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THE SOCIETY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
MEETINGS, 1985

In the Kipling Room, first floor, Brown's Hotel—entrances in
Dover and Albemarle Streets, London W1, near Green Park
Underground Station—5.30 for 6 p.m. Bar and coffee available.
Wednesday 6 February 1985 Mr Hugh Brogan (Lecturer in
History at the University of Essex, and recent biographer
of Arthur Ransome) on Land and Sea Tales
Wednesday 3 April 1985 Miss Audrey Ashley on Why did he
admire her so?—Or didn't he?
Wednesday 31 July 1985 Mrs Lisa Lewis on The Cat that
Walked with the Daemon: and discussion of Kipling's
Animal Stories.

SOME PARTICULARS STILL AWAITED

Tuesday 9 July 1985 Professor Enamul Karim (from our
U.S.A. Secretariat) on Kipling's Uncollected Writings in the
Civil & Military Gazette. [Time/place to be announced]
September 1985 Mrs D. M. McFarlan (Honorary Secretary,
Angela Thirkell Society) on Angela Thirkell, Kipling's
Literary Cousin. [Date/time/place to be announced]
November 1985 Sir Derek Oulton, K.C.B. [Subject/date/time/
place to be announced]

GENERAL

Thank you for many renewals of subscription: we depend on
them. We are going through our overseas membership: it's not
easy: one of these days we must get ourselves a computer . . .
Very best wishes for the New Year.
October

1984

CELIA MUNDY & JOHN SHEARMAN
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"A LITTLE HIGH TENSION"
Then the Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake came down from the bank, and knotted himself
in a double-clove-hitch round the Elephant's Child's hind-legs, and said, "Rash and
inexperienced traveller, we will now seriously devote ourselves to a little high tension".

Our main article in this issue is about Just So Stories. Here is the most famous episode of all, depicted by Frank VerBeck in one of
his spirited drawings for "The Elephant's Child" in the Ladies' Home Journal (1900) and Windsor Magazine (1902).
Those and other periodicals published the individual tales (though not the poems that later went with them) before the collected
Just So Stories came out in 1902. In book form, the author's own pictures—uneven, idiosyncratic, but mostly powerful, effective
and charming—became known round the world, leaving the original magazine illustrations forgotten.
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EDITOR'S NEWS AND NOTES
ENID STRUBEN'S SON

In Something of Myself, thinking back to the winter sea-voyages to
South Africa that he and his family used to make in the early years of
the century, Kipling described the pattern of his children's delighted
arrival at their Cape Town home, with
the friendly, well-known Mountain and the rush to the garden to
see what had happened in our absence; the flying barefoot visit to
our neighbours the Strubens at Strubenheim, where the children
were regularly and lovingly spoiled . . .
The general impression is vivid, but the particular reference to the
Strubens has meant little to most readers, including myself, and is in
keeping with the often opaque allusiveness of that tantalising book.
Nor did the name sound an echo when I recently read Somerset de
Chair's A Mind on the March (Faber, 1945), a curious medley of
reminiscences, poetry and imaginative reconstructions of historical
episodes. It includes an autobiographical fragment, "The Island",
which contains two and a half pages about Kipling, whom de Chair
had known. He had first met the Kiplings when as a boy of twelve he
had gone with his mother to Bateman's,
walking up the short stone flagged path to jangle the wrought
iron bell handle. I walked into the porch without waiting for
results, and there was Rudyard Kipling in the low beamed hall
looking up from under his shaggy eyebrows with a twinkling
expression. "I'll bet" says he, "that is Enid Struben's son." How
did he know? He had never seen me before and we had come
without warning. My mother, with more reserve than her son,
was still outside in the road . . .
Though puzzled by the name Struben I did not check it, being more
interested in the rest of the passage—well worth reading—
particularly extracts from a letter or letters of 1935 in which Kipling
had later given the young writer typical advice on how to write:
. . . and sweat it out five times longer than you mean to print it.
Then cut down and cut down and see if you can turn it inside of
10,000 words. Set it aside to drain like cheese till it don't shrink
any more and—see what comes of it. It won't be lost work and it
may be a success.
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He had advised against any reliance on the prior judgment of
publishers: the sole test was a book's success or failure, and
One finds out by failing—as one does in pretty nearly everything
in life—Therefore go on and fail.
But there was one biographical clue. Kipling had written:
If you ask your Papa how he learned to bring his picket-boat
alongside his ship, he will probably tell you that it was by beating
her nose once or twice on the gangways, and her stem against the
landing-steps. That is all that there is in literature.
I would not dignify my enquiries with the title of "research", but
Who Was Who: 1951-60 gave me the name of the young man's
distinguished father. Admiral Sir Dudley Rawson Stratford de Chair
(1864-1958) had had a varied and outstanding naval career before
going in 1923 as Governor to New South Wales. In 1903 he had
married "Enid, y. d. of H. W. Struben of S. Africa".
So now, with these facts in mind, any reader who cares to turn back
to the advertisement in the lower half of page 3 will have no difficulty
in seeing how it was that a first edition of Something of Myself should
be inscribed to a de Chair by his mother, recalling the Strubens' close
connection with the Kiplings at the Cape. (And I hope the would-be
seller makes a sale.)

THE KIPLING JOURNAL: BACK ISSUES MARKET

Also on page 3, that rare thing, a complete run of the Journal, is
offered. In 1964 I was lucky to obtain what was then a complete run,
unbound, for £33; I shall be interested to hear what competition this
attractive offer provokes. This is a field of admittedly fickle values,
depending on identified demand.
But many of our numbers, even some recent ones like June 1981,
are elusive; others are distinct rarities, seldom seen and hard to price.
Our Secretary can offer a large range at up to £3, but now increasingly
in photostat, which collectors of originals reject. Those of our readers
who are not connoisseurs, and not looking to spend hundreds of
pounds, but who are interested in our subject and realise that our
content is unique, are invited to note that our stocks of back issues are
dwindling and can never be replaced; if interested in acquiring any
they should write soon to the Secretary (or, for March 1980 onwards,
to me).
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BUT IS IT ART?
AN APPRECIATION OF JUST SO STORIES
by ROSALIND MEYER

When the flush of a new-born sun fell first on Eden's green and gold,
Our father Adam sat under the Tree and scratched with a stick in the mould;
And the first rude sketch that the world had seen was joy to his mighty heart,
Till the Devil whispered behind the leaves, "It's pretty, but is it Art?"
[from "The Conundrum of the Workshops", 1890]

[Mrs Meyer, a member of our Melbourne Branch whom we had the pleasure of meeting
recently in London, works on the Community Services side of Deakin University,
Victoria, "advising" (she tells me) "on Literacy and Study Skills, whatever they are.
Recently, devising 'games' which I programme on a microcomputer for the instruction
of students, I have reflected on how Kipling too saw education as a game to stretch the
mind, challenge the wit and give delight."
So modern a standpoint (she has contributed to Computers & Education and is
thinking of offering it her perceptions on Kipling and Education) bears on her original,
thoughtful and welcome reappraisal of Just So Stories, but is balanced by a classical
literary grounding which she has lately been consolidating with some study of Old
Norse. She graduated in English at both Melbourne and Oxford Universities, and has
taught English and Latin, variously at both school and university level in Australia and
England, and found time to be a wife and mother.
To Kipling she acknowledges indebtedness. From his books, starting with Just So
Stories with its "delicious lead into irony", she derived an awareness that enabled her
as an Australian schoolgirl to take naturally to Jane Austen, and later to life in
England, "as one who is coming home". For her, Kipling has "added immeasurably to
one's thrill in actual experience", and has even "taught an Arts graduate to love
machines". She has remained mindful of the debt not least when teaching English to
engineers and noting "the fine direct prose they practise", or when programming
computers, a skill that "requires an eye to clean structuring".
The structuring of the Just So Stories was a high artistic achievement. These tales for
children go on attracting buyers in many languages around the world. (I have found
them in Icelandic in a village shop on the Vestmann Islands, and there will be odder
instances than that, of their catholic appeal.) Still, they are presumably best in English,
though the publishers of a recent American edition (Weathervane Books, 1978), no
doubt nervous about the word "nigger" in one story, have included a notice that the
writer's language, though "no longer in vogue", was of "historical interest and literary
note".
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However, in the same edition, an enthusiastic Foreword by Elisabeth Choi describes
the book as "superbly amusing and entertaining", one in which a "magician in words",
with an "ability to capture the workings of a child's mind", offers a "delightful
experience of sound and meaning", enhanced too by the "bold linear design and
charming detail" of the author's own drawings. This is the kind of enthusiasm that
greeted the book's first appearance in 1902, when G. K. Chesterton proclaimed it as an
"admirable achievement" by a "bewildering genius". He called the stories "really
unique. They are not fairy tales; they are legends. A fairy tale is a tale told in a morbid
age to the only remaining sane person, a child. A legend is a fairy tale told to men when
men were sane."—Ed.]

It is a commonplace that, as J. I. M. Stewart has remarked,
Writing retrospectively in Something of Myself, [Kipling] has
more to say about the group of children's books than about any
other—and indeed it is his main point that only in a limited sense
ought they to be regarded as children's books at all. Most mature
readers who like Kipling will be found to agree with him in
this . . .1
It is certainly true that the children's books are now receiving more
attention from critics. Kim is now paid its full due, the Puck stories
are being carefully evaluated, and even the more limited potential of
the Jungle books is being explored. So far, however, little has been
said of the Just So Stories. Even one of Kipling's most sensitive and
scholarly modern interpreters, Roger Lancelyn Green, in Kipling and
the Children quotes one paragraph from an American History of
Children's Literature and concludes: "This . . . really says almost all
that can be said about them." 2
Perhaps it is because the Just So Stories are prescriptively subtitled
"For Little Children" that they have passed largely unnoticed. But
more, surely, may be said of them than may be comprised in a
paragraph or two. Like all the other children's stories, they seem to
relate to various levels of apprehension as the author "worked the
material in three or four overlaid tints and textures, which might or
might not reveal themselves according to the shifting light of sex,
youth, and experience".3 The Just Sos may be scaled-down to the
proportions of the "little bit (two inches wide) of ivory" on which
Jane Austen claimed to have painted; but in these miniatures the
scheme of "niello and grisaille" is almost perfect, while the
constituent "lacquer and mother o' pearl" may at times be discerned
for appreciation.
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In more ways than one, the stories are written "just so"; although
the Preface to Life's Handicap might indicate only the title's relevance
to small hearers—
"none are so terrible as the little ones, if a man misplace a word,
or in a second telling vary events by so much as one small devil."4
For such an audience, as he selected the final form of a tale, the writer
might well call on the skill perfected in the exercise of his craft for
adult readers: for, as he had suggested in the same Preface, "grown
men are but as little children in the matter of tales". What, then, may
be found for grown men in these tales for little children?

