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THE SOCIETY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
VARIOUS MEETINGS, 1985/86

Wednesday 13 November at the Naval & Military Club, 94
Piccadilly [not 194 as previously stated in error], W1, at 5.30
for 6 p.m., the Annual General Meeting.

Wednesday 27 November at the Naval & Military Club at 5.30
for 6 p.m., Sir Derek Oulton, K.C.B., Q.C., on The Crucible of
Thorney Island—and Rudyard Kipling's Commitment to
the Law.

Marking the 50th anniversary of Kipling's death will be two
events (fuller details in the December Journal). On Saturday 18
January 1986 a Service of Evensong and Laying of a Wreath, in
Poets' Corner, Westminster Abbey. On Wednesday 22 January a
Kipling Evening at Westminster School at 5.30 for 6 p.m.

Future Meetings. Please note that the Kipling Room at
Brown's Hotel has been reserved for the following dates in
1986, all on Wednesday—5 February, 2 April and 30 July.

The next Annual Luncheon. This has been arranged at the
Royal Overseas League, London, for Wednesday 7 May 1986.
Details will be announced later, but members are urged to take
note of this date now.

I have been glad to receive many corrections to addresses,
and I hope to receive more. I am also grateful to many members
who have kindly written to welcome me to the Secretaryship of
this Society.
August 1985

NORMAN ENTRACT

MISTY FOOTHILLS. SIMLA
This fine photograph, taken by Douglas Dickins, F.R.P.S., on a recent visit to Simla, is
one of the pictures referred to on page 40 of our last issue, and we are grateful to the
photographer for permission to reproduce it. Artistic merit aside, it captures precisely
the quality of the scenery on the fringes of Simla today.
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EDITOR'S NEWS AND NOTES
JEROME AND KIPLING
In our last issue I mentioned some points in common between Jerome K. Jerome and
Rudyard Kipling. The Idler, which Jerome edited and to which Kipling contributed,
was one obvious connection. I have now heard of a few more.
In 1891 Robert Barr was looking out for the right man to edit his projected magazine
(the future Idler). He wanted a popular name, and narrowed the choice to Jerome and
Kipling. As Jerome recorded in his autobiography, Barr "chose me—as, speaking
somewhat bitterly, he later on confessed to me—thinking I would be the easier to
'manage'. He had not liked the look of Kipling's jaw."
Years afterwards, during the winter of 1909-10, the Jerome and Kipling families met
on holiday together at Engelberg, Switzerland. Jerome later wrote some recollections
of this: Mrs Kipling had been "still a beautiful woman, but her hair was white". Out of
doors, Jerome and Kipling had been pursued by "Kodak-fiends", which Kipling, still a
beginner on skis and skates, found irksome. Back in the hotel—not surprisingly, since
it was the crisis time when the Lords' rejection of Lloyd George's Finance Bill in
December had precipitated the General Election of January—the British guests had
had heated discussions of politics: from some of the more conservative ones Jerome's
conspicuously liberal views had come in for unpleasant obloquy, but not from Kipling
who was "always courteous". In a lighter vein, the two families and the Hornungs
(E. W. Hornung, creator of Raffles, had married Conan Doyle's sister) had got
together in amateur theatricals: Jerome remembered John and Elsie Kipling as "jolly
children" who played respectively a suffragette and a "costermonger's Donah", while
their father doubled as "scene shifter and call-boy".
Close parallels between Jerome and Kipling, whether in their lives or their works,
are not many. However, as exceptionally popular contemporary writers, of highly
individual talent and substantial output, they are worth comparing for a moment.
Kipling's was the wider range, the genius, the poetry; but when Jerome initially caught
the public's attention it was with almost comparable éclat. His early magazine pieces,
collected in 1886 as Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow, show some affinity with the
newspaper writing that the even younger Kipling—more assertive, more brilliant,
more exotic, but hardly more original and with rather less gift for humour—was then
producing in Lahore. Each writer packed a punch; each started a fashion; each had
immediate success in the United States but was provoked to extreme anger by
American copyright practice; each in time came under attack from critics, for excessive
realism or "vulgarity". Jerome's Three Men used to be as familiar to the common
reader as Kipling's Soldier's Three.
Though Jerome's writing never attained the stature that Kipling's enjoyed, his very
personal style was undoubtedly effective, including a typical tendency to change gear
abruptly, through comic, tragic and didactic moods, as in the essay "On Eating and
Drinking", in Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow —
We are for ever drinking . . . We drink one another's healths and spoil our own . . .
We never eat anyone's health, always drink it. Why should we not stand up now
and then and eat a tart to somebody's success?
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There immediately follows a bitter description of life in the slums. Jerome felt that
people enduring the desperate squalor of that degraded existence should not be blamed
for taking refuge in the anaesthesia of alcohol—
In the name of the God of mercy let them pour the maddening liquor down their
throats and feel for one brief moment that they live!
For middle-class moralists to deplore such drunkenness was hypocrisy—
We may talk sentiment . . . but the stomach is the real seat of happiness . . . The
kitchen is the chief temple . . . The cook is our great high-priest . . . he soothes
away all sorrow and care . . . Our God is great, and the cook is his prophet . . .
(There is an echo of this last thought in Kipling's "The Master-Cook", some lines of
which appear in an advertisement on page 2 of this issue.)
A final ironic point in common: both writers incurred Max Beerbohm's venomous
and lasting hostility. Beerbohm's attitude to Kipling was paranoid: he himself
regretted, when it was too late, the unrequited malevolence he had so long maintained.
It began as a fastidious aesthete's revulsion from lowbrow popularity: it ended as blind
prejudice. Anyone knowing this, and finding in a newspaper review of 1908
Beerbohm's brutal categorisation of Jerome's memorable and successful morality
play. The Passing of the Third Floor Back, as "twaddle and vulgarity", the "vilely
stupid" work of a "tenth rate writer", might suspect, rightly, that the play in fact had
great merits.

THE SOCIETY'S SUBSCRIPTION RATES
As most readers already know—the necessity having been explained in recent issues—
our subscription rates have to be raised next year (details on pages 79-80). Had there
not been some very generous donations, it would have happened sooner.
The Society's expenses have been steadily rising, the largest item being the cost of
publishing and mailing the Journal. The Council could have decided to cut the size of
this mazagine: throughout the 1970s it averaged some 16 pages. However, it was
thought that this would be wrong; the Journal was the Society's link with its members;
the flow of publishable material to the Editor's desk was increasing; every indication
was that readers enjoyed it; they could see for themselves that—besides what else the
Society offered—they were now receiving, post free each year, the equivalent of a
substantial book; they would realise that as costs rose the Society's subscription
income would become inadequate.
Our chronic problem is that we still have too few members. With more subscribers,
the Journal's unit cost would be cut at once. We therefore appeal to our existing
members to try to bring in new ones. We add a suggestion for Christmas: if any reader
would like to give someone membership of this Society as a present, the Secretary will
readily supply a Banker's Order Form, for this to be arranged.

10

KIPLING JOURNAL

September 1985

KIPLING'S INDIA
A DEVELOPING VIEWPOINT, REVEALED IN A
SELECTION OF RUDYARD KIPLING'S UNCOLLECTED
JOURNALISM IN THE CIVIL AND MILITARY GAZETTE,
1883-87 AND 1891
by ENAMUL KARIM

[Dr Enamul Karim, Professor of English at Rockford College, Illinois, hardly needs
introducing to our readers—whether as the active U.S. Secretary of the Kipling
Society, or as a frequent contributor, over many years, to the Kipling Journal. He is also
the author of numerous articles in academic periodicals, on a wide range of English
literary topics.
Now an American citizen, who has lived in the U.S.A. for twenty years, he was born
in 1935 in Bengal, and was educated at St Xavier's, Calcutta, and later at school and
university at Dacca (now Dhaka, Bangladesh). His Ph.D. thesis for the University of
Wisconsin was on Kipling, a writer who has attracted him since childhood, and whose
work, in its diversity, quality and volume, holds for him (as he recently remarked to
me) an inexhaustible interest.
We took advantage of a visit to Europe in July 1985 by Dr Karim, to persuade him to
address the Society. He chose for his theme a selection of Kipling's uncollected
newspaper writings dating from his early days in Lahore. These pieces, today wholly
unknown to the common reader and still largely unfamiliar to members of this Society,
were, by definition, never collected by Kipling or his literary executors in authorised
editions of his prose. However, with some small difficulty, they can be tracked down in
the Readers' Guide, or in the Kipling Papers at Sussex University (where for instance
"The Jubilee in Lahore", not readily traced otherwise, may be found), or of course in
certain major collections such as the India Office Library, where whole numbers of the
Civil and Military Gazette of Kipling's day, rare and evocative relics, can on
application be exhumed and perused.
Macmillan will shortly publish a collection of Kipling's early journalism edited by
Professor Pinney (see page 16 of our March 1985 issue). Meanwhile, via Dr Karim's
recent address, reproduced below, we are given a stimulating foretaste. This is drawn
from a relatively narrow selection, a dozen pieces which in Dr Karim's view usefully
reveal the young Kipling's growing appreciation of the native Indian people and their
culture—as opposed to more numerous pieces that relate rather to the British in India,
"Anglo-Indians" as they were called till that term changed its meaning and came to
describe persons of mixed British and Indian blood.—Ed.]
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Rudyard Kipling, as Assistant Editor between 1882 and 1887 of the
Civil and Military Gazette at Lahore, British India, published in that
English daily newspaper about one hundred and fifty of his own
essays, reports, stories and poems—not including the series entitled
"The Week in Lahore". 1 About sixty of them were not "collected" by
Kipling: the majority describe the lot of the common Anglo-Indians,
and criticise, sometimes bitterly, the Viceroy and his Council, for
irresponsibility and indifference to them.
However, a small portion of these uncollected writings, twelve to
be precise, deal primarily with Kipling's personal experiences in
India. My main focus in this paper is to trace the development of his
attitude towards Indian people and culture, in these twelve
uncollected writings, all published in the CMG between 1883 and
1887 except for one which came later.
Chronologically, they are:— "Lord Truro and Indian Crime" (9
August 1883); "The Dasera Festival" (2 October 1883); "The ViceRegal Tour in Cashmere" (6 October 1883); "Proclamation Day in
Lahore" (3 January 1885); "A Mofussil Exhibition" (7 January
1885); "The City of the Two Creeds, I" (19 October 1885); "ditto, II"
(22 October 1885); "East and West" (14 November 1885); "The
Installation at Jummu, I" (13 May 1886); "ditto, II" (14 May 1886);
"The Jubilee in Lahore" (16 February 1887); and "Home" (25
December 1891).
These writings indicate three distinct stages in Kipling's attitude
towards Indians over the nine year period from 1882-91. First, the
1883 writings reflect a negative attitude of detachment and hasty
over-generalisation; second, the 1885-86 writings reveal increasing
interest in Indian people and culture, with better understanding and
deeper appreciation; third, the writings of 1887 and 1891 indicate a
positive, deeply personal vision of India.

