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SOCIETY ANNOUNCEMENTS
FORTHCOMING DISCUSSION MEETINGS

These are held on the first floor of the 'Clarence', 53 Whitehall,
London SW1, at 5.30 for 6 p.m. It is near Charing Cross
Underground Station (Bakerloo, Northern and Jubilee Lines).
Wednesday 14 July 1982 Brigadier F. E. Stafford, C.M.G.,C.B.E,
on "Back to the Army Again!"
Wednesday 15 September 1982 Rear-Admiral P. W. Brock,
C.B., D.S.O., (title to be announced later).
Wednesday 10 November 1982 Peter Bellamy with a Recital of
Kipling Songs including new settings.
' ANNUAL VISIT, 1982, TO BATEMAN'S, BURWASH, EAST SUSSEX

By courtesy of the National Trust and Mr R. C. Taylor,
Administrator, our members will be welcome to a private visit
to Bateman's on the afternoon of Friday 4 June 1982. (National
Trust membership gives free admission: otherwise normal fee
payable.) The 'Bear', Burwash, recommended for lunch: tea
available at Bateman's. [Council Members: as in June 1981, a
meeting at Bateman's is arranged for 12 noon.]
SUBSCRIPTIONS

Thanks to all who have so promptly paid their subscriptions at
the new rates. Details of Deeds of Covenant, Bankers' Mandates
and Applications for Membership are freely available from the
Society's Office.
ANNUAL LUNCHEON AND A.G.M.

Turn to page 47 for an important announcement.
March 1982

JOHN SHEARMAN

"OF NO MEAN CITY AM I!"
Bombay. Kipling's birthplace (and Saklatvala's. p 26 was the centre of Lord Ferrier's
"Box-Wallah's India", pp 29-40. The city prospered phenomenally in the 19thcentury.
particularly with the establishment of railways from 1853, the opening of the Suez
Canal in 1869, and the growth of the cotton industry. Kipling always regarded Bombay
with proper pride—see his dedication in The Seven Seas, " To the City of Bombay"
(1894):
. . . Under an alien sky
Comfort it is to say
"Of no mean city am I!"
... But I was born in her gate.
Between the palms and the sea,
Where the world-end steamers wait...
This drawing is from Leonard Raven-Hill's Indian Sketch Book (Punch. 1903), an
album compiled on a trip to India in 1902-03. Raven-Hill (1867-1942) was a wellknown artist who after exhibiting at an early age in Paris and at the Royal Academy
was a regular Punch cartoonist for forty years (see p 27), a golden age of Punch
cartoons. He also first illustrated Stalky & Co. in its magazine form.
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EDITOR'S NEWS AND NOTES
After preparing the December 1981 issue of the Journal, and before
returning to Britain, I had occasion to visit San Francisco. This is a
city which—given the time that has elapsed since Kipling's brief visit
in 1889, and the reconstruction and growth that followed the massive
devastation of 1906—retains a surprising number of those features
he so vividly described for his Indian newspaper [see Letters XXIII to
XXVI of From Sea to Sea and the pirated version published in the
U.S.A. as American Notes].
I found it a great help towards understanding Kipling's reporting
of the local scene, to inspect the "block-house" (Fort Point, now a
museum, tucked under one end of the huge Golden Gate Bridge)
which he saw as he steamed in through the narrows on the City of
Peking and accurately but so unwisely ridiculed in print; to crawl in
almost unchanged cable-cars up and down unalterably breakneck
streets; to breakfast in splendour at the once fabulous, now rebuilt,
but still extraordinary Palace Hotel where he stayed; to lunch in style,
by kind courtesy of Mr Warren Howell, doyen of antiquarian bookdealers, at the famous Bohemian Club which opened its doors to
Kipling; to gaze out at evening into the golden immensity of the
Pacific from Cliff House, where the sea-lions still bark and plunge
around the self-same rocks, precisely as their ancestors did in 1889; to
dig out in the Public Library the very newspapers issued during
Kipling's visit (not without relevance in one political respect as I
hope to show in a future article); and of course to absorb San
Francisco's perennial atmosphere of sunshine, of beauty, and of
cosmopolitan vitality.
Of violence as well. The shooting and the knifing that Kipling saw
is not a thing of the past. There was an incidental but ugly rampage
while I was there, triggered by the victory of the local American
football team, the Forty-Niners, in the final of the Super Bowl—
comparable with our Cup Final. This would not have surprised
Kipling, who said San Franciscans "go mad over a prize-fight" and
"when they disagree, they do so fatally, with firearms in their hands,
and on the public streets". Still, he had much to say in praise. His
mingled admiration and criticism is still vaguely remembered by
Californians, and mentioned by people who will hardly have read his
original comments. And the guidebooks parade his departing
judgment, that "San Francisco has only one drawback. 'Tis hard to
leave."

"A PLANET LINER, EAST BOUND"
The design, stamped in gold and white on blue cloth, on the upper cover of With the
Night Mail in its book version (Doubleday, New York, 1909), illustrated by F. X.
Leyendecker and H. Reuterdahl. It relates to the timely mid-air rescue, 3000 feet over
the North Atlantic, of a damaged and sinking 'tramp' airship—
A Planet liner, east bound, heaves up in a superb spiral and takes the air of us
humming. Her underbody colloid is open and her transporter-slings hang down like
tentacles...
fit was not easy to capture this design in black and white. For this, and for other
photographic reproductions on pp6, 13, 27, 33 and 37 in this issue, I am grateful for the
skill and patience of Mr Brian Livings. Ed.]
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THE DOMINION
OF THE UNSTABLE AIR
by DONALD S. LOPEZ
[Mr Donald Lopez, now Chairman of the Aeronautics Department of the National Air
and Space Museum in Washington, is an eminent figure in the expanding world of
aeroplanes and flight. He was an ace fighter-pilot in the Second World War. flying
P-40s under the colourful command of General Chennault in China. As a qualified
test-pilot, for five years he tried out fighters for the U.S. Air Force. Returning to
combat duty in the Korean War. he gave further distinguished service flying F-86s.
A trained engineer as well as pilot, he holds degrees in aircraft technology, and was
for several years Associate Professor of Aeronautics at the U.S. Air Force Academy.
After retirement in 1964 from the Air Force he became intimately involved, as a senior
systems engineer, with the development of such revolutionary projects as the
Apollo/Saturn Launch Vehicle and the Skylab Orbital Workshop. The magnificent
Air and Space Museum, which he joined in 1972, is widely regarded as the world's
leading institution of its kind.
Mr Lopez is a keen collector of books, a member of an American society of military
historians, an enthusiast for short story writers as diverse as Kipling and Guy
Gilpatric—and incidentally the author of a book review in this issue of the Journal. In a
subsequent issue we shall be looking at a letter now in the Air and Space Museum
Library, to which Mr Lopez kindly gave us access. It was written by Kipling in 1896. and
contains some thoughts on the future of heavier-than-air flight.
Meanwhile we are pleased to publish the following piece by Mr Lopez, on the
shrewdness of Kipling's imaginative flight in that strange prophetic story. "With the
Night Mail". This first appeared in 1905 in British and American magazines—the
Windsor and McClure's—and was published as a separate book in 1909. by Doubleday.
with some remarkable illustrations; but it is more commonly known as one of the short
stories in Actions and Reactions ( 1909). Its sequel. "As Easy as A.B.C." (A Diversity of
Creatures), was an equally original essay in political prophecy, in which world
government was linked with control of the air.
As science fiction. "With the Night Mail" bears comparison with anything by Verne
or Wells. Superficially, it might be read merely as an exuberant exercise wherein the
author has amused himself by coining spoof aeronautical jargon, and by composing
those whimsical 'advertisements' and magazine 'notices' of the year 2000 which are
appended to the story and which are an essential part of its projection into the future.
But this ignores that notable leap of the imagination by which Kipling specifically
forecast, decades before they came to pass, and years before powered flight even across
the Channel was achieved, several technical innovations now deemed indispensable on
the air-lanes of the world.
In technical detail, of course, he has proved inaccurate. Moreover, it did not happen
that "War. as a paying concern, ceased in 1967". Nor that the dirigible airship by the
late 20th century superseded the aeroplane. But Kipling's capacity to grasp some of the
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implications, and sensations, of flying came across to the early generation of aviators
with a remarkable authenticity, which perhaps no other writer had attained. When the
British airship R34 made its historic Atlantic crossing in 1919, the crew took with them a
single book. Actions and Reactions, for the sake of this story. They later autographed
the book and gave it to its author. When The Log of H.M.A. R34 was published
(Hodder & Stoughton, 1921), it contained a prefatory letter by Kipling. So modern, so
forward-looking, he then appeared.—Ed]

At nine o'clock of a gusty winter night I stood on the lower stages
of one of the G.P. O. outward mail towers. My purpose was a run
to Quebec in 'Postal Packet 162'.
[from "With the Night Mail"]

Although I had been an admirer of Rudyard Kipling's writing for
many years, I was acquainted only with his well-known poems and
prose dealing with the Empire, and of course his children's books. By
good fortune I was introduced to the editor of this journal at a
Washington social function. After discussing our mutual interest in
Kipling he told me, because I work in the field of aviation, about
"With the Night Mail", a 1905 venture by Kipling into science fiction.
Upon reading the short story I was quite impressed with Kipling's
predictions in his description of a routine mail flight in the year 2000
A.D.—ninety-five years in the future, when it was written. His eye for
the future was as penetrating and true as his eye for the past and the
present.
In 1905 the dirigible or steerable balloon, better known as the
airship, was in the early stages of its development. The aeroplane had
been flown successfully less than two years earlier, on 17 December
1903. The flight had received almost no attention, and it was not till
1908 that the aeroplane burst on the world scene.