It is difficult to take seriously any fiction which draws for its
characters on the world of birds, beasts and fishes. Talking creatures
disturb the critical sense, since they appear to have no place in a
convincing representation of life; and as a result, the books in which
they figure are normally relegated to the children's section of the
library. Only such rare modern fables as Animal Farm are reserved for
older readers; while the tale of Chaunticleer and Pertelote had its first
apologist in the Nun's Priest himself:
But ye that holden this tale a folye,
As of a fox, or of a cok and hen,
Taketh the moralitee, good men.
These two classics are in fact, in the modern sense of the term,
"moral" fables after the manner of Aesop. Set against the Just Sos,
they appear doctrinal; for the moral of the Just So Stories is not
summed up in conclusion, after the manner of conventional fables,
but arises rather from realistic fiction. To some extent the tales are
allegorical; but they are also actualist. Wild Horse arrives "tripping
and stumbling on his long mane", a genuine creature in his own right;
and the shipwrecked Mariner is found paddling—plausibly enough—
at Fifty North and Forty West, not some limitless Otherwhere.
Allegory normally resides in the sacred places of the psyche, apart.
It is, then, on the face of it even more difficult to accept animals
realistically depicted against actual backgrounds conversing with
men. Chaucer's farmyard fowls do not address the "povre wydwe",
any more than, to take an instance perhaps comparable, Snoopy can
communicate directly with Charlie Brown. Yet if the Just Sos are
compared with other books for children in which animals speak
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freely with mankind, the nature of Kipling's achievement becomes
clearer. Beatrix Potter, writing at the same time, fails to convince
when she mixes her two worlds of daily life. Milne segregates his toys
in the Forest, which may only be entered by Christopher
Robin—whose existence is shown to be, if not quite divine, at least a
remove from that of the other characters. Lewis Carroll succeeds with
chaotic juxtapositions in his allegory: but only one normal human
being (again, a child) has access to this society of eccentrics, and to
reach them she must go underground or through the looking glass.
The closest comparison with the Just So Stories in this respect is
found in Hugh Lofting's tales of Dr Dolittle: where the creatures of
the household inhabit the normal world but quite naturally enter into
discussion with Matthew Mugg, the Cats' Meat man; while Prince
Bumpo from Africa and Oxford collaborates with them to defeat the
machinations of animal chauvinist Sidney Throgmorton. Yet from
this comparison it can be seen how much more Kipling accomplishes.
His characters have greater depth and unexpectedness than the twodimensional Jip, Dab-Dab, and the rest—however briefly they are
sketched; his plots, though well within the understanding of small
hearers, have an individuality and scope in psychological finesse
denied the simple problem-solving of Lofting's; and his style exceeds
in an exquisite variety of ways Lofting's lucid and classic prose.
Nor is Hugh Lofting's thoroughgoing democracy any part of
Kipling's plan. In the Just So Stories mankind, observably and
realistically, has the benefit of a wider experience than is available to
the animal characters; and in consequence, unlike for instance
Tommy Stubbins, acquires some measure of superiority. The human
personalities are further differentiated among themselves—as are the
animals—according to their abilities and situations, while in their
turn they are subordinated to the quasi- or wholly supernatural
protagonists. Hierarchy and the Law operate in these tales, as
elsewhere. The Leopard and the Ethiopian are cronies, but it is the
Ethiopian who is quicker to grasp Baviaan's advice: for the good
reason that he is a grown-up.
Those who wield power and influence are not left to enjoy it within
the confines of fantasy as does the King in a fairy tale, but are open,
just as in the world we know, to challenges from recalcitrant subjects.
The Parsee must pit his wits against the brute force of the Rhinoceros;
and the Crab even in his overthrow by the Eldest Magician
importunes a bargain, and before reaching his decision must be
convinced of his real advantage in compacting it. In every case,
individual character tells. Plots turn on the interaction of sufficiently
complex personalities, and may even effect changes in character. The
mighty Suleiman-bin-Daoud in all his wisdom is confounded by the
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Animal that came out of the sea, and only then realises that his
munificent project has been prompted by a desire to patronise. Only
after this can he grasp at what point he shares common ground with a
little Butterfly. Says the Butterfly:
"O King, live for ever. . . you know what wives are like."
Suleiman-bin-Daoud smiled in his beard and said, "Yes, I
know, little brother."
Although they are fantasies which partake of allegory, myth, and
fable, the Just So Stories are validly fictional. Recognisably, they
draw on the stuff of daily life, well within the understanding of young
listeners, for their narratives.
It is, then, essential to the design of the stories that the animals
should talk: otherwise the plot might not function. The denouement
of many of the stories turns on this power to communicate, as may be
seen in the brief and only exchange between the Whale and Mr. Henry
Albert Bivvens, A.B.:
So the Whale called down his own throat to the shipwrecked
Mariner, "Come out and behave yourself. I've got the
hiccoughs."
"Nay, nay!" said the Mariner. "Not so, but far otherwise.
Take me to my natal-shore and the white-cliffs-of-Albion, and
I'll think about it." And he began to dance more than ever.
Each is providing information useful to the other, and, as a
consequence, the story proceeds to its happy ending. In folk-tale,
creatures may talk: but as a rule their discussion is superfluous to the
plot. The Wolf, for instance, could easily discover Little Red Riding
Hood's destination in some way other than by questioning her. The
Whale may not.
The conversations recorded in the Just Sos provide the most
distinctive clue to the raw material with which the author worked as
he wrote—whether the basis of the tales lies in life or literature. The
advice of that thoroughly fly counsellor, the little 'Stute Fish, which
both initially precipitates and finally resolves the simple "intrigue",
suggests his distant origin in classical comedy as the Servus. The
Mariner, as he is depicted, stirs no such associations. He is divorced,
by act and speech, both from his counterpart in the Book of Jonah
and from his Coleridgean situation alone on a wide, wide sea. He
appears as a stalwart individual, though in this first of the Just So
Stories to be published (December 1897) his spoken style is measured
and mannered.

FINDING STRORKS'S SKIN ON THE BEACH

Presently the Parsee came by and found the skin, and he smiled
one smile that ran all round his face two times. Then he danced
three times round the skin and rubbed his hands. Then he went
to his camp and filled his hat with cake-crumbs . . .
One of many illustrations by F. Rojankovsky in How the Rhinoceros got his Skin, in the
'Just So Stories Series' (Garden City Publishing Co., New York, 1942).
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In the tale of the Camel, however, which followed a month later,
mature accents very familiar to Kipling's readers may already be
discerned—granted the other hints given by the story. The Horse, the
Dog, and the Ox, angered by the Camel's defection from the day's
work, make representations first to him and then to the Man, who is
in charge of local operations. Harassed, the Man has no solution but
for the three to work harder: so that in the evening the three hold "a
palaver, and an indaba, and apunchayet, and a pow-wow on the edge of
the Desert". Their ability to discourse poses a threat, as is remarked
by the Djinn of All Deserts as he passes, quick in his exalted capacity
to note discontent among the staff.
"Djinn of All Deserts," said the Horse, "is it right for any one to
be idle, with the world so new-and-all?"
He words his appeal with the respect, but also with the directness, of a
professional Civil Servant employed in the establishment of the
British Raj. Equally, the expansiveness of his superior is nicely
delineated:
"Whew!" said the Djinn, whistling, "that's my Camel, for all the
gold in Arabia! What does he say about it?"
He is swift to investigate, and swift to ensure the Camel's future
contribution to the work force. Reprisals are tempered with
diplomatic bluffness, and the reminder of the necessity to bow to the
Law, enforced by a hint of the availability of promotion—"and don't
you ever say I never did anything for you".
These slight touches reveal themselves only in "the shifting light of
sex, youth, and experience". But they suggest the underlying
structure of a tale whose maxim the author had illustrated before and
was to illustrate again. The unlicked cubs must be licked into shape,
and the Work make its claim on the work force.
It is again the style of speech which gives the clue in "The Beginning
of the Armadilloes". Stickly-prickly and Slow-and-Solid speak rhythmically and even poetically at times; but for all that, on occasion
their phraseology may be parallelled in Stalky & Co., published the
previous year.
"I don't like this old lady one little bit," said Stickly-Prickly . . .
"I wonder what else she knows?"
And later he laments, in the manner of Beetle, "This is a mess!" Their
common war-cry is "Won't Painted Jaguar be surprised!" At one
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level of interpretation, and in their origins, they are Third Formers
desperate for survival. If Stickly-prickly is the quicker-witted, Slowand-Solid is a competent partner, once given the lead, in the brilliant
repartee with which they buy time from Painted Jaguar; while in their
tormentor's uneasy if beautiful adolescence may be descried the
outlines of a maturing Sixth Former. It seems far from unlikely that
the exquisite Painted Jaguar shares the same original with the bully
Sefton of "The Moral Reformers". That silky-moustached young
man already has his animal associations as a "crammers' pup", and
is, as the Reverend John comments to the Head, "the only son of his
mother, and she a widow". This mother also receives her son's
confidences to the full, as her outraged letter to the School reveals.
Not impossibly, Kipling had in mind a private joke as he composed
this tale. Third Formers who win through their early traumas by dint
of exerting themselves will acquire some carapace of confidence by
the time they reach the Middle or Upper Fourth—which still today, in
some English schools, is known as "the Shell". The term was
common late last century.
At certain levels, the dimensions of the stories may be perceived to
extend beyond the understanding of "little children". Yet young
minds may be stirred to move and to explore the possibilities towards
which some of the tales beckon. "The Cat that Walked by Himself",
for instance, has an especially evocative and haunting quality. It
seems worth considering whether any reason may be found. All four
last tales—of the Elephant's Child, the Cat, the Crab, and the
Butterfly, published in that order in 1902—repay analysis. Roger
Lancelyn Green has shown the basis of the Crab's story in a Malay
folk tale, while Suleiman-bin-Daoud himself proclaims his partlegendary origins. But the tale of the Cat appears to be a selfgenerating myth; until one considers what is its direction.
Clearly, the tale centres on the creation of that indefinable entity, a
home: to accomplish which, the Woman has to call on all her powers
acquired and inherited—whether she is a little girl hanging sacking
across the entry of a lean-to in the garden, or some larger
representative of Womankind. Under her guidance, comforts,
responsibilities, and relationships, shared in common by all the
household, emerge and proliferate. Only the Cat presents an
insuperable challenge, since "all places were alike to him", and his
concerns affect him alone. The conflict of the tale lies between him
and the Woman, not over a question of social accommodation, but
on an issue of principle and of attitude. Notably, it is immediately
after the Cat, "wildest of all the wild animals", that the Man is
introduced to the story. The Man
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didn't even begin to be tame till he met the Woman, and she told
him that she did not like living in his wild ways.
So she domesticates them all, and it is made clear that although they
gain much by their bargain, they lose their freedom. The point is
scored most incisively in the case of the Horse—as is appropriate:
Wild Horse bent his wild head, and the Woman slipped the
plaited hide halter over it, and Wild Horse breathed on the
Woman's feet.
Every word tells, from "slipped" to "plaited hide". The noose is
handsome, and it is comfortable; but it is also durable. The Man's
situation is to be sought in the experience of the animals; and it is thus
that the Cat's part in the allegory becomes clearer. When the night
gets into his head—as habitually happened to the author when a
young man5—he makes his escape in the moonlight, "waving his wild
tail and walking by his wild lone". It is perhaps worth speculating
what connection this story has with the tales of Strickland, who may
at some point be a projection of his creator's own personality.
Certainly one may wonder whether Mrs Youghal, confronted with
that house in which once the unfortunate Imray died,6 confided to her
daughter that it was no better than a Cave; and whether Strickland,
adjured, in the words of the Woman, to "keep house", ever slipped
back to his old bachelor ways. Certainly the Woman's first act is to
hang a curtain. Strickland's curtains, had he had any, would have
reeked of cheroot smoke. "The Cat that Walked by Himself" reserves
its own ironies; of which one of the best may be that it was first
published in the Ladies' Home Journal, an organ dedicated to the
preservation of home life. Yet it is by no means an allegory easy to
interpret; its truths, because inexpressible otherwise, are presented
with the elusiveness of myth.
"The Elephant's Child" perhaps reflects a simpler situation, while
its popular appeal may readily be explained by its most human
reverberations. At its inception, it seems to represent the cheerful
obverse of which the reverse was written as "Baa Baa, Black Sheep".
It would be easy to read into its reprisals to "dear families" some
wish-fulfilment of retaliation: but when carefully considered the tale
appears in essence rather a humorous account of the author's own
eventual success after quitting first the House of Desolation at
Southsea, next Westward Ho!, and finally those "Seven Years Hard"
(as he describes them in Something of Myself) on the Civil and
Military Gazette and the Pioneer—to emerge famous in early
maturity. All his various mentors have their representation in the

