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SOCIETY ANNOUNCEMENTS
CALENDAR OF EVENTS, 1982-83

All meetings are at the 'Clarence', at 5.45 for 6.15 p.m., unless otherwise shown. The 'Clarence' is at 53, Whitehall, SW1,
which is near Charing Cross Underground Station.
1982
Annual General Meeting and

Wednesday 27 October
Supper*
Wednesday 10 November
Kipling Songs

Peter Bellamy, A Recital of

Wednesday 17 November
Brigadier F. E. Stafford,
C.M.G., C.B.E., on "Back to the Army Again!" at the
Royal Society of St George*
1983
Wednesday 9 February
Discussion [ Details of speakers
at 1983 meetings will be promulgated as soon as possible]
Wednesday 6 April

Discussion

Thursday 28 April
Annual Luncheon, 12.15 for 1 p.m.
at the Royal Air Force Club*
Wednesday 13 July

Discussion

Wednesday 14 September
Wednesday 12 October
Wednesday 9 November

Discussion
Annual General Meeting
Discussion
*

see page 47 for details

SUBSCRIPTIONS
Many thanks to members who have brought their subscriptions up to date by various means. Best wishes to those who
are going to do so soon.
September 1982

JOHN SHEARMAN

"NONE FOLLOWED HIM . . . "
Readers who may be unfamiliar with this illustration are invited to guess which episode
in Kipling's published writing it depicts. The answer is on page 36.
[Photographic reproduction above (also pp. 17. 19. 21. 25. 31) by Brian Livings]
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EDITOR'S NEWS AND NOTES
OBITUARY: MISS CECILY LOTHIAN NICHOLSON
Miss Cecily Nicholson, the last of Rudyard Kipling's secretaries,
died on 2 June at the age of eighty-two. Many readers will be sorry
that after the closing instalment in this issue of the Journal, there
can be no more of her enjoyable articles in the series "Something
of himself". These reminiscences contrived to be sober but not
humourless, respectful but not adulatory, factual but not dull,
frank but not disloyal, and they helped to fill a gap in our knowledge.
Though Miss Nicholson would in any case have been the last
person to convey sensational gossip, the quiet hard-working
routine of the Bateman's household concealed no scandals, and
there were never any 'revelations' to reveal. No one, indeed, was
more irritated than Miss Nicholson by what she felt were unwarrantable domestic inferences about the health and happiness of the
Kiplings, drawn by the late Lord Birkenhead in his biography—a
book which she cordially disliked—and she wrote fiercely to me to
record her view. As to her own personal position at Bateman's, no
doubt there was more that she might have found to say. Her life
there was not invariably easy : but rather spartan accommodation,
very long hours, and a certain remoteness on Mrs Kipling's part,
were far outweighed for her by the exceptional interest of the job
and by her great liking for Kipling himself.
I first called to see her in Newbury in 1980, and found her very
ready to talk about the past and to supply material for the Journal.
Her manner was welcoming, her memory clear and her style forthright; and so she remained throughout our acquaintance. I last saw
her during her final illness in the splendid surroundings of Edgecombe House (the Berkshire nursing home where in 1976 Kipling's
daughter Elsie Bambridge had also died). She always derived
pleasure from seeing her articles in print; but what especially
concerned her was to have the truth recorded. She felt that in publishing these slight memoirs she had contributed to that end—with
the bonus that the truth was favourable to Kipling's memory.
Miss Nicholson came from an eminent family. She was a direct
descendant of the legal reformer Sir Samuel Romilly, and of his son
the first Baron Romilly, Master of the Rolls. Her grandfather,
Lieutenant-General Sir Lothian Nicholson, served in the Crimea
and at the siege of Lucknow, and died at Gibraltar as Governor;
her father, another Sir Lothian, was also a distinguished General; at
least four of her uncles attained senior military or naval rank. Her
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own career as a secretary from 1928 to 1965 was extremely varied,
with a string of interesting employers. But the highlights for her
were the years at Bateman's, 1932-40, and at Wimpole Hall with
Elsie Bambridge, 1949-54. Her death removes one of the few
surviving close links with Rudyard Kipling, and a notable
personality in her own right.

FIGURES THAT SHOULD SPEAK VOLUMES
When specifying an issue of this Journal, people invariably cite
the Number or the Date. Though the Volume is also shown on the
cover it is a less useful because a less precise specification, covering
four Numbers, or one Year. For any magazine, the term Volume
tends to serve either as a convenient grouping for those who bind
or file their copies, or as a reminder of the number of years since
first publication, or as an added feature for library catalogues.
Few readers will have spontaneously noticed that with this issue
I have taken a liberty, and changed the Volume numbering.
Whereas, for instance, our four issues of 1981 constituted Volume
XLVIII, and the first two of 1982 were consequently XLIX (or 49),
with this issue and the next we jump to Volume 56 (and mark the
break in sequence by changing to Arabic figures).
In fact, for forty years our Volume numbering has been badly out
of phase, and it seemed best either to scrap it or to put it right. It is
true that since 1941 our Volumes have each been a year long, which
is the only logical principle. However when in 1939 we first adopted
the Volume system, an inexplicably misleading first Volume
number was chosen, and our Volumes have had very limited
meaning ever since.
From 1927 till late 1939 (nearly 13 Years, and 51 Numbers), the
Journal came out quarterly (actually, only three issues in 1927, but
five in 1930)—but without specifying Volumes. Suddenly and
without explanation, the December 1939 issue (No. 52) was marked
as Volume vu, as were all four issues of 1940! From 1941 on,
Volumes were annual, but the initial discrepancy was never corrected. 1941, instead of VIII, should have been XV, and 1981 LV.
Few indeed are the non-commercial literary magazines with an
unbroken run of over fifty-five years. The Kipling Journal is one,
and we are proud of it. We should reflect our vintage accurately in
our Volume numbering, which is where—if anywhere—readers
expect to find it. If one or two members are irritated, or even
discommoded, by a seeming leap in the sequence, I must apologise,
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but beg their indulgence. I think most of us will agree that if we
retain annual Volume enumeration at all, 49 was not the right
number for 1982, whereas 56 is.

THE ELMS, ROTTINGDEAN, SUSSEX
See Journal No. 222, page 9 [and previous issues, regarding the
future of this house and garden]. Our Rottingdean correspondent
reports that nothing conclusive has yet occurred. When there is
more news we will record it.

RECENT MEETINGS
THE TECHNICS OF LIVING

On 17 February 1982 Mr D. T. Irvine spoke on Kipling: Singer of
the Technics of Living. Mr Irvine is an enthusiast, with a strong
sense of the power and evocation of Kipling's verse. This he conveyed vigorously, with a wide and effective use of quotation. What
came over, illuminated by some stimulating analogies with other
writers, was the speaker's highly individual, almost mystical,
appreciation of Kipling's integrity, realism and common touch—
the latter refined and qualified by Kipling's profound sense both
of the romance and of the ultimate irony of life. Copies of his text
are with the Editor, and in the Society's Library.
Mr J. H. McGivering was in the Chair. Others present included:Mr & Mrs W. H. Alexander; Mr M. J. Cheney; Mr & Mrs D. S. Cottrell; Mrs G.
Darling; Mr J. R. Gambling; Mr & Mrs H. R. Harlow; Miss A. M. Jackson;
Mrs L. A. F. Lewis; Miss C. Mundy; Mrs G. H. Newsom; Miss D. Salter; Mr J.
Shearman; Miss H. Thomas; Miss P. W. Thomas; Mr S. Wade; Mr & Mrs G. H.
Webb; Miss H. M. Webb.

THE KIPLING PAPERS

On 14 April 1982 Mr John Burt, who is Assistant Librarian with
the Manuscripts Section of the University of Sussex, spoke on The
Kipling Papers. Though there exist, mainly in Britain and North
America, various valuable collections of documents relating to
Kipling, the term Kipling Papers here means the unique assortment of personal letters, diaries, photographs and newspaper
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cuttings, etc., which came a few years ago to the University of
Sussex from Kipling's daughter Mrs Bambridge and from other
sources. Mr Burt described the scope of this collection in a talk of
great interest. Copies of his text are in the Society's Library and
with the Editor: space permitting, at least a part of it will appear in
the Journal.
Mr J. H. McGivering was in the Chair. Others present included :Mr & Mrs W. H. Alexander; Revd A. K. Ankers; Mr F. H. Brightman; Mr C. E.
Carrington; Mrs A. Cottrell; Mr B. C. Diamond; Mrs W. M. Dobson; Mr J. R.
Gambling; Mr & Mrs H. R. Harlow; Mr M. W. R. Lamb; Mrs L. A. F. Lewis;
Major J. G. MacWilliam; Mr R. A. Maidment; Mrs K. M. McKenzie; Mr M. J.
Moynihan; Miss C. Mundy; Mr R. O'Hagan; Miss L. A. C. Price; Mr G. R. Rickman;
Mr C. Roberts; Mr J. Shearman; Miss H. Thomas; Mr S. Wade; Mr & Mrs G. H.
Webb; Miss C. M. Wilmot-Dear; Mr P. W. Wilmot-Dear.