The narrator in the story is taken to the Captains' Room—
where the mail captains come on for their turn of duty—
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and there, on the notice-board,
the pulsing arrows of some twenty indicators register, degree by
geographical degree, the progress of as many homeward-bound
packets. The word 'Cape' rises across the face of a dial; a gong
strikes: the South African mid-weekly mail is in at the Highgate
Receiving Towers. That is all.
This is quite similar to the present-day air traffic computerised radar
plots, or even to the combination of radio reporting and manuallymoved indicators used in the early days of air traffic control, before
the introduction of radar.
The mail is pre-loaded in underbodies, then attached to the bottom
of the airships—
The bags lay packed close as herrings in the long grey underbodies
which our G.P. O. still calls 'coaches'. Five such coaches were filled
as I watched, and were shot up the guides to be locked on to their
waiting packets three hundred feet nearer the stars.
When the narrator enters Postal Packet 162, he and the Captain
are shot up by the passenger-lift to the top of the despatch-towers.
'Our coach will lock on when it is filled.'
Mooring towers like those described were used during the years
following World War I, for both military and commercial airships.
Pre-loading of mail and other cargo into containers that fit into the
bellies of airliners is common practice today.
In describing the control system for the packet, Kipling wrote:
The eye detects no joint in her skin plating save the sweeping haircrack of the bow-rudder—Magniac's rudder that assured us the
dominion of the unstable air... Raise a few feet of that all but
invisible plate... and she will yaw five miles to port or
starboard... Open the complete circle and she presents to the air a
mushroom-head that will bring her up all standing.
Since the advent of the jet aircraft with its clean lines and consequent
lack of aerodynamic drag, air brakes (often called speed brakes), that
open to increase drag and reduce the velocity of the aircraft, are a
standard item. Of course, with any luck they will not bring the aircraft
to a dead stop.

MISS PURNALL IN QUEBEC
Henry Reuterdahl's illustration of 1905 for "With the Night Mail" in the Outward
Bound edition of Actions and Reactions (Scribner's, New York, 1913).
When Postal Packet 162 docked at the Receiving Towers on the Heights of Abraham
that fine February morning in the year 2000, the "little hooded figure" of the Captain's
daughter ("a singularly attractive maiden") was on the upper staging to welcome her
father home. Behind the airport (though the topography is unreliable), are the cliffs,of
Quebec City "glittering under her snows", with the St Lawrence below.

14 THE KIPLING

JOURNAL

March 1982

Kipling not only knew that the direction and velocity of the wind
varied with the altitude: he foresaw that aerial navigation would
make use of that fact—
Captain Purnall... is feeling for a fair slant. The dial shows 4300
feet. 'It's steep tonight, ' he mutters, as tier on tier of cloud drops
under. 'We generally pick up an easterly draught below three
thousand at this time o' the year...'
'Five thousand-six, six thousand eight hundred '—the dip-dial
reads ere we find the easterly drift, heralded by a flurry of snow
at the thousand-fathom level. Captain Purnall rings up the engines and keys down the governor on the switch before him.
There is no sense in urging machinery when Aeolus himself gives
you good knots for nothing. We are away in earnest now—our
nose notched home on our chosen star. At this level the lower
clouds are laid out, all neatly combed by the dry fingers of the East.
Below that again is the strong westerly blow through which we rose.
Overhead, a film of southerly drifting mist draws a theatrical gauze
across the firmament. The moonlight turns the lower strata to silver
without a stain except where our shadow underruns us . . .
Present-day flights, especially those at high altitudes, are carefully
planned to make the best use of the wind—that is, to receive the
maximum assistance from tailwinds and the minimum hindrance
from headwinds.
Kipling gives the dimensions of the packet as 240 feet long, with a
maximum diameter of 37 feet. He compares this with
the nine hundred by ninety-five of any crack liner—
airship-liner, that is. The crack German Zeppelin Hindenburg, first
flown in 1936, and destroyed in a terrible explosion in 1937, was 803
feet long, with a diameter of 135 feet. Kipling was close.
Another area in which Kipling was close to the mark was in his use
of lights to identify locations on the ground, for the airborne
navigators. As they fly above a solid bank of clouds the narrator can
see nothing below except
a white pavement pierced in all directions by these manholes of
variously coloured fire—Holy Island's white and red—St. Bees'
interrupted white, and so on as far as the eye can reach.

"IF YOU KNEW WHERE TO LOOK FOR THEM"
Left to right: ( 1) The old Le Bourget beacon which, flashing a regular letter code BM. guided Captain Lindbergh's Spirit of St Louis
to Paris in 1927; (2) one of 61 early beacons set up to guide aviators along the 1500 mile route between Cleveland (Ohio) and Rock
Springs (Wyoming): (3) a rotating light, the last to be removed from service in the U.S.A.: formerly on a mountain in California,
now a museum exhibit. [Photos, courtesy of the Smithsonian Institution]
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Other locations were identified by light-beams moving in a prescribed
arc, or by timed pulses of light—
Bristol and Cardiff Double Lights (those statelily inclined beams
over Severnmouth) are dead ahead of us; for we keep the Southern
Winter Route. Coventry Cathedral, the pivot of the English
system, stabs upward once in ten seconds its spear of diamond light
to the north; and a point or two off our starboard bow The Leek, the
great cloud-breaker of Saint David's Head, swings its
unmistakable green beam twenty-five degrees each way.
In the United States, from the late 1920s till after World War II,
much of the night aerial navigation in relatively clear weather was
done with the aid of light-lines along the major airways. Rotating
beacons, each blinking a letter in Morse Code, were located at 10-mile
intervals. Airfields were identified by white and green beacons:
military airfields used a double white and a green.
Science has not yet caught up with Kipling, though. His
cloud-breakers of the world whereby we travel in security
could penetrate more than a half-mile of cloud. Actual lights will not
penetrate any appreciable thickness, though the glow of lights on the
ground can be seen through thin cloud-layers. Clouds can be
penetrated, however, by radio and radar waves, and those perform
some of the functions of Kipling's cloud-breakers.
Speaking of radios, the mail packets' crews used voice-radio to
communicate with the ground and with other airships. Actually
voice-radio was not developed until after World War I.
Kipling's Aerial Board of Control, or A.B.C, though of course
infinitely more powerful, regulated air traffic very much as it is
regulated today, by the U.S. Federal Aviation Administration and
similar organisations throughout the world. Airships were assigned
specific altitudes and routes, and their paths were regularly
monitored—
we discussed the thickening traffic with the superiority that comes
of having a high level reserved to ourselves.
To my mind, Kipling's most profound predictions relate to
propulsion and speed. The airships in the story were propelled by
turbine-driven propellers, whose source of energy was 'Fleury's Ray',
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the very heart of the machine—a mystery to this day. Even Fleury
who begat it and, unlike Magniac, died a multi-millionaire, could
not explain how the restless little imp shuddering in the U-tube can,
in the fractional fraction of a second, strike the furious blast of gas
into a chill grayish-green liquid that drains (you can hear it trickle)
from the far end of the vacuum through the eduction-pipes and the
mains back to the bilges.
Thus the ray changed the high-velocity gases exiting the turbine into a
liquid that was piped to the gas-storage tanks, where it once again
became a high-pressure gas, used to drive the turbines in the
"ordained cycle" of
Bilge-tank, upper tank, dorsal-tank, expansion-chamber,
vacuum, main-return (as a liquid), and bilge tank once more.
This "ordained cycle" is very much like the Rankine Cycle, the basic
cycle in steam engines and, more important, in nuclear power plants.
If Kipling had used the ray to generate the heat required to change the
liquid into a high-pressure gas, he would have had a close
approximation to a nuclear power plant. The parallel is made even
more striking by his mention of the use of "radium salts" in
generating the ray.
The speed postulated by Kipling for airships in the year 2000, some
200 knots (about 230 m.p.h.), was exceeded by aeroplanes more than
half a century earlier. Today the Concorde carries mail and
passengers at about six times that speed. Airships, however, have
never achieved even half of Kipling's 200 knots. However Kipling's
mind was not constrained by the speed of airships. Late in the story
the packet's engineer is irritated by the fact that the sun travels across
the earth much faster than the airship, even though
minute by minute our silent clock gives us a sixteen-second mile.
At dawn he looks back eastward through a window,
slides open the aft colloid and reveals the curve of the world—the
ocean's deepest purple—edged with fuming and intolerable gold.
Then the Sun rises and through the colloid strikes out our lamps.
Tim scowls in his face.
'Squirrels in a cage,' he mutters... 'He's going twice as fast as
us. Just you wait a few years, my shining friend, and we'll take
steps that will amaze you.
Yes, that is our dream... some day, even on the Equator, we
shall hold the Sun level in his full stride.
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Obviously, Kipling was correct in everything except his timetable.
The Concorde regularly gains a few hours on the sun in its east-towest flights, while orbital vehicles like the Space Shuttle circle the
earth some sixteen times faster than the apparent motion of the sun.
No large rigid airships are presently being constructed, nor are any
likely to be constructed unless they could be operated profitably.
With modern high-strength material and powerful lightweight
engines, the rigid airship would not be plagued with the fragility
responsible for so many tragedies. However, the expense of first
building a facility to construct such large objects, and then designing
and constructing the airships, would be prohibitive unless a good
financial return were assured.
If there is a prolonged energy shortage in the future, it is possible
that airships, or modified lifting-body airships, could become
economical. The lifting-gas would carry most of the weight—
theoretically, there is no limit to the lift of a dirigible—
while aerodynamic lift would make the airship more controllable.
The engines would provide the forward speed, instead of both the lift
and the speed as in an aeroplane, thus expending less fuel. These
lifting-body airships would be much faster than the earlier airships.
So, while it is improbable, it is not impossible that Kipling's vision
could be fulfilled, and that the 21st century skies could be filled with
fast airships carrying passengers, cargo, and perhaps even the night
mail.