-SO THE CAT WALKED THERE BY HIMSELF"
and he saw the Woman milking the Cow. and he saw the light of the fire in the Cave, and
he smelt the smell of the warm white milk. Cat said. "O my Enemy . . .".
[One of four attractive illustrations by the well-known sporting artist Cecil Aldin, to
accompany "The Cat that Walked by Himself" in the Windsor Magazine. October 1902
(not correctly listed in Stewart, page 219. nor in Livingston, page 259).]
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"dear families": for, significantly, this tale makes no mention, as
such, of the "Mummy" or the "Daddy" who figure so naturally in
many other stories, and its title speaks for itself. It was Lockwood
Kipling, wise and benignant, who designed the elephant motif which
supplemented and later replaced the swastika on editions of Kipling's
works.
Analogies in fact and fiction with aspects of the story are not far to
seek. In his autobiography, though sanguine, Kipling does not
diminish his early difficulties; while the stories based on his tutelary
years show how deeply these had impressed the sensitive
consciousness of an artist. The Elephant's Child with his
'satiable curtiosity is obviously the Black Sheep of his families; just as
any intelligently precocious questions posed by Black Sheep in the
House of Desolation were certainly quashed "in a loud and dretful
tone". Thrashings were frequent then; and other chastisement of
different kinds followed at school and in India, where, according to
Lord Birkenhead, as a talented writer Kipling was still something of a
misfit in provincial society. Kolokolo Bird, sketched in a few words as
one who has seen the vanity of all human wishes, may owe something
to many people; but surely most to Kipling's first chief editor on the
daily paper through which all human experience poured. "The little
that I ever acquired of accuracy, the habit of trying at least to verify
references . . . I owed wholly to Stephen Wheeler." Kolokolo Bird
of course directs the Elephant's Child to his sources—for the
Limpopo was once known as the Crocodile River.
The Elephant's Child, undaunted by his early experiences, and still
eager to explore his universe, soon finds himself in real danger; but
even here he stoutly exerts himself, and by the help of the adult and
equivocal Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake, escapes with his life,
although mourning apparent malformation. But the Rock Snake
proves himself a kindred spirit and an active philosopher in more
ways than one. He turns the tables on the Elephant's Child by asking
him questions, in the Socratic mode of instruction. As a result, the
Elephant's Child returns to his world enlightened, and equipped at
last with a far-reaching all-purpose trunk to confront it. In much the
same way the near-blind Punch of "Baa Baa, Black Sheep", endowed
with an extension to his face in the form of the spectacles which Beetle
was the only boy at the United Services College to wear, eventually
acquired not only sight but insight before returning from India in his
early twenties to an expectant London. Kolokolo Bird's "wait-a-bit
thorn-bush" has symbolic relevance:7 for after many trials the
Elephant's Child attains to happiness, asserting his individuality not
in conforming to his world, but by achieving its respect in the end.
Although rooted in his own developing observation of life, like

"AND STILL HE WAS FULL OF 'SATIABLE CURTIOSITY"
He asked his tall uncle, the Giraffe, what made his skin spotty, and his tall uncle, the
Giraffe, spanked him with his hard, hard hoof... and he asked his hairy uncle, the Baboon,
why melons tasted just so, and his hairy uncle, the Baboon, spanked him with his hairy,
hairy paw . . .
[Two VerBeck illustrations (see also pp 6 & 23) for the first magazine issue of "The
Elephant's Child". Incidentally the magazine text differs in many small details from
the final book version used here: e.g. the repetitive adjectives "tall" and "hairy"
(above) were not in the original. Likewise the phrase "high tension" (see p 6) was an
afterthought: the Rock-Snake had at first said "hard pulling".]
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Kipling's tales for adults, the Just So Stories are told in a manner very
different. The connection with "Baa Baa, Black Sheep" prompts the
query whether the author—having himself so brutally and senselessly
been taught to read (and presumably, therefore, to write) before he
found for himself in books his only means of escape from "Aunty
Rosa" and her pervasively destructive distortion of every good and
sweet thing in life—had in mind, when writing "For Little Children",
to introduce them to the craft through pure joy. How many of us are
indebted to him for this?
It may be remarked that communication is a motif which links all
the stories together; communication, moreover, beyond that which
has already supposedly been bestowed by nature. Thus it is that
beasts talk, and that humans discover the idea of writing; for which
first they must invent the alphabet, following the marked lack of
effective communication achieved in Taffy's letter of graphics. (That
did represent a first-timer, however: and she was encouraged to learn
from the Chief of the Tribe, swift to expound possibilities, "You've
hit upon a great invention!") The general theme is reinforced even in
the so-called "lost" Just So Story, published apart from the
collection, whose title, "The Tabu Tale", 8 emphasises the Power of
the Word.
Close reading shows that the tales were written with the most
scrupulous care, however fast they were turned out, by a mastercraftsman at the height of his fame, for the small apprentices so very
important to him. Perhaps it is for this reason also that they are
entitled "Just So"—for while he himself excels, he shows precisely
what it is that he is about.
The story of the Whale invites the exercise of an early critical sense
as the rhymes begin to trigger the conscious mind—
He ate the
the plaice
mackereel
whirly eel

starfish and the garfish, and the crab and the dab, and
and the dace, and the skate and his mate, and the
and the pickereel, and the really truly twirly...

Later in the same tale, twenty-two verbs in unvarying succession
("He stumped and he jumped and he thumped and he bumped", etc.)
not merely precipitate the climax: they initiate the youngest of minds
into the game of Words. In due time, some hearers may appreciate
what superb effects can be achieved by simplicity: with nouns, for
example, as Suleiman-bin-Daoud
went on between the lilies and the loquats and the roses and the
cannas and the heavy-scented ginger-plants that grew in the
garden.. .