THE VARIETY OF KIPLING

On 14 July 1982 Brigadier F. E. Stafford was to have delivered an
address, but there was a rail strike which made travel very difficult
for many people, and it prevented him from getting into London.
(Instead, he will be appearing in November: see page 5.) Accordingly, in John McGivering's words, "the stand-by speech which
had been carried to meetings for some years was at last heard by
those members who managed to get to the meeting". This was a
paper entitled The Variety of Kipling, by Dr J. M. S. Tompkins.
It was read to the meeting by Mrs L. A. F. Lewis, and we are glad
to present it as the main article in this issue of the Journal.
Mr B. C. Diamond was in the Chair. Others present included :Mr J. R. Gambling; Mr H. R. Harlow; Mr J. H. McGivering; Mr S. G. Maurice;
Miss C. Mundy; Mr J. Shearman; Mr S. Wade; Miss C. M. Wilmot-Dear; Mr P. W.
Wilmot-Dear.
NOTE
John McGivering, our Meetings Secretary, writes :We are now short of a stand-by speech. It may be that another seven years will pass
before one is required again, but the Meetings Secretary would like to have one in
his bag, as a sort of amulet.
If any member cares to send him a script (in pencil if necessary, and up to, say,
5000 words) he will be very pleased to read it, discuss it with the author, and keep it
in the bag until required.
It may be possible to ask the author to deliver it at a meeting one day; it may be
that several shorter papers would fill the bill; please send them along and let us see
what happens.

JOYCE TOMPKINS

THE VARIETY OF KIPLING
by J. M. S. TOMPKINS
[Dr Tompkins, a Vice-President of the Society, will be 85 later this autumn. Many
members—certainly all who have read her scholarly, perceptive and beguiling book
on Kipling—will warmly associate themselves with our congratulations and best
wishes for her birthday. She has no recent photograph, but has kindly provided the
one above, taken some twenty-five years ago.
We also take the occasion to publish for the first time the article below. Actually,
its text has been with the Society for several years, kept in reserve in case some
invited speaker were at short notice prevented from getting to one of our meetings.
This did happen last July; so it was duly read to a small but appreciative assembly. Dr
Tompkins stresses that it is a generalised piece, basically a talk she once gave to an
unspecialised audience in Canada. Well, we take that point, but even her generalised
perceptions carry weight: some people see further into a millstone than others.
Dr Tompkins graduated at Bedford College. London, and later taught there. In
due course she was appointed to a post at the Royal Holloway College, where she
stayed for thirty years and became Vice-Principal. Meanwhile she served on London
University's Board of English Studies, and from 1948 to 1965 was University Reader
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in English. After retirement she spent two winters teaching at Dalhousie University,
Nova Scotia, where the almost incomparable Stewart Collection of Kipling material
is located. In recent years she has been living in Kent, and now in Sussex.
Many members of this Society will associate her primarily with her fine critical
study, The Art of Rudyard Kipling [Methuen, 1959; Humanities, New York, 1960;
Lincoln, Nebraska, 1965; University Paperbacks, London, 1965], and perhaps with
her article on Kipling's "Theory of Healing" [Modern Language Review, January
1950]. In fact, her range of authority is much wider.
After minor publications of drama and verse in the 1920s, her first notable success
was The Popular Novel in England, 1770-1800 [Constable, 1932; Lincoln, Nebraska,
1961; Methuen, 1962/69]. Other 18th century studies were to appear in The Polite
Marriage [Oxford, 1967]. Recently, despite poor health, she has finished work on
a major study of William Morris, and we look forward to hearing when it may
appear. Otherwise, she has taught and published articles on topics as diverse as the
drama of the Elizabethans and the poetry of Meredith; in 1961 she delivered the
Fawcett Lecture in London, on Elizabeth Barrett Browning's Aurora Leigh; all her
critical writing, not least on Kipling, is informed by the breadth of her reading.
I suspect that Kipling, the variety of whose own reading reveals an astonishing
range throughout his life, and whose appetite for knowledge was a legend, is best
understood, and certainly best interpreted, by those who eschew over-specialisation
on this one author, which Kipling himself would have been the first to deplore, and
who have a broad and catholic taste in literature. I think that Dr Tompkins agrees;
discussing this the other day she remarked to me that Kipling was essentially "a very
literary bloke". She has assuredly done him a service by her writing, and has put us
in her debt.—Ed. ]

THE RANGE OF WRITING

I have found it characteristic of readers of Kipling that both
their admiration and their hostility tend to get pinned down to
small areas in his work. I have met people who recalled with
pleasure Plain Tales from the Hills or The Jungle Books, but
whose curiosity seldom carried them further afield. In Canada I
met some who expressed enthusiasm for his poetry, which, on
enquiry, reduced itself to "Our Lady of the Snows", which
everyone knew—
Daughter am I in my mother's house,
But mistress in my own—
and "Recessional". The enthusiasm was genuine, but the plot it
irrigated was narrow.
On the other hand, one finds those who have been insuperably
repelled by one or two tales, or sets of verses—"The Mark of the
Beast" [Life's Handicap], Stalky & Co., "Loot", or even the
same "Recessional"—and the impact of these has stunned
curiosity. This is the more noticeable because of the wide range
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of subjects, settings and methods which Kipling essayed. It is
rare for a writer of verse to have a range that extends from
"Recessional" [1897] to "The Absent-Minded Beggar" [1899];
and very rare for him to add "The Way through the Woods"
[1910]—
It is underneath the coppice and heath
And the thin anemones—
and "Epitaphs of the War" [1919]—
The blown sand heaps on me, that none may know
Where I am laid for whom my children grieve—
and "Our Lady of the Sackcloth" [ 1935]—
She passed in the white hot noontide,
On a wave of the quivering air;
And the Bishop's eyes were opened,
And he fell on his face in prayer.
One can make the same sort of list of tales:- "A Wayside
Comedy" [1888, in Wee Willie Winkie & Other Stories], "The
King's Ankus" [1895, in The Second Jungle Book], "They"
[1904, in Traffics and Discoveries], "Mary Postgate" [1915, in
A Diversity of Creatures], and "The Eye of Allah" [1926, in
Debits and Credits]. That is:- a social comedy; the retelling of
an ancient fable for the young; a fantasy of the spirits of dead
children; a close psychological study of a middle-aged spinster
in wartime, ending grimly; and a beautifully illuminated picture
of thirteenth century monastic life and learning, in which the
figures are grouped round the question whether a great and
disturbing advance in knowledge shall be loosed on the disordered world, or withheld. Any general criticism of Rudyard
Kipling worth listening to today ought to include a consideration
of this variety.

THE BREADTH OF TRAVEL

I want therefore to begin, in the simplest way, by outlining the
geographical coverage of his work. 1 have called this a simple
approach, and I am prepared to hear it described as traditional,
superficial and naive. I do not do it because I undervalue the critical
expertise of my audience, or because I go back on some of my own
more complicated procedures, but because it has come to seem
important to me that, after our analyses and investigations in depth,
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we should return to the original contours, the surface appearance
as the author left it. It is not always so simple a process as may be
assumed, and it is much neglected. Its result should be to refresh
the work and the reader.
By the time Kipling was about thirty-five, then, he had seen a
great deal more of the world than was usual in a young man of his
time. He had had four hearth-fires, in four continents. He had
been at home in Lahore, at Brattleboro in Vermont, at 'The Woolsack' in its garden of figs, grapes and oranges at the Cape, and at
Bateman's in the Weald of Sussex. He had set foot briefly in the
fifth continent, in New Zealand and Australia. He had travelled
widely as a reporter in North India, from Rajputana to Bengal,
from the North-West Frontier to Bombay. He had come home by
way of Burma, Hong Kong, Japan and the North Pacific, and
crossed the United States in zigzag, from San Francisco to New
York. Later he traversed Canada from Winnipeg to Vancouver,
visited Bermuda, and spent holidays on the Continent, especially
in France which he loved.
This is a very large stretch of the earth's surface for a sedentary
worker to cover, before the days of aeroplanes and the tourist
industry. It included very many types of men and ways of life,
many kinds and conditions of work, many odd products of these
conditions. Beyond what he saw, he met men who told him of
places he had not visited. A man in the Yokohama Club told him
about sealing and poaching among the fogs and bergs of the Bering
Sea, and he wrote "The Rhyme of the Three Sealers". A man on a
steamer told him of a pack of imported fox-hounds, which helped
to bring back peace and order to part of the devastated Sudan; and
gave him the names of the hounds, which appear in "Little Foxes"
[Actions and Reactions]. (A colleague of mine met another exmember of that hunt, who told her of his surprise at finding the
names of the hounds in print.) He could not use all he got, but it is
remarkable how much he used. He had that taste for the extraordinary, the oddity, the extreme case, which runs through so
much of English literature—Ben Jonson, Smollett, Dickens,
Hardy—and took opportunities to indulge it. These oddities are
sometimes dismissed as fantasies. Some of them may be, but not all.
I will give an example, which I have not been able to follow up,
in the hope that someone else may be able to. So far as I know, it
is not yet in print. I first gave this talk in Halifax, Nova Scotia, on
a very snowy night in 1968, to a branch of the Canadian Club; and
when I had finished, the Reverend D. M. Sinclair of Fort Massey
Church asked me if I knew that the Gaelic-speaking black cook on
the We're Here in Captains Courageous was taken from Peter
Maxwell, a negro who was brought up among the Gaelic-speaking
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farmers at Whycocómagh in Cape Breton Island. Mr Sinclair was
a Gaelic speaker of Highland descent, and I suppose a Cape Breton
man. At least, he knew Cape Breton Island. He had not seen Peter
Maxwell, but had met his three black nieces at a Gaelic mod,
talking very good Gaelic. He spoke as if it were taken for granted
that Peter Maxwell had suggested the "coal-black Celt", as Kipling
calls him.
Mr Sinclair could not tell me how Maxwell had reached
Whycocómagh, but there is no difficulty there. Halifax was the
northern end of the underground escape route, and Kipling alludes
in the book to the number of escaped slaves who entered Nova
Scotia during the American Civil War. Mr Sinclair did not know
if Maxwell had been a sea-cook, or if he had the second sight, and
these details may be Kipling's additions and adjustments. What
had attracted Kipling was the oddity—the black skin and the
Highland tongue. I cannot say who told him of Peter Maxwell,
but it might have been Dr Conland, who gave him his material
about the Banks fleet as it had been a generation before. There
were plenty of Nova Scotians and Newfoundlanders in the fleet,
and there is quite a scattering of Nova Scotian and Newfoundland
place-names in Captains Courageous. I believe Kipling had not
yet visited Halifax, though he did later.
My point is, of course, that though there is plenty of the fantastic
in Kipling, you are never sure that there is not a grain of hard fact
at the root of the most extravagant fantasy. I do not altogether
understand the satisfaction one has in identifying the places and
people that are taken up into an author's work. Why should it
matter? Yet I certainly felt an impulse of keen interest when a
former student of mine, a Panjabi of Lahore, said that, taking a
short cut from his University through a not very respectable quarter
of the city, he suddenly saw the 'House of Suddhoo' as it is described
["In the House of Suddhoo", Plain Tales from the Hills], with the
five red hand-prints arranged like the Five of Diamonds on
the whitewash between the upper windows
which, I am told elsewhere—for Kipling does not say so—mark the
departure of widows to share their husbands' funeral pyre.