1882-83
Arriving in India in October 1882 after an absence of eleven years
from his parental home, Kipling, a young man of nearly seventeen,
found great happiness in rejoining his family and beginning an
independent life as a journalist. 2 The 'Family Square', the office of
the CMG, and the exclusive Punjab Club were initially the principal
places of his personal and professional life. His contact with the
Indian world at this time was limited. The political atmosphere
arising from the Ilbert Bill of 1883 created what a historian has
described as an "unexpected... explosion of feeling on both sides . . .
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The contempt of Europeans both racially and culturally was widespread . . .".3
Detached from the Indian world, Kipling's views on India were
those generally prevalent among contemporary Anglo-Indians. He
was expected to conform to the conservative ideals of his community
and his newspaper—"ideals that were in the ascendancy throughout
his little world during that critical season". 4 As a result, his initial
views on India were to a large extent formed by the political and
social climate of that time. He observed India from a safe distance, as
if from the window of a moving train that provides neither depth nor
perspective.
The three uncollected writings of 1883 that I have listed show his
misperception of Indians. In "Lord Truro and Indian Crime",5 he
satirizes the "impassioned eloquence" of a Liberal peer who has
suggested in the Upper House of Parliament that theft in India is
excessively punished by the courts, and must be expected
because half a million of the population are in a state of chronic
starvation . . .
Kipling comments sarcastically that
the starving coolie on eight rupees a month, continually filling in
his income-tax return, and sallying out to indemnify himself by
petty larceny, is a vivid picture of Indian rural life that is worthy
of [a politician's] imagination . . .
The implication could be that poor Indians were essentially dishonest
and had no conscience. This type of hasty and ignorant generalisation
is also evidenced in "The Vice-Regal Tour in Cashmere",6 where,
alluding to "the gossips of the bazars", and their speculations as to
the motives behind an impending visit by the Viceroy, and the alleged
"placidity" with which the Kashmiris have received rumours of
intended closer British administration, Kipling generalises in his
characteristic, all-knowing tone, that
it should be remembered that apathy and tranquillity are the
normal temper of the East.
"The Dasera Festival"7—concerning a festival sacred to the
Hindus—reveals Kipling's ignorance of Hindu myth and religion. He
misses the symbolic significance of the re-enactment of the sacred
story of Rama and Sita, and compares it explicitly with Mr Sleary's
circus in Dickens's Hard Times8—

KIPLING AT SIMLA, ABOUT 1886
This picture appeared in McClure's Magazine in July 1896, among the illustrations to a
piece written by Kipling's former senior colleague on the Civil and Military Gazette,
entitled "Kipling in India: Reminiscences by the Editor of the Newspaper on which
Kipling served at Lahore".
It was there described as taken "from an unpublished photograph by Bourne and
Shepherd, Simla: owned by Mr John Lockwood Kipling". Though we lack a precise
date for the photograph, it certainly depicts Kipling during the Lahore years which are
the subject of the accompanying article by Professor Karim.
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a popular presentation of the ever fresh legend of Rama, who,
with that model of all good wives, Sita, on Sunday paraded the
streets and suburbs of Lahore in a sort of circus procession,
mounted on fine pasteboard elephants and oxen . . .
A detached and disdainful spectator, Kipling with mock-heroic
undertone adds that
it must be admitted that Sita, uncomfortably astride a broadbacked wicker-work bull, supported by an uneasy Rama, buried
in tinsel . . . was a spectacle more comic than imposing . . .
The understanding sympathy that he will reveal two years later, when
he joins the Mohurrum procession of Lahore's Shia Muslims, is
absent.

1885-86
In marked contrast is Kipling's attitude in his writings of 1885-86.
These show a personal interest in Indian people and a better
understanding of them. Instead of an amused observer of an Indian
crowd he can now be an active participant. There is a remarkable
absence of sense of superiority. This change might have been
produced by his earnest desire to know and experience India outside
the Anglo-Indian community: Carrington states that during 1883
"the re-discovery of India was a complete and absorbing passion to
young Rudyard", 9 and the process was a continuous one.
Since the CMG was an evening newspaper Kipling sometimes
strolled late into the dark alleys of the old walled city of Lahore, a
region shunned by Englishmen. In Something of Myself he describes
his fascinating night-walks into the forbidden city:
Often the night got into my head... and I would wander till dawn
in all manner of odd places—liquor shops, gambling and opiumdens, which are not a bit mysterious, wayside entertainments
such as puppet-shows, native dances; or in and about the narrow
gullies under the Mosque of Wazir Khan for the sheer sake of
looking. Sometimes, the Police would challenge, but I knew most
of their officers . . . I did not supply my paper with many accounts
of these prowls . . .10
Since Kipling knew Urdu and Punjabi quite well he could mix and

A LAHORE VIEW
Like the picture on page 13, this was printed with E. Kay Robinson's article on Kipling
in Lahore, in McClure's Magazine in 1896. It was described as "a photograph owned by
Mr W. Henry Grant, New York".
It was taken from on top of the Fort, which dates from the 16th century. In the centre
foreground, the marble pavilion with a 'Bengali' roof is the Naulakha (named from its
construction cost, nine lakhs of rupees). In the middle distance are the gardens known
as the Hazuri Bagh, with, on the right, a domed building, the Tomb of Ranjit Singh. In
the background is the superb Badshahi Mosque—one of the largest in the world—with
four widely spaced minarets (now topped with cupolas).
This was not the mosque of which Kipling climbed a minaret in "'The City of
Dreadful Night' " [1885, collected in Life's Handicap]: that was in the walled Old City
(outside this picture), with which Kipling was more familiar than most expatriates in
Lahore at that time. Robinson describes how, though he "suffered much at times"
from "the scorching heat of the sleepless Indian night", Kipling "willingly went
through trials in pursuit of his art which nothing would have induced me to undergo.
His "City of Dreadful Night" was no fancy sketch, but a picture burned into his brain
during the suffocating night-hours that he spent exploring the reeking dens of opium
and vice in the worst quarters of the native city . . ."
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communicate with local people.11 Kay Robinson, Kipling's friend
and, by 1887, Editor of the CMG, mentions that Kipling
would speak to the man in his own fashion, using familiar,
homely figures which brightened the other's surprised eyes with
recognition of brotherhood and opened a straight way into his
confidence.12
He goes on to add:
But most wonderful is his insight into the strangely mixed
manners of life and thought of the natives of India. He knew
them all through their horizontal divisions of rank and their
vertical sections of caste; their ramifications of race and blood;
their antagonisms and blendings of creed; and their hereditary
. . . calling or handicraft.

In early 1885 Stephen Wheeler [Editor of the CMG before
Robinson] sent Kipling to cover two events, one in Lahore, the other
at Jullundur.
In "Proclamation Day in Lahore"13 Kipling the reporter does not
stand apart but joins the Indian crowd, and describes their
conversation and behaviour with humour and sympathy. At first,
"from the security of a boarded platform" at the sports field, he was
critical of the inability of the police to keep the crowd off the race
track. However,
a descent into the maelstrom of humanity below showed that few
things were in reality harder. A rapid movement of the crowd had
left the writer on the crest of an encroaching wave of humanity.
So Nubbu Baksh [a type name for native policemen], on
horseback and on foot, strove with exceeding fervour and much
blasphemy to drive it back. To his credit be it recorded that he did
not smite a defenceless, pinioned and perspiring sahib over the
head—an action which one would have been perfectly powerless
to resent—but coerced the neighbours instead; and Nubbu
Baksh might, with equal success, have battered a wall. The vis a
tergo drove the front ranks forward like so many sheep to the
slaughter, and movement of any kind was absolutely impossible.
The packed masses advanced slowly but steadily—after the
manner of glaciers—perfectly aware of the justice of each
execration but entirely unable to stir hand or foot . . .
But to return to our muttons or, in this case, camels. The race
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for these interesting beasts was one mile—twice round the
course—and eight were entered. The collective camel in the very
far distance, with the towering pyramid in the background, is a
picturesque creature; but a lot of him a few yards away smells
hideously and grumbles a good deal . . .
The Lahore Municipality had provided a small theatre,
wherein were represented figures of the leading members of the
Hindu Pantheon . . . Lukshmi, Doorga, Vishnu, Krishna were an
unfailing attraction, and a portrait of Her Majesty and the Royal
Family by magnesium light was cheerfully accepted as a valuable
addition . . .
At the merry-go-rounds Kipling admired with loving attention
one small child—naked almost as on the day of his birth—[who]
must have been the happiest of all there that day. He begged or
borrowed no less than three several rides on a pea-green thing
with two legs and no head. Yet he sat for all that, as though
mounted on a fiery and untameable steed, with the jauntiest air in
life . . .
This description shows not only Kipling's love of children, but also
his power to re-create the fantasy world of a child.
"A Mofussil Exhibition"14 describes a display of local arts and
manufactures in the Town Hall at Jullundur, in the Punjab. It is a
good example of Kipling's appreciation of these artefacts as well as
his criticism of some of them. He praises the beauty of Kangra silver
work, notably "an exquisite little goblet, enamelled (with turquoiseblue medallions on a rich sea-green ground)"; also the colourful
floral-design Jullundur tapestries, phulkaries; also a miniature farm
from the Lahore School of Art—