"BUT IT'S VERY USEFUL"
"It looks very ugly," said his hairy uncle, the Baboon.
"It does," said the Elephant's Child. "But it's very useful," and he picked up his hairy
uncle the Baboon, by one hairy leg, and hove him into a hornets' nest.
[Another VerBeck illustration from the Windsor Magazine. It will be observed that the
insects are bees, not hornets: this is because the original version of the text read bees'
nest. An odd feature is the design, whereby the top left corner of the picture carries a
panel or window to emphasise the bees: the bottom right contained the caption.]
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or with verbs, as it might be (effective with incremental repetition)
when the Elephant's Child "pulled, and pulled, and pulled".
The game is played in many ways. When Kipling wishes, he can
even put the meaningless etcetera to meaningful or at least emotive
use—
One day [the Parsee] took flour and water and currants and
plums and sugar and things, and made himself one cake which
was two feet across and three feet thick . . .
The hyperbole is promoted in the apparently childish phrase, "and
things", which at the same time suggests, albeit mischievously and in
neat self-parody, the adult mysteries of the culinary arts. "It was
indeed a Superior Comestible (that's Magic) . . ."
Even a pastry-cook's advertisement may be pressed into service to
augment the esoteric terms with which the tales are embellished: terms
such as "noble and generous Cetacean" or "Tidy Pachyderm". These
may stimulate young minds to the sense of wonder which overtook
Punch of "Baa Baa, Black Sheep", coming upon "falchion" in
Sharpe's Magazine and finding for himself an intense delight in words
for words' sake. "The Precession of the Equinoxes" derives from
Freemasonry, while from byways of scholarship come
Hieroglyphics, and Demotics, and Nilotics, and Cryptics, and
Cufics, and Runics, and Dorics, and Ionics, and all other sorts of
ricks and tricks.
Humour frames these for notice and enjoyment; while once more, in
fine contrast to them, stands what may be done with the plainest
terms if they are infused with poetic power:
"O my Enemy and Wife of my Enemy and Mother of my
Enemy," said the Cat, "it is I . . ."
Prompted in different ways, young hearers may gain a heightened
awareness of the manner in which matter may be presented, and
gradually come to gauge the validity of every word. Once the lesson
has been absorbed, they are unlikely to overlook the ironic cast given
to Suleiman-bin-Daoud's instructions to the Djinns by his final
adverb:
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"Slaves," said Suleiman-bin-Daoud, "when this gentleman on
my finger" (that was where the impudent Butterfly was sitting)
"stamps his left front forefoot you will make my Palace and these
gardens disappear in a clap of thunder. When he stamps again
you will bring them back carefully."
Mature readers may prefer to linger over the felicity of "left front
forefoot".
The game of conscious appraisal is taken a stage further in the story
of the Leopard, where various methods of description are
exemplified. The mock-awkwardness of "the 'sclusively greyishyellowish-reddish High Veldt" nevertheless does not inhibit an
impression of vast featureless horizons; and is neatly contrasted, in a
string of those adjectives so often resorted to by young writers, in the
evocative depiction of
a great, high, tall forest full of tree trunks all 'sclusively speckled
and sprottled and spottled, dotted and splashed and slashed and
hatched and cross-hatched with shadows.
But more to the point is the crescendo of similes which in this tale
begins to impress itself on the mind:
. . . they ought to show up in this dark place like ripe bananas in a
smoke-house . . .
You show up in this dark place like a bar of soap in a coalscuttle . . .
. . . you show up in this dark place like a mustard-plaster on a
sack of coals.
Finally, the series modulates from the grotesque into the pleasing, a
natural object in a natural setting:
. . . if you insist on looking like a sunflower against a tarred fence.
Since the first three are, as it were, asterisked for attention with "this
dark place" and, once interest is gained, the last is allowed to make its
own point, it is difficult not to believe that a lesson is being inculcated,
with whatever charming playfulness.
More sophisticated instruction may be discerned. The tales call
consistently for a suspension of belief and a suspension of disbelief, as
the humour both undercuts and enhances the stylistic effect. The
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narrative loses none of its excitement as the tension mounts, while
simultaneously it adds the savour of its own telling:
. . . they filled the Stranger-man's hair with mud (at which he was
surprised), and they beat upon the Reverberating Tribal Drums,
and called together all the chiefs of the Tribe of Tegumai, with
their Hetmans and Dolmans, all Neguses, Woons, and
Akhoonds of the organisation, in addition to the Warlocks,
Angekoks, Juju-men, Bonzes, and the rest, who decided that
before they chopped the Stranger-man's head off he should
instantly lead them down to the river and show them where he
had hidden poor Taffy.
The style is self-conscious in the best sense, and it develops an irony—
if one may so term it—specifically adapted for appreciation at an
early age. It should not be long before the listener can begin to relish
to the full remarks at first bewildering—
"Why, the whole dear, kind, nice, clean, quiet Tribe is here,
Taffy"—
or the deliberately begged question, "Aren't you well, or are you ill, O
Tribe of Tegumai?"
The confederacy which gradually forms between the author and his
audience, the sweeter because it is tacit, is one of the most potent
elements in the appeal of the Just So Stories. Adults may join the
conspiracy; recalling the Parsee's hat, from which "the rays of the sun
were reflected in more-than-oriental splendour".
Kipling presumably had in mind to parody himself through the
tales. In all the criticisms levelled at him over the years, no one has
suggested that here was a man who did not know what constitute a
Beginning, a Middle and an End. Yet, though the openings seize at
once on the imagination, the endings of many of the stories seem to
tail off awkwardly. The Whale's furnishes a delightful example,
concluding many times over as it does. Each time an appropriate
close such as "lived happily ever after" is reached, some further
thread of the narrative, left untied, obtrudes itself. Small listeners will
tolerate no terse allusiveness in summation. Thus the Mariner's
Mother is dealt with, the Whale, the 'Stute Fish, and, to make a job of
it, the jack-knife, the blue canvas breeches, the suspenders, and, of
course, the grating—once a raft. The case for the force of the
unspoken is in this way argued by its negation, with poker-faced
humour.
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The body of the tales displays a sheer skill in narrative that defies
analysis. Yet there are hints thrown out to young learners. For clarity,
eye and ear are consistently appealed to—after the manner of all
literature intended at one point for the illiterate, from folk-tale to
Homer and the Bible. To beginners, visual effects will first become
apparent. Settings, however briefly indicated, are individual: the two
deserts, for example, are differentiated from each other and from the
"bare, hot, shiny High Veldt". The desert in the middle of Australia
has typical stone outcrops, spinifex, and mulga; the Howling Desert
is remarkably reminiscent of the drifted sands which lie beside the
Suez Canal, where the Djinn as he assumes his cloak becomes the
threatening darkness of the dust-storm.
Visual technique forms an integral part of the narration. The
stories unfold like a series of photographs, one brief scene ensuing on
another. One word can make the tableau: as, after the Stranger-man's
arrival at the cave, the Neolithic ladies "sat on him in a long line of
six". Without "long", the picture would not be visible. Tegumai is
caught in action in a phrase, as he "went on pulling and straining at
the deer-sinews with his mouth full of loose ends". Entire justice is
done to the retreat of Suleiman's wives:
Then they put their veils over their heads, and they put their
hands over their mouths, and they tiptoed back to the Palace
most mousy-quiet.
Purposes more than simple may be served in this way. When the
Eldest Magician, following Creation, "wiped the fine dust off his
hands and walked about the world", it is obvious to small people,
from a familiar action, that the job is completed; but older readers
will be conscious also of the dust of Adam, and of the Original
Carpenter.
The ear is consistently delighted with refrains whose tempo and
tonal quality first mark them for attention—"you must not forget the
suspenders, Best Beloved"; "and he was a Tewara"—and it may then
become attuned to the music of vowels and consonants apparent in
some of the verses:
Roll down—roll down to Rio—
Roll really down to Rio!
Oh, I'd love to roll to Rio
Some day before I'm old!
It will only be, however, when themselves finally called on to recite
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the Just Sos out loud, that those who first heard, not read, them will
thoroughly appreciate the exquisite and consistent beauties of the
prose rhythm, intonation, tempo, and word music. These may partly
account for the ready hold of the tales on one's memory, to which
they commit themselves effortlessly.
One story, the Kangaroo's, experiments with metre rather than
rhythm. The Sing-Song of Old Man Kangaroo is precisely that: in
loose form, a ballad, after the manner of the interminable folksongs
of the Australian outback. Generally speaking, two or three lines of
four stresses each are followed by one of three:
He was grey and he was woolly and his pride was inordinate:
he danced on an outcrop in the middle of Australia,
and he went to the Little God Nqa.
The intoned stanzas catch the peculiar drily humorous drone and
drawl of the speech "back of the black stump". The characters, too,
are indicated only by the stock epithets of ballads—like the "jolly
swagman" or the "squatter, mounted on his thoroughbred" of
"Waltzing Matilda". 9 Yet in its spare harshness the Sing-Song is not
only Australian but surprisingly Greek. The hubris of inordinate
pride swiftly attracts Nemesis—Yellow-Dog Dingo, "always
hungry"—at the bidding of the Gods. In this case, the tale ends
relatively happily: but the Kangaroo's chagrin at his metamorphosis
perhaps cuts in two directions. "This is a practical joke" might well
have been the reflection of some fleeing nymph suddenly transformed into a flowering shrub in response to her appeals for divine
intervention; but may it not also, perhaps, be a sly thrust at the
Darwin controversy of some forty years earlier? Many of the tales
furnish such a commentary on evolution—which perhaps implies one
more connotation of "Just So".
The stories do not purport to give answers to those Six Honest
Serving-Men—What, Why, When, How, Where and Who. The author
who had written "Reingelder and the German Flag" 10 was careful to
protect himself from being thought to have "lied in print", by
developing the conscious game of critical analysis. His educational
concerns lie elsewhere, and his truths both emerge from and are
directed to the fictionally marvellous in every sense.
The stories are fitly provided with the stuff of fairy tales; which, as
Roger Lancelyn Green reports, were once said to be "full of
something very like lies"11 and would be very disappointing fairy
tales indeed if they were not. But whereas folk tale presents its magic
for wonder alone, Kipling takes opportunity to draw his moral here.
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Once more, he sets up a dual consciousness. The incredible is neatly
presented as a fait accompli, but queried if there is any possibility of
its being seriously accepted:
I don't think even grown-ups would keep on saying such a silly
thing if the Leopard and the Ethiopian hadn't done it once—
do you?
He was aware that even the Jeremiah verse on which this tale is based
was quoting a saying already proverbial.
Equally, the magic in the tales is very strictly contained. Minor
practitioners, such as the Woman, are obliged to summon all their
resources: and in her case, as young hearers are certainly likely to
notice, she patently charms with the temptation of succulent foods.
Great exponents of the art are reluctant to exercise their powers. To
confound Pau Amma, the Eldest Magician "made a Magic with his
left hand—with just the little finger of his left hand", and the result is
not the destruction but the enlightening of the Crab as he is thus
simply disarmed and reduced. The "really truly wise" Suleiman-binDaoud is similarly restrained, and his reasons are given:
Of course if he had chosen to turn his ring on his finger and call
up the Djinns and the Afrits they would have magicked all those
nine hundred and ninety-nine quarrelsome wives into white
mules of the desert or greyhounds or pomegranate seeds; but
Suleiman-bin-Daoud thought that that would be showing off.
In the tales of Taffimai the force of magic is most carefully
controlled. The Stranger-man is surprised at Taffy's survival after she
touches his amulet: he had been told that anyone who did so without
his leave "would immediately swell up or burst". Even in "The Tabu
Tale" it slowly becomes apparent that tabus affect only Taffy's
Daddy and the Head Chief—who was rather a friend of hers.
Mummies are exempt from tabus at all times. Quietly and delicately,
the point is made that it is unwise to rely on magic. Mortals need to
create their own magic by working intelligently at their problems.
The real achievements of the characters derive from their own
efforts, whether mental or physical. From the Mariner to Queen
Balkis, those who succeed do so by using their own wits, keeping a
cool head in a tight place, and proceeding with care, control, and
determination to use whatever resources are at their disposal. This is
very familiar to mature readers of Kipling; and will impress itself on
the minds of younger ones by repetition of the themes in various tales,

"TEGUMAI WAS SEVERELY ANGRY"
One of several illustrations by L. Raven Hill for "The Tabu Tale" (Windsor Magazine,
September 1903). This is a very elusive Just So Story, not collected in book form (in
Britain, that is—in America it was) before the posthumous Sussex Edition. Though it is
not the finest of its genre, its absence from standard editions is cause for strong regret to
any devotee of Taffy and her father Tegumai, and their doings in prehistoric Surrey.
To explain the picture, at the beginning of the story father and daughter are out
hunting, but without success since Taffy's persistently uncontrolled noisiness has
disturbed all the game. At last, Tegumai was severely angry. He stood quite still, making
up his mind whether it would be better to boil Taffy, or skin Taffy, or tattoo Taffy, or cut
her hair, or send her to bed for one night without being kissed . . .
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as they are worked into the fiction. The true moral is left to take its
effect as the years go by; and in this way the overt traditional moral of
the fable—"and that is the reason why whales nowadays never eat
men or boys or little girls"—is neatly undermined.
The Just So Stories are in their way perhaps the most perfect tales
that Kipling ever wrote. The lesson in the craft is valid not only "for
little children": it remains a matter of wonder to a mature critic. The
beauty of the narrative is easy to sense but impossible to explain,
when the author is moved to write in earnest: when, for instance, he
reveals the importance to his own concerns of "playing". As he
opened the tale of the Crab he presumably had in mind not only
Genesis but the great Creation Psalm, No 104, with its There is that
leviathan, whom thou hast made to play therein.12 "Made to play" may
be construed as being allotted a role: and it is a role, in the exquisitely
simple prose which brings the essence of creation within the grasp of
the smallest hearer, that is awarded to each creature. Children are
accustomed to exactly this procedure when they initiate their own
make-believe games of adult life—
Before the High and Far-Off Times, O my Best Beloved, came
the Time of the Very Beginnings; and that was in the days when
the Eldest Magician was getting Things ready. First he got the
Earth ready; then he got the Sea ready; and then he told all the
Animals that they could come out and play. And the Animals
said, "O Eldest Magician, what shall we play at?" and he said, "I
will show you." He took the Elephant—All-the-Elephant-therewas—and said, "Play at being an Elephant," and All-theElepharit-there-was played . . .
The Game figures frequently in Kipling's work, from Stalky's
"japes" to Kim's "Great Game". 13 Symbolic significance informs the
tale of the dedicated polo pony, the Maltese Cat, who wins for himself
the title of Past Pluperfect Prestissimo Player of the Game. The Just
Sos are in themselves a game, a game of artistic creation. Their author
is, then, in a sense the Eldest Magician, who looks on his world of
creatures and sees, as he writes the second-last tale, that it is good.
Roger Lancelyn Green has pointed out that the Ark which
accompanies many of the illustrations is interlaced with an A, so that
a phonetic rebus is contrived on the author's initials, R.K. The A, not
impossibly, represents the Alpha of Beginnings in those High and
Far-Off Times. Yet the writer is also the Elephant's Child, the firstcreated. Once again, it seems that he was pleased with his
achievement.
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"Kun?" said All-the-Elephant-there-was, meaning, "Is this
right?"
"Payah kun" said the Eldest Magician, meaning, "That is
quite right."
He is no longer a misfit; he is now successfully playing his appointed
role in the scheme of things.
The Just So Stories are the proof. In them, Ovid's dictum, ars est
celare artem, is felicitously subverted, as they furnish instruction with
delight; yet at the same time contrive to fulfil it, as the author writes
apparently effortlessly in the matured perfection of his craft. Who in
his day can surpass him, writing at his best—when the body of the
narrative appears to impel itself forward, urged on by its own
controlled momentum till it reaches equipoise? All his gifts find
opportunity to expand and to declare themselves, as he creates his
own Magic for little children.
Then the Moon rose big and full over the water, and the Eldest
Magician said to the hunchbacked old man who sits in the Moon
spinning a fishing-line with which he hopes one day to catch the
world, "Ho! Fisher of the Moon, are you playing with the Sea?"
"No," said the Fisherman, I am spinning a line with which I
shall some day catch the world; but I do not play with the Sea."
And he went on spinning his line.
Now there is also a Rat up in the Moon who always bites the
old Fisherman's line as fast as it is made, and the Eldest Magician
said to him, "Ho! Rat of the Moon, are you playing with the
Sea?"
And the Rat said, "I am too busy biting through the line that
this old Fisherman is spinning. I do not play with the Sea."
The plot has been set up by a twist on "playing": it denotes an
irresponsible idleness alien to the Work of the World, which taints
Paradise with sin as it produces a malfunction of time and tide. But
the denouement follows, after the Eldest Magician's game is done
with the Crab; and all falls back smoothly into working order.
And the Rat of the Moon stopped biting the line; and the
Fisherman let his line down till it touched the Sea, and he pulled
the whole deep Sea along, past the Island of Bintang, past
Singapore, past Malacca, past Selangor, till the canoe whirled
into the mouth of the Perak River again.
"Kun?" said the Fisherman of the Moon.
"Payah kun," said the Eldest Magician.
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FOOTNOTES
1.

