive
again.

The Indian princes show some of their old
training on the polo grounds, which they flash
over like swords from jeweled scabbards.
A few rajahs keep up expensive racing sta-
bles. The college of roval princes in Kathia-
war has its own amateur cavalry corps, and
the new Imperial Cadets, forming a body-

rd to the Viceroy, is the most admired divi-
sion of the Indian army, and never fails to
evoke wildest enthusiasm. They sit as melt-
ed to their horses and hold themselves with
princely pride and dignity. A distinguished
correspondent from the Durbar wrote:—"1I
have seen the grand reviews in Germany, and
in Russia and England, but I never saw so
thoroughly satisfactory and fascinating a
corps as the Imperial Cadet Corps of India.”
This is formed of young rajehs and raj-ku-
mars. The commander is that superb old
veteran, Rajah Sir Pertab Sing, a great friend
of King Edward, who, to give this favorite
dignitary distinction over the maharajahs who
attended Queen Victoria’s Jubilees and were
offended at their place at the end of the pro-
cession behind even the Queen of the Sand-
wich Islands, made him one of his own aides,
and so kept him in first rank. Coal-black
horses housed with snow-leopard skins, cream-
white uniform with pale blue facings and tur-
bans with corps-cipher in gold, ‘make a most
beautiful effect; though the princes would
shine still more in their traditional vesture.

The state-horses still are held by sapphire-

- and beryl reins, are hung with pearl-wrought
nets of gold, but these are of ancient make
and used only once a year. The armorers
of the king are no longer the artist-artisans
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of ancient davs, but mere machinists and
blacksmiths. The horses' tails are still dved
pink, but there are no more moonstones and
star-stones in the manger.

When anv king wished or felt himself ready
for universal dominion he made an asvamedha,
or great horse sacrifice, the most wonderful
festival of ancient Arvan life, which pro-
claimed him chakravahti (Lord-of-the-wheel,
or radius) from sea to sea. A white horse
was chosen by certain marks, then sent
wander at will for a vear and a day, and every
kingdom he entered must either give battle or
acknowledge sovereignty. At the end of the
vear the sacrificial-posts were overlaid with
gold, the great cagle-altar raised, the sacrifi-
cial-pit dug, and all the new-made feudato-
ries joined in the feast-of-the-horse, which
was sacrificed with at least six hundred and
nine other victims of all kinds—"tame and
wild, terrestrial and aquau-: walking, flying,
swimming, and cn:n:pmg (princes were
never vegetarians in India, except in old
age when they became ﬁhLEtlEE}

Buddha's clemency and later the edicts of
his royal disciple King Ashoka put an end to
this sacrifice, but for long it was the touch-
stone of Rajput supremacy. The scene must
have been of stupendous grandeur. (Queens
desiring child slept all night beside the dead
steed, and one hundred asvamedhas raised
the sacrificer to equal rank with Indra, god-
of-the-lesser-heavens, who was always jeal-
ous of this ceremony, as bringing mortals too
near him.

But no head may lift higher than that of the
rajah’s personal friend, the monkey. Well
may this be, for is he not of both sacred and
royal origin? All over India monkeys run
in and out the pattern of life. You will see
them looking in through your window as
you take your cheld-hazri, or “little-break-
fast™; they scamper over the roofs holding
their young in distressingly human fashion,
sit down on their blue or orange pelvic-
cushions, and perhaps hold up in derision
some object they have just stolen from the
table. I heard of one who caught a small
pig and, apparently struck by a thought when
he heard it squeal, took it in his arms and
began twisting its tail round and round like
the handle of an organ.

In palaces they assume the gravity of
princes; in temples, the holiness of priests.
Many live in hollow trees in Benares or hide
in the recesses of the sanctuary to pick up
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the grains that fall from pilgrims’ offerings.
They extend hands horribly repulsive, often
covered with cheap rings that the bayadéres
of the temple have given them. They have
even been known to seize a strip of veil and
go through a mock marriage ceremony with
unprompted precision.

““And where do I come in?" says naga, the
serpent. ““Do I not hold the world on my
seven heads of bronze-inlaid-with-silver? Am
I not at once couch-and-canopy for the lotus-

of Vishnu till he calls white Kalkin?
Do I not kill eleven-twelfths of all human
beings slain each year by wild-ones, and yet
they still worship me and set me pans of
spice-milk 7"
~ Yes, it was thy wish to kill me, too. I found
thee in my bed one night, coiled under the
chuddah. 1 salute thee and pass. Thou art
too great for our feeble wisdom. We admire
thy jewels, but our hearts hold no place for
thee.

“Forget not the dog, O Sahibl Forget
not the dog! IDid he not accompany Yudhis-
thira to heaven? He must have place!”

No, we will not forget the dog, remember-
ing even the puppet of Sahu of Satara, grand-
son of great Sivaji, who, having been saved by
a dog, dressed it in brocade and jewels, put a
turban on its head, and made Mahratta chief-
tains bow before it in full durbar; but the
Ulysses-hound of Vyasa's epic, the most cele-
brated minor animal of Indian history, he
shall have place of gloryl—companion to the
king of the Pandavas, his brothers and the
peerless Draupadi, even to the gate of Swaga.

Everybody’'s Magazine

After the great wars of Bharat, the forest
exile, the return, the victory, Yudhisthira and
the rest were minded to be done with earthly
things: *“We will ind death who seeketh
other men.” All fall on the way to the gold-
en mount, for their little-sins-of-sinless-souls,
unworthy to enter heaven without dying.
All but Yudhisthira, and even to the gate of

—"“the hound followed him, only the
hound.” When told it was unclean, he must
drive it away, it could not enter heaven, the
great king refused. Tempted still, to the
last he holds. The hound vanishes and in
its stead stands Dharms, Lord-of-Eternal-
Justice,

03, thou true kingl . . .
Hear thou my word! Because thou didst not mount
This car divine, lest the poor hound be shent
Who looked to thee, lol there is none in heaven
Shall sit above thee, . . .
Thou shalt throne with us] ™

The tiger-striped bee .that's honey-drunk
from lotus cups sings: * Speak of me! no lov-
er’s song, but tell I form the line of Kama's
bowstring.” Sarasvati's peacocks stop their
dance to sing, “ Of me.” The raja-hansa,
royal swan, “ Of me! tell them of Damayanti
and the Swan!” The kil nightingale sings:
“Have you any bird like me!” The parrots
wheel, a flight of emeralds, and as the vessel
leaves the shore we see a living sunset of
flamingoes flame on scarlet tree, and feel
like poor chakra and chakri—birds that keep
happy company all day but at evening sepa-
rate, doomed to pass the night on opposite
hailrlks of the river calling piteously for each
other.

November

By ELIZABETH K. REYNOLDS.

Gray skies and leafless trees;
The drip of falling rain;

A sodden path—a lonely hut—
And memories,
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