This was one of the leading features of the Show. It represented
to quarter scale, a field with miniature men, women, bullocks
and ploughs therein—modelled in clay and tinted in natural
colours. Our country cousins seemed at first to regard the little
figures as things altogether uncanny and wonderful; for they had
been constructed with a most minute attention to detail, as well
as with much artistic taste and freedom. A group of visitors
would gather round the breast-high wooden stand, and regard
the figures in silence. Presently the bolder spirits among them
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would put out a horny finger, and carefully touch one of the
bullocks. Then as the animal was evidently constructed of
nothing more terrible than clay—plaster of Paris is naturally
unknown to the villagers—the whole hand would be drawn
gently over its form; and after an appreciative pat the
adventurous one would begin a lengthy dissertation to the
bystanders at large. Doubtless upon some esoteric point in
agriculture and the breeding of beeves . . .
Altogether, Kipling faithfully records the reactions of the rural
visitors—naive, inquisitive, mirthful, sensitively fascinated as by the
miniature animals. He does not fail to point out the cruder objects on
display, "abominable to the English eye", examples of "misapplied
ingenuity"; but the overall tone is objective, appreciative and
optimistic.
The two instalments of "The City of the Two Creeds"15 confirm
Kipling's habit of strolling into the old city and talking, apparently in
Punjabi, to the local people of Lahore. The first is in the style of
investigative journalism, to find out about a recent fight between
Hindus and Muslims. The second shows his personal interest in
Muslim culture as he joins the Mohurrum procession of the Shias for
five or six hours, during which he learns that the state of tension in
Lahore, alleged by a Calcutta newspaper, has been much
exaggerated.
On Monday night the "riot" was so "serious" that it was possible
for an Englishman, wholly unconnected either with the military
or the police, to spend half the night in the thick of the swaying,
jostling crowd without any greater inconvenience than an
intolerable stench of bad oil, and the unmusical discord of scores
of rival bands. Here and there, it is true, a few of the policemen
were visible, in the rear of some particularly big taboot [float];
but the Native Infantry were asleep in the compound of the
Munsiff's Court, and the Lancers slumbered under the shadow
of Fort Lahore, while the people called aloud on Allah and the
Prophet, and mourned for Hossain and Hassan. The story of the
Imams is old enough, and well-known enough to bear repetition,
for the things that everyone knows stand always in most danger
of being forgotten . . .
He narrates the story of Imam Hossain and Imam Hassan, and
explains Mohurrum to his Anglo-Indian readers.
The taboots, as all the world knows, are representations of the
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tombs of the Imams . . . Sturdy ruffians bear the tinsel and
wooden edifices—some of them are really wonderfully pretty—
aloft on bamboos, and all the small children of the quarter run
underneath and shout . . .
The prettiness that he now notices is in contrast to his description
of the Hindu Dasera Festival two years back. No writer in English has
re-created the sights and sounds of the Mohurrum procession with so
much realistic precision and poetic evocation as Kipling did in this
uncollected writing.
The narrow streets allowed no room for scattering, and as the
procession went on, new taboots joined it at each corner; further
and more excruciating bands played wilder and more timeless
tunes; and recklessly waved flambeaux dropped hot oil on the
men below. Every few minutes a taboot would stop, while the
torch-bearers and the crowd lifted up, their faces to the moon,
and called on Allah and the Imams : " Ya Hossain ! Ya Hassan ! Ya
Allah!" till one marvelled how human lungs could stand the
strain. At each halt, certain nearly nude youths, armed with hide
bucklers, about the size of a cheese plate, and long single-sticks,
hacked and hewed at each other to the immense delight of the
populace . . .
From an artistic point of view, the scene was undoubtedly
effective. Overhead the white moonlight struggled with the glare
of the torches and lights. To the right and left lay the black
darkness of deserted alleys and courtyards, and as far as one
could see in front and behind, stretched a sea of tossing turbans
and white garments. The taboots, tossing like galleons at sea,
glittered bravely in the light of the torches; or died away in less
vivid hues as the moonlight touched them . . .
Kipling refers to the Indian crowd as "extremely courteous and
considerate", and one gets the impression that he felt at ease among
them. Eventually he chanced upon a member of the CMG staff.
Presently a turn in the lane shot the wandering Englishman into
the heart of another taboot procession (at one time he had eight
before and eight behind him) and best of all, into the arms of a
respectable native gentleman to whom that taboot belonged. One
reads a good deal at home about "Oriental courtesy", and one
disbelieves a good deal more in India. All the same, the quality
really exists, and is never so welcome as when lost in the heart of
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the city and a surging crowd, somewhere about three in the
morning.
Tomorrow or the next day would see the Englishman issuing
orders to and (since human nature is weak) possibly reproving
that native gentleman in the immaculate garments. On Monday
night, at least, the Sahib was distinctly out of his element, and, so
to speak, on native ground. With a grace and a dignity which
would bring a blush even to the most hardened British cheek,
that native gentleman took charge of the alien, and for the time
being made him his guest . . .
"East and West"16 (a reminder of Kipling's celebrated later poem,
"The Ballad of East and West") is a contrasting study of an English
narrator (Kipling at nineteen), and an anglicised Afghan of the
Peshawari Yusufzai tribe, "and a Kazi to boot", travelling in the
same first class railway compartment in India. The encounter of the
two strangers occurs on two planes, social and intellectual.
On the social plane, a degree of personal intimacy, mutual respect
and trust is established: there is no racial or political prejudice on
either side. The Afghan, whom Kipling calls "Sinbad", is described in
artistic terms—
They lie who say that the Afghans are not the Tribes that went
astray. My friend Sinbad had the head of a Rabbi, such as men
put in paintings—brown, olive colour, marked like the face of a
cliff and set in black hair firm as wire. It was a grand head on its
bull neck . . .
The initial reserve between them begins to break when the Englishman offers the Afghan a cigar—
There is but one Interpreter who speaks all the tongues of the
East, and appeals to all hearts; and her name is Tobacco. My
friend smoked. Further, he smoked from my cigar case. The East
and the West confronted each other on opposite sides of a first
class carriage . . .
Under the shadow of the Edwardes' Gate in Peshawar lives an
old shopkeeper . . . who told me many, many lies but one truth.
"All Kazees will talk if you let them alone. Most Afghans will
not." I let my friend Sinbad alone, and smiled. My friend Sinbad
talked . . .
Later the Afghan invites the Englishman to share his meal—

September 1985

KIPLING JOURNAL

21

"You are the first Englishman I have spoken to like this. By Jove,
you shall eat with me! It is a poor meal, but we will eat together
after the fashion of my country." . . . He rose and washed his
hands from the wrist. I followed suit; and watched while he got
the meal ready on the seat of the carriage. "Look you, I can eat
with knives and forks like you can, but when I am alone I eat like
my people. One can be as English as the English and yet remain
very much a native. Is it not so?" And with one or two of his
stories still ringing in my brain, I answered that indeed it was very
much so. Sinbad was wrong in saying that his was a poor meal. It
was the richest that I have ever eaten—a compound of mutton,
cabbage, potatoes, butter and condiment... but it seemed a most
excellent dish. Terribly unwholesome and indigestible, but
savoury and appetizing. My friend Sinbad helped me to the
daintiest bits on a piece of bread, but my clumsy western fingers
made an unmitigated failure of the business. Whereupon he
placed a chappatti, plate-wise, at my disposal and the meal went
merrily forward . . .
On the intellectual plane, however, they both recognise the cultural
and traditional differences that separate the two races, and cannot be
overcome, even though the two men could interact on an intimate
social plane based on hospitality, equality and trust—
"You change here?" said my friend Sinbad. "I am sorry. You
have talked with me and smoked with me and eaten with me like
a man. Shall I say as a compliment that you are almost worthy to
be an Afghan?... But God has made us different for always. Is it
not so?" And as I dug up the sleepy khansamah for a cup of
abominations called tea methought that Sinbad had stumbled
upon a great truth.
Literally and metaphorically we were standing upon different
platforms; and parallel straight lines, as everyone does not know,
are lines in the same plane which being continued to all eternity
will never meet.
"The Installation at Jummu", in two parts, 17 is descriptive writing
on a political event, the installation of the Rajah, at Jummu,
Kashmir. It again reveals Kipling's remarkable ability to describe
vividly Indian crowds, also animal fights, with more striking similes
and images than before—
From this moment the crowd shifted and melted and reformed
like a shoal of fish, as a double stream of men, horses, elephants,
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and red chaprassis [attendants, henchmen] flowed into the arena
at both sides—climbing up from the lower city road or reaching
down from the upper incline in bands and blotches of vivid
colour. Until the police set to work in earnest and pushed and
hauled and drove the crowd back till the elastic mass grew firm as
a pressed cotton bale, it seemed that there would be no room for
the sports . . .
The use of these similes, with monosyllabic action-verbs, re-creates
the visual, tactile and kinaesthetic experiences of the crowd with
surprising immediacy.
Equally unforgettable is the photographic realism of his
descriptions of animal fights—
Two huge water-buffaloes, with ropes on their feet and a dozen
men at each rope, were now introduced to each other; the crowd
closing round them to within a few feet. Neither animal required
any urging, but [each] put his head down at once and butted. The
shock of the opposing skulls rang like the sound of a hatchet on
wood across the arena. Then both brutes laid head to head, and
pushed and grunted and pawed and sweated for five minutes; the
crowd yelling madly meanwhile . . .
Next came the fighting rams, spotted and shaven beasts, with
Roman noses and rowdy visages, straining away from their
owners and all apparently "spoiling for a fight". Two or three
couples were let go together, and ran back to gather way, came
on and met; ran back, charged again and repeated the
performance till the sound of their foolish colliding heads was
almost continuous . . .
As soon as the rams had been disposed of, certain vicious
shrieks and squeals gave evidence that the horses were being got
ready . . . Presently a bay galloway and a black pony danced out,
dragging their attendants after them at the end of a long rope.
The instant they were let go, they ran open-mouthed at each
other, turned tail to tail and kicked savagely for five minutes . . .
turned round and closed, each striking with his forefeet and
striving to fix his teeth in the other's crest. They squealed shrilly
as they boxed and finally rose on end, a magnificent sight, locked
in each other's arms . . .
Buffaloes fight like men, and rams like fools; but horses fight
like demons, with keen enjoyment and much skill . . .
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Kipling also praised a Kashmiri wrestler ("one of the most splendid
specimens of humanity ever made"); admires the courage of a little
child with a buffalo (he "ran forward out of the press, and . . . reached
up and embraced with both arms the hairy jowl of the beast who had
borne himself the most savagely"); describes the pomp and splendour
of the royal Palace; notes that "Jummu, in its narrowest bye-ways as
well as its broadest streets, is a marvel of cleanliness"; and praises the
meticulous arrangements of the installation ceremony, which is
described at length and in detail.

1887
The third stage of Kipling's developing attitude to India as reflected
in these uncollected writings is quite distinct. He had gained much
experience and one notices the emergence of a deeply felt vision of
India, seen through the eyes of one who loved the light, the colour, the
warmth and the humanity of the country.
"The Jubilee in Lahore"18 describes the beauty of that city when the
Queen's Golden Jubilee was celebrated there in February 1887, while
thousands of chirags [lamps] decorated public and private buildings,
stimulating his creative imagination to interweave its shades and
perspectives into a Pre-Raphaelite vision—
And the effect was superb . . . the myriad twinkling chirags
transformed it utterly into a fairy palace, a wonder of art and
perspective . . . the whole city was changed beyond knowledge by
the lines of flame. It rose out of the darkness a thing of wonder
and mystery. Little bits of walls, or house-tops, too insignificant
to be noticed by day-light, showed in lines of fire as parts of one
great whole; came forward as the last touches in some marvellous
perspective drawn in golden lines against the night. The face of
the Huzuri Bagh, the Fort, Ranjeet Singh's tomb . . . and above
the walls, towered domes, indicated more than outlined,
suggesting a huge city of illimitable distances.
If Lahore is to be shown to a King, he should see it, beautiful as
it stood last night, between the dusk and the dawn. The harshness
of the new buildings, the squalor of the old, and the narrowness
of the ways were gone; and in their place was neither a town in
Fairyland, for that is trivial, nor a roaring city in the Land of
Darkness, for that is terrible; but something between the two, a
place to dream of, royal, unapproachable . . .
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Kipling's transformation of Lahore in these terms indicates his
fascination with that ancient and romantic city, now an integral part
of his imaginative landscape—
Surely no one of this generation will forget the sight. From the
Delhi to the Taksali Gate, from the Taksali to the Delhi Gate,
and far away in the Civil Station, the fire lines ran in and out of
the trees, and the domes of the mosques blazed in the still night
air. Over the city itself played a pale golden light turning the
darkness into deep violet . . .
Kipling liked the strong colours profusely reflected in Indian
culture, and lamented the English failure to appreciate them—
Native States know how . . . to splash colours and gold brocade
with lavishness; but the Englishman, in his heart of hearts, takes
no delight in these functions. Therefore his carpets are devoid of
gold, and his shamianas [tent-awnings, for receptions] are like
mess-tents; nor is he particular about the beauty of his chairs .. .