NOTE ON THE ILLUSTRATION OPPOSITE
An artist's impression of a "Dynairship", a suggested new concept of aircraft, being a
combined airship and aeroplane with a deltoid aerobody. Here it is imagined in a
remote air-to-surface refuelling and support role. [With acknowledgment to the
Aereon Corporation, Princeton, New Jersey, whose design this is.]

A VARIANT OF "TRANSHIPPING TO SUBMERSIBLES IN THE ICE-PACK", 2000 A.D.? [see Note opposite]
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SOMETHING OF HIMSELF
by C. L. NICHOLSON

[This is the sixth in our series of notes of reminiscence by Miss Cecily Nicholson,
formerly Kipling's Private Secretary. Miss Nicholson has direct recollections of close
personal involvement with Kipling's family on the occasion of his final illness and
death. We are very glad to publish her account. — Ed.]

Mr and Mrs Kipling went abroad to a warmer climate every winter,
for most of January and February. In 1936 they were in London on
their way to the south of France when Mr Kipling was taken seriously
ill. He was rushed to hospital but died a few days later, on 18 January,
three days before King George V.
During the few days between Mr Kipling's being taken ill and his
death, Burwash village was swarming with reporters trying to extract
stories from anyone in the village, by fair means—and some much
less fair. They pestered me to distraction. One man went to the Rector,
who said he could tell him nothing about Mr Kipling, and advised
him to go and see the Secretary at Bateman's, to which the reporter
said, "You don't know her". The Rector said he did.
I was sent for, to go to London, on the day Mr Kipling died, and I
stayed with Mrs Kipling at Brown's Hotel for a number of weeks. Mrs
Bambridge was also with her Mother until after the funeral. Mrs
Kipling was completely exhausted by her days of anxiety and grief,
but the only sign I saw of a crack in her self-control was when she was
shown a tribute from the Bateman's farm and garden workers: this
was a hand-picked bunch of "Oak, and Ash, and Thorn". 1
It had been arranged that Mr Kipling's ashes should be interred in
Poets' Corner in Westminster Abbey. My main task was to send out
some seven hundred invitations to the funeral service, with which I
had help from Captain Bambridge. The switchboard operators at
Brown's Hotel coped manfully with hundreds of calls. As I remember
it, the telephone never stopped ringing—many calls coming from
newspapers asking questions that were impossible to answer at that
stage, e.g. how much money had Mr Kipling left?2
My chief support during those days came from Sir Edward KnappFisher,3 the official of the Abbey in whose hands were all the
arrangements for the service. He was the most kindly, helpful man,
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who came to see me every day to ask what help I needed. On the day
before Mr Kipling's funeral he apologised for coming rather late,
explaining that he had been rather busy arranging for the Lying-inState of King George V's body. I was deeply touched by his having
found time to come and see me at all.
But even those days had their lighter moments. Mrs Kipling had
invited an old friend who rejoiced in the splendid name of FieldMarshal Sir Archibald Montgomery-Massingberd4 to be a pallbearer. A flustered young A.D.C. rang up to say that the FieldMarshal would be delighted to be a pall-bearer: I hadn't the heart to
say honoured would be more appropriate. And the Archbishop of
Canterbury asked through a Chaplain if there would be a seat for
him. I thought that if the Archbishop of Canterbury couldn't go to
Westminster Abbey when he wanted to, I didn't know who could. But
apparently he had to be invited.
Westminster Abbey was packed for the funeral service, which was
most impressive, especially the singing of "Recessional". To give an
indication of the many spheres of activity Mr Kipling's life had
touched, the pall-bearers were the Prime Minister (Stanley Baldwin);
an Admiral (Sir Roger Keyes); a General; the Master of Magdalene
College, Cambridge; Professor J. W. Mackail of Oxford; Sir Fabian
Ware of the War Graves Commission; H. A. Gwynne, Editor of the
Morning Post; and A. P. Watt, his literary agent—all old friends.
When we came out, the streets were already lined by hundreds of
people awaiting the arrival of the King's body. The days I had spent in
London since Mr Kipling's death had been so exhausting that I was
unable to see any of the ceremonies connected with the King's death;
all I saw, from a window in Brown's Hotel, was the helmets and
lances of the mounted troops as they processed along Piccadilly.
I cannot now remember how long we stayed in London, but it was
several weeks. I used to go to Bateman's once a week to pay the
wages, etc., but otherwise I was fully occupied helping Mrs Kipling to
deal with the hundreds of letters of condolence she had received,
including one from Queen Mary. She could not of course reply to all
letters personally, for many were from unknown admirers of Mr
Kipling's works, but each was sent a printed acknowledgment. One
task I particularly recall was going to sign the Condolence Books at
Marlborough House and Buckingham Palace, where the footman
looked somewhat surprised at my signature of Mrs Rudyard Kipling.

NOTES [continued overleaf]
1.

From "A Tree Song" (Puck of Pook's Hilt).

22

THE

KIPLING

JOURNAL

March 1982

2.

The Times, 7 April 1936, reported his estate as £155.228 gross (and outlined his
will). In fact, that figure is dwarfed by the great wealth he had built up in his
lifetime earning a million pounds, investing with care, and transferring before
his death very large sums to his daughter. See Appendix4 ("Kipling's Earnings")
in C. E. Carrington's Rudyard Kipling. 3rd edn (Macmillan. 1978).

3.

Sir Edward Knapp-Fisher (1864-1940). Educated at Westminster School,
admitted a Solicitor 1887. Receiver General. Custodian and Chapter Clerk of
Westminster Abbey 1917-38.

4.

Field-Marshal Sir Archibald Montgomery-Massingberd, G.C.B.. K.C.M.G.
(1871-1947). He had a distinguished record in the Boer War and First World
War, and after a series of senior staff appointments was Chief of the Imperial
General Staff 1933-36. A friend of Kipling's since the Boer War.

"GIVE HIM HONOUR, MY LORDS!"
by J. GRANT MACDONALD
[In the preceding article Miss Nicholson, from a close and intimate standpoint, tells of
some of the events that followed the death of Kipling in London on 18 January 1936. .In
the article below, a Canadian of the same generation describes the sense of loss that
communicated itself to him with particular force, over the wireless in rural Quebec
that night.
Grant Macdonald, now living in retirement in Ottawa, has spent much of his life in
the practicalities of a family business in the paper-manufacturing industry in Quebec.
He was brought up in academic surroundings and read to from his earliest childhood.
Among the writers to whom he was thus introduced was Kipling, for whom he has
retained a strong and enduring admiration.— Ed.]

Back in the mid-thirties I was living in a small rural community about
thirty-five miles west of Quebec City. We were just fighting our way
out of the Depression. In midwinter we had only the railroad to get us
out to Quebec or Montreal.
Radio was well-established, but was feeling its way. A programme
a lot of us listened for was a weekly C.B.C. one reviewing books—of
general interest to a lot of people for whom reading played a big part
in passing the long evenings. Our house seldom missed that
programme; and after dinner that January evening the announcer
came on with the regular introduction.
But when the reviewer came on there was a change. He told us that
only a short time before, he had been handed a news report. Rudyard
Kipling had died.
Accordingly he would not go on with his prepared review, but
instead would talk about Kipling and his work. For twenty-odd
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minutes he sketched the general Kipling story, with comments on his
own favourites, and why he felt that something real was gone from
English letters.
With just a few moments to go, he asked his listeners a question,
something like this:- In all the great variety and great volume of
Kipling's work, what would you describe as the best thing he ever wrote?
He went on to say that he knew what the reply was sure to be, from
a certain person whose opinion he valued—namely that nowhere in
Kipling was there anything better than the description of the homage
by the great Machua Appa to Little Toomai in The Jungle Book—
What never man has seen he has seen through the long night,
and the favour of the elephant-folk and of the Gods of the
Jungles is with him—
and the Salute to him that the head tracker commanded from the
elephants themselves—
Give him honour, my lords! Salaam karo, my children!
In conclusion the reviewer quoted the last paragraph of the story:
But it was all for the sake of Little Toomai, who had seen what
man had never seen before—the dance of the elephants at night
and alone in the heart of the Garo hills!
What seemed like a very long silence followed. Then, with a real
feeling for the dramatic, the announcer said only "Goodnight, from
the C.B.C.", and pulled the switch.
I sat there completely overwhelmed, for the broadcaster was my
father, and mine was the opinion he said he valued. I still read that
story from time to time, and my opinion has not changed.