From Rudyard Kipling, by J. I. M. Stewart (Gollancz, London. 1966), p 113.

2.

From Kipling and the Children by R. L. Green (Elek, London, 1965), p 178. Green
was quoting a passage by Elizabeth Nesbitt [not of course the better known
"E. Nesbit"] m A Critical History of Children's Literature (New York, 1953).
She had written of the Just So Stones as "an incredibly apt re-creation of the
primitive impulse . . . utterly satisfying. [They] preserve throughout the
atmosphere of inescapable logic, of statement without protest, which is so innate
a quality of ancient myth . . . a sense of wonder and curiosity uncontaminated ...
inimitable form and flavour . . . [Kipling's] dominating sense of story . . ."

3.

From Kipling's Something of Myself, chapter VII.

4.

From the Preface (itself virtually a short story, about the holy man Gobind) to
Kipling's Life's Handicap, published in 1891, six years before the appearance of
the first Just So Story.

5.

See Something of Myself, chapter III.

6.

The Strickland story, "The Return of Imray" [Life's Handicap] has close
analogies with "The Cat that Walked by Himself".

7.

This in turn illustrates the shades to be discerned elsewhere in the "grisaille".
Wild Horse contributes to allegory as well as to realism when, in the glory of his
sexuality, he yet approaches the Woman "tripping and stumbling".

8.

Published in magazine form in 1903, and in book form in the U.S.A. in that year
[Outward Bound Edition]; not published in book form in Britain until the
posthumous Sussex Edition.

9.

"Waltzing Matilda" means "going to gaol": which sets the two characters in
perspective.

10.

Collected in Life's Handicap.

11. See R. L. Green, op. cit., p 181.
12.

Other verses of this psalm are echoed elsewhere; e.g. verse 23, "Man goeth forth
unto his work and to his labour until the evening", in "How the Camel got his
Hump"; and of course Th» Day's Work.

13.

Further compare Wilton Sargent, of "An Error in the Fourth Dimension" [The
Day's Work], who "before he was thirty . . . discovered that there was no one to
play with him".
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THE MIRRIELEES CONNECTION [2]
based on information kindly sent to the Editor
by FAITH ROBINSON and TOM DRIVER

"The Mirrielees Connection" is the title of a series of short articles
presenting new or unfamiliar material relating to Kipling. F. J.
Mirrielees, sometime head of the Castle Line, is only one of many
names that will come to notice, but in a sense he is responsible for the
series, which stems from friendships made aboard one of his liners,
the Kinfauns Castle, sailing to Cape Town in 1900 with himself and
Kipling among the passengers.
With the first in the series [Journal No 231, page 28] we printed
sketches of John and Elsie Kipling that their father made on board
and gave Mirrielees for his daughter, now Mrs Celia Craven. (The
voyage was also mentioned in No 230, page 43, with Kipling's comic
verses about hams.)
Another passenger was Mirrielees's brother-in-law, H. M. Bernard,
who became a close friend of the Kiplings. Bernard's granddaughter
Mrs Faith Robinson is supplying from family records much of the
substance of this series, including an account of the voyage. Now
another document, containing names we shall meet again, has been
found by Mr Tom Driver: it is the ship's First Class Passenger List for
the very voyage in question. (See pages 35-38.)
It was early in the Boer War, and "The Absent-Minded Beggar", a
strident fund-raiser for a military charity, set to music by Sir Arthur
Sullivan, was all the rage, when the Kinfauns Castle sailed from
Southampton on 20 January 1900. Carrie Kipling's diary for that day
notes that Rudyard "enjoys himself with the Volunteers", of whom
there were many on board. But so far the news from South Africa had
been deeply disturbing—Ladysmith, Kimberley and Mafeking
besieged, and a string of humiliating defeats. Roberts had now gone
out to take command, but had not yet turned the tide: indeed another
disaster was about to take place.
When this happened, at Spion Kop on 24/25 January, the Kinfauns
Castle had just left Madeira, her one port of call. When she put out to
sea there was news of a British offensive, but no hint of its outcome. It
was the age of the telegraph cable, not of the wireless, and as the ship
steamed on down into the South Atlantic the lack of information
seemed increasingly oppressive. There was the usual programme of
entertainments for the passengers, there was the novel distraction of
drill for the Volunteers among them, but of the progress of the war
they knew nothing.

See "The Mirrielees Connection [2]" on page 34. This printed list, reproduced with its
covers on these four pages, was given to the First Class passengers on sailing.—Ed.

The names of several of these passengers will be recurring in this series of articles.
Officers and Nurses going out to the Boer War are of course conspicuous in the list.
The Duke of Marlborough, then twenty-eight, was among the Volunteers.—Ed.

See preceding pages. This interesting map was part of the printed Passenger List.
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LORDLY OF LEATHER [6]
A FURTHER INSTALMENT IN OUR SERIES ON KIPLING
AND THE MOTOR CAR

Owing to pressure on space, a year has passed since we presented the
fifth in this series. But we are now reviving it, and in March 1985 shall
print some previously unpublished material from Kipling's journal of
his motor tours. Two excerpts, one set in France, one in Britain, both
dated 1923, have been chosen and edited for us by Meryl Macdonald,
author of Kipling the Motoring Man [National Trust, 1983].
In that booklet Meryl Macdonald mentioned how Kipling's log
begins as "little more than brief notes of mileage, routes, hotels . . .
and memos for the A.A."; till eventually "brevity gives way to his
inimitable reportage". It is some of this latter that we are about to
publish.
The text is highly readable for its own sake; but it incidentally
contains one or two literary clues not found elsewhere. For instance,
we learn from his journal that when driving down from Scotland in
October 1923, Kipling ran into
a system of insane police controls where licences were demanded and
a filthy red-diamond label offered (by a man with a workmanlike
pink tongue) to be stuck on the car as a "protection against further
'inspections' ", This I declined not wishing the Duchess to look like
the cattle labelled on their rumps who were circulating unattended
through Grantham. Police most urgent that I should so deal with
her—to save themselves trouble!
Clearly this was the source for that incident in "The Prophet and
the Country" [in magazine form, 1924; in Debits and Credits, 1926]
where the narrator, crossing the unfamiliar Midlands,
fell into a motor-licence 'control' which began in a market-town
filled with unherded beeves carrying red numbered tickets on
their rumps. An English-speaking policeman inspected my
licence on a bridge, while the cattle blundered and blew round the
car. A native in plain clothes lolled out an enormous mulberrycoloured tongue, with which he licked a numbered label,
precisely like one of those on the behinds of the bullocks, and
made to dab it on my wind-screen. I protested. "But it will save
you trouble," he said . . . "This is your protection."

LORNA BALDWIN AT BATEMAN'S, 1921
A snapshot taken by Rudyard Kipling's daughter Elsie (later Mrs George Bambridge).
of her cousin Lorna in the year before she became Mrs Arthur Howard. It was "on the
bridge over the Dudwell by the old Mill", Lady Lorna Howard (as she now is) recalls,
and "1 remember that dress: it was dark green and 1 liked it."
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'UNCLE RUDDY', REMEMBERED [1]
by LORNA HOWARD