1891
"Home"19 was Kipling's last piece on India that he wrote in the
subcontinent; this was during a brief visit to India in 1891 to spend
Christmas with his parents who were still in Lahore. Largely autobiographical, it focusses on his personal experiences and memories of
the city where he had begun his career. Perhaps nowhere else—
including Kim—has he so profoundly expressed his love of India. On
returning to the land of his birth and youth, he felt it was his spiritual
home. Before his boat had even reached India, "at least a league off
shore from Colombo" in Ceylon, a smell
came up out over the sea—a smell of damp earth, cocoanut oil,
ginger, onions and mankind. It spoke with a strong voice,
recalling many things; but the most curious revelation to one
man was the sudden knowledge that under these skies lay home
and the dearest places in all the world; even the first sniff of
London had not caused so big a choke in the throat or so strict a
tightening over the heart. There was a most urgent necessity to
get away to Lahore swiftly . . .
On landing on Indian soil, at Tuticorin, he felt that India had been
awaiting his return—

RANJIT SINGH'S TOMB
Like the illustrations on pages 13 and 15. this picture, "drawn from a photograph", appeared in
McClure's Magazine in 1896.
The Samadh, or Tomb, a magnificently ornate building with gilded domes and cupolas, houses the
ashes of Maharaja Ranjit Singh ( 1780-1839). Lion of the Punjab, greatest of Sikh rulers; during his
reign he built up. extended and ruthlessly administered a military state stretching from the Punjab to
the Muslim provinces of Multan. Peshawar and Kashmir. Near the ashes of the Maharaja are those of
the four wives and seven concubines who became suttees by ceremonially throwing themselves on the
funeral pyre (and also, according to Hilary Adamson's and Isobel Shaw's Traveller's Guide to
Pakistan, "of two pigeons who presumably threw themselves on by accident").
On the right of the Samadh are two minarets of the Badshahi Mosque—of which, on the far right,
the hint of a dome can be seen.
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Allah be praised, we stepped straight into India again . . . the
beautiful smell was there, the brown, slow-moving crowds were
there (white is rather a leprous tint when you come to think of it,
and it doesn't match backgrounds), the crumbling kutcha [mud,
or sun-dried brick] walls and the deep-bowed bungalows were all
waiting there . . . Even then, with two thousand four hundred
miles to cover before I got home, it was manifestly absurd to
pretend that I had been away for [even] a day . . .
The sense of home-coming pervaded the train journey towards
Madras—
Then came the perfect tropical moon turning the embankment
aloes to frosted silver, and the frogs sang songs at the stations
where we halted, and palms dripped heavily and gave out all their
smell. Moreover, Asia, taking me back without reserve, flung her
mantle over me from head to foot. To think that a man should be
thankful for prickly heat!
Hundreds of miles later, over on the Dhond-Marwar stretch of
line, Kipling and a subaltern discussed the rival attractions of
different Indian regiments.
After much argument, we agreed to refer the matter unofficially
to any man over ten years' service whom we might catch. At
Marwar Junction we found that man by the simple process of
falling over his feet in the dawn. He was guarded by a rampart of
kit and two superb bull-terriers. Over the dogs and the tea we
fraternized in the blessed Anglo-Indian custom. Fancy waking
up an Englishman in his pyjamas, on the Edinburgh Express let
us say, and expecting him to be amiable . . .
Back in Lahore at last, he was filled with spontaneous delight at all
the familiar features. Seeing Kadir Baksh, his former servant, he was
overjoyed—
Kadir Baksh, pearl among khitmatgars, the voice was thine!
A pious Musulman would be shocked if he were violently
hugged by a Kafir. None the less, I should like to dance
sarabands with Kadir as he grins and hands the curry. There is
only one curry in the world, and Kadir Baksh makes it, and—oh,
the forgotten decency that the English cannot understand;—sets
out the finger bowls after meat . . .
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Then he made a sentimental journey to the CMG office, and
though it had been moved to new premises he wrote with deep
emotion:
No man can put in his seven years on an Indian Journal when he
is half the staff, and the sheet is part of his being, without loving
her dearly. The smell of the office comes out through the orange
trees, and there is the thump of an old columbiad . . . running off
galley proofs for the editor. There, through a cautiously lifted
chick [screen or curtain], the old scene stands revealed and there
rush back on the memory the names of a score of natives buried
for a time under the drift of the months . . .
He then walked to the walled city, visited the Fort, recalled the
Mohurrum riots, and passed by different houses and localities which
had inspired him to write stories—
If the Civil station hinted at the memories of years, the city
shouted them aloud. House upon piled house, the time-worn
wood tracery standing askew on the rotten brick-work, well,
gulley-mouth, ruinous dead wall and crumbling heap of sheer
stark red-rotten rubbish overrun by the crowd, the cattle and the
asses—all spoke with the voice of the years.
Here lived the Jews of Shushan, there, arrogant and
unashamed, was Lalun's naughty little house, Azizun
of the Douri Bagh was a little beyond, and the house of Suddhoo
was not far off the ringing roaring gulley of the coppersmiths,
where the lean traders s a t . . . Here were the Pathan horse-dealers
chaffering with the seal-cutters for a new signet ring . . .
The interplay of colour and perspective catches his imagination,
and in a series of glowing images he describes what he sees. By
contrast, "the memory of the murmurs of a little city called London
. . . where there is neither colour nor light nor air", fades into
insignificance. Looking at Lahore, he wonders how to
describe the sunlit river of people whose daily passage has oilpolished the wooden posts of the shop boards, smoothed the
angles of the brick-work, and faced the very ground with glair as
a glacier polishes a rock. As if its own beauty were not enough,
the dyers have spread filmy muslins of palest blue and pink
across the street, and you look upon the old witchery of the old
life through the pearl tinted mists of dawn. It is noon and past,
and high overhead a boy's paper kite is sawing and jigging into
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the restful blue like a big sulphur butterfly. Below there is the
hurry and the shouting, the broken waves of colour, the deep
shadows that heighten colour as velvet displays the diamond,
and above all, and apart from all, as a prayer from a tortured
heart, the mosque of Wazir Khan flings up its four minars to
heaven. What need to cry five times a day that God is Great?
No western writer has described Lahore with this richness of
imagery nor beautified it with such intense imagination. Kipling's
minute observation here of external scenes, his perception of colours
and shades, his effusion of love for India, are unparalleled in his
collected writings. "Home" was written at the point of his final
departure from India, during the few days' visit to Lahore which he
would describe in his autobiography as "my last look round the only
real home I had yet known". 20
Looking back over his life at the age of seventy, Kipling valued
most the first six years of his childhood, in Bombay, surrounded by a
halo of light and colours, a vision of a lost paradise. The prose heading
to the opening chapter of his autobiography reads: "Give me the first
six years of a child's life and you can have the rest." His earliest
recollections, in that chapter, are couched in images of brightness—
My first impression is of daybreak, light and colour and golden
and purple fruits at the level of my shoulder. That would be the
memory of early morning walks to the Bombay fruit market with
my ayah . . .
Later, in "Home", the interplay of light and colour that had
impressed his childhood imagination would become inextricably
associated, in more intense form, with his personal vision of India.
The India of early childhood (1865-71) and early manhood (1882-89)
co-existed in his mind, and imparted to the India that was to be
reflected in "Home" a vision of duality—as of a country near yet
remote, real yet romantic, transient yet timeless.

NOTES
1.

"The Week in Lahore" was the title of a series of weekly news summaries in the
CMG, in 1885. They carried the pseudonym "Esau Mull" and are by Kipling.

2.

Something of Myself (1937), ch III. "That was a joyous home-coming. For—
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consider!—I had returned to a Father and Mother of whom I had seen but little
since my sixth year . . . I had my own room in the house . . . my own horse, cart,
and groom; my own office-hours and direct responsibilities . . . We delighted
more in each other's society than in that of strangers; and when my sister came
out, a little later, our cup was filled to the brim."
His sister confirms this. "Funnily enough, just at the time when most boys cast off
home life, Ruddy returned to it like a duck to its pond. I really believe that the
happiest time of his life—and mine—was when we all lived together after I came
out to Lahore." (Alice Macdonald Fleming, "My Brother, Rudyard Kipling",
Kipling Journal, December 1947, p 4.)
3.

Percival Spear's History of India (Penguin, 1968), vol 2, p 169. According to Spear
(ibid., p 170), "The Calcutta European commercial community . . . exploded in
wrath . . . The [English] civil service was largely in sympathy with the
opposition." The point of the Ilbert Bill was withdrawal of the right that
European British subjects had had till then, to be tried before European judges or
magistrates.

4.

L. L. Cornell's Kipling in India (Macmillan, 1966), p 59.

5.

"Lord Truro and Indian Crime" was in the Civil & Military Gazette (CMG) on 9
August 1883, and is reproduced in the Readers' Guide (RG), vol I, p 536. Lord
Truro was a real person, C. R. C. Wilde (1816-91), 2nd Baron Truro, who had
succeeded his father, a former Lord Chancellor, in 1855.

6.

"The Vice-Regal Tour in Cashmere": CMG, 16 October 1883; RG, vol I, p 540.
The Viceroy was Lord Ripon.

7.

"The Dasera Festival": CMG, 2 October 1883; RG, vol I, p 538.

8.

"The Dasera Festival" opens with a long quotation from the lisping Sleary in
Dickens's Hard Times. "Mr. Sleary, the enterprising circus proprietor in
Dickens's novel Hard Times, said—'If you wath to thee our Children in the
Wood, with their father and mother both adyin' on a horthe, themthelvth both a
goin' a blackberryin' on a horthe—and the Robinth a comin' in to cover 'em with
leaveth, upon a horthe—you'd thay it wath the completetht thing ath ever you
thet eyeth on!' Mr Sleary's idea of dramatic representation would seem to be
more in tune with popular notions than a critic would expect . . ."

9.

C. E. Carrington's Rudyard Kipling (Macmillan, 3rd edn, 1978). p 84.

10.

Something of Myself, ch III.

11.

Shamsul Islam's "Kipling's Use of Indo-Pakistani Languages", Kipling Journal,
September 1969, p 15.

12.

E. Kay Robinson's "Rudyard Kipling as Journalist", Literature, IV (18 March
1899), p 285.
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13.

"Proclamation Day at Lahore": CMG, 3 January 1885; RG, vol I, p 552.

14.

"A Mofussil Exhibition": CMG, 7 January 1885; RG, vol I, p 560.

15.

"The City of the Two Creeds", Pt I: CMG, 19 October 1885; RG, vol I, pp 582-90.
Pt II: CMG, 22 October 1885; RG, see vol I, pp 582-90.

16.

"East and West": CMG, 14 November 1885; RG, vol I, p 590.

17.

"The Installation at Jummu", Pt I: CMG, 13 May 1886; RG, vol II, p 1059. Pt II:
CMG, 14 May 1886; RG, vol II, p 1065. The account of the animal fights at
Jummu is more fully reproduced by Lockwood Kipling in ch XVII of his Beast and
Man in India (Macmillan, 1891), with due acknowledgment to his son.

18.

"The Jubilee in Lahore": CMG, 14 February 1887; not in RG; text may be found
in Kipling Papers, Sussex University, in "Press Cuttings, bound volumes".

19.

"Home": CMG, 25 December 1891; RG, vol v, p 2488.

20. Something of Myself, end of ch IV.

BUFFALO BULLS FIGHTING
Drawing by Lockwood Kipling, heading
chapter XVII ("Of Beast Fights") in his Beast
and Man in India (1891). 'A' was the initial
letter of the first sentence, "All nature fights."

JUST SO STORIES. Anyone considering children's books for Christmas presents
should note the attractive new Macmillan edition of the various Just So Stories, each as
a separate hardback or paperback book, lavishly and imaginatively illustrated. See
page 33. There will be a fuller description in our next issue.
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'MAKING THE GREEN ONE RED'
THE ORIGIN OF THE NAME, 'RED SEA'
by CHARLES BECKINGHAM

[Professor C. F. Beckingham, F.B.A., an eminent authority on Islamic culture, is also,
within a narrower regional compass, exceptionally well informed on the historical
background of Arabia and north-east Africa. It was in confident expectation of
eliciting a recondite but readable reply that I informally passed on to him a member's
half-serious question, as to why Kipling, in Just So Stories, called the Arabian Sea
"Pink", and, for that matter, why the Red Sea was "Red".
The query had stemmed from the perversely jumbled geography of "How the
Rhinoceros got his Skin", where the Parsee's island occupies mutually contradictory
locations. In the main story, it is "on the shores of the Red Sea". From the captions to
Kipling's drawings, and the visible relic of the Pharaoh's army, one can infer a position
close to a steamer route up at the north end. However the accompanying verse sets it
unequivocally an immense distance away, "By the Beaches of Socotra and the Pink
Arabian Sea".
Of course, the whole topography of the story is haywire. Nothing could be more
fantastical than for the interior of the island to abut on "Mazanderan, Socotra and the
Promontories of the Larger Equinox" —except perhaps the euphonious confusion of
the "direction" in which the Parsee eventually decamps. Still, unlikely verbal clues in
Kipling often lead to surprisingly illuminating cross-references.
Not, however, in this case. Professor Beckingham's erudite and amusing disquisition
sheds no light on the mind of the story-teller or the pinkness of the sea, and leaves the
Uninhabited Island right off the map of reality. His account is reproduced here solely
for its independent historical interest.—Ed.]