"THE FULL SALUTE— THE CRASHING TRUMPET-PEAL"
Lockwood Kipling's chapter-heading decoration for "Toomai of the Elephants"
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THAT'S FOR REMEMBRANCE
Stuart Morris's drawing opposite, published in the Seattle Sunday
Times with the title "When Earth's Last Picture is Painted" [Envoi
to The Seven Seas] was one of many tributes of respect that reflected
popular regret when Kipling's death was announced.
Though this reaction was wholly due to affection for Kipling's
writings (his personality being largely unknown to the common
reader), in some sophisticated literary circles his death, though a
matter of note, gave rise to no such sense of loss. His indisputable
talent and versatility had throughout his life ensured that he was
never without admirers among intellectuals, but he had so
conspicuously turned his back on the literary world as such, and held
with such tenacity to values that had become old-fashioned, that he
had long seemed irrelevant to the avant-garde. In that quarter it was
no recommendation that Kipling's sales had held up well, betokening
wide popularity and making him very wealthy: this qualified him for
the epithet vulgar, to which might be added reactionary for his
generally conservative approach, and brutal for the realism of his
earlier writing on military and naval themes.
Actually, any critic who studied Kipling's works was bound to
concede their immense variety and skill: they defied categorisation.
But Kipling was vulnerable on other counts than literary merit. In
that uneasy "long weekend" between the Wars, the Victorian gospel
of work had fallen from favour, the optimism of science had turned
sour, traditional standards were in retreat. In particular, for
numerous liberal-minded, iconoclastic and self-consciously modern
writers and critics who had much influence upon highbrow opinion
at that time, imperialism was a dubious ideal, slipping into disrepute.
The sense of Empire unity and responsibility which had been a
hallmark of Kipling's earlier writing was for them now overlaid by a
blighting new consciousness of disillusion and embarrassment. The
label of imperialist, carrying a disapproving overtone that distracted
attention from more considered judgments upon the writer's eminent
artistry, stuck to Kipling, and proved the most adhesive label of all.
Malcolm Muggeridge1 later wrote a characteristic passage about
Kipling's death in The Thirties [Hamish Hamilton, 1940], a brilliant

'LOVED AND RESPECTED BY THE WORLD'
An obituary cartoon published in Seattle and reproduced in a Vancouver newspaper

and ironic survey of a decade, a book in which shrewd perception,
keen wit and evident compassion adorn every page, marred only by
the writer's addiction to paradox, reluctance to express approval of
anyone, air of knowingness, and intermittently defective taste.
"Imperialism," wrote Muggeridge, "once so strident, has found a
precarious disguise in mandated territory, and India resounds with
imported parliamentary eloquence. With that strange aptness which
trivial events sometimes have, when Kipling's coffin arrived at
Golders Green to be cremated, the crematorium was still littered
with red flags and other revolutionary insignia taken there in honour
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of Saklatvala, a wealthy Parsee and former Communist Member of
Parliament for Battersea, whose cremation had just taken place.2
The strains of the Internationale had scarcely died away when the
corpse of the inventor of the White Man's Burden was consigned to
flames which had lately consumed the mortal remains of
Saklatvala."
Whether or not Muggeridge's evaluation is of consequence in any
appraisal of Kipling's stature, it is significant that it was Kipling's
political symbolism that far outweighed his literary attributes in the
mind of that light-weight but sophisticated observer. "The fact" (he
wrote in the same book) "that in contemporary warfare the home
front is as perilous as any other, has certainly led to an abatement in
martial ardour among those who formerly had a reasonable
expectation that their lives would be regarded as too precious to be
endangered. Kipling's popularity has waned as air-raids have
become more dangerous, and Imperialism lost much of its appeal
since Piccadilly Circus became an outpost of empire. Few take
pleasure in reading about, for instance, the British conquest of India,
when doing so only serves to recall episodes which were glamorous
until their like in Abyssinia and elsewhere threatened a European
war and a possible bombardment of London."
It is refreshing to turn from these corrosive political part-truths to
an authoritative obituary published in Punch on 29 January 1936,
written by one who had known Kipling well, Charles Graves.3 Its
stated aim was "to illustrate the qualities he revealed in tête-à-tête
talks and correspondence. In company or with strangers he was shy
and rather angular. When you were alone with him, he was the most
exhilarating of companions, radiating vitality, goodwill and interest
in the other man and his concerns. He would occasionally recite
poems which he never published, but he was never egotistic. He never
betrayed any jealousy of his contemporaries. Nothing gave
him greater pleasure than to recognise the talent of young writers. He
had a great admiration for the Green Days and Blue Days of Mr.
Patrick Chalmers,4 and was delighted by a set of verses on the smell
of breakfast bacon, which appeared during the War and of which he
said that in no other country in the world could they have been
written at such a time. His admiration of Punch as an institution was
unfailing, and he apparently read every copy from cover to cover..."
In an obituary article in the Sunday Times of 19 January 1936,
Desmond MacCarthy5 discussed the enigma of Kipling's idiosyncratic style, a style which, "while loved by the unliterary, often
irritated the literary because the aim of his virtuosity was always a
violent precision. His adjectives and phrases start from the page. He
forced you first and foremost to see, to hear, to touch, to smell... It

'THE SINGER OF EMPIRE'
A cartoon by L. Raven-Hill, a prolific artist with Punch from 1896 to 1935, which
accompanied the very readable obituary article by Charles Graves in that magazine's
special King George V Memorial Number, 29 January 1936.
[with acknowledgments to Punch]
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seems on the face of it strange that an author who is sometimes
difficult, an author who must be read slowly, who was so
tremendously concentrated and was latterly elliptical, should have
continued to appeal to non-literary readers. Kipling is a writer whose
phrases must be allowed to soak a moment in the mind before they
expand, as those little Japanese pellets do which blossom into flowers
only when they have lain awhile on the surface of a cup of water."
The Times, on 20 January 1936, treated Kipling's death as the
passing of a national figure of the first class, both in a main news item
and in a long and magisterial obituary notice, in which he was
strikingly described as "one of the most forcible minds of our time".
But the impact of his death was lessened by the intense prevailing
interest in King George V's grave illness. Even the great occasion of
an Abbey burial (and the rarity of this honour for a literary
man—Irving in 1905 and Hardy in 1928 being cited by The Times as
the only precedents this century) was overshadowed by the King's
death on 21 January. That the two men, national symbols in their
different ways, close friends in later life, sharing certain robust
attitudes and simple traits of character, should have died almost
simultaneously, at the same age, seemed a notable coincidence. As
one writer to The Times was to put it, "The King has taken his
trumpeter with him".

1.

M. MUGGERIDGE, born 1903. Journalist, broadcaster, writer, publicist.
Before the Second World War, variously on the editorial staff of the Manchester
Guardian, the Calcutta Statesman and the Evening Standard. After the War,
with the Daily Telegraph, then Editor of Punch, 1953-57. Author of several
books.

2.

SHAPURJI SAKLATVALA, born in Bombay 1874. A Parsee, member of the
Tata family which built up a great position in commerce and industry. In England
had an active career in radical politics. Communist M.P. for North Battersea
from 1924-29. Died 16 January 1936.

3.

C. L. GRAVES (1856-1944). Assistant Editor, Spectator, 1899-1917. With
Punch, 1902-36, Assistant Editor, 1928-36. Author of several books.
Collaborated with Kipling, also Professor A. D. Godley, Ronald Knox and Allan
Ramsey, in producing The Fifth Book of Horace's Odes,1920.

4.

P. R. CHALMERS, died 1942. A banker (Mercantile Bank of India), and the
author of many books on field sports and related themes.

5.

Sir DESMOND MacCARTHY (1877-1952). Author, essayist, literary critic,
Variously, Editor of Life and Letters, a regular contributor to the Sunday Times,
and President of the English P.E.N. Club. Knighted 1951.