THE EXTENSION OF ORDER

This wide stretch of territory, unrolled in his fiction, these
populations crowded or sparse, should remind us that Kipling's
imperialism did not arise from abstract considerations but directly

THE GAELIC-SPEAKING BLACK COOK
The cook dropped the potatoes and held out his hands for the fiddle. Still leaning against
the locker door, he struck into a tune that was like something very bad but sure to happen
whatever you did. After a little he sang in an unknown tongue, his big chin down on the
fiddle-tail, his white eyeballs glaring in the lamplight. Harvey swung out of his bunk to
hear better; and amid the straining of the timbers and the wash of the waters the tune
crooned and moaned on, like lee surf in a blind fog, till it ended with a wail.
"Jiminy Christmas! Thet gives me the blue creevles," said Dan. " What in thunder is it?"
" The song of Fin McCoul, " said the cook, "when he wass going to Norway. "
[Lockwood Kipling's illustration in ch. IV of Captains Courageous, vol. XII in the Outward
Bound edn., Scribner's, New York. The cook is discussed in the accompanying article.
Fin McCoul is Fingal, a hero of Gaelic legend. He may have been a real person in the 3rd
century A.D. Perhaps some reader can comment on what song the black cook sang?—Ed.]
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out of the concrete facts before his eyes. The facts were authentic,
even if they were not comprehensive. In "Across a Continent"
[1892, in From Tideway to Tideway, part of Letters of Travel] he
defines the
three things that are supposed to be the pillars of moderately
decent government [as] regard for human life, justice, criminal
and civil, as far as it lies in man to do justice, and good roads.
The building of roads and bridges, of schools and hospitals, the
laying down of railway systems and telegraph cables and steamship lines, was to him a main part of the imperial task. He saw it,
some eighty years ago, as the extension of order over disorder.
Whatever the shortcomings of the Government, the roads were
there.
Kim is sown with comments by Indian travellers on the railroads,
which make it so easy for people to move and meet—to the
approval of some and the disapproval of others. "The BridgeBuilders" [ The Day's Work] celebrates the construction of a
road and rail bridge over the Ganges. In Winnipeg in 1907 ["The
Fortunate Towns", in Letters to the Family, part of Letters of
Travel] "asphalt streets and concrete sidewalks" had come in, a
new technique, "the only way to fight the prairie mud". Further
west, the railroads were throwing out tap-lines and long exploring
loops into new country. In 1907 Kipling was travelling again over
country he had crossed in 1892, and he noted the changes in fifteen
years. In "A People at Home" [Letters to the Family] he wrote:
I wonder sometimes whether any eminent novelist, philosopher, dramatist, or divine of today has to exercise half the
pure imagination, not to mention insight, endurance, and selfrestraint, which is accepted without comment in what is called
'the material exploitation' of a new country.
He puts 'material exploitation' into inverted commas, as he does
on occasion to 'imperialism'. They are to him inadequate, even
misleading, terms. What he saw was a great application of the
imagination in an extension of order, a fighting back of the wilderness, natural and human. This it was, he thought [in 1907] that
the Liberals were throwing away.
I do not here undertake any analysis of Kipling's imperialism. I
touch only on that aspect of it which rose directly out of what he
saw in his travels over the earth. In "The Undertakers" [ The
Second Jungle Book] the huge old crocodile at the ford—

ROUND THE BLUFF
Through the gorge that gives the stars at noon-day clear—
Up the pass that packs the scud beneath our wheel—
Round the bluff that sinks her thousand fathom sheer—
Down the valley with our guttering brakes asqueal... *

Kipling and many of his generation saw the extension into virgin territory of "the
railways—the wonderful railways" as an extension of order, and as a romantic
achievement of the new technology with its incalculable potential. This evocative
photograph of the 1890s shows a train at Payne Bluff, a typical mountain feature
on the newly-engineered Kootenay/Slocan line, built to open up a mining area of
British Columbia. [With grateful acknowledgments to the City Archives and the
Public Library, Vancouver, and to the Whyte Foundation, Banff, Alberta, who have
compiled a fine collection of Platinotype photographs by R. H. Trueman.]
* from "The Song of the Banjo" (1894/95)

20

KIPLING JOURNAL

September 1982

the blunt-nosed Mugger of Mugger-Ghaut, older than any
man in the village. . .the demon of the ford before the railway
bridge came—
laments that these are empty days for him. He never now snatches
the girl crossing the ford unwarily to her lover, or the peasant at
twilight. They cross by the new bridge. This is one facet of imperial
responsibility. In "As Easy as A.B.C." [A Diversity of Creatures]
the world is run by the Aerial Board of Control, which exists to
look after "the traffic and all it implies"—and that covers all
necessary government.

THE RESPONSE TO CHANGE

I turn from space to time, from geography to chronology. Kipling's
writing life covered over fifty years. He was sixteen and three
months when his competent schoolboy verses on an attempt to
assassinate Queen Victoria in March 1882 ["Ave Imperatrix!"]
were printed in the school magazine—
And some of us have fought for you
Already in the Afghan pass—
Or where the scarce-seen smoke-puffs flew
From Boer marksmen in the grass. . .
He was not yet nineteen when the earliest of the collected Plain
Tales, "The Gate of the Hundred Sorrows", appeared in 1884 in
the columns of the Civil and Military Gazette, published in Lahore,
of which he was sub-editor. His last tale, "'Teem', a Treasure
Hunter" [Thy Servant a Dog, and Other Dog Stories], appeared
in his seventieth year, 1935. In the same year he added the "Hymn
of Breaking Strain" to the volume of his verse—
We only of Creation
(Oh, luckier bridge and rail!)
Abide the twin-damnation—
To fail and know we fail. . .
He died in January 1936.
I can be brief here. All of us know in outline the political events
and social changes through which Kipling's personal and literary
life ran its course. The immediate political scene is chiefly found
in the public poems he contributed to the press, and for which he
never took payment. Here you find his astonishing prescience,
his perhaps, equally astonishing prejudice, his bitter mocks, his