Seas have been named Black, White, Yellow and even Putrid, as well
as Red. Why should the sea near Socotra be called Pink? In the story,
the Cake-Parsee's island is in the Red Sea, but in the verse it has
moved through the Straits of Bab al Mandab and is "off Cape
Gardafui". Is it that in the Arabian Sea the blue of the Indian Ocean
is diluted by the red of the Red Sea?
But why should the Red Sea be Red? The question has exercised
scholars for well over two thousand years.
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In the 5th century B.C. the historian Ctesias stated that a spring of
red water flowed into the sea and coloured it for a considerable
distance. Three hundred years later, Agatharcides recorded and dismissed several theories about the name Erythra Thalassa [Red Sea].
It was not true, he decided, that the mountains on the western side
looked like glowing coals in the heat of the sun and were reflected in
the water; nor did mounds of red sand and earth on the other side
make the water red for a long way out to sea; nor was it named after
Erythras, son of Perseus, who had crossed it on his way from Ethiopia
to Persia.
He had learnt the true explanation from a Hellenised Persian who
had settled in Athens. In the time of the Medes there had been a
wealthy man called Erythras, who used to spend the winter at
Pasargadae, but in the spring would return to his home near the coast
of the Red Sea, where he kept a large herd of mares. One day, they
were attacked by lions: the survivors rushed in panic into the sea and
swam to an uninhabited island. Erythras built the first raft ever seen in
the country and followed his animals to the island, which he then
colonised, becoming so famous that the sea was given his name.
(Agatharcides found this convincing, though it is hard to see why
anyone should leave his home, wherever it might be, for the Red Sea
coast just when the weather is getting hotter; or which island in the
Red Sea could give pasture to a herd of horses.)
In the Middle Ages, Sir John Mandeville—or whoever it was that
wrote what goes under his name—claimed that "that see is not more
reed than another see, but in some place thereof is the gravelle reed,
and therefore men clepen it the Rede See".
In the 17th century the learned Anglican divine Nicholas Fuller (d.
1626) maintained that the sea had been named after Erythras, but
that he was not a Persian horse breeder, but none other than Esau.
Esau was Edom; the sea had been called Edomite, or Idumean; and
the Greeks had translated Edom as Erythras, just as they were to
translate Cephas as Peter.
By this time many Europeans, especially Portuguese, English and
Dutch, had sailed into the Red Sea, at least as far as Mocha and
Assab. The English and the Dutch were preoccupied with trade and
showed little antiquarian or scientific curiosity, but some of the
Portuguese were intrigued by the problem. Dom João de Castro,
later to be one of the most famous Viceroys of Portuguese India,
accompanied an expedition to the Red Sea in 1541 and made the most
of the opportunity. He rejected the current theories; the natural

THE PARSEE'S ISLAND
A reproduction of the final illustration, of more than twenty, all in colour, in a new
edition of How the Rhinoceros got his Skin (Macmillan Children's Books. 1985).
This story (in common with each of the others in Just So Stories) has now been
produced as a separate volume. Jenny Thorne's spirited pictures (the scene above,
falling outside the prose narrative, displays less activity and more serenity of
atmosphere than the others) produce on the whole a successful substitute for the
familiar strong-lined black and white drawings of Rudyard Kipling himself.
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colour of the water was the same as in other seas; the sand blown into
the sea did not make it red, because it was not red itself. He concluded
that the name referred to stretches of water which appeared to be red
because of submarine coral, and he sent divers to bring him
specimens from the bottom.
A more bizarre explanation that became current was that the red
patches were whales' eggs floating on the surface. This was, unfairly,
attributed to Castro, who would have known what nonsense it was, for
naturalists were aware that whales did not lay eggs. There may have
been some confusion with ambergris, which was thought to be
vomited or excreted by whales, and, to make matters worse, was
sometimes thought to be the same as amber.
Camoës, who had been in the East but not in the Red Sea, wrote in
The Lusiads of "the Red Sea, which takes its colours from the
bottom" [Mar Roxo, que dofundo toma as cores].
Yet another explanation was propounded by the Jesuit Lobo, who
had intimate and disagreeable experience of the Red Sea, spending
from May to August in 1634 in acute discomfort and imminent
danger as a prisoner in Massawa and Suakin. He was with Afonso
Mendez, the Patriarch of Ethiopia, and they walked along the shore
discussing this problem. Lobo rejected Castro's theory, because he
observed that coral was not red while it was under water, but only
after it had been exposed to the sun or artificially baked. He
attributed the colour of the red stretches of water to a seaweed which
he thought was the same as that growing in the Sargasso Sea, in which
he had once been becalmed. He identified it with a plant known in
Ethiopia as suf and used for dyeing cloth vermilion. The Amharic
word he took to be the same as the Hebrew suph, which occurs in the
name given in Exodus to the sea crossed by the Israelites, yam suph,
"sea of reeds".
Lobo's theory came to the attention of the Royal Society in
London. When he was an old man, living in the Jesuit home in
Lisbon, he came into contact with Sir Robert Southwell, the English
envoy who had been sent to further peace negotiations between Spain
and Portugal. Southwell was a Fellow of the Royal Society, of which
he was later President, and he brought back to London a set of tracts
by Lobo, some of which seem like answers to specific questions put
to him at the Society's request. One of them is concerned with the
origin of the name, "Red Sea". They were translated into English by
Sir Peter Wyche and published in 1669. Lobo's Portuguese
manuscript is preserved in the Royal Society's library, but the
question which has attracted so much perverse erudition is still
unanswered.

"ALONE WI' GOD AN' THESE"
Howard Pyle's striking portrait of old McAndrew in the engine-room, which
accompanied the first appearance in print of "McAndrew's Hymn", in Scribner's
Magazine. December 1894. (An incidental point: the title in that edition was
"McAndrews' Hymn", and the name was then explicitly McAndrews.)

36_

KIPLING JOURNAL

September 1985

TWO CALVINIST CREDOS
ROBERT BURNS'S "HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER" AND
RUDYARD KIPLING'S "MCANDREW'S HYMN"
by DAVID MACAREE

[After wartime service with the Royal Marines, Professor Macaree completed an Arts
degree at Glasgow, and taught in Scotland till 1955 when he moved to Canada. He
subsequently received degrees from the University of British Columbia and from the
University of Washington. For some twenty-seven years he has been attached to the
former institution; his main interests are 18th century literature—most notably
Defoe—and English composition.
A keen "outdoorsman", he is author, with his wife, of two books on walking and
hiking in British Columbia. ("Such a land"—as Kipling wrote in 1907 of the beauty of
that incomparable Province—"is good for an energetic man. It is also not so bad for
the loafer.")
Professor Macaree here presents a novel and thought-provoking comparison of two
related but divergent Calvinistic postures—McAndrew's and Holy Willie's. His article
speaks for itself, and at the same time provides an occasion for a reminder of the
hard-hitting irony of Burns's poem and the sustained power of Kipling's—which,
apart from its central spiritual insight, contains a lyrical celebration of the might and
majesty of the huge old reciprocating engine, an evocation which has excited the
admiration of technicians and has never been equalled in verse.—Ed.]