AN A YAH IN VICTORIAN BOMBAY
An extract from Behind the Bungalow by "Eha" (E. H. Aitken), illustrated by F. C.
Macrae. This was a well-known collection of satirical articles, sometimes patronising
but often perceptive, on the expatriate view of servants and the background of
domestic life in Bombay. First printed in the Times of India, they were repeatedly
republished in book form between 1889 and the 1930s.
The Victorian middle-class practice of relegating small children to the nursery often
meant, in India, relegating them to the servants in general and the ayah in particular.
For many children, the influence of a devoted ayah was subtly profound and probably
beneficial (except perhaps in encouraging self-importance). In Kipling's case, affection
for his ayah comes through vividly in "Baa Baa, Black Sheep" (Wee Willie Winkie),
"The Potted Princess" (Uncollected Prose, Sussex Edition,), and Something of Myself.
It was part of that early bright memory of a blissful Bombay childhood, which was an
essential ingredient in the maturing of his imagination.
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A BOX-WALLAH'S INDIA
by LORD FERRIER

[In our last issue (p 45) we briefly reported the Society's Annual Luncheon, held in
November 1981. Our Guest of Honour, whose speech we have pleasure in reproducing
below, was the Right Hon. Lord Ferrier, E.D., D.L.
Victor Ferrier Noel-Paton was born in Edinburgh in 1900, son of a senior official of
the Government of India, sometime Director-General of Commercial Intelligence.
After education at Cargilfield and the Edinburgh Academy, and service in the Royal
Engineers in 1918-19, he went to India and from 1920-51 built a distinguished career in
commerce and politics in Bombay.
During this time he rose to the management and chairmanship of various
companies, became President of the Bombay Chamber of Commerce, and was a
member of the Bombay Legislative Council. He also served for most of this period in
the Indian Auxiliary Force, and held the rank of Major. He was an Honorary A.D.C.
to the Governor of Bombay. In 1932 he married Joane Mary, daughter of Sir Gilbert
Wiles, K.C.I.E., C.S.I.; they have a son and three daughters.
In 1958 he was raised to the peerage as Baron Ferrier of Culter, and he was later a
Deputy Speaker and a Chairman of Committees in the House of Lords. He is a Deputy
Lieutenant for Lanarkshire, and a member of the Royal Company of Archers. He cites
his recreations as "field sports", but he is also as active a member of the Kipling Society
as his residence in Scotland, and his other commitments, permit.—Ed]

THE SPEECH

My task is to propose that we toast 'the unfading genius of Rudyard
Kipling'. I do so with some trepidation. In fact, I'm reminded of an
Indian who once sat beside me in an aircraft taking off from Bombay.
When we were airborne I said, "Well, how do you like it?" He said,
"Sir, there is at least some sensation of uneasiness!" [Laughter.]
Lovely! And now I've got started I'm feeling better.
I put my name up to John Shearman a year or two ago, because I
felt that as I approached what Kipling called the "turnstiles of the
night" my daemon urged me to make a contribution to the Society out
of the thoughts that have arisen in my mind, springing as they do
from a lifelong devotion to the bard and his work, and many years
spent in India almost in his footsteps.
Exactly a hundred years ago Lockwood Kipling and his talented
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wife planned that their fifteen-year-old son should come out to
Lahore the next year to join the Civil and Military Gazette, which he
did in 1882. That was a hundred years ago. Eighty years ago I was
carried ashore in the arms of my nurse to Bombay. The years do go
by, don't they! [Laughter & applause.]
Now, I've never been repelled by Kipling and his writing, as some
people have been. Rather the reverse, as I think most people are. I
believe that there is a stirring, a resurgence of respect and recognition
of him and his work, by most thinking people who do not confuse
vigour and virility and vitality with vulgarity—which they seem to
mix up somehow, because Kipling was never vulgar.
In music hall terms, however, I think that my 'turn' requires a
backdrop. It is of the India that I know that I propose to speak. I am
not a man of letters, and it is the box-wallah's India I talk of. (I notice
that of all the biographers it is our President who uses the term boxwallah—referring to the unofficial Europeans in india.) Well, you
want the backdrop, because it is of India I speak, and box-wallah's
India, and nevertheless part of "The White Man's Burden"—
But toil of serf and sweeper—
The tale of common things.
I have been reminded that Voltaire said, "The secret of being boring
is to leave nothing out". [Laughter.] I am taking that hint and will try
to suppress the old Blimp's tendency to reminisce.
I was a typical Anglo-Indian child. My earliest memories are of
Bombay ("Royal and Dower-royal, I the Queen...", as Kipling
described the city of his birth), and I was, like R.K., a bumptious boy.
My nurse told me in later years that I proposed marriage to her at the
age of four, and I sent a syce to the bazaar to buy the requisite ring.
However, my father was transferred to Calcutta and the Simla
circuit, so I remember the laying of the foundation stone of the
Victoria Memorial in Calcutta. This to me is a musical memory,
oddly enough, because from the haze of uniforms and cloth-of-gold
and pageantry emerges the lilt of "God Bless the Prince of Wales"
composed by Brinley Richards, which, thank God, we hear a lot
nowadays and hope we'll hear for some time to come.
In Simla I remember riding my pony to dame-school and chatting
with a tall figure on horseback beside me, to whom I often spoke.
Later my mother found out that this in fact was Lord Minto the
Viceroy, whose ride in the morning came near my route to school,
and who seemed to think that a bumptious boy was rather fun.
However, that ended; and home again by P. & O., but not, not, to a
"House of Desolation" as Kipling found himself, but a corner of a
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happy family where the spell woven by R. K. began to work upon
me—"Land of our Birth, we pledge to thee ...", and "Our England is
a garden ...", and
While better men than we go out and start their working lives
At grubbing weeds from gravel-paths with broken dinner-knives
and so on. Boy Scouts and the Wolf Pack. Readings round the fire.
There was no radio, nothing of that sort, we read aloud. My uncle and
aunt read aloud to us from the Jungle Books and Puck of Pook's Hill.
And there was a round wood which we called the Roman Camp, and
Hadrian's Wall was often in our minds. No television. No radio. Even
no gramophone—we hadn't got a gramophone. I'll never forget my
uncle's face when he opened the Scotsman and cried out that the
Titanic had been sunk! Do you realise that in those days that was the
way the news came?
My father died when I was fourteen, so I early learned
Never the lotos closes, never the wild-fowl wake,
But a soul goes out on the East Wind that died for England's sake.
And so on, through school to the Army, and through the ranks to a
commission. The Armistice (I didn't go overseas, I was just too
young), and then a City office, and out again at the age of twenty to
Bombay.
When the Lord Chancellor was asked in the House of Lords about
Queen Catherine's dowry he replied " 'Tis but a paltry island, within a
little distance of Brazil". [Laughter.] Pepys; in his Diary, recorded
that "The Portugalls have choused us in the Island of Bombay". Little
did they know that Ptolemy's Heptonesia would become one large
and populous island, with a population far greater than that of
Scotland. But
Cities and Thrones and Powers
Stand in Time's eye,
Almost as long as flowers,
Which daily die.
My East India merchants' firm had turned to industrial
development and. to my good fortune, we had ramifications upcountry and as far afield as the North-West Frontier Province. After
being despatched home ill with malaria, and returning recovered, I
was back again. And don't 1 know what Kipling describes in
Something of Myself: "the taste of fever in one's mouth and the buzz
of quinine in one's ears"! I may say that the buzz of quinine is still in