THE BLUNT-NOSED MUGGER AND THE DELHI MAIL
An illustration by Aldren Watson for "The Undertakers" in a 1948 edition of The
Jungle Books, reproduced here by courtesy of the publishers, Doubleday & Co.,
New York. Neither the quality of light when the train "clanked away into the dark"
nor the position of the Mugger under the bridge is strictly accurate, but it is a striking
picture, and unfamiliar to British readers and many others.
The term mugger derives from Hindi, magar. Hobson-Jobson describes this reptile
as "the destructive broad-snouted crocodile of the Ganges and other Indian rivers",
and cites Lt.-Col. Pollok's Sport in British Burmah, Assam and the Jynteah Hills
(1879): "these muggers kill a good many people, and have a playful way of getting
under a boat, and knocking off the steersman with their tails, and then swallowing him."
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savagery, his generosity, all the weapons of offence and defence
of a man fighting for what he thought of the utmost value—not
just for the ascendancy of his own people but for the peace of the
world. I want to spend what time I have, however, on what is at
once a long-distance view and a more intimate one.
Kipling's career began at the zenith of the prestige of the British
Empire. He was in India for the Golden Jubilee (1887), and was
rather sardonic about it [in "What the People Said"]—
And the Ploughman settles the share
More deep in the grudging clod;
For he saith:- "The wheat is my care,
And the rest is the will of God."
He was in England for the Diamond Jubilee (1897), and was
troubled by the English mood of complacent triumph. He wrote
"Recessional" as a gesture to avert misfortune.
The Empire was the great moral agent and political fact of the
first half of his life. It cannot be said that he ever took it for granted,
or thought it would last for ever. How could he? He knew something of Eastern history, and had seen ruined cities, and heard
echoes of ancient empires in legends and floating names. He knew
something of European history, and had the site of a Roman forge
on his land in Sussex, and its slag under the grass of the valley. He
said that power was "lent", not given; and he thought he knew
what terms it was lent on—unstinted service abroad, strong
support and understanding of the issues at home, and confidence.
He was prepared—even eager—for certain changes, and celebrated the rise of former Colonies to Dominion status in dignified
verse. But you can see from his children's tales, which are detached
from the immediate needs of the day, how the concept of the rundown of Empire worked in his imagination. He placed the Roman
tales of Puck of Pook's Hill not in the heyday of Roman Britain
but about a generation before the withdrawal of the Legions. The
young British Roman laughs at the idea that Eternal Rome will
fall "just because a few people [have] become a little largeminded". But marching up north to Hadrian's Wall he comes on
the ruined Roman towns, on graveyards and temples, fortified
farms, news of wild beasts at way-stations, and finally the brickedup arch in the Wall, where the main road used to run through to the
lost Province of Valentia. On the arch is scrawled "Finish!" In
1906 this was a warning, not a record, but the quiet lyric which
goes with the tale,
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Cities and Thrones and Powers
Stand in Time's eye,
Almost as long as flowers,
Which daily die,
gives us a very long view over human history and the dissolving
shapes of power.
If I say that Kipling was thrown back on England, which preceded and has survived Empire, I shall be simplifying and anticipating. He never became a Little Englander. He kept his concern
for imperial links, and endeavoured to explain one branch of the
family, as he called it, to the others. But he put down his roots into
the English soil and English history, and did it out of need and
with intention. He called England "the most interesting foreign
country I have ever been in", and he also called it "inalienably
mine".
He came home in time to know and employ some of the old
traditional craftsmen—woodmen, well-sinkers—and to tap some
of the superstitions of this old agricultural population, now
perhaps extinct. He recorded these later in his Sussex tales. "The
Wish House" [Debits and Credits] and "Friendly Brook" [A
Diversity of Creatures]. He was perhaps reassured to find in the
interesting foreign country of Sussex hereditary craftsmen not so
very far removed from those he had known in North India, and
surviving remnants of unexamined animistic beliefs, mere wraiths
as compared with Eastern superstitions, but drawn from a similar
layer of human experience. As he had tried to record in Captains
Courageous the localised atmosphere of a New England fishingport, and the old fishing days on the Banks, a generation before
—and to do so at a time when it was dissolving into memory—so
he tried to record the locally contained life of the older Sussex
countrymen, men who hardly left their valleys except to go to
Lewes to gaol for poaching. He did this at the point of rapid change.
He notes some of these changes in his later tales. In "Friendly
Brook" we hear of the new metalled roads that deliver the rainwater
so violently into the valleys; and of the weekend money for fostering
children. In "The Wish House" there is the radio, the charabanc
roaring through the village street to the football match, the former
groom driving lorries as far as Wales, and Grace's daughter-in-law
paying the butcher to chop up the suet for her. These are largely
material changes, with consequent changes of rural habit. Kipling
is not always given credit for the delicacy of his observation. The
English village in the south is still a mixture of change and tradition,
and I do not think that foreign critics, even where they share our
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language, understand it at all. It does not really make for understanding to clamp down anachronistic social and moral patterns
on the scene. On the other hand, what was once taken for granted
may now require a comment. I will give an example of a very small
point of rural manners which Kipling noticed in the Sussex Weald,
and which I have noted over the border in Kent. It may disappear
with the older generations.
I suppose that most readers of "The Wish House" assume that
Grace's last lover, Harry Mockler, is much younger than she. It is
natural, and some of the details—Harry being a mother's boy, for
instance—support it. But in fact we are not left to assumptions: we
are told. When Grace, near death, at last confides in her old crony
Liz Fettley, and tells her who her last lover was, Liz exclaims,
"'Arry? Bert Mockler's son!" Now, in the village the Christian
name is used of, and to, those who were roughly your contemporaries at school or younger: it is not used of, or to, those who were
working men and women, perhaps married householders, when
you were at school. Our village help, a woman in her forties,
invariably spoke of and to our gardener, a retired man, as 'Mr
Carpenter': he called her 'Win'. No doubt this natural courtesy of
the age-groups can be found outside villages, even in these days of
broadcast Christian names: but the point is that Kipling used it.
When Mrs Fettley says "Bert Mockler's son" she tells us that
Harry's father was contemporary with her and Grace, and therefore
that Harry was of the younger generation. (There are also careful
points of politeness between the two experienced hedgers in
"Friendly Brook".)
All this rich inheritance, so strange, so inalienably his, passed
under a threat when Kipling was nearly fifty, in 1914. For the next
four-to-five years he was concerned with England fighting for
existence. The Elizabethans had been so concerned, and so had
the men of the Napoleonic Wars, and Kipling had written of them
a few years before in Rewards and Fairies. This was an experience
for him so deep, so profoundly altering, that there is hardly anything he wrote, in the fifteen-odd years that followed, which did
not show the trace of it. Setting aside war tales, and tales of the
healing of deferred war neuroses, there are passing notes and
peripheral touches in tales which have a quite different business.
Even into the farce of "Aunt Ellen" [Limits and Renewals] there
wanders an ex-Colonel of Territorials, now a film producer, also an
ex-serviceman lorry-driver on the Great North Road, and the two
converse happily at midnight in terms of "the same gory lexicon"
of the trenches. Their war service has nothing to do with the tale,

"SHELLS FOR GUNS IN FLANDERS!"
I've seen six hundred mornings make our lamps grow dim,
Through the bit that isn't painted round our sky-light rim,
And the sunshine through the window slope according to the seasons.
Twice since I've been here . . .
["The Song of the Lathes", first printed by the Sunday Herald in February 1918,
conveys powerfully in ten verses the imagined "words of the tune hummed at her
lathe by Mrs L. Embsay", who having lost husband and son in the War derives
grim satisfaction from munitions work. (Can any reader tell me about her?)
This illustration (from The Years Between, & Poems from History (1919), vol. XXVII
in Scribner's Outward Bound edition) is by the famous American artist N. C. Wyeth
(1882-1945). He was a distinguished and popular illustrator of classic books, and
the father of the even better-known painter Andrew Wyeth. That he produced two
illustrations for this volume of Kipling has escaped the bibliographers. (Stewart's
Kipling, p. 563, miscalls him "N. L. Weyth", while the very full catalogue in N. C.
Wyeth by D. & D. Allen, 1972, Crown Publishers, New York, omits Kipling.)- Ed.]
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but to leave it out would have injured the integrity of his imagination. This is now part of England, carried on in individual lives
alongside their civilian jobs, and so absorbed into history.
Nearly all Kipling's war tales, except the four specifically dated
1915, are told retrospectively, when the narrator has returned to
civilian life, and are set in a frame of peacetime circumstances. The
narrator is back at market-gardening, perhaps; the subject is back
at farming or hairdressing or medical research. The perspective
gets longer as the years pass. The memories may be silenced: they
are not abolished. Kipling's last years were lived in certainty that
the ordeal would be renewed. As early as 1932 he wrote "The
Storm Cone"—
Stand by! The lull 'twixt blast and blast
Signals the storm is near, not past;
And worse than present jeopardy
May our forlorn tomorrow be. . .
He did not live to see that tempest.
So much for the variety that is caused by the response of a writer
to the great changes of the age he lives in.

KIPLING'S EARLY LITERARY FORM

The third type of variety in my very much abbreviated list results
from changes in the writing itself—from the literary drive, the
impassioned craftsmanship, the unrelenting need to experiment
and to do something new and difficult. In early days, this exuberant, experimental creativeness was pretty strictly channelled by
circumstances. In London, as a schoolboy on holidays, Kipling
had lived in literary and artistic circles, where everyone wrote or
painted, or at least read and knew, and where the value of such
occupations was never doubted. He was a Pre-Raphaelite child,
whose uncle was Burne-Jones, and whose brevet-uncle was
William Morris.
At just under seventeen he was pitched into the Anglo-Indian
world he had left at six, found himself retrieving the Hindustani
he had thought in as a child, found himself sub-editor of the Civil
and Military Gazette, with his own dog-cart, his own servant,
membership of the Lahore Club—and at all times formidable
hours of work in a climate which bore hard on him, and which
was not softened by any modern lenitives or appliances.
"Seven Years Hard" he called his service in Something of Myself.

September 1982

KIPLING JOURNAL

27

As a young man, and as a writer continually on the boil, he absorbed, and to some extent was absorbed by, the world of men
who did things and who took responsibility very young. It was a
double world—of black and white, of old and new, of strange and
familiar, of fact and legend, of the immediate demanding duty and
the incomprehensible background—a maze of brilliant points of
colour and, stretching behind it, what he once called "the great
grey formless India"—a phrase on which too much may perhaps
have been built.
After a while he was allowed to print his verses and short tales
in his paper, when there was room. To say that he began as a
journalist is not quite true; he began in the London world of art
and letters, and his father's world of museums and hereditary
craftsmanship; and when he talked of his art he was always prone
to use hard-edged, static imagery from his father's skills, and to
write of inlaying and lacquering, of enamel and niello, of carving
and weaving and the jeweller's craft. If Cormell Price trained him
in précis at Westward Ho !, he also opened the riches of his library
to him, where there was food for ambition as well as for curiosity.
But it is quite true that from seventeen he had a journalist's
training. The space allotted to his original work was never, at first,
more than a column and a half. His audience was tough, busy and
full of specialised knowledge. He had to write short and make his
effect at once. You can see the result of these conditions in Plain
Tales, In Black and White [Soldiers Three & Other Stories],
Under the Deodars [ Wee Willie Winkie & Other Stories], and
the short tales at the end of Life's Handicap. When he was moved
to the staff of the Pioneer in Allahabad, and set to produce the
weekly supplement, he was able to give himself more room.
Most of the first layer of tales, then, run from 1200 to 2000
words. This is a very narrow limit for a writer of fiction—as narrow
as a sonnet for a poet. Moreover, in a newspaper he had to be
effective. This is a word that can be used depreciatively. Lawrence
Durrell makes one of his characters say, "The effective in art is
what rapes the emotion of your audience without nourishing its
values". I do not use it in this way. I mean that the first sentence
must lay a finger on your attention, that by the end of the second
you are firmly held, and that half way down the second column
(the equivalent in a book is the 7th or 8th page) the point has been
made.
Most of these early tales are anecdotes, farcical, tragic or
satirical—with the satire of a young man who thinks all the real
work is done by men of his own age, and never by the top levels of
the service. They deal with Indian life, with Anglo-Indian life, and
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with the relations between the several races, successful and
unsuccessful.
Taken separately, as they were meant to be, they are little chips
of vivid or acid or tender observation. They are not really disconnected, however. It is not only that they are linked by repeated
names, and by similarities and differences of situation and outcome, which are pointed out; but that they are all illustrative of
a kind of life that the original readers understood so well that its
conditions did not need explaining. This makes for brevity.
They are varied enough. You hear how the hill-girl, brought up
in a mission, loses faith in white men and their God, and goes back
to her own people and gods; how the young clerk, denying himself
every relaxation because of the unadmitted wife and baby in
England, hears in succession that the baby is dead, that his wife has
left him, and that at last he has been promoted; how the private
soldiers mitigate the boredom which is the heaviest burden of their
time in barracks, with dog fights and dog-stealing; how homesickness can be a sort of frenzy; how your butler's little boy, who
builds palaces in the dust of your garden with dead flowers and
such oddments as you drop, can be suddenly wiped off the scene
by seasonal fever in spite of the efforts of an English doctor, because
"They have no stamina, these brats"; of the possible results of love
between the stranger and a daughter of the land; and of the false
magic of the evil seal-cutter in the House of Suddhoo.
They are highly condensed, and easily told in the conversational
English of the place and time, or in a dignified equivalent of Urdu
speech. They are not always as simple as they look. They are sometimes aggressive in their demand for attention and emotional
response, but sometimes quiet and unemphatic, especially where
children are concerned. The first sentence of "Little Tobrah"
[Life's Handicap] is:
'Prisoner's head did not reach to the top of the dock,' as the
English newspapers say.
It is enough, without further comment, to set the tone of dry,
factual pity in which the tale of crushing misfortune to a little child
is told.