Though the relationship of Rudyard Kipling's "McAndrew's Hymn"
and the dramatic monologues of Robert Browning has received
considerable attention, 1 its correspondences with Robert Burns's
"Holy Willie's Prayer" have been passed over in virtual silence. Such
lack of comment is surprising, given that both poems deal with the
effects of Calvinism on the natures of the respective 'creations' as
revealed in their soliloquies.
In Burns's case, his satire2 on the moral shortcomings of an
adherent of the "Auld Licht" wing of the Scottish Presbyterian
church—the "Kirk"—has received general critical acclaim for its
transcendence of its specific subject. Kipling's self-portrayal of an
elderly Scots marine engineer caught in his worship of the Deitythrough His manifestations of machine-power,3 however, has been
remarkably ambivalently regarded despite acceptance of the hymn of
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the marine steam engine that it contains. Thus George Saintsbury's
account of it as "a poem of surpassing excellence" is offset by Stephen
Gwynn's 1898 comment that it "makes interesting reading but it also
misses being poetry". 4
Even if we set aside such early evaluations, we have in this century
T. S. Eliot's preference for the poem over its companion monologue,
"The 'Mary Gloster' ", 5 directly controverted by Lord Birkenhead's
assessment in his biography of Kipling that the latter poem is "similar
in form but far more successful than 'McAndrew's Hymn' ". 6 Even
Kingsley Amis's general approval of both pieces is qualified by a
curious parenthetical remark followed by an observation that
suggests his own sympathy for doubters:- "They are certainly fine
performances, technically outstanding even for their author, but
some readers (here they are again) have found in them more to admire
than to be moved by." 7
In part, these divergent opinions spring from critical ambivalence
over the speaker's character, the implication seeming to be that since
he is making his machinery a visible manifestation of God's power in
the world, McAndrew's creator, Kipling, intended him to be of a
stature appropriate to his song—and that he is not. Thus, Richard Le
Gallienne among early commentators wrote of "the old Scotch
engineer, with his Calvinism; his, so to say, sincere Scotch
hypocrisy"; then a little later called him " an old Scotch humbug", 8
though exactly whom McAndrew is humbugging is hard to say,
unless, perhaps, it is himself.
Without being as outspoken as Le Gallienne, later commentators
have manifested similar feelings. T. S. Eliot, in indicating his inability
to understand why the McAndrew poem is more memorable than
"The 'Mary Gloster' ", guesses that "there is greater poetry in the
subject matter", 9 thus ignoring the speaker entirely; and a recent
study of Kipling has McAndrew's as "the sad if triumphant story of a
man who has watched others feather their nests in ways he has had
neither the time nor the inclination to pursue or stoop to", 1 0 surely an
unnecessarily sombre reading and one that omits all consideration of
the subject's self-satisfaction.
In fact, what Kipling has done, as at least one critic has surmised,
is to create the kind of character whose religious beliefs so strongly
affect him that he exhibits the warping of human nature brought
about by too conscious an acceptance of the "jealous, pridefu'
fetich". In the poem it is represented by self-righteousness on the one
hand—McAndrew has "a good conceit o' himsel' ", as his fellowScots would say—but he also suffers from a dose of self-pity, the
latter quality springing from the sense of injury that he has not
received in full measure the temporal rewards—Holy Willie's "gear
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and grace"—which he feels adherence to the faith should bring him.
Hence his complaints about his small stipend, his lack of a pension,
and the lack of tangible reward from Heaven for his immolation of
the plans of his "Deeferential Valve-Gear", an act which he has
turned into a burnt-offering of almost Old Testament quality.
A good deal of the aforementioned doubt may be overcome, and
Kipling cleared of the implied imputation of inconsistency, if we lay
more stress—not less—on the satiric element in the depiction of
McAndrew. Affectionate though the rendering of the engineer's
feelings is, it does reveal that deviance from the norm of human
nature that too whole-hearted adherence to Calvinism may entail.
Even if it is far removed in spirit from Burns's denunciation of the
self-deceived member of the Elect who is Holy Willie, Kipling's poem
shows consciousness of the incongruous elements in McAndrew, and
it touches on these in such a way as to reveal them to the reader—
unobtrusively in the main, but clearly.
It must be noted, though, that Kipling suffered a disadvantage that
Burns escaped: the latter was reacting to a specific event in which a
certain William Fisher was concerned, one which he outlined in his
headnote to the holograph copy:
Holy Willie was a rather oldish bachelor elder, in the parish of
Mauchline, and much and justly famed for that polemical
chattering which ends in tippling orthodoxy, and for that
spiritualized bawdry which refines to liquorish devotion. In a
sessional process with a gentleman in Mauchline – a Mr Gavin
Hamilton-Holy Willie and his priest, Father Auld, after full
hearing in the Presbytery of Ayr, came off but second best; owing
partly to the oratorical powers of Mr Robert Aiken, Mr Hamilton's
counsel; but chiefly to Mr Hamilton's being one of the most
irreproachable and truly respectable characters in the country.
On losing his process, the muse heard him [Holy Willie] at his
devotions, as follows . . .
The poet could thus assume that readers within the community
would recognise the implicit ironies of the situation as he launches
directly into William Fisher's monologue to the Almighty—using
both lowland Scots vernacular and the more formal language of the
Scottish Kirk, with which an office-bearer of that institution would
have been perfectly conversant. He has his creation record his own
backsliding, and his anathemas against those persons and institutions
that had thwarted his attack on Burns's friend Hamilton — after
betraying his own ineffable smugness,
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That I am here before Thy sight,
For gifts an' grace
A burning and a shining light
To a' this place.
The doctrine of Election, of course, is given its most extreme
rendering, to reveal the degree of distortion of which it was capable.
Thus, fleshly temptations become simply devices for keeping humble
those who believe themselves to be among the souls in Grace, instead
of suffering—a ten to one possibility on account of Original Sin—the
alternative, eternal Damnation. One question remains, however: is
his catalogue of sins—fornication, drunkenness, envy, hate and
greed, to name only those revealed in the confession—to be
considered as convicting him of hypocrisy? Burns cleverly leaves the
verdict open, allowing for the possibility of what might be called
sincere self-deception—no mean feat, given the strength of feeling
underlying the portrayal.
Contrasting with the lack of external detail in Burns's poem,
Kipling carefully sets the scene for his character's address to the
Almighty. The reason is obvious, despite the charge of sentimentality
inherent in such an approach. He is writing not for a local audience
excited by an instance of ecclesiastical politics, but for readers little
acquainted with the tenets the Fleet Engineer lived by. And he too felt
the need of a headnote, affixed to the first publication of the "Hymn"
in Scribner's Magazine [December 1894], which depicts the original
for his portrait, just as Burns had done. The "extract from a private
letter" that prefaces the poem runs:
. . . and the night we got in, sat up from twelve to four with the Chief
Engineer who could not get to sleep either. . . said that the engines
made him feel quite poetical at times, and told me things about his
past life. He seems a pious old bird; but I wish I had known him
earlier in the voyage.
Such a comment, its tone particularly, must surely make clear the
poet's intent in the depiction of his monologist, notably the flippant
"He seems a pious old bird", which suggests a closer relationship of
creator and creation than some have tended to assume. (In fact we
may wonder what else the pair might have been indulging in besides
conversation.) Keeping this background detail in mind, it is easy to
see McAndrew as a figure whom Kipling may depict in terms of gentle
irony without necessarily destroying the effects of his utterance, once
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the engineer, excited by his theological reverie, turns to celebrate in
verse the spirit of harnessed steam-power in the God-inspired
interaction of the complex parts that make up the marine steam
engine.
The individual who bares his soul in the nocturnal monologue is,
then, a recognisable representative of a type of Scot. McAndrew's
type is, however, a far cry from that of the Ayrshire polemicist,
though it springs from similar roots. He shows the self-satisfaction
associated with mastery of his craft by his own unaided efforts; but it
is modified in his case by self-doubt fostered by his religious beliefs—
self-doubt that occasionally comes close to despair, though it may
also be overlaid by a certain boastful assertiveness associated with his
own achievements in the service, as he sees it, of his fellow-mortals. In
other words he hopes for Justification through Works rather than
through Grace—that Calvinist wheel-of-chance which, in Holy
Willie's words, "Sends ane to Heaven, an' ten to Hell", at the whim of
an inscrutable God.
But in contrast with Willie's view that his various backslidings are
means for keeping him humble, McAndrew looks back on his sins of
flesh and spirit with dismay lest these overbalance the items on the
credit side of his spiritual ledger. He, then, is the kind of Scot whose
natural propensities have been affected by his religious convictions,
though he still reveals that mixture of the practical and the romantic
that makes his behaviour enigmatic to others and even to himself;
hence the charge of inconsistency. But it represents no failure on the
part of Kipling. It is in the divided personality of his creation that the
inconsistencies reside, and they have their origins in the great
temptation when he is faced with the options: to sever all ties with his
past or to return to the Faith.
As it is, the stern voice of the Calvinist God drowns out the siren
song, but the result of the contest leaves the engineer with only one
comfort: the certainty of the machine—"Predestination in the stride
o' yon connectin'-rod". But denial of his part in humanity fosters that
dangerous spiritual pride vis-à-vis his fellows which, though
tempered by his fears of the Almighty, brings him to a state not too
far distant from Willie's. For just as the latter curses those who have
humiliated him, he scorns his fellows from Chairman of the Board
and his nephew, "damned ijjit", down to the lowly oiler. Only
children are exempt from his scorn, because he can initiate them into
the Mystery of Steam on his own terms.
And so the romantic side of his nature can only express itself in the
plea for "a man like Robbie Burns to sing the Song o' Steam"—a
song rendered in the fourteeners that bring to mind the settings of
many Scottish metrical psalms, not that of "The Church's one

"I HEARD A LAND-BREEZE CA' "
An interesting second drawing by Howard Pyle for "McAndrew's Hymn" (see page
35). The illustrator—with how much lasting success present-day readers will judge—
attempts a difficult theme. McAndrew, at twenty-three, is faced by his crucial
"Temptation past the show o' speech", its emphasis essentially religious, not merely
carnal. To a generation for whom the puritan ethic was very familiar, and the unclad
human form less so. the artist perhaps conveyed the intended implications.

42

KIPLING

JOURNAL

September 1985

foundation" as has been suggested.
No, the characterisation is just as sure as that provided by Burns
for his creation. Where the poem may falter, understandably enough,
is in Kipling's attempt to render consistently the dialect of the
Glasgow area, so foreign is it from his own speech patterns or even
from the service jargon that he handles with such sureness. But his is
only the same difficulty that Burns faced—and by and large failed to
overcome—when the latter tried expressing his ideas in standard
English, at the behest of the Edinburgh literati anxious for him to
reach a wider readership. In addition, Kipling may have been
constrained by conventions governing the use of Northern English
established by the Kailyarders and other late 19th century writers
attempting to record the speech of the Scots.
Be that as it may, we have the wholesale doubling of -r-, as in
"Orrder" (a word in the Scribner's text spelled as in standard English,
but changed in his collected editions, to spoil a fine line:- "Law,
Order, Duty an' Restraint, Obedience, Discipline!"). Similarly the
wholesale lengthening of the -i- vowel produces sounds such as
McAndrew would not have used, the effect being that of the so-called
Scots comedian, who over-emphasises differences between his dialect
and English.
Elsewhere, too, there are inconsistencies. Standard forms appear
instead of "canna", "auld" (which alternates with "old"), "sicht",
"licht", and "wha's". Interestingly, though, certain idiomatic
expressions like "they knock a wee" (of his engines), and "couples
kittlin' in the dark", are rendered with complete accuracy. Why the
poet did not edit subsequent renderings is hard to understand, given
that he did make textual alterations, mostly to improve technical
accuracy—in his successive collected editions.
The effect of such details will of course differ as between one reader
and another; they may however detract from the complete enjoyment
of what Bonamy Dobree has called this "extraordinary poem—a
sympathetic biography, a psychological study, and a paean in praise
of man's creative imagination"; 11 and one may add to that catalogue
of qualities the satiric elements that help to clarify the stresses
imposed on the Calvinist of the Age of Steam, an age parallelling in its
own way the debased pastoralism of 18th century rural Scotland,
over which lay the shadow of religious exclusiveness represented by
Holy Willie.
For McAndrew, however, there were compensations, if only in the
symphony of "yon orchestra sublime . . .". He deserved his respite
from religious doubts.
And Holy Willie? He would have been a more sympathetic
character if he had had a few of those same uncertainties that
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periodically assailed "the dour Scots engineer"—despite McAndrew's
brave assertion, following the great temptation, that
. . . by Thy Grace, I had the Light to see my duty plain—
an assertion that he qualifies right away with
Light on the engine-room—no more—bright as our carbons burn.
I've lost it since a thousand times, but never past return,
before launching into his self-righteous plea for Justification through
Works, to satisfy the "graspin' deil"who is the Calvinist God.
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"A BURNING AND A SHINING LIGHT"
A sketch of Burns's appalling "Holy Willie", drawn by Lennox Paterson for the
Alloway Bicentenary Edition of the Poems and Selected Letters of Robert Burns
(Collins, 1959): reproduced with grateful acknowledgment to the publishers.
Introducing that volume, David Daiches described "Holy Willie's Prayer" (1785) as
a "great satiric poem" for its telling attack on the Calvinist views of predestination,
including salvation by predestination without regard to meritorious life. The
Calvinist creed, he said, here "damns itself in the process of its expression".
In an article in this issue, Professor Macaree draws certain analogies between "Holy
Willie's Prayer" and "McAndrew's Hymn". Though the former possessed qualities of
violent satire that the latter did not aim for, the comparision is indeed interesting. Both
also were written when their authors were young: Burns was just twenty-six, Kipling
twenty-eight. However, unlike Burns's poem, which was prudently suppressed until
after his death, "McAndrew's Hymn" achieved immediate prominence, and Kipling
was paid $500 for its publication, at that time a record for a poem in the United States.

'HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER" (Robert Burns)
O Thou, that in the Heavens does dwell,
Wha, as it pleases best Thysel,
Sends ane to Heaven, an' ten to Hell,
A' for Thy glory,
And no for onie guid or ill
They've done before Thee!
I bless and praise Thy matchless might,
When thousands Thou hast left in night,
That I am here before Thy sight,
For gifts an' grace
A burning and a shining light
To a' this place.

What was I, or my generation,
That I should get sic exaltation?
I, wha deserv'd most just damnation
For broken laws,
Sax thousand years ere my creation,
Thro' Adam's cause!
When from my mither's womb I fell,
Thou might hae plung'd me deep in Hell,
To gnash my gooms, and weep and wail,
In burning lakes,
Where damned devils roar and yell,
Chain'd to their stakes.
Yet I am here a chosen sample,
To show Thy grace is great and ample:
I'm here a pillar o' Thy temple,
Strong as a rock,
A guide, a buckler, and example,
To a' Thy flock!
O Lord, Thou kens what zeal I bear,
When drinkers drink, an' swearers swear,
An' singin' there, an' dancin' here,
Wi' great and sma';
For I am keepit by Thy fear
Free frae them a'.
But yet, O Lord! confess I must,
At times I'm fash'd wi' fleshy lust;
An' sometimes, too, in warldly trust,
Vile self gets in;
But Thou remembers we are dust,
Defil'd wi' sin.
O Lord! yestreen, Thou kens, wi' Meg—
Thy pardon I sincerely beg—
O, may't ne'er be a livin plague
To my dishonour!
An' I'll ne'er lift a lawless leg
Again upon her.
Besides, I farther maun avow,
Wi' Leezie's lass, three times I trow—
But, Lord, that Friday I was fou,
When I cam near her,
Or else, Thou kens, Thy servant true
Wad never steer her.
Maybe Thou lets this fleshy thorn
Buffet Thy servant e'en and morn,
Lest he owre proud and high should turn,
That he's sae gifted:
If sae, Thy han' maun e'en be borne,
Until Thou lift it.

