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Nature-loving Londoners Make Pets of the Animals at Regent’'s Park,
125-year-old Zoo, and Its Country Branch, Whipsnade

By Tuomas GARNER JAMES

NE thing that startles visitors to Lon-
don is the social status that animals
enjoy there. Best estimates indicate

that there is at least one pet for every man,
woman, and child in the city.

Cats alone are estimated at five million.
And to this figure must be added the dogs,
birds, fish, ponies, rabbits, tortoises, monkeys,
hamsters, and other far more novel beasts
which are privileged members of many a
London household.

The most famous and favored of London’s
pets, however, do not share anyone’s house-
hold. They have their own 34-acre estate in
Regent’s Park, since 1828 the preserve of the
Zoological Society of London. There are
7,000 of them, including the birds, beasts, and
the 3,000 fish, and they are probably the
most thoroughly observed, admired, adored,
and talked about animals alive. They are,
for better or for worse, everyone's pets—or, at
least, the pets of everyone who can squeeze in.

On a fine holiday afternoon 50,000 visitors
may crowd into the London Zoo. In a year two
million pay admission, about as many people
as go to all of London’s famous (and mostly
free) art galleries and museums combined.

Fellows Fraternize with Inmates

It was my privilege to meet the zoo’s lead-
ing citizens on a more exclusive basis. I was
introduced to them on Sunday morning, when
the Zoological Society of London reserves its
Regent’s Park home for a sort of weekly pri-
vate party. It is then that the zoo’s 7,000 or
so permanent guests, furred, feathered, and
finned, receive, as intimately as anyone could
desire, the 7,000 or so Fellows of the Zoologi-
cal Society, the voting, dues-paying members
who run the Society and elect its officers.

Not all the Fellows, of course, come every
Sunday. My host, David Strang, was one
who does. An artist-engraver by weekday
vocation, Mr. Strang confessed to me as we
finished lunch in the Fellows’ Restaurant: “I
failed to come once, years ago, when [ was too
ill to get out of bed.” He hadn’t missed since,

While he spoke he was wrapping in a nap-
kin the rind of the melon he had just eaten
for dessert. His other guest, 13-year-old Jane
Kerr, was doing the same; so of course T did
too.

Later Jane transferred the tidbits from the
napkins to the cavernous mouth of Lorna, the
zoo’s black African rhinoceros, and while she

did so we scratched a certain place behind
Lorna’s right ear. Rumbling happily, Lorna
squatted back on her piglike tail and haunches
like a clumsy puppy—both tons of her.

As an African, Lorna came equipped with
two horns instead of the single one possessed
by her Indian cousins. Rhino horns, which
grow from the skin not the skeleton, are nor-
mally worn away in zoo life by constant rub-
bing on the enclosure walls, as in the case of
the zoo’s Indian rhino, Mohan (page 781).

Merely a Cobra Killer

We began our morning rounds with Tiki
and Chummy, two tiny capuchin monkeys
from South America. Next, Mr, Strang called
into his gentle arms a quick-moving meerkat,
an African species of mongoose.

“This is Merely,” he said, “merely a meer-
kat, one of three that arrived at the zoo to-
gether. I named them Merely, Nearly, and
Quite; but on his house they have spelled his
name ‘Mearly,” which #nearly misses the point,
don’t you think?

“Merely is evervone’s friend,” Mr, Strang
went on, cuddling the neat little body against
his tweed jacket, “everyone, that is, except a
snake in the grass.”

A mongoose, he explained, is not immune
to snake venom, as some people think. Like
Rudyard Kipling’s Rikki-tikki-tavi, it risks
its life in destroying its ancient enemy, the
cobra, pitting nothing but dexterity, sharp
teeth, and courage against the poisonous fangs.

Next on the list came Prince, a cheetah, the
most fastidiously handsome animal I have ever
seen (page 786). Prince is so tame that his
comfortable quarters are usually filled with
Sunday admirers. Fleetest of animals, the
cheetah, or hunting leopard, can hit 70 miles
an hour or more in dashes after the gazelles
of its native deserts.

After Prince and lunch and Lorna, and be-
fore the public gates were opened to admit the
Sunday-afternoon queues, Jane and 1 were
embraced, literally, by some young pythons
and boas slithering across our shoulders.

A 25-pound, 10-foot python, I admit, would
make a good masseur if one’s nerves were in
top shape. His tail anchors itself with a clove
hitch around one arm, say, while the rest of
him slides steadily and powerfully over one’s
tingling chest muscles.