THE DISTANCE TRAVELLED

This, then, is where Rudyard Kipling started, the work with which
he made his name; topical, immediate, hard-hitting, very ingenious, and for readers at home, with the added charm of the exotic.

September 1982

KIPLING JOURNAL

29

It is plainly not possible for me to specify all the experiments and
varied undertakings of the thirty years after he left India and shook
off the conditions of journalism. The best thing I can do is to pause
for a few minutes on one of the later tales, to indicate the distance
he travelled as a writer.
I choose "The Eye of Allah" [1926, Debits and Credits]. The
tale covers 30 pages. Kipling never successfully ran what critics
called the long-distance race. His form was not the novel. But in
his latest tales he can convey the substance of a novel in a short
story. When you look at early Dutch or Italian portraits or sacred
pictures you often see a whole landscape, fading into the distance,
over the shoulders of the figures. So in these later tales you can see
a whole inhabited landscape in time.
I do not offer a complete analysis of this intricately patterned
tale. That would lead me into controversy as to relative emphasis
and the importance of the writer's intention. I might find myself
clearing my mind as to the curious failure of historical knowledge
and literary education at the present day, which impels intelligent
scholars to identify, in the text, meanings unsupported by history,
biography, linguistics or likelihood, and to equip any and every
supposedly worthwhile author with a respectable metaphysical
despair. This might be offensive, and would certainly take up time.
I confine myself to illustrating the kind of writing this is, the change
that has come over Kipling's style and technique in thirty years. As
John Otho the artist says in this very tale,
'In my craft, a thing done is done with. We go on to new
shapes after that.'
The 'Eye of Allah' is a primitive microscope, brought out of
the Moorish parts of Spain to an English monastery, in the late
thirteenth century. It has been questioned whether I should call it
a microscope or a magnifying glass. Kipling does not use either
term. He describes the instrument fairly closely, but I am not a
student of optics. The important point, however, is not the historical evidence or historical likelihood of such an instrument, but
its novelty, its unexplored but enormous potential. Magnifying
glasses of sorts were old. I read that Nero used an emerald for this
purpose. I shall call it a microscope.
The characters who handle it are the Abbot, himself a physician
—"physicus before sacerdos, always"; the Infirmarian, Thomas,
who has read Varro's speculations about minute, invisible
animalculae in the blood, and is troubled in his faith; a visiting
Friar from Oxford, Roger Bacon (whose treatise on optics is
extant); a visiting physician from Italy, Roger of Salerno; and John
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Otho of Burgos, the artist, who has brought back the microscope.
The five men walk on the leads at sunset, to find a drop of foul
water to prove the microscope; and Kipling shows us, in one uncommented sentence, the principle of order in their harassed and
bloodstained world:
They walked quietly back along the leads, three English
counties laid out in evening sunshine around them; church
upon church, monastery upon monastery, cell after cell, and
the bulk of a vast cathedral moored on the edge of the banked
shoals of sunset.
The one word moored carries the menace of the lovely scene. We
see the cathedral as a ship of war.
All the Abbot's guests know that the Church of their epoch will
not tolerate the unveiling of a world not known to the Scriptures
or the Fathers. The charge of heresy and witchcraft will hang over
the man who attempts to penetrate it. The promise has come too
soon, before Europe is ready for it, before men are able and free
to make a right use of this great increase in knowledge and power.
The Abbot, by his function an administrator, whatever his inner
nature, says:
'The choice lies between two sins. To deny the world a Light
which is under our hand, or to enlighten the world before her
time. . . This birth, my sons, is untimely. It will be but the
mother of more death, more torture, more division, and
greater darkness in this dark age. . . '
The scientist and the physicians plead with him. The artist says
nothing: he has used the Eye to get patterns for his work, and will
go on to something else: the artist can always do his work somehow.
The Abbot, understanding well what he does, smashes the
microscope.
This crucial problem of power that comes too soon, before men
are intellectually or morally ready for it, is distanced, reduced,
focussed, made manageable by being relegated to the past, and
concentrated in the form of the one microscope to reach England.
The untimely birth can be aborted, and is. Kipling does not say
whether the Abbot chose the right sin to commit out of the two
before him, but it is clear that the resonances of this agonising
question are widespread and very deep, and not confined to the
past.

"YES ! THEY ARE HERE"
Illustration by Matania* for "The Eye of Allah" in Debits and Credits [vol. XXXI,
later renumbered XXVII, of Scribner's Outward Bound edition].
The Abbot Stephen is observing animalculae in a drop of water, through the microscope. Left is John of Burgos, right is Roger Bacon, behind are Thomas the
Infirmarian (left) and Roger of Salerno (right).
* Chevalier Fortunino Matania, R.I., (1881-1963), a prolific Italian-born artist
whose drawings were for several decades a regular feature of the Sphere and other
leading magazines in Europe and America. A war artist, 1914-18. A specialist in
imaginative historical reconstruction. Four of his drawings accompanied the first
British publication of "The Eye of Allah" in the Strand Magazine (September 1926).
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So much for the bones of the tale, the supporting structure; but
no tale of Kipling's is meant to be reduced to its structure. It is
remarkable how much these later tales carry. It is a good exercise
to see what we are told of the five main figures. They are marked
by circumstances and profession; they have habits and attitudes
that come from crucial experiences. They are not analysed, but
they are accounted for, and humanly substantial. Round them lies
the monastery, painted in small bright detail, like a medieval
illumination, as Kipling says. We hear of the warm Infirmary
cupboard where the drugs are stored; of the pigments that John
brings back from Spain for his 'Great Luke'; of the monastery
swineherd and his swine. It is all visually vivid and humanly convincing.
As with the Roman troops and their siege-arrows, not everything
stands the probe of the historian. An ecclesiastical historian told
me, and I believed her, that however lax Rome was in the thirteenth
century about the wives of parish priests, or even about monks
having resort to houses in the town, Anne of Norton could not have
lived in the monastery, honourably referred to as 'the Abbot's
Lady'. But there is research, that feeds the author's imagination;
and there is analogy, which carries blood into the shapes it creates;
and there is, especially in typically English writers like Kipling, the
author's dominant need to have a particular value in a particular
place—here the beloved and dying woman, to put in sharp focus
the potentialities that the Abbot aborts when he smashes the Eye
of Allah—and this need can on occasion overpower realism,
probability and historical authenticity. It is not carelessness—this
is a very carefully written tale: we might call it a sacrifice to the
Daemon.
As we read on, situation, visual detail, casual remark and repeated phrase gather meaning, and tie all parts of the tale together.
Kipling's symbols—if we are to use this rather dangerous and
overdone word—are never assertive. They rise naturally out of the
narrative and the scene. We recognise them as natural facts or
actions before they gather significance in retrospect. Birth—
untimely birth, birth aborted; death—on the road, on the battlefield, on the scaffold, or death gathering in the body; darkness—
the permanent darkness of the Abbey Chapel, where the choirmaster rehearses the hymn that we know [Hymns Ancient &
Modern] as "The world is very evil"—
Hora novissima, tempora pessima sunt, vigilemus—
Ecce minaciter imminet Arbiter Me supremus . . .
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all these grow in menace and in meaning, with multiple echoes,
until they are like the "raging" organ (as Kipling calls it) which
accompanies the De Contemptu Mundi for the choir.
This is clearly quite a different manner of writing from Plain
Tales. It is very possible to prefer the earlier work, without blame.
It is not a matter of superficiality and depth, though it may be of
youth and age. I should say myself that Plain Tales shows most
clearly the natural equipment of the writer, the qualities he started
with; and "The Eye of Allah" what he had done with them in a
lifetime of conscious craftsmanship and personal experience.