Lord, bless Thy chosen in this place,
For here Thou has a chosen race!
But God confound their stubborn face,
An' blast their name,
Wha bring Thy elders to disgrace
An' open shame.
Lord, mind Gau'n Hamilton's deserts:
He drinks, an' swears, an' plays at cartes,
Yet has sae monie takin arts,
Wi' great and sma',
Frae God's ain Priest the people's hearts
He steals awa.
And when we chasten'd him therefore,
Thou kens how he bred sic a splore,
And set the warld in a roar
O' laughin at us;
Curse Thou his basket and his store,
Kail an' potatoes!
Lord, hear my earnest cry and pray'r,
Against that Presbyt'ry o' Ayr!
Thy strong right hand, Lord, mak it bare
Upo' their heads!
Lord, visit them, an' dinna spare,
For their misdeeds!
O Lord, my God! that glib-tongu'd Aiken,
My vera heart and flesh are quakin,
To think how we stood sweatin, shakin,
An' p—'d wi' dread,
While he, wi' hingin lip, an' snakin,
Held up his head.
Lord, in Thy day o' vengeance try him!
Lord, visit them wha did employ him!
And pass not in Thy mercy by them,
Nor hear their pray'r.
But for Thy people's sake destroy them,
An' dinna spare.
But, Lord, remember me and mine
Wi' mercies temporal and divine,
That I for gear an' grace may shine,
Excell'd by nane,
And a' the glory shall be Thine—
Amen, Amen!
[There are many slight variations in the known texts of this poem. I have here set out a version
based very closely on that published in the Collins edition mentioned above, but with an
additional verse (the 6th) derived from a different manuscript.—Ed]
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Lord, Thou hast made this world below the shadow of a dream,
An', taught by time, I tak' it so—exceptin' always Steam.
From coupler-flange to spindle-guide I see Thy Hand, O God—
Predestination in the stride o' yon connectin'-rod.
John Calvin might ha' forged the same—enorrmous, certain, slow—
Ay, wrought it in the furnace-flame—my "Institutio".
I cannot get my sleep tonight; old bones are hard to please;
I'll stand the middle watch up here—alone wi' God an' these
My engines, after ninety days o' race an' rack an' strain
Through all the seas of all Thy world, slam-bangin' home again.
Slam-bang too much—they knock a wee—the crosshead gibs are loose,
But thirty thousand mile o' sea has gied them fair excuse. . . .
Fine, clear an' dark—a full-draught breeze, wi' Ushant out o' sight,
An' Ferguson relievin' Hay. Old girl, ye'll walk tonight!
His wife's at Plymouth. . . .Seventy—One—Two—Three since he began—
Three turns for Mistress Ferguson. . .and who's to blame the man?
There's none at any port for me, by drivin' fast or slow,
Since Elsie Campbell went to Thee, Lord, thirty years ago.
(The year the Sarah Sands was burned. Oh, roads we used to tread,
Fra' Maryhill to Pollokshaws—fra' Govan to Parkhead!)
Not but they're ceevil on the Board. Ye'll hear Sir Kenneth say:
"Good morrn, McAndrew! Back again? An' how's your bilge today?"
Miscallin' technicalities but handin' me my chair
To drink Madeira wi' three Earls—the auld Fleet Engineer
That started as a boiler-whelp—when steam and he were low.
I mind the time we used to serve a broken pipe wi' tow!
Ten pound was all the pressure then—Eh! Eh!—a man wad drive;
An' here, our workin' gauges give one hunder sixty-five!
We're creepin' on wi' each new rig—less weight an' larger power;
There'll be the loco-boiler next an' thirty mile an hour!
Thirty an' more. What I ha' seen since ocean-steam began
Leaves me na doot for the machine: but what about the man?
The man that counts, wi' all his runs, one million mile o' sea:
Four time the span from earth to moon. . . .How far, O Lord, from Thee
That wast beside him night an' day? Ye mind my first typhoon?
It scoughed the skipper on his way to jock wi' the saloon.
Three feet were on the stokehold-floor—just slappin' to an' fro—
An' cast me on a furnace-door. I have the marks to show.
Marks! I ha' marks o' more than burns—deep in my soul an' black,
An' times like this, when things go smooth, my wickudness comes back.
The sins o' four an' forty years, all up an' down the seas,
Clack an' repeat like valves half-fed. . .Forgie's our trespasses!
Nights when I'd come on deck to mark, wi' envy in my gaze,
The couples kittlin' in the dark between the funnel-stays;
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Years when I raked the Ports wi' pride to fill my cup o' wrong—
Judge not, O Lord, my steps aside at Gay Street in Hong-Kong!
Blot out the wastrel hours o' mine in sin when I abode—
Jane Harrigan's an' Number Nine, The Reddick an' Grant Road!
An' waur than all—my crownin' sin—rank blasphemy an' wild.
I was not four and twenty then—Ye wadna judge a child?
I'd seen the Tropics first that run—new fruit, new smells, new air—
How could I tell—blind-fou wi' sun—the Deil was lurkin' there?
By day like playhouse-scenes the shore slid past our sleepy eyes;
By night those soft, lasceevious stars leered from those velvet skies;
In port (we used no cargo-steam) I'd daunder down the streets—
An ijjit grinnin' in a dream—for shells an' parrakeets,
An' walkin'-sticks o' carved bamboo an' blowfish stuffed an' dried—
Fillin' my bunk wi' rubbishry the Chief put overside.
Till, off Sambawa Head, Ye mind, I heard a land-breeze ca',
Milk-warm wi' breath o' spice an' bloom: "McAndrew, come awa'!"
Firm, clear an' low—no haste, no hate—the ghostly whisper went,
Just statin' eevidential facts beyon' all argument:
"Your mither's God's a graspin' deil, the shadow o' yoursel',
"Got out o' books by meenisters clean daft on Heaven an' Hell.
"They mak' him in the Broomielaw, o' Glasgie cold an' dirt,
"A jealous, pridefu' fetich, lad, that's only strong to hurt.
"Ye'll not go back to Him again an' kiss His red-hot rod,
"But come wi' Us" (Now, who were They!) "an' know the Leevin' God,
"That does not kipper souls for sport or break a life in jest,
"But swells the ripenin' cocoanuts an' ripes the woman's breast."
An' there it stopped—cut off—no more—that quiet, certain voice—
For me, six months o' twenty-four, to leave or take at choice.
'Twas on me like a thunderclap—it racked me through an' through—
Temptation past the show o' speech, unnameable an' new—
The Sin against the Holy Ghost?. . .An' under all, our screw.
That storm blew by but left behind her anchor-shiftin' swell.
Thou knowest all my heart an' mind, Thou knowest, Lord, I fell—
Third on the Mary Gloster then, and first that night in Hell!
Yet was Thy Hand beneath my head, about my feet Thy Care—
Fra' Deli clear to Torres Strait, the trial o' despair,
But when we touched the Barrier Reef Thy answer to my prayer!. . .
We dared na run that sea by night but lay an' held our fire,
An' I was drowsin' on the hatch—sick—sick wi' doubt an' tire:
"Better the sight of eyes that see than wanderin' o' desire!"
Ye mind that word? Clear as our gongs—again, an' once again,
When rippin' down through coral-trash ran out our moorin'-chain:
An', by Thy Grace, I had the Light to see my duty plain.
Light on the engine-room—no more—bright as our carbons burn.
I've lost it since a thousand times, but never past return!

Obsairve! Per annum we'll have here two thousand souls aboard—
Think not I dare to justify myself before the Lord,

But—average fifteen hunder souls safe-borne fra' port to port—
I am o' service to my kind. Ye wadna blame the thought?
Maybe they steam from Grace to Wrath—to sin by folly led—
It isna mine to judge their path—their lives are on my head.
Mine at the last—when all is done it all comes back to me,
The fault that leaves six thousand ton a log upon the sea.
We'll tak' one stretch—three weeks an' odd by ony road ye steer—
Fra' Cape Town east to Wellington—ye need an engineer.
Fail there—ye've time to weld your shaft—ay, eat it, ere ye're spoke;
Or make Kerguelen under sail—three jiggers burned wi' smoke!
An' home again—the Rio run: it's no child's play to go
Steamin' to bell for fourteen days o' snow an' floe an' blow.
The bergs like kelpies overside that girn an' turn an' shift
Whaur, grindin' like the Mills o' God, goes by the big South drift.
(Hail, Snow and Ice that praise the Lord. I've met them at their work,
An' wished we had anither route or they anither kirk.)
Yon's strain, hard strain, o' head an' hand, for though Thy Power brings
All skill to naught, Ye'll understand a man must think o' things.
Then, at the last, we'll get to port an' hoist their baggage clear—
The passengers, wi' gloves an' canes—an' this is what I'll hear:
"Well, thank ye for a pleasant voyage. The tender's comin' now."
While I go testin' follower-bolts an' watch the «kipper bow.
They've words for every one but me—shake hands wi' half the crew,
Except the dour Scots engineer, the man they never knew.
An' yet I like the wark for all we've dam'-few pickin's here—
No pension, an' the most we'll earn's four hunder pound a year.
Better myself abroad? Maybe. I'd sooner starve than sail
Wi' such as call a snifter-rod ross. . . .French for nightingale.
Commeesion on my stores? Some do; but I cannot afford
To lie like stewards wi' patty-pans. I'm older than the Board.
A bonus on the coal I save? Ou ay, the Scots are close,
But when I grudge the strength Ye gave I'll grudge their food to those.
(There's bricks that I might recommend—an' clink the fire-bars cruel.
No! Welsh—Wangarti at the worst—an' damn all patent fuel!)
Inventions? Ye must stay in port to mak' a patent pay.
My Deeferential Valve-Gear taught me how that business lay.
I blame no chaps wi' clearer heads for aught they make or sell.
I found that I could not invent an' look to these as well.
So, wrestled wi' Apollyon—Nah!—fretted like a bairn—
But burned the workin'-plans last run, wi' all I hoped to earn.
Ye know how hard an Idol dies, an' what that meant to me—
E'en tak' it for a sacrifice acceptable to Thee. . . .
Below there! Oiler! What's your wark? Ye find it runnin' hard?
Ye needn't swill the cup wi' oil—this isn't the Cunard!
Ye thought? Ye are not paid to think. Go, sweat that off again!
Tck! Tck! It's deeficult to sweer nor tak' The Name in vain!
Men, ay, an' women, call me stern. Wi' these to oversee,
Ye'll note I've little time to burn on social repartee.
The bairns see what their elders miss; they'll hunt me to an' fro,
Till for the sake of—well, a kiss—I tak' 'em down below.