My python seemed to enjoy our exercise
almost as much as the grinning keepers, while
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A LEaping Sea Lion Fields a I-Ierring. His Friend in the Water anf;:i for an Error

Feeding time brings a crowd to the pool in London’s Regent's Park zoo. Keepers toss fish in the air, and sea lions
soon learn that extra dividends reward the ones that climb the rocky ledge (left) for a flving leap.
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politely pass fruit (page 783).

of love—until the ultimate sticky-handed
caress drove her to forget her zoo manners
and spit accuratelv and impartially at all the
genus Homo in sight.

The spray had no deterrent effect on my
z00 mates, however. My last sight of the
llama’s resigned face, disappearing beneath
the advancing sea of stroking hands, seemed
to sum up all that London animals have sacri-
ficed for the sake of taming the Londoner.

Thoughtfully, the Children’s Zoo has pro-
vided low child-proof fences over which the
pets can escape. The thicker skinned among
the pets hold their own against the petters.
[ watched two goats climbing a stout lady's
well-defended ramparts to the apples burst-
ing out of her shopping bag, while a third

grapher Veolkinar Wentzel

Nallonal Geographle IMbot:
So-So Gulps Her “Tea” While Susan Holds Out Her Cup for a Refill

The chimpanzecs’ tea party, a major attraction at Regent's Park (page 774), has been widely copied by
other zoos. Young chimps, with little training, learn to eat porridge with a spoon, drink milk from cups, and

Rarely is one so ill-mannered as to upturn his bowl and wear it as a hat.

happily chewed a small girl’s hair ribbon. A
fourth sampled my incautiously opened note-
book.

This hilarious corner for children, where
old clothes are advisable, carries to conclusion
the logic of the zoo as a whole. As G. W.
Graves, head keeper of the Rodent House
and a member of the National Geographic So-
ciety, told me: “We put people cheek by jowl
with animals here that most zoos would fear
to let near strangers.”

While he was speaking, a kinkajou named
Goldie was sitting on my head eating grapes
and dribbling grape juice down my ear. On
the Broad Walk beyvond, the riding elephant
was sharing an old gentleman’s proffered lunch
basket, and next door a two-year-old baby
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Imternational News Pholoa

Goat Bends a Languid Ear to a Cockatoo's Gossiping Tongue

In the Children's Zoo, a special section of Regent's Park reserved for yvoung people, tamer animals wander at
will (page 772). Here Sally, a 35-year-old cockatoo, has left her perch to chat with Toggs, a hybrid goat.

“You notice that the wire overhang on our
fence faces outward rather than inward,”
said Whipsnade overseer I’hil Bates as we
joined in his daily tour of inspection. “We
changed it around like that when we found
that more animals were trying to break in
than out.

Moor Hen Moves In with Vipers

“Native and migratory birds are as free

as the wind, naturally. We are pleased to
have them join us for a spell until they get
restless again.

“Perhaps we hadn’t fully realized what a
sanctuary for bird life we had become until
the summer of 1950, That year a wild moor
hen built her nest and raised her family of
chicks right in the middle of our reptiliary,

sitting there on her clutch undisturbed among
the indifferent vipers.

“You might say that the only ‘escapes’
we've had, really, were some flightless pheas-
ants, which were surprised and bewildered one
day when the wind picked them up off the
downs just as it lifts the glidermen,

“If you were an animal pensioner on the
Whipsnade ration roll, would you want to
leaver”

We stopped to say hello to Dixie, the 50-
year-old, mouth-organ-playing Indian ele-
phant.

“Dixie and her keeper came here together
from a circus the year we opened,” said
Bates. “They're now Whipsnade’s oldest
inhabitants.” Then he smiled, “Except for
myself, that is. I was farming here at Whip-
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snade, you see, before the Zoological Society
took over. You might say I'm still a farmer,
one who has just learned to prefer waterfowl
and Kodiak bears to pigs and chickens.”

If any farmer could be too well liked by
his animal charges, Bates is perhaps the
man, When Whipsnade was shorthanded
during World War 1I, he was almost killed
by a chimpanzee that had grown suddenly
jealous of the attention he was paying another.

As we walked along, birds and beasts alike
recognized Bates from a distance and moved
up to the barrier to nibble at an apple or
to beg a puppy biscuit from his bulging
pockets. A young nilgai, or Indian antelope,
Bambi, grabbed and held on to his coattails
with her muzzle,

“Bambi is one of the many Whipsnade
hottle babies 1've had to rear by hand,” Phil
explained. “It’s hopeless now for me to try
to convince her that I'm not her mother.”