A FOOTNOTE ON ROGER BACON AND THE MICROSCOPE
Though a work of fiction, "The Eye of Allah" displays Kipling's clear perception
both of the general dilemma of the 13th century intellectual inquirer, and of what
may fairly be deduced about the personality of Roger Bacon (1214-92). Bacon was
the outstanding scientific thinker of the Middle Ages, and a few years after the setting
of this story was punished by long imprisonment for his originality and independence
of mind.
Kipling's story can be dated to about 1267, since Falcodi is Pope and has read
Bacon's writings. (Falcodi reigned as Clement IV from 1265 to 1268, and in 1266
required Bacon to send him his writings, notably the monumental Opus Maius,
including "De Scientia Perspectiva", a formidably sophisticated treatise on Optics.)
Kipling's depiction of Bacon, with his contempt for blind dogma, his insistence on
experimentation, and his consuming interest in the mechanism of the microscope,
is highly credible. In aspiring to apply the principles of Optics to the practical
construction of instruments Bacon was centuries ahead of his time. He "imagined,
and was within measurable distance of effecting, the combination of lenses which
was to bring far things near, but which was not to be realised till the time of Galileo"
[from p. 39 of Roger Bacon by J. H. Bridges; London, Williams & Norgate, 1914;
my italics, combination being crucial for telescope or microscope].
It seems unlikely that the Arabs had already invented the microscope. The great
Alhazen [ibn al-Haitham] had by the 11th century revived and developed the Greek
science of Optics. Bacon in turn derived much from Alhazen. That Alhazen used a
lathe to make magnifying lenses is certain. Whether he or anyone else in the Arab
intellectual revival constructed a microscope is a different matter [see pp. 140-42 of
Islamic Sciences by Sayyid Hussein Nasser; World of Islam, 1976].
However, the instrument so precisely described by Kipling, shaped more like a pair
of compasses than like our idea of a modern microscope, does closely resemble a
number of small primitive European "compass microscopes" that were developed
from the late 17th century. These sometimes had wooden or ivory handles. One leg
carried the lenses, the other a spike or claw or other device to hold the object to be
viewed; though, unlike the Eye of Allah, they would not typically have had the
added refinement of an illuminating mirror [see The History of the Microscope
by Clay and Court; London, Griffin, 1932].—Ed.
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SOMETHING OF HIMSELF
by C. L. NICHOLSON

[This is the eighth—and alas the last—in our series of notes of reminiscence provided
by Miss Cecily Nicholson, formerly Rudyard Kipling's Private Secretary. She
died recently, and her obituary notice appears in this issue.
To judge from the appreciative comments of many readers of "Something of
himself", Miss Nicholson's unaffected account of life with the Kiplings in the 1930s
has been widely enjoyed. Though her fading health was latterly making her reluctant
to write more, I had hopes of persuading her to dip back into her memory and
produce some further pieces for us. That possibility has now passed. Apart from one
or two fragmentary notes of uncertain utility little material of substance is left over,
and the time has come to end the series.—Ed]

One day, Mr Kipling came bustling and smiling into Mrs Kipling's
study, with a verse he had found in an American magazine, which
he said he wished he had written. It read:
The truth about my past must be
A secret known to only me.
Although you coax, you'll never know
The honest facts of long ago.
'Cause better men than you have tried,
And better girls than I have lied.
He disliked any curiosity about his private life, and at the end of
the Definitive Edition of his verse, which he finished revising just
before his death, are two verses which express this. They are called
"The Appeal", and they read:
If I have given you delight
By aught that I have done,
Let me lie quiet in that night
Which shall be yours anon:
And for the little, little span
The dead are borne in mind,
Seek not to question other than
The books I leave behind.
Of course, this was too much to hope.
Mr Kipling himself, as a friend of his once said to me, had a
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wonderful knack of drawing people out. This was true, but what
he was really doing was picking their brains—particularly if the
person concerned was an expert on any subject. Mr Kipling would
then store the information away in his extremely absorbent
memory, and use it when he needed such knowledge.
During the years I was at Bateman's Mr Kipling was often
unwell, for he suffered from a duodenal ulcer. But he was very
patient, and when he felt well he was energetic, and all his movements were quick and neat. Sometimes when I came in from my
office (which was in the oast-house) I would meet him, but I might
as well have been a fly on the wall: he was in some world of his own.
But at other times he was friendly, interested and entertaining.
The Kiplings had a farm of about three hundred acres, on which
they kept a herd of Sussex cattle. One day I was driving Mr and
Mrs Kipling to the farm in a Morris Minor car which was kept for
errands. The lane is narrow and winding, and a lorry came haring
round a bend. In attempting to take avoiding action I tipped the car
into a ditch. Fortunately no one was hurt, but after they had with
some difficulty clambered out, Mr Kipling said, "I suppose that is
one way to notoriety for you, to tip me into a ditch". But he bore me
no ill will.
King George V and Mr Kipling were friends for many years. Mr
Kipling wrote the King's first two Christmas broadcasts [1932,
1933] and other royal speeches. This was a close secret at the time,
but has been revealed since. There is a percipient paragraph in
Professor Carrington's biography of Mr Kipling which deserves
quotation:
All who personally knew the two men remarked upon their
fundamental humility. King George's strength was that he
knew himself to be just an ordinary man; and it was a feature
of Kipling's greatness, too, that he would never allow admirers
to pay him compliments. He was a craftsman who sometimes
felt that words were put into his mouth, by a daemon or genius
who came from without, not from within. In this way only
was he distinguished from other men, and by this sense of
inspiration was dedicated to a duty. The King, also, was a
dedicated man and each of them recognised this quality in
the other.
As far as I know, Mr Kipling broadcast only once, at a dinner
given by the Royal Society of St George on the occasion of King
George V's Silver Jubilee, in 1935. He gave an urgent warning that
Germany was again preparing for war. On his return he came to
ask me how he had sounded.
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Some verses that he wrote while I was at Bateman's ["Non
Nobis Domine!", written for "The Pageant of Parliament", 1934]
illustrate what was in my view Rudyard Kipling's philosophy:
Non nobis Domine !—
Not unto us, O Lord !
The Praise or Glory be
Of any deed or word;
For in Thy Judgment lies
To crown or bring to nought
All knowledge or device
That Man has reached or wrought.
And we confess our blame—
How all too high we hold
That noise which men call Fame,
That dross which men call Gold.
For these we undergo
Our hot and godless days,
But in our hearts we know
Not unto us the Praise.
O Power by whom we live—
Creator, Judge and Friend,
Upholdingly forgive
Nor fail us at the end;
But grant us well to see
In all our piteous ways—
Non nobis Domine!—
Not unto us the Praise!
I regard it as a great privilege to have served such a man.

"NONE FOLLOWED HIM . . . " [see page 6]
The story is "A Sahibs' War" [collected in Traffics and Discoveries, 1904], a grim
tale of treachery and loyalty in the South African War. (One or two of its moral
undertones were also implicit in the recent Australian film Breaker Morant.) The
episode is when, as Umr Singh relates,
"a door opened, and a man, bound about the head with rags, stood
stupidly fumbling with a gun. His whole head fell inside the door, and
none followed him. It was a very pretty stroke—for a Pathan."
Kipling began to write the story in March 1901. In December it appeared in the
Windsor Magazine. Among the illustrations was this picture, by the well-known
artist and Punch cartoonist Leonard Raven-Hill.
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LORDLY OF LEATHER
Rudyard Kipling and the Motor Car, I
[Among those early "desperate pioneers" of the motoring revolution which broke
out towards the turn of the century, enthusiasts whose determined use of the offensive
new contraption provoked "the first shock of outraged public opinion", was Rudyard
Kipling [Something of Myself, ch. VII]. He was to acquire in turn various makes of
car before settling for the Rolls Royces with which he came to be associated. As a
motorist—usually chauffeured, to be sure, as were many well-to-do owners of his
day—his career spanned the classic period from heroic experimentation with the
horseless carriage to the golden age of touring in Britain and on the Continent
between the Wars. 1
He wrote about cars with delight, with imagination, and with percipience. Some
thirty poems, and more stories than at first one realises, have motoring as a significant theme. Few other writers of stature can have addressed the subject with a
comparable blend of romance and objectivity. At first he welcomed the advent of
the car as part of the beneficent advance of technology, and probably agreed with
his "Aerial Board of Control" that Transportation is Civilisation ["As Easy as
A.B.C", A Diversity of Creatures]. Certainly he always savoured the excitement
of car travel, which was for him an almost essential ingredient in the pleasure of
visiting France—even in early days (recalled in Souvenirs of France) when
part of the tourists' equipment used to be a whip with a long lash, to save
the temperamental dogs of France from committing suicide—
a period to which he also adverted in the first stanza of "The Curé":
Long years ago, ere R—lls or R—ce
Trebled the mileage man could cover;
When Sh—nks's Mare was H—bs—n's Choice,
And Bl—r—ot had not flown to Dover:
When good hoteliers looked askance
If any power save horse-flesh drew vans—
Time was in easy, hand-made France,
I met the Curé of Saint Juvans.
By the early 1930s, when he wrote "The Curé", faster cars and metalled roads
had transformed the scene, but the era of the popular car was introducing grave
drawbacks hardly dreamt of by the pioneers. In particular, for thoughtful people
in Britain, the romance of untrammelled motoring was clouded by the appalling
and fast-rising number of accidents on the roads. In 1930 the long-obsolete 20
m.p.h. speed limit of 1904 had been abolished, and until 1935 when the 30 m.p.h.
limit in built-up areas was imposed there was no legal restriction whatever on speed
as such. Nor were driving tests brought in till 1934, the year when the dreadful graph
of road deaths reached a peak of 7,343 (a figure which on a basis of vehicle/miles
was never reached again, and which even in absolute terms was not surpassed till
1963 when there were six times as many motor vehicles on the roads).
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Kipling continued to drive extensively, and, within the limitations of poor health,
to enjoy motoring, but in "Fox-Hunting" (1933) he makes the fox's sage reflections
conclude with ironic reference to the toll of casualties:
When men grew shy of hunting stag
For fear the law might try 'em,
The Car put up an average bag
Of twenty dead per diem.
Then every road was made a rink
For Coroners to sit on;
And so began, in skid and stink,
The real blood-sport of Britain!
What we present here is the first in a series of vignettes in which we shall glance
at some of Kipling's cars, and recall a few of the things he wrote about motoring.
The title "Lordly of Leather" comes from a pleasant parody dated 1904, "The
Advertisement", in which Kipling transferred the selling-points of the primitive
cars of the day into something of the rhythm, and all of the alliteration, of a fourteenth century Early English verse form:
Whether to wend through straight streets strictly,
Trimly by towns perfectly paved;
Or after office, as fitteth thy fancy,
Faring with friends far among fields;
There is none other equal in action,
Sith she is silent, nimble, unnoisome,
Lordly of leather, gaudily gilded,
Burgeoning brightly in a brass bonnet,
Certain to steer well between wains.
The subject of this first article is the superb renovation of the Rolls Royce
Phantom I which Kipling bought in 1928 and which, thanks to the munificence of
Mr Jack Hayward 2 , has been beautifully restored and brought back to Kipling's
home at Bateman's, Burwash, Sussex. Our Secretary, John Shearman, who
attended the ceremony at which it was unveiled, has kindly provided the account
below. In our next issue we shall have something surprising to report about another
Rolls Royce of Kipling's, also recently renovated, though for a rather different
purpose.—Ed. ]