[It is a pleasure to introduce Lady Lorna Howard to readers of the Kipling Journal.
Indeed, it is quite an event to be able to publish a new series of articles based on the
personal recollections—copious and clear as they are—of a relation of Rudyard
Kipling, someone who knew him intimately, saw him frequently over many years, and
loved him dearly.
Few people now living can claim acquaintance with Kipling even in his later years,
after the watershed of the 1914-18 War. For Lady Lorna, that distance in time hardly
taxes her excellent memory, which runs back to the very beginning of this century. Her
familiarity with the Kipling and Baldwin families in particular, and by extension the
Poynters, Burne-Joneses and other cousins, is that of an insider: which, of course, as
the first Earl Baldwin's daughter and a favourite cousin of Rudyard Kipling, she
assuredly is.
Born in July 1896 and christened Leonora, though later known as Lorna, she was the
second daughter of Stanley Baldwin, by Lucy née Ridsdale his wife. Baldwin and
Kipling were first cousins (their mothers being two of the remarkable Macdonald
sisters) so Lorna Baldwin was a second cousin, as well as a contemporary, of Elsie
Kipling (born in February 1896) and John (August 1897). For her, their parents were
always 'Uncle Ruddy' and 'Aunt Carrie', and both, in their different ways, are still held
by her in warmly affectionate remembrance. "Bateman's", she says, "was literally my
second home."
Indeed, high on the list of her enthusiasms, Lady Lorna retains an undimmed and
doughty loyalty to the memory both of her father and of Rudyard Kipling; and if she
scents detraction she defends them strenuously and well. Her debt to both is great. "I
was brought up", she says, "by two men, Father and Uncle Ruddy. You could call the
first instalment of these reminiscences Uncle Ruddy, by a Girl he Tried to Bring Up."
Given this closeness, her recollections are of prime interest. They have never been
published, so the material now made available to me by Lady Lorna's kindness (in
manuscripts she has written, in personal photographs and letters she has dug out, and
in impressions conveyed in several interviews) is quite new. As our series unfolds, it will
be seen to throw strong light on the personalities of Kipling and his family, as well as on
the narrator and other people. Each self-contained instalment will consist of Lady
Lorna's account, supplemented only by such annotation and cross-reference as seems
necessary in a permanent record. But the aim is to provide not so much a chronicle as a
string of unconnected vignettes, of which the vividness and immediacy must strike
those of our readers whose own memories are less extensive, and who were not born
before the late Queen's Diamond Jubilee.—Ed.]
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ROTTINGDEAN
I cannot remember the time when Uncle Ruddy first came into my
young life. He seemed always to have been there, laughing, mocking,
admonishing, giving and loving. My earliest memory of him must
have been at Rottingdean, where three families of very young cousins
met each summer.1 We would sit at his feet while he told us tales from
the Just So Stories; and as it was only at Rottingdean that the three
families met, so at Rottingdean it must have been that the stories were
told.
Suddenly, in the middle of the Telling, he would call out Boots!—to
which we replied in chorus, Spurs! Quicker than an echo our response
had to be, or we were dismissed from the Telling.
He also taught and drilled us into playing 'Hogmanay Bread', a relic
of his mother's childhood. Sitting in a row, well away from each
other, arms round our bent knees, chin on knees, we would recite in
chorus:
My father and mother have both gone to bed
And left me alone to make Hogmanay Bread—
Hogmanay Bread, Hogmanay Bread—
And left me alone to make Hogmanay Bread.
At each saying of 'Hogmanay Bread' we had to roll over backwards,
then as quickly as possible regain our original positions. The more
rotund of us nearly always fell over sideways, which left the way open
to John and me, the only skinny ones of that fraternity of cousins.
1.

The Kiplings, living at The Elms between 1897 and 1902; the Baldwins, staying at
The Dene; the Mackails (children of J. W. Mackail and Margaret Burne-Jones),
staying at North End House.

ALGIERS
In 1921 I was invited to join the Kipling family in Algiers.1
Unimagined bliss! It was my first visit outside Europe. I was sent out
with a travelling companion, kind Fraulein Diffenbach—my parents'
pre-war Swiss courier,2 I think—but she returned with the ship. Uncle
Ruddy met the ship at Algiers, where he, Aunt Carrie and Elsie were
staying at the Hotel St Georges. The hotel was a revelation to me,
very smart and very awe-inspiring. How good they were to me, and
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what fun we had, the four of us!
Elsie and I played a lot of lawn-tennis on a red en-tout-cas court:
before this I had played only on grass. Elsie had a devastating service,
and played very well but (to my way of thinking) did not run enough.
At last, driven to desperation by her laziness, I called out at the top of
my voice, "Run, you strumpet!"
This last word had an electrifying effect on my cousin.
Back at the hotel, Uncle Ruddy asked me if I knew what it meant.
"No", I replied.
"Where did you learn it?" he asked.
"I've no idea. Shouldn't I have used it?"
"Certainly not. Come here." He then wrote a list of about twelve
words on a sheet of paper. "These all mean the same thing and should
not be used by you." He then burst out laughing.
"But anyway, Uncle Ruddy, it made Elsie run!"
The only word in the list I can remember is Poplolly3
1.

On 19 February 1921, the Kiplings sailed on the S.S. Timgad from Marseilles to
Algiers, where they stayed four weeks. Some of the people R.K. met are named in
Carrie Kipling's diary notes; his own impressions of Algeria were summarised in
1933 in the second chapter of Souvenirs of France.

2.

The Baldwins had several times visited Switzerland for winter sports before the
War, more than once in company with the Kiplings.

3.

Partridge's Dictionary of Slang and Unconventional English (5th edn.) gives the
Poplolly as a name for "Lady Darlington, notorious and prominent in English
society of the 1820's". Otherwise, poplolly is slang for a sweetmeat.

THE RIVIERA
Uncle Ruddy would often burst forth with a limerick, if the town
through which we motored offered him an idea. Thus is was that
There was a young girl of St Tropez
Who said she did not know the ro-pés:
She went off to Cannes
With a very rich man—
And now her dear mother has ho-pés.
[Lorna Baldwin was with the Kiplings in St Tropez and Cannes in March/April 1921.
This limerick does not seem to have been recorded before: it is not among the sixteen
Kipling limericks collected and privately printed by Roger Lancelyn Green.—Ed.]

"TO F.W.M. FROM J.L.K."
A front view of the jug which, as the letters on the 'shield' indicate, was painted by
Rudyard Kipling's artist father, John Lockwood Kipling, and presented by him to the
Frederic William Macdonald who in March 1865 became his brother-in-law. For the
story, see opposite: for other pictures, see page 46 in this issue and page 4 in that of
September 1984.
The jug stands about 5 inches high. It has been decorated in blue and gold on a plain
white surface. The pattern, though bright and attractive, shows signs of wear from
hard use.
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THE LOCKWOOD KIPLING JUG
AND HANNAH JONES'S TEA-CADDY
A note by the Editor on two items generously donated
by Mrs Morag Macdonald to the National Trust
I had the pleasure last year of meeting for the first time Mrs Morag Macdonald, and of
hearing from her some vivid recollections of Rudyard Kipling's sister Mrs Fleming,
whom she had known in Edinburgh as a relative by marriage—and as an almost
disconcertingly copious talker, darting swiftly from topic to topic. But Mrs Macdonald
also consulted me about finding an appropriate permanent home for two interesting
heirlooms that had belonged to her own late husband: a remarkable china jug and a
handsome tea-caddy, both with Kipling associations.
While helping to arrange their very ready acceptance by the National Trust for
display at Bateman's, I decided that the donation and the family connection were
worthy of mention in the Journal, and that the jug deserved photographing.
Mrs Macdonald, herself by birth a MacLeod of Skye, is the widow of a doctor,
Frederic Gordon Macdonald (1901-68); he was the son of a solicitor, George
Macdonald, who was one of the ten children of the Reverend Frederic William
Macdonald, Rudyard Kipling's "Uncle Fred". In other words the donor's husband
was a grandson of "Uncle Fred", and was Rudyard's first cousin once removed.
The jug, depicted in the frontispiece of our last issue (showing the monogram on its
base) and again in photographs here, was decorated by 'JLK', John Lockwood
Kipling, and presented to 'FWM', Frederic William Macdonald. Perhaps some reader
will identify the author of the verse on its sides, and also if possible give a date to the
jug, or to its decoration. I would imagine 1863/64, when Lockwood, at work on china
in London and in the Potteries, made friends with Fred Macdonald, then a young
Methodist minister at Burslem. Though accounts of how Lockwood met his future
wife Alice Macdonald vary in detail, her brother Fred was seemingly instrumental. At
the wedding, too, Fred gave away the bride; and when Rudyard was born Fred became
godfather. Much later, in 1891, he accompanied his by now alarmingly celebrated
nephew (who for the occasion used the alias "Mr Macdonald", in an unsuccessful
attempt to escape the attentions of the press) on a brief trip to New York. But about the
later relationship between the two there is not much on record.
The other item, similarly inherited by her late husband and donated by Mrs
Macdonald, is an attractive tortoiseshell tea-caddy, in general shape rectangular but
with curved and elaborate lines. It stands on squat ivory feet and has two internal
compartments. On the lid is a small silver plate engraved 'HJ'; a spoon inside is
engraved 'M'. This caddy belonged to the formidable Hannah Jones (1809-75), who by
her marriage to the Reverend George Browne Macdonald (1805-68) became the
mother of Alice, Fred and nine others; and eventually a grandmother of the
cousinhood that included Rudyard Kipling and Stanley Baldwin.
The National Trust, in accepting these gifts with gratitude, commented that they
would be appreciated particularly by the many visitors to Bateman's "who come with a
surprising knowledge of the details of Rudyard Kipling's family".

IN PRAISE OF ALE
The Lockwood Kipling jug: see page 45. On it, as an accompaniment to classical faces
and figures suggestive of Ceres, Bacchus and others, are these lines:
Twin child of Ceres, Bacchus' daughter,
Wine's emulous neighbour if but stale:
Ennobling all the nymphs of water
And filling each man's heart with laughter—
O give me Ale!
The phrase, "if but stale", is an odd one, too condensed to be clear, and not to be
explained by any difficulty in finding a rhyme for "ale". But the writer of this verse,
whoever he was, would clearly have disagreed with George Crabbe's lines on
"Inebriety" (in a poem written in imitation of Pope's style):
Lo! the poor toper whose untutor'd sense
Sees bliss in ale, and can with wine dispense;
Whose head proud fancy never taught to steer
Beyond the muddy ecstasies of beer . . .
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BOOK REVIEW
A KIPLING COMPANION

by Professor Norman Page (in the

Macmillan Literary Companions series, Macmillan Press,
London, 1984; xvii + 202 pp, 15 illustrations, £20; still available
through the Society, for Members in the U.K. and Europe only,
at £17, postage and packing included).
How very pleasant it is to be able to greet a book with almost
unstinted praise! Norman Page's addition to the series of Macmillan
Literary Companions seems to achieve all it sets out to do in a way
calculated to satisfy Kipling's most ardent admirers and capture the
interest of readers who know little or nothing of him.
The book is divided into such sections as 'Kipling's World', 'A
Kipling Who's Who' (dealing with his relatives, friends and
important contacts), 'A Guide to Kipling's Short Stories', 'The
Novels', 'Miscellaneous Prose' and 'A Select Guide to Kipling's
Verse'.
It is amazingly free of mistakes—such as there are seem to be the
most trifling errors or slips, e.g. (page 47) Many Inventions contains
three 'Soldiers Three' stories, not two, "My Lord the Elephant"
having been overlooked; (page 50) Land and Sea Tales has the subtitle
for Scouts and Guides, whatever may be substituted in later American
editions; (page 54) the first three Just So stories were in fact written
and published in America, much earlier than the rest—they were told
to Josephine; (page 78) "Cheever" is a misprint for "Cleever"; (page
91) "the soldier, Stanley", is in fact Ortheris; (page 99) "In the Rukh"
was never transferred to The Jungle Book, so far as I know—
presumably All the Mowgli Stories is intended; (page 108) Strickland
also appears in "The Son of his Father"; and this appears to be
almost all.
Of course, as the stories described are selective and not complete,
all readers may legitimately find fault with omissions and inclusions.
One feels that some at least of the later Puck stories should have had
separate inclusion, and several of the stories in The Jungle Book, other
than those about Mowgli. But the most curious omission is of two
whole books—Land and Sea Tales and Thy Servant a Dog, & Other
Dog Stories, from which no stories are mentioned (except "Stalky" in
passing): both are dismissed in a few lines under 'Miscellaneous
Prose' (even Abaft the Funnel gets longer mention) and the former is
said to consist entirely of reprints from periodicals—which is wrong,
since "His Gift" appears there for the first time.
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One personal regret: could not "Proofs of Holy Writ" have been
included, which John Buchan considered to be Kipling's best story? It
is easily available in the Kipling volume in Everyman's Library.
ROGER LANCELYN GREEN