MASTER VICTOR NOEL-PA TON (LA TER. LORD FERRIER) RIDING IN SIMLA. 1906

34

THE KIPLING JOURNAL

March 1982

my ears even though I haven't taken a grain for half a century.
Well, I seemed to gravitate, possibly as an ex-Sapper, to the North,
to the Punjab, so I found myself in the footsteps of our immortal
bard. The Grand Trunk Road from Allahabad to the Khyber I
knew—but of course one must remember that in his day there weren't
motor-cars (though he tried his best after he came home to see that
they started), and I got about like anything, covering thousands of
miles and rubbing shoulders with all manner of folk. I saw irrigation
works and the barrage and hydro-power schemes and developments
that had burgeoned from the thinking of Kipling's contemporaries,
as they were taking shape.
Even as I knew it, it was a little difficult to imagine what life was
like in his day, without even a radio—which meant so much to us in
the Second World War when we did eight years without leave. I
remember, in I think 1927, when the trunk telephone line was opened
between Lahore and Bombay. I rushed with great urgent enthusiasm
to ring my office, and on hearing the well-known voice of our
telephone clerk I said, "It's Mr Paton here".
"No, Sir," he said, "he's in Lahore."
I said, "No, but I'm in Lahore".
"Yes, Sir, that's right, he's in Lahore."
And so, being a Scot, I rang off and complained to the Post Office.
[Laughter.] Then we started again.
That's the sort of frustration which one had to learn to face, in
one's dealings in the shiny. And I think—all the more, when we think
of the differences—we must wonder at Rudyard Kipling's grasp and
understanding of affairs, such as is illustrated—I feel thrillingly—by
his poem "One Viceroy Resigns: Lord Dufferin to Lord Lansdowne"
[1888]. For someone who knows the Provinces to which he refers, it is
fantastic that so young a fellow could have written such a thing.
How I wish he had been at hand to apply his mind and talents to the
great changes which followed—the Morley-Minto reforms; the
Montagu-Chelmsford reforms; the Round Table Conference; the
emergence of the National Congress (of which he didn't think much)
as a real power, which it was of course in my day. What would he have
thought of the young box-wallahs in Bombay who created a dinner
club with the object of entertaining Indian politicians on release from
prison? [Laughter.] Which is what we did, and we took turns at being
Chairman. I had the satisfaction of being Chairman when we
entertained Jawaharlal Nehru and his frail and charming wife, the
mother of the present Prime Minister of India. What would Kipling
have thought of it? We can only wonder, and give praise and thanks
for the way in which he used his Indian experiences as a springboard
for his developing talents as a world prophet. What would he have
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thought of Pakistan? Of partition—alas, alas, the end of a dream that
he dreamed? Of the break-up of the Empire and all that it meant to
him in terms of service to humankind?
One fortuitous experience I had in Old Delhi, when I went to the
Legislative Assembly which had been created after the first reforms. I
went to the Gallery, and watched Sir Malcolm Hailey crossing verbal
swords with Pandit Moti Lal Nehru, Jawaharlal's father. It was my
first experience of any Parliamentary arrangement, and I think it was
a very good one, because they were wonderful—brilliant, both of
them, brilliant repartee and command of English. Of course, Moti
Lal was a famous speaker, and as a matter of fact (I couldn't have
dreamed it at that time) I was to sit in the House of Lords with Lord
Hailey (now the late Lord Hailey, I regret to say).
I once did a stint in the Bombay Legislative Council, and was as
usual talking about roads and cement and things like that, and I
remember one Mahratta member who began his speech by saying,
"In the District from which I come there is one road, but it is a
hundred foot road!"
And somebody said, "What! Is it a hundred foot wide?"
He said, "No, it is a hundred foot long!" [Laughter.] And he was
right: it ran from the Collector's bungalow to the Gymkhana Club.
[Laughter.]
But curiously enough it was a thrill to me to be concerned with the
production of Portland Cement—if you can believe it—and, if you
think it out, its contribution to civilisation is very very vast. As a bulk
product it simply was not available in Kipling's day, when buildings
were bound with lime mortar. What would the Soldiers Three have
thought of road-building in the tribal areas, such as goes on
today—and which is only rendered possible by modern materials?
The Army I knew was largely the Indian Army. In Bombay our
unit was the Bombay Light Horse, which was an Auxiliary Force
internal security unit, roughly the equivalent of the Yeomanry today,
for local defence. But in fact the Light Horse units were officerproducing ones, and I remember (we had a strength of about 120) that
we eventually sent more than two hundred potential officers to the
Army before the Second World War was over.
Of the British Regiments I knew very little, though I did an
attachment to the 4/7th Dragoon Guards in '23 or '24, but it was the
Indian Army that I knew best. Thomas Atkins was really very little
known to me, though I had a curious experience once when I was in a
train, and I saw a Corporal standing, surrounded by all the riffraff. I
went out and I said, "Are you all right, Corporal?"
He said, "No, Sir!"
I said, "What are you looking for?"
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He said, "I've got to go to Jhansi. Where's Jhansi?"
Well, it was about three hundred miles to Jhansi, and I told him
that, and popped him into my compartment with his kit, and it was
two hours before we stopped again, and we talked. He was just one of
the type of Thomas Atkins Kipling knew and understood so well. He
was in tears as a matter of fact when he described how he'd said
goodbye to his horses, his two horses, and he'd said goodbye to his
mate, and they'd got a bottle of whisky and they'd gone and drunk it
in the river bed, and when they came to they found that the locals had
only left them their topees [Laughter.] and they had to run back to
barracks wearing nothing else and got into frightful trouble. But he
described the manoeuvrings which went on in the Orderly Room so as
to be sure that he didn't lose his stripe before he went on pension a few
days later. He was straight out of Soldiers Three.
Really, it's difficult to remember today the Trunk Road and what it
meant in Kipling's time—and before, before the railway, when it was
the only route between Peshawar and Allahabad. "Route Marchin' "
describes it very well (and incidentally my father, who was very
musical, wrote a terribly good tune for it. Fifteen miles a day, day
after day—wonderful!). I remember being in Lahore—I was going on
manoeuvres with my Regiment, it was a big gathering of troops
from all over India—and I heard the pipes (first time I'd heard a pipe
band and a brass band playing together) coming down the Mall in
Lahore with the Rajputana Rifles, who had done two marches—thirty
miles—that day because they wanted to be in Lahore a day early so as
to play hockey. [Laughter.] That's the sort of chaps they were. And of
course the motor vehicle has made all the difference to that way of
life, though after Kipling's time, for some years, before the
bituminous surface arrived, the dust was absolutely impenetrable.
Others can tell you of the irrigation problems; of locusts; of the
disappointment that the Punjab never became the wheat-bowl of
Asia (which was in the minds of those who originated the irrigation,
and certainly was in the mind of my father when he was working in
the Government of India); of the romance of the railways; of rural
electricity; of the elimination of smallpox and plague... But I must
remember what Voltaire said, mustn't I? [Laughter.]
I could yarn away about the sea voyages; and about Kipling's
remarkable dash home from Lahore in December 1891 and January
1892—fourteen days from Lahore to London, wasn't it?—which was
just about as fast as it could be done until the aeroplane came in. And
of course one loves "The 'Mary Gloster'" and "The Ballad of the
'Bolivar'", and
Some damned Liner's lights go by like a grand hotel—

"WHERE THE WORLD-END STEAMERS WAIT" : THE GATEWAY OF INDIA, 1928
Troops including the Bombay Light Horse (white tunics) parading for the arrival in Bombay of King Amanullah of Afghanistan, en route from
Karachi to London. Lord Ferrier recalls the annoyance of all ranks at being kept on parade for an excessive time by the inconsiderate dilatoriness
of the royal party in coming ashore.
The Gateway of India, though modelled on 17th century Gujarat architecture, is modern, commemorating the landing of King George V and
Queen Mary at Bombay in 1911 before their Coronation Durbar at Delhi.
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isn't that what he describes the crew of the Bolivar seeing? Then the
recollection, which you never get now, of the steady throb of
McAndrew's reciprocating engines—I pick from "McAndrew's
Hymn"—
They're all awa' ! True beat, full power, the clangin' chorus goes...
What romance they all spelled!
I could bumble on about all sorts of problems—the Clubs; weekly
mail from Home, and what that meant; the importance of the
illustrated papers (no cinematographs, far less talkies); the
importance of the Press at the time; the Government House set-up;
the Durbars and the pageantry, which meant so much to our Indian
friends. And here, in this country, I could burble on about the
Beefsteak Club, of which I am a member, where Kipling is still
remembered. My sister for years was a friend of Trix (Alice) Kipling,
Trix Fleming as she was. But I must leave these out and stop, with one
or two small anecdotes.
For instance, I had the pleasure, thanks to this Society, of
acquaintance with Mrs Bambridge, and a very pleasant association it
was. On one occasion at Wimpole we were going along the
bookshelves, when she took Kim out and said, "Have a look at that".
So I opened it, and there was nothing in it. It was a little empty box.
She said, "What do you think of that?"
I said, "I don't know".
She then told me this story. Early in the First War Kipling received
a copy of Kim with a German bullet in it. A poilu had had it in his
breast pocket, and he had sent it to Kipling and said, "I don't suppose
I'll survive this war, so you should have this copy of Kim". Kipling
wrote back and said, "If you do survive the war, and have a son, let
me know, and you shall have it back". And that is what happened! In
about 1919 he got a letter from the poilu. He sent back the Kim. That
shell, beautifully bound in red leather and gold, there's no book in it.
I wonder if any of you Pandits know where those books have gone
from Wimpole? Are they in Sussex University? [C. E. Carrington:
Mostly in Sussex University.] Well, I think it would be rather fun to
check my story, but I can assure you that is what she told me. I think
that's a good note to give you.
And I remember a series of negotiations with the hill-owners up
there on the Frontier once, when we had frightful trouble about
arranging quarrying rights. We got a Hindu lawyer to prepare an
Agreement, and I went into 'Pindi to have a look at it, and he showed
me, and it was incomprehensible!
I said, "My dear Babu-ji, I can't understand this!"
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"They want to be wague", he said. "We will be wery wague!"
[Laughter & applause.]
And I think I'm right in saying that Agreement went into the safe,
where it remained for many years, absolutely undisturbed.
In the course of my recent researches I've come across two items
which may be of interest to the Society. One is that when the question
arose about Kipling being buried in Westminster Abbey there was a
fuss by some unreasonable people, to suggest that it wasn't quite
right. One of the people consulted was the Provost of Eton, and he
wrote "certainly he should". He described him as "the Prophet of two
generations".
Another item I came across was when a spiritualist asked him if he
would like to communicate with his dead son. Kipling replied saying,
"The curtain is too tightly drawn for us to try to lift it".
Ladies and gentlemen, I trust I haven't bored you. I only hope that
I have pleased you, as I have enjoyed paying what I believe to be a
debt to the great man's memory, and to the memory of a land and
people that he loved. The Almighty is very merciful, and looking back
over the years one forgets the trials that tortured "Paget, M.P.",
forgets the separations and the heartbreaks, the disappointments and
even the triumphs—and remembers only the people and the colours,
the sunshine and the stars.

[Lord Ferrier then proposed the traditional Toast; after which Mr C. E. Carrington
proposed a Vote of Thanks, recorded below.]