REPORT BY JOHN SHEARMAN

Sunday 24 May 1982 (Empire Day) at Bateman's
Present were the Chairman of the National Trust, Lord Gibson;
the Trust's Regional Chairman for Kent and East Sussex, Mr Jack
Atkinson, D.L., and Mrs Atkinson; the Regional Agent and
Secretary, Mr W. A. Kingston, F.R.I.C.S., and Mrs Kingston; the
Administrator of Bateman's, Mr Roger Taylor, and Mrs Taylor;
Mr Jack Hayward, O.B.E., and Mrs Hayward; and a group of
invited guests.

BACK AT BATEMAN'S
Kipling's 1928 Phantom I. Its restoration, and return to Bateman's, are reported in the
accompanying article. Photograph by courtesy of Roger Pennington, Photographer. Broad
Oak, Heathfield, Sussex.
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Also present were Jack Hayward's 1948 Rolls Royce, plate
GB 1, with the Union Flag flying in honour of the day; and a
number of less distinguished vehicles—"visiting sardine-tins" as
Kipling said in Something of Myself, ch. VII.
The occasion was the formal return to Bateman's of Kipling's
1928 Phantom I 40/50 h.p. Rolls Royce (chassis no. 20-AL;
engine no. 00-55; original body by Hooper, Ltd.; rebuilt by
Windover, Ltd.; delivered to Kipling on 11 July 1928).
Jack Hayward bought this car at auction some years ago, and
Sir Edward Caffyn and his craftsmen have restored it to impeccable, gleaming condition. Mr Hayward has given the car on
permanent loan to the National Trust, on most generous terms.
The car is now on display in the old garage, which has been
renovated and redesigned so as to give easy public access to the
exhibit. It is on blocks, housed in an air-conditioned chamber
behind a huge glass panel. (I do wish the left-side bonnet could
be up, to show the engine.)
Our member Mrs Macdonald Bendle (granddaughter of Alice
Kipling's brother Frederic Macdonald) has contributed important technical, pictorial, historical and literary material to the
series of wall panels which enhance the display of the car. It is
noteworthy that the 'RR' symbol on the radiator is not black but
red—as was the custom before the death of Sir Henry Royce
in 1933.3
This stately piece of machinery, coachwork and upholstery
will be an asset to Bateman's and a delight to many hundreds of
thousands of visitors.
PRESS COMMENT

The same occasion was reported in Geoffrey Wansell's "People"
feature in the Telegraph Sunday Magazine of 11 July 1982, with
photographs of the car and of Mr Hayward—to whose ebullient
personality and well-known generosity to the National Trust and
other causes much of the article is devoted.
He is said to have paid nearly £15,000 for this Rolls Royce, and
to have spent about £6,000 more "to get it done up": it had evidently been "used by a private zoo before", and had "had all sorts
of giraffe and rhino droppings all over it".
Mr Hayward, despite his Who's Who entry which cites among
his recreations "keeping all things bright, beautiful and British",
is quoted as personally disliking the lines of this old car, but
"at least you can walk into it without breaking your back".
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In the same article—though without attribution—Kipling is
said to have paid "about £2,830 for the car", and is reported to have
commented enthusiastically on its performance in the following
terms: "She can go! She did 115 miles in 160 minutes. She goes to
sleep at 60." Kipling is also said to have had his successive Rolls
Royces painted green, although this one, as restored, is a handsome blue.4
The article is less than clear regarding Kipling's eventual disposal
of this particular car. He is simply said to have "sold it before his
death in 1936—because the Road Tax had become too expensive
—and bought a smaller car in its place, even though he had owned
Rolls Royces since 1911". 5 The fair comment, perhaps understated, is made that "Kipling himself might have been slightly
surprised at the return of his car".

NOTES
1.

Kipling is singled out as "that ardent pioneer", and vividly quoted on the rigours
endured by the early motorists, in One Hundred Years of Motoring by R. Flower
and M. Wynn Jones (R.A.C, 1981).

2.

Jack Arnold Hayward, OBE., businessman and philanthropist, now resident
in Bahamas; married, 3 children. Born 1923, son of Sir Charles Hayward, K.B.E.;
educated at Stowe School. R.A.F., 1941-46. Business interests since 1947.
Benefactions include gifts towards purchase of Lundy Island, recovery of S.S.
Great Britain, etc.

3.

Actually, though like most people I had always supposed the 'RR' was black
after 1933 in tribute to Royce who died that year, I now learn this is not so. On
the authority of Rolls Royce by G. Bishop (Colour Library International, 1982),
the truth is more mundane. Before his final illness Royce, ever a perfectionist,
ordered the change to black because red clashed with certain colours of
bodywork.

4.

In the next issue I hope to be able to print some comments clarifying the
sources and the authenticity of the points about Kipling in this paragraph.

5.

My own understanding, guided by such inferences as are derivable from
Charles Carrington's notes from Mrs Kipling's diaries, is as follows.
In November 1931 (in the depth of the Depression) the Kiplings seriously considered "putting down" the cars, including of course the 1928 Phantom I, and
giving notice to their chauffeur. Whether they then took either step is doubtful.
In December they saw a Rolls Royce representative about selling their present
car. In February 1932 they were talking about buying a new car (not specified).
In early July 1932 they took on a new chauffeur named Baskerville. In late July
they did buy a new Rolls Royce, a smaller 25 h.p. model.
I do not yet know when Baskerville's predecessor left them, nor when the 1928
car was disposed of.—Ed.
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RECORD REVIEW
KEEP ON KIPLING by Peter Bellamy, with Chris Birch and Anthea
Bellamy (Fellside Recordings [FÉ 032 Stereo], 1982, £4.50
including postage in Great Britain). From Fellside Recordings,
34 Udale Road, Stainsburn, Workington, Cumbria CA14 4UR.
This is the fourth of the Kipling records made by our friend and
Vice-President, Peter Bellamy. Oak, Ash and Thorn (Argo),
Merlin's Isle of Gramarye (Argo) and Barrack-Room Ballads
(Free Reed) are well-known, and Peter himself has delighted us
with several recitals.
Keep on Kipling has fifteen of Kipling's verses, in settings excellently composed and performed by Peter, Anthea Bellamy and
Chris Birch; the songs are drawn from Peter's one-man show which
he has presented with pictorial illustrations and entertaining talk
in Britain, America and Australia. Peter's wide vocal range and
spare direct techniques do full justice to such poems as "Ford o'
Kabul River", "Anchor Song" and "Mine Sweepers". In the
more tender, thoughtful and profound "'Cities and Thrones
and Powers'" I felt a lack of subtlety, but "My Boy Jack" moved
me to tears—it always does. "My Lady's Law" (enlarged from
The Naulahka) and "Gertrude's Prayer" (from "Dayspring Mishandled", Limits and Renewals) here receive their due and proper
recognition in performance for (perhaps) the first time.
We must not think of Peter Bellamy as solely a setter and singer
of Kipling. He is a student, collector and singer of authentic folksongs from much of the English-singing world; his ballad-opera
The Transports is regarded as a most important work of the folkrevival, and a new illustrated work, Songs of Maritime England,
will be available on records soon—if indeed it is not out by the
time this review appears.
Welcome, then, to Keep on Kipling; and if you deplore the title,
as I do, remember what T. S. Eliot wrote in "Mungojerrie and
Rumpelteazer"—there's nothing at all to be done about that!
JOHN SHEARMAN
SHORT STORIES: A selection of Kipling edited by Andrew Rutherford (Penguin
Modern Classics, 1971, reprinted 1979; 2 vols, currently £1.75 each; also sold in
Canada, U.S.A. & Australia). Kipling is best studied in the volumes in which he
originally collected his work; some 300 stories are easily found, new or secondhand,
in that form. However, other smaller selections are useful. Here are 23 good stories
from Kipling's post-India, post-1900 period: they incidentally include at least six
that are specifically mentioned in this issue of the Journal. •
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
STALKY TELEVISED
From Mr J. Cunningham, Silversprings, 140 Burn Road, Templepatrick, Ballyclare,
Co. Antrim BT39 ODQ , Northern Ireland