THEATRE REVIEW
'ALEC McCOWEN AS RUDYARD KIPLING',

being

a

one-man

show written by Brian Clark (based on Kipling's works, and
with the permission of the National Trust); directed by Patrick
Garland; acted by Alec McCowen (whose Gospel of St Mark
has also been acclaimed as a one-man show); presented during
the summer of 1984 at the Mermaid Theatre, London; intended
for eventual transmission on Channel Four television; reviewed
in the national press in uniformly laudatory terms as a striking
theatrical performance; extended for some time on account of
full houses. Here is our own review, written for the Journal by a
member of the Society.
For the writer of this review a partiality for one-man shows, and the
pleasure of Kipling, were perfectly combined in Alec McCowen's
performance. Its unexpected nature made its impact all the greater.
With most 'monologic' performances, such as Emlyn Williams's
memorable delivery of a selection of Dylan Thomas's poetry in 1979,
the enjoyment lies in the pleasure of hearing the verse declaimed by a
professional voice: Alec McCowen and Brian Clark went beyond this
and gave us an interpretation of Kipling the man.
With remarkable economy of make-up, a physical resemblance
was achieved which greatly enhanced the whole performance, though
paradoxically such an effect would have been the opposite of
Kipling's wish—a point which McCowen made forcefully from his
first entrance, questioning the whole point of the play by reference to
Kipling's famous lines,
And for the little, little, span
The dead are borne in mind,
Seek not to question other than
The books I leave behind—

ALEC McCOWEN AS RUDYARD KIPLING, 1984
This photograph (from the theatre programme) gives an immobilised idea of what
McCowen looked like on stage during his recent tour de force at the Mermaid. At a
glance, the resemblance to Kipling seems rather remote. However, by skilful
expression and sensitive gesture, with a few cleverly chosen props, the actor contrived
to create a closer resemblance than this still picture can suggest, to what we may believe
the real Kipling was like. Was the image too tetchy, too gruff? Possibly, but we must
grant that lengthy stage monologues do need an element of assertiveness.
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and then using that to allow him to seek out the man, from the books.
Given the ethos of the play, it may seem beside the point to
comment at length on the purely visual aspects; but one of the chief
pleasures of the evening was the articulation of everything one had
suspected about Kipling as a live human being — and this greatly
enhanced the fresh look at his works which the play offered.
McCowen's brusque and forcible delivery, suddenly transformed
into a great and unaffected kindliness when he spoke to the children,
carried immediate conviction. There can be little doubt, especially in
the light of "O Beloved Kids"', that this was the authentic voice of
Kipling. Equally, McCowen's theatrical departure at the interval—
the abrupt embarrassed sweep of the arm in farewell and the
determined march to the exit, pipe clenched F. D. R.-style—
conveyed the contrast between Kipling's essential reticence or
privacy as an individual and that great compassion for people which
underlay all his writing.
Brian Clark's choice of verse was a delight, even to the aficionado;
the familiar cadences were there, but interspersed with items halfremembered and even, one must confess, forgotten. In such a
performance the bulk of material must be drawn from the verse, but
greater scope might have been given to extracts from the prose.
Kipling's celebration of the British soldier is contained principally
in his verse, and this was given full and justified rein. Any comparison
between the excoriation (by some quarters of society) of the Army in
Ulster and the response to the Falklands made especially apt the
inclusion of
. . . it's Tommy this, an' Tommy that, an' "Chuck him out,
the brute!"
But it's "Saviour of 'is country" when the guns begin
to shoot . . .
However the record of Kipling as the scribe of British India is to be
found in his stories more than in his verse, and more scope could have
been given to these. Kipling spent only a small part of his life in India
but it is evidence of his genius that he was able to translate this into
enduring literature—one of the few points which could have been
more clearly made.
If this was an omission, an inspired inclusion was the treatment of
the chorus of "Gentlemen-Rankers"—
We're poor little lambs who've lost our way,
Baa! Baa! Baa!
We're little black sheep who've gone astray,
Baa—aa—aa!
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with 'Kipling' giving his own recital over a recorded rendition of the
lines as adopted by the Yale University Song Group, and with the
authentic tones of bitterness and despair belying the sugary
sentimentality of the popular version. This was important both for
itself and for its rejection of what popular re-working has done to
lessen the value and impact of some of Kipling's work.
The issues of Kipling's alleged jingoism and racialism were also
faced and dealt with, exposing the myths and misconceptions of
many years. It was a joy to have the import of the full quotation from
"The Ballad of East and West" made clearly and succinctly. Kipling's
views on "breeding" are questionable—though moral judgments in
hindsight are of little value—but Brian Clark accurately portrayed
the great respect which Kipling felt for all who lived up to his
fundamental standards of honesty and courage. The lines,
But there is neither East nor West, Border,
nor Breed, nor Birth,
When two strong men stand face to face, though
they come from the ends of the earth
say more about Kipling than the oft-quoted reference to "lesser
breeds without the Law", and the play made the point in unequivocal
terms.
The key to the success of the performance lay in its combination of
a representative selection of verse and a coverage of the major aspects
of Kipling's life, both as chronology and an interpretation. The
quotations highlighting Kipling's attitudes to the Boer War and the
Afrikaaners were especially striking; and the inclusion of three items
illustrating the effect on him of the Great War were particularly
important. The "Epitaphs of the War" may be untypical of Kipling's
oeuvre, but they are of major significance for the understanding of his
later writings—besides their considerable individual merit.
In all, the performance afforded an evening of great pleasure, gave
new insights to Kipling's character, and did much to promote the
continued reappraisal of his place in the literary history of Britain.
MICHAEL KYLE
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
KIPLING AND THE FREEMASONS [III]
From Commander M. B. S. Higham, R.N., Grand Secretary, United Grand Lodge of
England, Freemasons' Hall. Great Queen Street, London WC2B 5AZ

Dear Sir,
It has, for many years, been Grand Lodge's policy not to comment
when Freemasonry is discussed in public. The Journal of the Kipling
Society may be private enough for me to help with answers to the
questions posed by Mr Wade in his letter (June 1984, page 31). If it is
not, you may care to treat this letter as being for your personal
information.
It may comfort members of the Society to know that there is
nothing incompatible between Kipling's honesty and sense of
personal honour and his having been a Freemason. Freemasonry
requires from its members an initial and continuing belief in God
and, without being a religion itself, encourages them to practise
whatever religion they profess. Freemasons are citizens first; their
duty to the law and society is clearly understood by them as prevailing
over any obligation to help other Freemasons. Not all are blameless,
but the use of Masonic links to promote personal, business or
professional interests is condemned as contrary to the conditions on
which a man becomes a Freemason. It is, of course, news when a
Freemason errs in this manner: the conforming majority goes
unnoticed.
Freemasonry, as practised in England, has spread in basically the
same form to many parts of the world, and Kipling would have felt as
comfortable among Masons in this country as he did in India.
Finally, the principles of Freemasonry have remained constant
since its modern form became recognisable centuries ago, and
Kipling would find little change in it today.
Yours sincerely,
M. B. S. HIGHAM

[In publishing Mr Wade's letter in June. I hoped (but hardly expected) that some
official Masonic comment might be forthcoming. The Grand Secretary's dignified
letter above is therefore very welcome, and the Kipling Journal, as a periodical
circulated to Members and not on general sale, sufficiently fulfils the condition of
privacy that the writer expects.
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The topic has now generated other letters from Members, in our September issue
and below. (Meanwhile, British readers have seen suggestions in the press that some
police authorities would prefer their officers not to be Freemasons.) In case any more
letters follow, I hope they may bear on the uncertain question of what connections with
Freemasonry Kipling maintained—in real life and not just in his fictional
writing—after leaving India at twenty-three.—Ed.]

KIPLING AND THE FREEMASONS [IV]
From Mr J. Cunningham. Silversprings, 140 Burn Road, Templepatrick,
Ballyclare, Co. Antrim BTJ9 ODQ. Northern Ireland

Dear Sir,
Mr Shamus Wade, in his letter on Kipling and the Masons (June
1984, page 31), raises several interesting questions, none of which I
am qualified to answer. I am not a Mason, although I am broadly
sympathetic to their aims and principles as far as I understand them. I
feel that while Mr Wade's view of Masonry is perhaps justified as a
result of his particular enquiries, he is somewhat hard on Masons in
general, and I know that the popularly held opinion of the order here
is a lot more charitable than he indicates.
There are several interrelated factors which would have to be
unravelled and identified in any study of Kipling and the Masons.
First, the actual facts about the Masons in India when Kipling joined
and was an active member. Second, the degree of his active
participation in the order when he was living in England, the state of
Masonry there at that time, and just as important, the view of that
state as held by the public at large at the time, and by Kipling himself.
And third, the degree to which all these factors changed throughout
Kipling's lifetime, and—to give us the right perspective from the
1980s—how they have further changed since his death.
There is a particular question to which I have never been able to
find an answer, even from senior Masons. At the end of "In the
Interests of the Brethren'" [Debits and Credits], Kipling's first story
set in the Lodge "Faith and Works", the Clergyman is said to be
uneasy about the Lodge's position under Masonic law, and Brother
Lemming fears that he may inform on them. The narrator,
expressing, we must assume, Kipling's own views, and having been
lavish in his praise of what he has seen, and of the way in which the
Lodge has helped visiting servicemen in wartime London, then ends
by "speculating how soon I could steal a march on the Clergyman
and inform against 'Faith and Works No. 5837 E . C "
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Why? Have I missed either some fine point of Masonic philosophy,
or a more general thrust in the whole story? I shall be very grateful if
any reader can enlighten me.
Yours faithfully,
JOSIAS CUNNINGHAM
[On the general topic, the Grand Secretary's letter and Mr Reed's in September are
very relevant. For anyone primarily interested in Kipling's life, there is certainly
something to be said for a dispassionate study of the factors listed by Mr Cunningham.
On his detailed final question, perhaps someone will comment: my own opinion is that
the narrator was indulging in heavy irony and actually intended to advocate more such
admirably unorthodox Lodges.—Ed.]