Whipsnade has become, to some extent,
a zoo breeding ground. With more privacy
and fewer visitors than Regent’s Park, animal
courtship thrives. Surely among a Briton’s
most rewarding experiences is to hold a pair
of field glasses on a May morning to watch
a new gnu or gentle giraffe child, a bright-
eyed baby wallaby peeping from its mother’s
pouch, or perhaps a tawny tiger cub learning
what an English spring is like.

Zoo Began with a Private Collection

In 1826, a little more than 100 years be-
fore the lions and kangaroos invaded Whip-
snade, the Zoological Society of London held
its first meeting. Its president and one of
its prime movers was Sir Thomas Stamford
Raffles, colonial administrator, founder of
Singapore, and amateur zoologist. Another
promoter was Sir Humphry Davy, famous
chemist, who invented a miner’s safety lamp in
which metal gauze absorbed the flame’s heat.

It was Sir Stamford’s own Malaysian col-
lection that started the zoo off, though the
best of his shipments from Singapore was
lost at sea. The menagerie at Regent’s Park,
with its “collection of living animals,” opened
its gates to the public in 1828, and the follow-
ing year the Zoological Society was granted its
royval charter.

The charter empowered it to import “new
and curious subjects of the Animal Kingdom,”
but also specified that the Society was to
promote scientific studies of breeding, accli-
matization, and other aspects of animal
physiology.

Today the Zoological Society owns the
largest collection of “new and curious sub-
jects” in the world. [Its scientific meetings
and dinners, begun in the 1830's, are still held
each month. The Society’s learned papers,

The National Geographic Magazine

monographs, and reports fill long shelves in
libraries around the world.

But at the meetings, though the members
may be deep in a discussion of parasitology
or genetics, they are not at all surprised if
a keeper leads a tame Komodo dragon lizard
into the conclave, or if a young elephant is
marched down the aisle of the book-lined lec-
ture hall to show her excellent condition.

“Living Laboratory” for Scientists

The alliance between the Society’s animals
and its scientists is a highly practical one.

“Whenever the fact finder wants to,” a
zoo official explained to me, “he can check
his library research against the ‘living labora-
tory’ of the menagerie simply by stepping
out of the door. He could spend a life-
time in Africa or traveling about the wilds
before he could ever see in the flesh more
than a fraction of the various living forms
of birds or apes, for example, that the Society
has gathered here,”

The animals, of course, contribute in an-
other important way to the scientific research;
they finance it. The truly unique fact about
the patrician Zoological Societv of London
is that it gets along without any Government
financial support whatsoever; it has met its
125 years of heavy expenses almost entirely
from daily gate receipts. While paying its own
way, the Society has served as model for hun-
dreds of state-supported zoos and aquaria
around the world and has rung up a list of
scientific “firsts” long as a giraffe’s neck.

Self-support gives the animals’ and keepers’
“public relations” a fundamental importance
hardly true of other scientific institutions.
The zoo's natural-history lessons must be
popular week in and week out, as measured
by the public’s jingling coins, or the whole
concept of the Society fails.

Wild Animals Need Friends

The animals, of course, get their benefits
in return, Already discoveries about the care
and feeding of some species have extended
their average life span in the zoo to several
times what it would be in the wild.

“We think of it this way,” said the Society’s
director, Dr. L. Harrison Matthews. “The
British Commonwealth of Nations includes
many of the world’s remaining wild-animal
habitats, and this heritage carries with it a
real responsibility.

“An animal these days needs all the friends
it can get. The Zoological Society’s job for
the next century and a quarter—as it has
been for the last—is simply to gather those
friends together in the pleasure of sharing
a voluntary acceptance of respunsibility for
animal welfare.”
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London Zoo Giraffes Snifi

a Visitor's Basket

Giraffes have been putting cricks in zoo-goers’
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Smart Orangutan
Swabs His Den

Not to be outdone by the
chirnp {right) 15 Mr. Jiggs, a
six-year-old orang capable of
mopping his own quarters.
What he really enjoys is walk-
ing hand in hand with visitors.

Baby Chimp Takes >

a Sip of Medicine
Fm' |'|r::ul_\.' a decade Mrs.
Dorothy Pinto-Leite, a Fellow
of the London Zoological So-
ciety, has taken care of the
baby monkeys. She nurses the
sick, helps newcomers get used
to cape life, and teaches them
zoo ctiquette. Here she ad-
ministers tonic to Fifi, a yvoung

chimpanzee from Nigeria,
Chimpanzees are gencrally
regarded as the smartest of
the apes. They can master
simple arithmetic, apparently
recognize photographs of
themselves, and learn table
manners, including use of cup

and saucer, knife and fork.
Kodachriaes by Natlomm) Qeogranhle

Photagraphers Volkmar Wenteel
B. Anlhony Stewart, and David 5. Boyer
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