Dear Sir,
Mr K. Owen in his letter ["Savoury Interludes?", March 1982,
p. 44] makes some observations on the recent series of Stalky & Co.
on BBC 1, and invites comment. I was at some pains to watch the
full series, and would offer my reactions to an interesting television
experience.
I was first of all struck by the physical resemblance of all the
characters to my conception of them. The producer must have
studied the various pictures, from old photographs to M'Turk's
sketches from life. Even Beetle's hirsute upper lip was given! I
suppose it was inevitable that King, for the benefit of the uninitiated, should on one occasion at least call him "Master Kipling".
The macabre "gloat" which introduced each episode did not
seem in keeping with the tempo and style of the rest, but setting
that aside, I found the text of the original stories was followed
very closely. The producer must have felt a little uneasy with
"In Ambush" as an initial story, and wisely switched leads. "An
Unsavoury Interlude" was an easier introduction to those who
were unfamiliar with the book.
Mr Owen considers the stories as "adult", but I feel the true
problem is that Kipling was incapable of writing exclusively for
children. Even Just So Stories are woven in many layers, and
Stalky is no exception. Television is not able in a fairly short play
to explore all the nuances which may be read into a story, and in
this age of analysts I suspect more tends to be read into them than
the author ever dreamt he was writing !
It seems to me that the series came over very fairly, warts and
all, and in some ways was even more explicit in its treatment of
violence than was Kipling's prose. I recall being startled and somewhat embarrassed by the Head flogging Stalky in full view of the
cameras. Kipling managed to deal with violence with a more
delicate touch, though he never tried to deny that it was part of
everyday life.
The real skill of the producer and adapters was in avoiding the
temptation to deal with those later gems, "Regulus", "The
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Propagation of Knowledge" and "The United Idolaters" [A
Diversity of Creatures and Debits and Credits]. If they had
attempted these on the "box", many of Mr Owen's criticisms
would have been more justified.
Yours faithfully,
J. CUNNINGHAM

GUN LORE
From Mr L. F. Stuntz, 14 West Cold Spring Lane, Baltimore, Maryland 21210, U.S.A.

Sir,
While I am duly grateful for the illustrations and information
on guns in recent numbers of the Journal [ December 1981 to June
1982], I am still puzzled.
In "Black Jack" [Soldiers Three] how could the falling block
escape from the receiver on the lower side to strike Vulmea's face?
Further, in "The Army of a Dream" [four fifths of the way
through Part 2, in Traffics and Discoveries], Kipling notes approvingly that his ideal army is not armed with bolt-action rifles. Why
the approval?
Still further, at the start of "The Comprehension of Private
Copper" [Traffics and Discoveries], Copper, a British soldier, is
captured by a Boer armed with "a well-kept Lee-Metford"—a
British weapon. I don't remember that the Boers ever used captured
British arms ! They had plenty of Mausers, the fruits of the dynamite monopoly. Can anyone throw light on this? Or was it a mere
lapsus?
Sincerely yours,
LAURANCE F. STUNTZ

DOYLE, KIPLING AND ELIOT
From Mr G. C. G. Philo, C.M.G., M.C, 10 Abercorn Close, London NW8 9XS

Dear Editor,
Lisa Lewis has drawn attention to T. S. Eliot's borrowings from
Conan Doyle and Kipling in Old Possum's Book of Practical Cats
[Journal, June 1982, p. 45, "Possum's Parodies"].
Readers may like to know that there is an amusing and instructive chapter entitled 'Thomas Stearns Eliot and Sherlock Holmes'
in Trevor H. Hall's book Sherlock Holmes and his creator (1978).
He points out that in addition to the Moriarty allusions there is an
echo of the master criminal's number two, Colonel Moran, in
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"Gus: the Theatre Cat".
Dr Hall also makes it clear that Eliot did not confine the Conan
Doyle references to his cat poems; there are allusions in two other
poems to "The Hound of the Baskervilles". Perhaps most interesting of all, the words of the Musgrave Ritual, from the story of
that name, were lifted virtually intact by Eliot into Murder in the
Cathedral, and Eliot subsequently acknowledged that this was
"deliberate and wholly conscious".
Literary allusion was part of Eliot's stock in trade. So perhaps
someone may care to follow up Mrs Lewis's suggestion on the
Kipling allusion, and do for Kipling what Dr Hall has done for
Conan Doyle?
Yours sincerely,
GORDON PHILO

THE KIPLINGS IN ROTTINGDEAN
From Mr Robert Sanderson, 31 Windmill Street, Brighton, Sussex BN2 2GN

Dear Sir,
Your introduction to the article on John Kipling in the June 1982
edition of the Journal notes that he was born at Rottingdean, not
at The Elms though, but at North End House, from which the
Burne-Joneses "had effaced themselves till my son John arrived on
a warm August night of '97, under what seemed every good omen"
[Something of Myself].
I have recently come across a diary written by my grandfather
Robert Sanderson, for many years a Brighton doctor, which
contains this slight but interesting entry:
Jan. 21 [1936]. I was grieved to see Rudyard Kipling's illness
and death last week,—he was 10 years younger than I am.
I saw a good deal of him when he was living in the BurneJones' house at Rottingdean, and I attended Mrs Kipling there
when their son John was born who was killed in the war,—
their only son,—a sad business.1
I remember taking my old Worcester College friend F. W.
Bourdillon,—no mean poet—over to see him, & they talked
shop for some time about metres.2
My grandfather, son of a formidable Victorian headmaster of
Lancing College,3 died in 1946 at the age of 91. I was then one year
old, so I never knew him and had no idea of this connection with
Kipling, whose work I have loved since childhood. I do know that
at the age of sixty Sanderson abandoned his practice in Brighton
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for a field hospital in France, returning after the War to start again
from nothing—a man after Kipling's heart, I think !
Yours faithfully,
ROBERT SANDERSON
1.

Having left Torquay by early April 1897, the Kiplings had no home of their own.
They moved into North End House on 2 June, and that is why John was born
there, on 17 August. Despite a reference in Something of Myself to having
"meanwhile . . . rented" The Elms, they actually continued house-hunting for
another month, eventually renting The Elms from 25 September at three
guineas a week.

2.

I do not think we know of any other encounter with Bourdillon, though he and
Kipling may later have met each other at the Athenaeum. Though a minor
literary figure, Francis William Bourdillon (1852-1921) attained a place in The
Oxford Book of English Verse with the poem beginning
The night has a thousand eyes,
And the day but one,
Yet the light of the bright world dies
With the dying sun.

3.

There were two famous headmasters called Sanderson. This one was R. E.
(Bradfield; then Lancing 1862-89). The other was the legendary F. W. (Oundle
1892-1922).—Ed.

THE UNAUTHORISED 'SAHIB EDITION'
From Mr Philip Lyman, 41 West 47th Street, New York, NY 10036, U.S.A.

Dear Editor,
Just a day or two before I got the December 1981 Journal with
your note on page 43 about the Sahib Edition of Kipling [referred
to as "interestingly not listed in the standard bibliographies"] I
picked up the last three volumes of that set. The index in the last
volume makes it possible to reconstruct a description of the whole.
The Sahib Edition (1909?) is mentioned in Livingston's Bibliography, page 110. It seems to be a reprint, in whole or in part (but
not from the original plates) of the unauthorised Fenno 'Columbia
Series' of 1899 listed (somewhat inaccurately) in the index to
Livingston, pages 479-80.
I am glad to hear of the continued progress of the Journal.
Sincerely,
PHIL LYMAN
[I am grateful for this correction.—Ed.]
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MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome Mr J. Bynoc (Kent); Mr T. S. Coveney (Hertfordshire); Mr M. J.
Grainger (Surrey); Mr A. Henderson (Norfolk); John Howell—Books (San
Francisco, U.S.A.); Miss M. Richards (Isle of Wight).
RECENT DONATIONS
Generous gifts, which we acknowledge with warm appreciation, have been received
from the following:- Miss S. G. Balkind; Mr D. C. Dove; Mr G. C. K. Dunsterville;
Dr G. H. Ellis; Prof. L. S. Fonaroff; Mr J. R. Gambling; Mrs E. A. Marshall;
Mr G. M. S. Meynell; Mr D. B. Vale; Mr L. Cardew Wood.
Such donations help substantially to keep our head above water. Unfortunately
the Journal, though a costly commitment, is not the only major expense the Society
incurs: many other items combine to strain our resources. For example, the rent for
our office has just been raised by about 300%. In these anxious times we are grateful
for all the support members feel they can give us.

SOCIETY ANNOUNCEMENTS, CONTINUED
(supplement to the Society Announcements on page 5)

The A.G.M. and Supper, to be held at the 'Clarence' on 27
October at 5.30 for 6 p.m., was announced in Journal No 222
(June 1982) together with a Reply Card. Last-minute bookings
for the Supper may be sent to the Secretary, before20 October.
The Royal Society of St George, where Brigadier F. E.
Stafford, C.M.G., C.B.E., will present his postponed paper
"Back to the Army Again!" at 5.30 for 6 p.m. on 17 November 1982, is at 4 Wilton Mews, SWl (off Chester Street,
Upper Belgrave Street). On this occasion light refreshments
will be available, by courtesy of the Royal Society of St
George. Members wishing to attend, please advise J. H.
McGivering, 17 Addlestone Park, Addlestone, Weybridge,
Surrey KT15 1RZ. (Tel: Weybridge 45458)
The Royal Air Force Club, where the Annual Luncheon will
be held on 28 April 1983 at 12.15 for 1 p.m., is at 128 Piccadilly, W1V 0PY. Our President, Sir Angus Wilson, C.B.E., will
propose the traditional Toast. Booking Forms will be sent
with the next Journal, No 224 (December 1982).
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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 with such vigour 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 or secretariat arrangements in Australia, Canada and the U.S.A. Over a third of its
members, including scores of universities, 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 absolutely 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, if they are short enough.
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 at present more publishable material than we can print, and have had to
defer or decline some items of interest. However this is healthy. We would like more,
to sustain our variety and 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.
The Editor's address is Weavers, Danes Hill, Woking, Surrey GU22 7HQ.

ADVERTISING RATES: Please consult the Editor.
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