KIPLING AND THE SWASTIKA [II]
From Mr T. L. A. Daintith, Candide, 15 Whitehall, Watchet, Somerset 1A23 0BD

Dear Sir,
I understand that there are two Swastikas, pointing clockwise and
anticlockwise respectively: the emblem of the Nazi Party pointed
clockwise. Which one Kipling favoured is not immediately clear, as
both Hodder & Stoughton and Macmillan appear to have used either
one indiscriminately. Does anyone know whether, in fact, one
Swastika was considered lucky, and the other unlucky—and if so
which was which?
According to Stewart [Bibliographical Catalogue] a "Swastika
Edition" was published in 1899 in America, but no indication is given
as to which way the device pointed; nor is it clear whether this was the
first time that it was employed. Possibly some reader can enlighten
me.
Yours faithfully,
TREVOR DAINTITH
[This arises from a letter printed in our September 1984 issue (p 36). On the
clockwise/anticlockwise question I would welcome comments—with the caveat that
they should take into account what has already been published in some detail in our
issues of March, June and September 1980. Regarding Kipling's first use of the
Swastika on a book, I hopefully await learned correspondence. Meanwhile I am
printing a copy of a drawing by Lockwood Kipling, published in 1894 as an illustration
for a story by Flora Annie Steel. The elephant, which in the story has magical powers,
is conspicuously adorned with the Swastika.—Ed.]

CHOOSING THE NEXT KING
"The very instant it caught sight of the Prince it went down on its knees."
An illustration by Lockwood Kipling for "The Two Brothers", one of the fables
recounted by Flora Annie Steel in Tales of the Punjab (Macmillan, 1894). In a certain
kingdom, on the demise of the monarch, a sacred elephant would indicate the
successor by an act of obeisance—which it would never perform unless it identified the
proper attributes of royalty. (The parrot and the starling, by the way, had a less public
but similarly occult function in this story.) See the letter opposite.
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POOK'S HILL ON THE MAP [III]
From Brigadier W. J. Jervois, M.C. St Augustine's Nursing Home,
St Leonard's-on-Sea. Last Sussex TNJ8 0LB

Dear Sir,
At this length of time since his death, we cannot precisely establish
what was in Rudyard Kipling's mind when he wrote about Pook's
Hill. However the contention of Mr O'Hagan (Kipling Journal of June
1984, page 34) that this was a feature known as Perch Hill does not
stand up well to closer examination. I tabulate below the evidence
that I believe discounts it.

(1) The position of the forge. In chapter VII of Something of Myself
Kipling wrote:
Just beyond the west fringe of our land [my italics] in a little valley
. . . stood the long, over-grown slag-heap of a most ancient forge,
supposed to have been worked by the Phoenicians and Romans...
The ghost of a road climbed up out of this dead arena and crossed
our fields. . . Every foot of that little corner was alive with ghosts
and shadows. Then, it pleased our children to act for us, in the
open, what they remembered of A Midsummer-Night's Dream. . .
And in a near pasture of the water-meadows lay out an old and
unshifting Fairy Ring.
COMMENT: The forge is Burwash Forge on the 1:25,000 Ordnance
Survey map, Sheet 51/62. The Bateman's land, on the west, extended
to about 1000 yards short of Willingford lane and included Rye
Green [see sketch map, Kipling Journal of June 1984, page 35].

(2) Where Parnesius came in. Two pages further on, Kipling wrote:
Parnesius came later, directly out of a little wood above the
Phoenician forge; and the rest of the tales in Puck of Pook's Hill
followed. . .
COMMENT: Parnesius's first appearance, of course, is in A Centurion
of the Thirtieth, which describes Una's position, where "Pook's Hill
lay below her". The nearby forge, too, is mentioned.
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(3) Carrington s main reference. In his Rudyard Kipling (1978 edition,
chapter 15, page 442), C. E. Carrington described where the children
played A Midsummer-Night's Dream in 1904:
Their theatre was a fairy ring beside the brook, at the foot of a
grassy slope which they knew as Pook's Hill.
COMMENT: The brook is the Dudwell, flowing eastward from
Willingford Bridge past Bateman's, not far from the southern
boundary of the estate.
(4) Carrington's footnote. This defines Pook's Hill:
It is the long spur running up from the Dudwell Brook to
Burwash Common, and is visible from the western windows of
Bateman's [my italics]. There are several Pook's Hills in Sussex,
but I can find no evidence that the name was attached to this hill
before 1904.
COMMENT: The writer cannot have seen the much earlier one inch
Ordnance Survey map showing Pook['s] Hill—the modern Park Hill,
[see Mr Shearman's letter, March 1984, page 44].

(5) Height and visibility. Mr O'Hagan quotes the relative heights of
various features, to show that Kipling had Perch Hill in mind.
However, to the best of my recollection, Perch Hill is not visible from
Bateman's, since some high ground intervenes, just to the south, near
Magpies Hall. I might add that during thirty-five years that I lived in
Burwash I talked to many people who had worked for Rudyard
Kipling, and not once did I hear it suggested that he had been
thinking in terms of Perch Hill.
Yours sincerely,
WILFRID JERVOIS
[Brigadier Jervois, now in his nineties and less mobile than he would wish to be,
suggests that members whose interest has been quickened by the opinions and
information conveyed by this correspondence, and who have the opportunity to visit
the scene, should do so and report on what they find. I can see that, if this discussion
continues to ramify, further instalments may require to be illustrated by something
much more comprehensive than my elementary sketch map of last June, which was
merely designed as an outline for our many readers abroad who are unlikely to visit
Burwash, Sussex, England.—Ed]
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TWO RECENT MEETINGS
CARS

On 4 July 1984 at Brown's Hotel Meryl Macdonald (freelance writer
and broadcaster; Member of the Society; frequent contributor to the
Journal, sometimes as Mrs M. M. Bendle) spoke to an appreciative
audience on Kipling the Motoring Man, which is also the title of the
National Trust booklet, all too brief, of which she is the author. Her
stylish mastery of the subject was what one would expect. In fact,
Kipling and Cars is something not yet adequately covered in print:
what we need is Meryl Macdonald's knowledge and enthusiasm
supported by a publisher with the confidence to go for the much
bigger book which the topic demands, and which one day it should
receive.
Mr J. H. McGivering was in the Chair. Others present included:Miss A. M. D. Ashley; Mr F. H. Brightman: Mr & Mrs D. S. Cottrell: Mr B. C.
Diamond; Miss S. P. Fairweather: Lord Ferrier; Miss G. R. Gibbins; Mr M. J.
Grainger; Mr & Mrs H. R. Harlow; Mrs R. Kennedy (Melbourne); Miss P. A. Ritson;
Mr & Mrs L. A. F. Lewis; Canon P. C. Magee; Miss C. Mundy; Mrs G. H. Newsom;
Mr R. O'Hagan: Mr J. Shearman; Mr G. L. Wallace; Mr & Mrs G. H. Webb;
Miss H. M. Webb: Mr J. B. Wright.

SCHOOLS

On 5 September 1984 at Brown's Hotel Isabel Quigly (author of The
Heirs of Tom Brown, recently reissued in paperback) delivered a very
interesting and original talk on Stalky and Some Others. She ranged
both broadly and in depth across a field with which she is clearly
profoundly familiar, from the Stalky trio to many other figures in the
same or in a comparable genre. Whether it was Frank Richards's
sprightly tales of Greyfriars, or Horace Vachell's lush and emotional
novels, or various other exemplars, the speaker put into perspective
the conventions and social attitudes that permeated this whole
curious category of British fiction.
Mr J. H. McGivering was in the Chair. Others present included:Miss A. M. D. Ashley; Mr F. H. Brightman; Mr B. C. Diamond; Mr N. Entract;
Mr & Mrs P. S. Falla; Miss G. R. Gibbins; Mr H. R. Harlow; Lt-Col & Mrs R. I. HywelJones; Mr E. Jobson; Professor Mary Lago; Mr M. W. R. Lamb; Mrs L. A. F. Lewis;
Mrs R. S. Meyer (Melbourne); Mrs G. H. Newsom; Miss H. A. Pipon;Mr J. Shearman;
Miss S. Steel; Miss S. E. Wagstaff; Mr D. F. Weatherup; Mr C. G. Webb; Mr & Mrs
G. H. Webb; Miss H. M. Webb.
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SOCIETY MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS, AND RECENT DONATIONS
Our usual list of new Members, and our acknowledgment of some donations, are being
deferred till the next issue.

PROSPECTS FOR THE SUBSCRIPTION RATE
Note by the Editor. This issue of the Journal has had to be largely prepared before 31
October: the Annual General Meeting on that date will therefore be reported in March
1985. Meanwhile a word about subscription rates may not be out of place. For most of
us the commitments on our purse, and the steady upward drift of prices, possess a
certain gloomy interest.
With satisfaction I can record—after consulting our Treasurer and Secretary—that
we ought to get through 1985 without raising our subscription, last put up in late 1981.1
am sure, however, that when it does rise it must rise sharply, to about double the
present level, and then be held as long as possible. For a small Society which can only
afford a miniature administrative machine (with limited capacity to dun and remind its
scattered Members), imposing frequent small changes of rate would be prohibitively
inconvenient, inefficient and expensive—besides irritating Members themselves.
I will now, avoiding the jargon of accountancy, very roughly outline the Society's
financial position. We have about 1000 Members (not all punctual payers: the
defaulters are a burden on the rest). It is annual subscriptions (standard rate in the
U.K.: £6) which provide most of our income, though we scrape up more, usefully but
undependably, from e.g. generous donations, advertising-space in the Journal, and sale
of back numbers. Out of a total income of say £9000 we pay some £4000 on inescapable
overheads and routine costs, e.g. London Office rental, Assistant Secretary's pay.
photocopying, stationery, stamps and incidentals. What is left finances the
Journal—easily the heaviest charge on the Society and for many Members their only link
with it. But each quarterly issue now costs well over £1000 to produce and distribute,
and as postal and printing charges continue to rise we watch with serious alarm.
Although we now get by, we cannot do so for long without either reducing the
product or raising the price. At present, besides the many inconspicuous services that
the Society renders, and the Library and research facilities it offers, and the
programme of functions that it presents, every Member receives in the Journal
something equivalent to an illustrated 200-page book each year. Many Members have
told us we are charging too little: they are right, but we still want to hold the present
level while we can. Meanwhile, the set subscription is only a minimum figure: we greatly
appreciate it if Members subscribe at a higher rate. Likewise we are grateful for all
donations: they do much to sustain our income—which means, to sustain the services
we offer and the magazine we publish.

LATE NOTICE. Next Annual Luncheon date: 1 May 1985.

A NOTE ON THE KIPLING SOCIETY
Office at 18 Northumberland Avenue, London VVC2N 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 very eventful. The period through which he lived
and about which he wrote with such vigour was one of huge and dramatic 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. About 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. On various pages in each
issue, information on the Society's functions is provided. More can be obtained from
John Shearman or branch Secretaries. Applications for membership are most
welcome: the Society and Journal depend heavily on such support.
MINIMUM 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 AND OTHER 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 at least a few 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 in the world specialising in this subject.
We have at present much more publishable material than we can print, and have to
defer or decline some items of interest. However this is healthy. We would like more, to
improve our variety and quality. It should invariably be sent to the Editor.
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 this factor which can 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.
ADVERTISING. We welcome regularly placed advertisements compatible with the
style of the Journal: for our rates, please enquire of the Editor.
The Editor's address is Weavers, Danes Hill, Woking, Surrey GU22 7HQ.

(iii)