CHARLES CARRINGTON'S VOTE OF THANKS

You won't wish me to make a speech in answer to this story of
Kipling's India. There are few people left living who could give us
such an account as we have heard today, and it would be absurd for
me to try to add to it.
About Kim, I hope that that empty box is in the University of
Sussex—but I will tell you something about my old friend Elsie
Bambridge. She once confessed to me that as a girl she had never read
Kim! Think of this as a family matter. When she was a child, she was
brought up as all of us of her age or mine were, upon Just So Stories
and the Jungle Books. But when she was a growing girl she wasn't
much interested in a story that her father wrote about a boy's
adventures, so she didn't read it. Kim is now very much admired by
the critics. It is often chosen as Kipling's greatest literary success.
[Hear, hear.] But this was not so once upon a time. It used to be
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written down as an adventure book for boys, and was sneered at by
the critics, and also by big girls—it wasn't a book for girls to read.
[Laughter.]
I have been to India, but only in middle age, and I cannot pretend
or dare to make any comment on what Anglo-Indian life was like in
the world which we have just heard described. But once in America an
American friend, a well-informed man, said to me, "How unhappy
you will be in India, where the people all hate the British so!" I can
only say that I travelled all over India and Pakistan, meeting nothing
but friendship.
I happened to be in Calcutta when the process of Independence was
drawing to a close, and when the great Fort William, the strongest
fortress in the world as it once was, built by Clive in the eighteenth
century, was handed over from the British to the Indian Army. The
British Brigadier who was going to do the handover showed me
round the Fort, which I had never seen before. I found it full of the
most interesting war memorials, of famous fights of the Anglo-Indian
Army.
I said, "Ought not these memorials to be taken home and put in
Westminster Abbey? I'm going back to England: shall I try to start
something about rescuing them before they are degraded and
despised and destroyed?"
The Brigadier said, "No! Tomorrow this garrison is going to be
relieved, a typical garrison relief such as has always happened once a
year. I shall be handing over the command to my very good friend
Brigadier (and he mentioned the name). We served in the war
together, and were at Sandhurst together, and he will respect these
memorials just as much as I do." [Hear, hear.]
I'm glad to find that the Brigadier gave the right answer.
I won't worry you any longer, except to thank you, and to thank
Lord Ferrier very much for entertaining us so much. I sometimes
wonder why it was that Kipling put all that behind him, "long ago and
far away". He went to India for the last time in 1891. He never again
set foot East of Suez. In 1899 he wrote his valediction to British India,
Kim, and it took a long time (as we've already noticed) for Kim to be
recorded as a great work of art. Why did Kipling never go back to
India? Why did he never talk to his daughter about it? Why did he
turn his mind to the things that interested his later life? I find this
curious and a little unexplained. I can't quite account for it. I fancy
that Carrie Kipling didn't want to go.
However, it is Kipling's India that we have been thinking of today,
and it was that which first put Kipling on the map.
[To Lord Ferrier.] Thank you very much, Sir. [Applause.]
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BOOK REVIEW
MR. KIPLING'S ARMY by Byron Farwell (Norton, New York, 1981;
256pp; illus.; $13.95). Published simultaneously in Canada by
McLeod, Toronto. Published in Britain by Allen Lane/Penguin at
£8.50 with the title FOR QUEEN AND COUNTRY.

If Mr. Kipling's Army had to be described in just one word, that word
would have to be delightful. This book will not only be enjoyed by the
British and by Anglophiles, but it should create some additional
Anglophiles.
This social history provides fascinating insights into the foibles and
fancies of the Victorian British Army that played such a pivotal role
in the expansion of the British Empire. The soldiers that Rudyard
Kipling celebrated in story and poem are brought to life by Byron
Farwell's very readable exposition of all aspects of their daily
existence.
Those of you who have read Byron Farwell's Queen Victoria's
Little Wars—and if you haven't you should—will find this book of
special interest since your appetites have already been whetted.
The book is organised, not chronologically as an historical
narrative, but by the various aspects of military life. Among the
chapter titles are "Regimental Customs"; "Officers and Gentlemen";
"Other Ranks: Beef, Beer and Lust"; "Words and Music"; "Drink";
and "The Colonel's Lady and Judy O'Grady".
This arrangement has two major advantages. One, it makes the
book a useful reference when information on a specific topic is
required. Second, it makes the book ideal for the bedside table or for
the guest room, as the chapters can be read individually and need not
be read seriatim.
The heart of the book, and the heart of the British Army, was the
regimental system. Each regiment had its own distinctive uniforms,
its own customs and traditions. Its officers and other ranks would die,
and often did, rather than let down the regiment. A regiment was
more like a community or family than a military unit. Men did not
join the Army, they joined a regiment, and almost always remained in
it throughout their careers. Many families served in the same
regiment for generations. For example, "members of the Adye family
served in uninterrupted succession from 1757 until World War II in
the Royal Regiment of Artillery". This was true for officers and other
ranks as well.

42

THE KIPLING JOURNAL

March 1982

Of the many customs of the individual regiments, one that stands
out is the practice of many cavalry officers to pronounce the letter 'r'
as 'w'. I found that vewy stwange.
But as Byron Farwell says in his Foreword, "The attitudes, beliefs
and prejudices of the officer corps appear arrogant and ridiculous;
yet these British officers were among the bravest of the brave, and
they won wars". For a soldier, that is the bottom line.
DONALD S. LOPEZ
[Mr Lopez is the author of a main article in this present issue, pp 10-19. Mr Farwell is
mentioned on pp 42-43 of the December 1981 issue.—Ed.]

ONE DRY MARTINI OR ANOTHER
by RUFUS W. PECKHAM. Jr.
[On p44 of our last issue a Note headed FIREWATER reported some correspondence in
the Washington Star concerning a schoolboy's assumption that Kipling's 'sloshed you
with Martinis' referred to the cocktail. We now reproduce the text of a letter that Mr
Peckham—a member who is a Washington DC attorney and a firearms expert—wrote
to the Star, but which they did not publish.—Ed.]

The Martini to which Kipling alluded in "Fuzzy Wuzzy" refers not to that delightful
blend of gin and vermouth reputedly invented by a New York bartender in the early
1900s but to the Martini-Henry rifle, a .45 caliber, single shot, falling-block weapon
adopted as the standard British Army rifle in 1871. This was the standard British
service rifle in the various African and Indian wars of bygone colonial days until
replaced in the 1890s by .303 caliber, magazine-fed, bolt-action rifles. A few MartiniHenrys were modified for the .303 cartridge and issued to British Home Guard units
during World War IL
The original Martini-Henry fired a 500-grain lead bullet, at a muzzle velocity of
approximately 1320 feet per second, and delivered a muzzle energy of approximately
1939 pounds per square inch. The Martini-Henry was adequate for its day, but was
rendered obsolete by the development of the Mauser bolt-action, as well as the
development of more powerful smokeless powders which fired smaller bullets at
greatly increased velocities—a far more lethal combination than the relatively
lumbering black-powder-propelled .45 caliber bullet of the Martini-Henry.
Though the Martini-Henry proved more than a match for spears, Kipling's tribute
seems most apt:
So 'ere's to YOU. FUZZY-WUZZY, at your 'ome in the Soudan;
You're a pore benighted 'eathen but a first-class fightin' man.

" 'ERE'S MY CHAPLAIN", SAID ORTHERIS
Ortheris's "chaplain" (shown above, actual size) was the new
military cartridge adopted by Britain in 1871 for the rifle named
after the Swiss inventor of the breech action, F. von Martini, and
the Scottish designer of the barrel, A. Henry. It was from such a
cartridge as this that Mulvaney "worried the bullet out" with his
teeth in "Black Jack" [Soldiers Three] before biting the brass
casing tight again. In another story, "On Greenhow Hill" [Life's
Handicap], Ortheris "made the venomous black-headed bullet
bow like a marionette" in his hand, before using it to snipe "the
deserter of the Aurangabadis", over among the gentians in a
Himalayan valley.
That, moreover, was at 700 yards, which would be a fine shot
with a much more modern weapon. Well might Ortheris smile,
while the big raven flapped out of the pine wood to investigate.
But the era of really accurate long-range rifle fire had just begun.
This had been demonstrated in the Russo-Turkish War of 187778, when Turkish troops using the American Peabody-Martini
(almost identical to the Martini-Henry) inflicted casualties at
ranges even up to 3000 yards—distances that were by previous
standards phenomenal and that make Ortheris's confident
marksmanship at 700 less surprising.
Mr Rufus Peckham supplied these illustrations and much of
the technical data. On the left is the Martini-Henry, not the
cavalry carbine shown in the last issue, but the infantry rifle, over
four feet long without its bayonet, the rifle that won from
Ortheris "an almost passionate devotion". Some of these rifles
still exist, and are still fired, with virtually the same cartridge,
which big game hunters have found to be a reliable stopper of
dangerous quarry at close range. The collector of today
understands the confidence with which the Army of a century
ago regarded the Martini-Henry, confidence commended in
verse to "The Young British Soldier"—
When 'arf of your bullets fly wide in the ditch,
Don't call your Martini a cross-eyed old bitch;
She's human as you are—you treat her as sich,
An' she'll fight for the young British soldier . .
Fight, fight, fight for the soldier,
Fight, fight, fight for the soldier,
Fight, fight, fight for the soldier,
So-oldier of the Queen!
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
SAVOURY INTERLUDES?
From Mr K. Owen, London SE3
Dear Editor,
I wonder whether you saw Stalky & Co. on the box? And if so, what
you—and your readers, and other Kipling aficionados—made of it? I
saw most of the episodes, and came away with a rather confused
impression. But it was only at the end of the series that I saw the
central point: and this was the day and time at which the series was
shown: Sunday evening at tea-time. This is the B.B.C.'s slot for
superior children's serials: The Children of the New Forest, Lorna
Doone—that sort of thing.
In other words Stalky was taken as a children's entertainment. It is
not. The stories are complex and rather unpleasant: they examine the
adolescent mind. The box did not attempt to do this.
Of course, a number of the original elements survive. The "rattling
good yarn" aspect of the stories comes through all right, but it
becomes the most important part of the series, having been perhaps
the least important part of the stories.
Some of the less attractive features of the stories also
survive—cruelty (the beating up of the two bullies); snobbery (one
gentleman doesn't need to tell another that a gamekeeper who shoots
foxes won't do); mawkishness; and a certain lack of sensibility.
So it seems to me that what was retained in the told-to-the-children
version was, in essence, the least interesting and the least valuable
aspects of the Stalky stories. The adapters could, perhaps, equally
well have used Harry Wharton, Bunter and the rest of the Greyfriar s
cast. The Stalky stories are not for children, any more than The Lord
of the Flies is for children.
But you know so much more about all this than I do. I wonder what
they will adapt next. Thy Servant a Dog?
Yours sincerely,
KENNETH OWEN
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HELL FOR LEATHER
From Mr A. D. M. Oulton, C.B., 35 St John's Wood Terrace. London NW8

