Autobiography of a cow 'Not all those who wander are lost ' Yes, I am a stray cow moving without an aim. Without any destination. Just wondering but as said before 'Not all those who wander are lost.' Walking on the roads and being beaten up by some people and being held in low esteem by all is usual. Well, I was not born like this. I am in this condition because of my old age and my inability to produce milk. Yeah, my master threw me out of my comfortable house and drew me away from my companions. Having all my luxuries, I never knew the pain of fending myself. Never knew what it is to actually make efforts for your own living. I have now joined the huge number of such cattles and left to stray around and work for themselves. In Hinduism, we cattle are the symbol of wealth, strength, abundance, self giving and full of earthly life. 

Seems like the days have gone when we were the symbol of wealthy cause now all I can see Is that we are the Mode of wealth. Yeah, slaughtering. The very thought of slaughtering causes fear crawl down my spine. My life no more revolves around my companions. I just look for food to satisfy my hunger. I wander from road to road in search of food. I even dip in the dustbins to look for food. The taste of luxury has spoilt my taste of life. So this is my daily routine. Cause we cattle can't kill ourselves we live as long as god ordains. When I see calves and young cattle. I wish them luck. I pray em a good life. If only they knew their happiness wouldn't last long. If only they knew that their masters are going to leave them too. When I see other breeds being cared for I lose myself back to the memories. I feel no love. I feel lonely. But this long I know one thing you are born alone and you die alone and in his journey called life no one is yours. Cause one day everyone is going to leave you and never return and it makes you nothing but weak. 


[bookmark: _GoBack]Just the way this selfish being-MAN left me cause I couldn't provide any more milk. I lived my entire life as HIS servant and he cannot take care of me during my old age. He just left me. Without a thought!! When I see my clan being carried in a truck I again get back to the fact that man is a selfish being. It is said that man is a social animal. Well, guess what? Man is an animal and he fails to respect his own kind. I feel nauseatic when I see man use products made by the skin of my clan and end up hurting them. Anyone but them??? Yeah fine there is no use of our skin when we die but can't you just show gratitude to god instead you end up beating and cursing us. Can' you for once be grateful that the milk you drinking given out by us. If this is what being called sacred means then we are not sacred. At all. Hats off to the masters too!! We give birth to calves, we produce milk and with that money he lives and enjoys his luxuries and support him in his days and he fails to support us in our HARD DAYS. My life goes on, without treatment ,without rest and without care. Neither money nor lives stay forever and man needs to understand that. He needs to realize that money ain’t the most important thing in life. I do not know when will man realize this but I do hope for man to realize this....before it’s too late...