My dear Editor,
The only respect in which Kipling lacks immortality is in the
perishable bindings of the red leather Macmillan/Methuen octavo
edition of his works.
I should welcome guidance on their preservation—if possible less
empirical advice than that conventionally given, which is to
experiment with one specific or another along the inner edges of the
covers.
Yours truly,
DEREK OULTON

"A DROP INTO NOTHIN' BENEATH YOU"
From Mr Moses Trodd, Flat 5, Cliff House, 55 Cliff Road, Leeds 6

Dear Sir,
I have just seen the December '81 Journal and have read your
request ["THE WAY THAT HE TOOK"?—p 43] for information on a

climbers' route named after R.K.
I believe that the route to which you refer is the Kipling Groove, on
Gimmer Crag, in the Langdale Pikes of Lakeland. This route, I was
told, was so named because it is ruddy 'ard, and it was first climbed in
1948. It is graded by rock climbers as H.V.S. (Hard, Very
Severe)—the most difficult category of the standard graded climbs.
I hope this information is of use to your members, although I fear
they will find it difficult to identify, and somewhat harder to ascend.
Yours faithfully,
M. C. TRODD

CHURCHILL, AND WOODROW WILSON
From Mr H. Brogan, Department of History, University of Essex, Colchester

Dear Sir,
I am at present writing a Life of Arthur Ransome, and while
working on his papers in the Brotherton Collection, Brotherton
Library, University of Leeds, I came across the enclosed items, which
I think may be of interest to the Kipling Society.
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I send them to you by kind permission of Sir Rupert Hart-Davis,
Ransome's literary executor, and of the Brotherton Collection.
From other allusions to Webb-Johnson. I think he was a surgeon.
His conversations with Arthur Ransome took place at the Garrick
Club.
Yours sincerely,
HUGH BROGAN

ENCLOSURE WITH THE ABOVE LETTER

Holograph memorandum by Arthur Ransome
in the Brotherton Collection. Brotherton Library, University of Leeds
Feb. 1955. Webb-Johnson ... asked me if I knew who was the young
officer who on page 175 [of Something of Myself] asked Rhodes
"what he thought of him and his career". It was Winston Churchill.
1956. Jan. 16. Webb-Johnson found among Kipling's papers, a
typewritten slip on which was this epitaph on Woodrow Wilson.
"Wilson is dead, who made the world his own
And now God has to run it all alone."

NOTES BY THE EDITOR
WEBB-JOHNSON. This will have been Lord Webb-Johnson; formerly Sir Alfred
Edward Webb-Johnson. G.C.V.O.. C.B.E.. D.S.O.. T.D., and many other honours
and degrees. Knight 1936. Baronet 1945. Baron 1948. His medical career was one of
immense distinction; one of the leading practitioners of surgery of his generation;
variously Surgeon to H.M. Queen Mary. President of the Royal Society of Medicine.
Chairman of the Army Medical Advisory Board. Professor of Surgery, author of
books on medicine, etc. etc. Born 1880. died 1958.
He was a friend of Kipling, and also treated him professionally, and operated on him
in his final fatal illness. It was he who edited Something of Myself' after Kipling's death,
and suggested its title. See references in Birkenhead's Life of Kipling.
RHODES and CHURCHILL. According to Something of Myself. Rhodes "laid
down that the young man would eminently succeed, but only to a certain point,
because he was always thinking of his career and not of the job he was doing". From the
passage in question it might appear that Rhodes. Churchill and Kipling were all
present together, in Cape Town; but a check on their individual movements suggests
quite strongly that they were not. There remains a mystery about this episode.
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MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We are pleased to welcome twenty-five new members:Mr M. B. Connolly (Middlesex): Dr P. G. Dyment (Ohio. U.S.A.); Miss R. M. W.
Edmeades (Kent): Mrs K. Fenton (Victoria. Australia): Mrs B. Gordon (Victoria.
Australia): Mr T. Hibbert (London); Mr G. W. Jarman (Somerset); Mr J. Leahy
(Victoria. Australia); Mr A. G. McCrae (Glasgow); Mr J. D. McDermott (Devonshire);
Mr C. G. O. MacGregor (Wiltshire); Mrs R. S. Meyer (Victoria. Australia);
The Lord Moran (Ottawa. Canada); Major T. C. Morley (Wiltshire); Professor H. M.
Nimkhedkar (Nagpur, India); Mr P. Overell (Victoria. Australia); Mr J. A. Parker
(Surrey); Mr G. R. Rickman (Surrey): Professor A. Rutherford (Aberdeen): Major
J. R. A. G. St Aubyn (Dorset): Southampton University Library (Hampshire); Mrs
A. M. B. Strover (London); Mr L. F. Stuntz (Maryland. U.S.A.); Mr T. E. Weaver
(Hampshire); Dr H. P. B. Whitty (Surrey).

ANNOUNCEMENT BY THE SECRETARY
(supplement to the Society Announcements on page 5)

ANNUAL

LUNCHEON

1982/83

Council has decided that the Annual Luncheon shall be held in
April 1983 so that our President, Sir Angus Wilson, can be
present. It is hoped that this postponement of the Annual
Luncheon from Autumn 1982 to Spring 1983 will meet with the
approval of Members. Details will be promulgated soon.
ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 1982, AND SUPPER

The Annual General Meeting of the Kipling Society will be held
on Wednesday 27 October 1982, at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at

the "Clarence". 53 Whitehall. London SW1. The A.G.M. is
freely open to 'such members as care to attend'.
After the meeting there will be an informal supper—curries
and English food will be offered. Reasonable prices. Cash bar.
Numbers limited. Booking slip with next Journal.
March 1982

JOHN SHEARMAN

A NOTE ON THE KIPLING SOCIETY
Office at 18 Northumberland Avenue, London WC2N 5BJ
This literary and historical society is for anyone interested in Rudyard Kipling's prose
and verse, life and times. His published writings, in 35 volumes, are by any standard
remarkable. His life (1865-1936) was eventful, and the period through which he lived
and about which he wrote was one of immense change.
As a non-profit-making cultural organisation run on an essentially unpaid footing
to provide a service, the Society has the status of a Registered Charity in Britain. Its
management and principal activities are in England, but it has branches in Australia,
Canada and the U.S.A. Over a third of its members, including scores of colleges and
libraries, are in North America.
Founded in 1927, the Society has attracted many notable literary and academic
figures, including of course the leading authorities in the field of Kipling studies; but it
also caters for an unspecialised public of general readers, from whom its wider
membership is drawn. Its managing focus is the Secretary in London, John Shearman.
He and other office-holders arrange various activities, including regular talks and
discussions in London, and an Annual Luncheon; answer enquiries from correspondents; and maintain a specialised Library for reference and research.
The quarterly Kipling Journal is sent free to all members. In this issue, on pages
4, 5 and 47, is some general information on the Society. More can readily be obtained
from John Shearman or branch Secretaries. Applications for membership are
welcome: the Society and this Journal depend on such support.
ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES
Individual Member
Junior Member (up to age 24)
Corporate Member

Britain
£6.00
£3.00
£12.00

Overseas
£7.50
£3.00
£15.00

LITERARY CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE KIPLING JOURNAL
The Kipling Journal is essentially the Kipling Society's publication, and though the
Editor selects its contents with an eye to merit, originality and an interesting range of
topics, he must always allot space to the Society's business, including some at least of
the addresses delivered at the Society's meetings.
Independent literary contributions, however, are very welcome. If we cannot print
them at once we may be able to place them in a later issue. Like other literary societies,
we do not pay for articles: authors gain the satisfaction of publication in a periodical of
authority and repute, recognised as the only one specialising in this subject.
We have now for some time had rather more material on hand than can be fitted in,
and have deferred with regret some items of interest. Still, this is healthy. We hope
and need to receive more. Wider choice makes possible a better-balanced selection of
higher quality.
Articles submitted should be fairly brief. Our average page carries only 400 words of
text. A 4000-word article, however good, may be hard to place. We impose no limit,
but should remind contributors of a factor which must influence selection.
Letters to the Editor are welcomed: unless told otherwise, we reserve the normal
right to shorten. Book Reviews, usually invited, may be volunteered: a range of 200
to 800 words is suggested. We will gratefully accept, even if we cannot quickly use,
relevant and reproducible illustrations, news cuttings, book excerpts, catalogue data
and other miscellanea which might enhance the Journal's interest. Since Kipling
touched the literary and practical world at many points our terms of reference are broad.
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