That minds me of our Viscount loon—Sir Kenneth's kin—the chap
Wi' Russia-leather tennis-shoon an' spar-decked yachtin'-cap.
I showed him round last week, o'er all—an' at the last says he:
"Mister McAndrew, don't you think steam spoils romance at sea?"
Damned ijjit! I'd been doon that morn to see what ailed the throws,
Manholin', on my back—the cranks three inches off my nose.
Romance! Those first-class passengers they like it very well,
Printed an' bound in little books; but why don't poets tell?
I'm sick of all their quirks an' turns—the loves an' doves they dream—
Lord, send a man like Robbie Burns to sing the Song o' Steam!
To match wi' Scotia's noblest speech yon orchestra sublime
Whaurto—uplifted like the Just—the tail-rods mark the time.
The crank-throws give the double-bass, the feed-pump sobs an' heaves,
An' now the main eccentrics start their quarrel on the sheaves:
Her time, her own appointed time, the rocking link-head bides,
Till—hear that note?—the rod's return whings glimmerin' through the guides.
They're all awa'! True beat, full power, the clangin' chorus goes
Clear to the tunnel where they sit, my purrin' dynamoes.
Interdependence absolute, foreseen, ordained, decreed,
To work, Ye'll note, at any ony tilt an' every rate o' speed.
Fra' skylight-lift to furnace-bars, backed, bolted, braced an' stayed,
An' singin' like the Mornin' Stars for joy that they are made;
While, out o' touch o' vanity, the sweatin' thrust-block says:
"Not unto us the praise, or man—not unto us the praise!"
Now, a' together, hear them lift their lesson—theirs an' mine:
"Law, Orrder, Duty an' Restraint, Obedience, Discipline!"
Mill, forge an' try-pit taught them that when roarin' they arose,
An' whiles I wonder if a soul was gied them wi' the blows.
Oh for a man to weld it then, in one trip-hammer strain,
Till even first-class passengers could tell the meanin' plain!
But no one cares except mysel' that serve an' understand
My seven thousand horse-power here. Eh, Lord! They're grand—they're grand!
Uplift am I? When first in store the new-made beasties stood,
Were Ye cast down that breathed the Word declarin' all things good?
Not so! O' that warld-liftin' joy no after-fall could vex,
Ye've left a glimmer still to cheer the Man—the Arrtifex!
That holds, in spite o' knock and scale, o' friction, waste an' slip,
An' by that light—now, mark my word—we'll build the Perfect Ship.
I'll never last to judge her lines or take her curve—not I.
But I ha' lived an' I ha' worked. Be thanks to Thee, Most High!
An' I ha' done what I ha' done—judge Thou if ill or well—
Always Thy Grace preventin' me. . . .
Losh! Yon's the "Stand-by" bell.
Pilot so soon? His flare it is. The mornin-watch is set.
Well, God be thanked, as I was sayin', I'm no Pelagian yet.
Now I'll tak' on. . . .
'Morrn, Ferguson. Man, have ye ever thought
What your good leddy costs in coal?. . .I'll burn 'em down to port.
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
[The Editor welcomes letters intended for publication, even though in practice he
receives more than can possibly be printed. For reasons of space he reserves the
usual right—unless expressly desired to the contrary—to shorten a text. Or he may
need to summarise a letter and/or its enclosures under "Points from Other Letters".]

A BIBLIOGRAPHICAL QUERY [II]
From Mr J. E. Phillips, 11 Corfe Close, Littleover, Derby DE3 7HW

Dear Sir,
With reference to Mr Ardley's query [June 1985, page 27, about the
non-appearance of Land and Sea Tales among the titles of the
standard octavo Uniform Edition, listed in Stewart's Bibliography],
perhaps I can enlighten him.
If one looks at the title-page of the Uniform Edition of Limits and
Renewals, first published in 1932, the facing page has a list of books
published in the Uniform Edition, including (1) Songs from Books
and (2) Land and Sea Tales. I have a copy of each: of (1), first
published in the Uniform Edition in 1925, and of (2), published in the
Uniform Edition in 1930.
Perhaps as each of these books had already been published in other
editions they did not sell well, and were therefore not reprinted in the
Uniform Edition. Neither is mentioned in the Stewart Bibliography.
Certainly, as Mr Ardley suggests, they reveal yet another fault in this
bibliography.
Yours sincerely,
J. E. PHILLIPS

A BIBLIOGRAPHICAL QUERY [III]
From Mr G. L. Wallace, 9 Hathaway Close, Luton, Bedfordshire LU4 0HU

Dear Sir,
With reference to Mr Ardley's letter in the June Journal concerning
the Uniform Edition of Land and Sea Tales, there are two references
to this on page 372 of the Stewart Bibliography, and a full description
on page 374.
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It is not however included in the list of the Uniform Edition on
pages 569-70. (The 28 volumes in this list are made up by the inclusion
of Songs from Books, of which apparently only one copy is known in
this format.)
Yours sincerely,
G. L. WALLACE

THE LANG MEN
From Mrs G. H. Newsom, The Old Vicarage, Bishop's Cannings, Devizes, Wiltshire

Dear Editor,
Tan Sri Sheppard [Letters, March 1985, page 51] believes that
"The Lang Men o' Larut" [Life's Handicap] is based on fact, and
would like suggestions as to who the third 'Lang' man might have
been. He thinks that Captain T. C. S. Speedy, six feet five inches tall,
the Assistant Resident of the Malay State of Perak and living in Larut
in 1874, was one of the 'Lang Men'.
May I make a guess—that the third one was Speedy's brother? I am
assuming, in the absence of other contenders, that being extremely
tall was a family characteristic, and both men were living at Koba, in
the centre of the richly productive tin mining district of Larut. Frank
Swettenham (thought to be the second 'Lang' man) describes in his
Perak Journals how he went snipe shooting with "Speedy the
younger". The editor of those Perak Journals, C. D. Cowan, thinks
that the unnamed brother was James Havelock Speedy, who settled
in New Zealand.
There are some uncanny similarities between parts of Kipling's
story and Swettenham's description of his visits to Larut in April and
May 1874. (The story happened "In the spring time. . .".) In May
Swettenham found five other Europeans at Koba, one or two
evidently living there, the others (he thought) being Penang
merchants. (Such, no doubt, were Kipling's "Howson and Nailor,
merchants".) The Journals show that the male (European)
population at that time was in fact about "five all told" [Kipling]. It
included Speedy's doctor, de Maillé. The "Chief Engineer" [in the
story] said that Larut was "remarkably like. . .Calcutta". It will be
remembered that Kipling smoked to overcome the poisonous smells
of Calcutta, and he said of that place, "this sewer is unfit for human
habitation" [From Sea to Sea, "The City of Dreadful Night"].
Swettenham's comment on Koba was, "a simply vile place to be in at
present, full of open drains, which make it anything but a healthy
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place". He had arrived there by boat up the Larut River. The narrator
in Kipling's tale correctly described the traffic at that date—"many
coasting steamers call at Larut wi' strangers o' the mercantile
profession". Perhaps then they were not all Penang merchants that
Swettenham saw.
Thanks to Tan Sri Sheppard's observations, "The Lang Men o'
Larut" appears not to be as improbable and trivial as hitherto it
seemed to be. Indeed, without any previous knowledge of the facts, it
was easy to forget what this story was about.
Yours sincerely,
MARGARET NEWSOM
[Mrs Newsom cites as sources the Journal of Malayan Branch, Royal Asiatic Society,
vols XXIV & XXVI; also Swettenham's British Malaya (Lane/Bodley Head, 1901).—Ed. ]

OF TOBIAS HERTE, AND OTHER REFERENCES
From Mr M. D. G. Powell, Kingsthorpe, 25 Caswell Road, Caswell,
Swansea SA3 4SD, Wales

Dear Sir,
I found, the other day, in a translation of Jules Verne's A School for
Crusoes, at the beginning of chapter IV, the following:
In one of his travel books Chateaubriand mentions "a little man
powdered and frizzed in the old-fashioned style, with a coat of
apple-green, a waistcoat or drugget, shirt frill and cuffs of
muslin, who scraped a violin and made the Iroquois dance". . .
Is there any evidence that Kipling read Chateaubriand? (He certainly
quotes Gautier in Sea to Sea, chapter XXV.) If so, is it possible that he
based Tobias Herte (Rewards and Fairies, "Brother Square-Toes") on
the observation quoted above? Are not the little man, the violin, and
the Seneca/Iroquois (Red Jacket and Cornplanter) more than
coincidence?
In a lighter vein, who or what is the original of "Tom and Jerry"
mentioned in Sea to Sea, chapter VIII? I never cease to be surprised at
the 'old/new' subjects I find in R.K.'s work.
See also his use of the word "gay" in the same chapter—not exactly
its 1985 usage but moving well towards it.
Yours sincerely,
MICHAEL D. G. POWELL
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[Any corroboration of this possible link with Chateaubriand could be very interesting.
I hope readers will comment.
Some may find it convenient if I flesh out Mr Powell's letter a little. François-René,
viscomte de Chateaubriand (1768-1848), was a leading figure in the early French
Romantic movement. In 1791 he visited the United States. He later published two
romantic stories, Atala (1801) and René (1805), set in that country. Kipling's "Brother
Square-Toes" is of course set in Pennsylvania in the 1790s, and has been widely
admired for its vividness and considerable measure of historical plausibility.
Théophile Gautier (1811-72) likewise played a prominent part in the Romantic
movement. Kipling's quotation of Gautier is placed in the mouth of an American
typist in San Francisco in 1889, to the effect that "the only differences between country
and country lie in the slang and the uniform of the police".
The Seneca Indians were one of several Iroquoian-speaking tribes.
The "Tom and Jerry" allusion comes from Kipling's ironic reflections as he observes
scenes of low life in Hong Kong in 1889. ["I thought of the Oxonian in Tom and Jerry
playing jigs at the spinet—you have seen the old-fashioned plate?—while Corinthian
Tom and Corinthian Kate danced. . ."] The reference is to Life in London; or the Day
and Night Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn Esq. and Corinthian Tom (1820-21), illustrated by
G. and R. Cruikshank. From this origin, the names Tom and Jerry have derived, when
linked, an association with riotous behaviour.
Kipling's two Hong Kong prostitutes "spoke of themselves as 'gay'. This does not
look much on paper. To appreciate the full grimness of the sarcasm hear it from their
Ups amid their own surroundings." (Wretched and drunk as they were, the two women
may have intended the term without undertones; however, from Partridge's Dictionary
of Slang & Unconventional English it is clear that various implications were commonly
read into it in the 19th century, e.g. amorous; or slightly intoxicated; or leading an
immoral, or harlot's, life.)—Ed.]

JUST SO [IV]
From Mrs R. S. Meyer, Adviser in Literacy and Study Skills, Deakin University,
Victoria 3217, Australia

Dear Sir,
From the March 1985 issue of the Journal [pages 40-43], I see that I
am indebted to two of your correspondents for information
incidental to my Just So Stories article [December 1984, page 10].
Mr Shearman's explanation of how the term "the Shell" originated
gratifies a 'satiable curtiosity I have nurtured ever since I first met this
mystifying name, long ago. The etymology turns out to be well worth
the wait. However, in my essay I did not venture to suggest one: I
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intended merely to indicate a pun against the received meaning, on
which Kipling by a quirk of humour might have based the Armadillo
story.
Mr Brightman points out that in the longitude of the Kruger
National Park the Limpopo is north of the Crocodile River—or
rather, of a Crocodile River. This is interesting, but it does not
invalidate my statement that the Limpopo used to be known also as
the Crocodile (see, e.g., Encyclopaedia Britannica, 10th edition,
volume XXXIV, Maps, 103). I find that more than fifty years after
Kipling wrote "The Elephant's Child" reputable atlases (e.g. Times,
1980, or the revised Oxford, 1958) perpetuate the tradition, though
with individual variations.
My concern in both cases was to indicate how Kipling's reserved,
self-contained but profuse private laughter might have fired his
creative imagination as, mischievously but lovingly, he turned his
factual experience into a fiction fit "for little children". Throughout,
my intention was to illustrate with what exquisite artistry he did so.
If my Stalky/"Armadilloes" comparison was found to be farfetched it was as well that I remained reticent about "The Cat that
Walked by Itself". Challenged, however, I am prepared to state my
conviction that somewhere from that enigmatic myth arises the
impression that Horse, Dog and Cow at one level are meant to reflect
Husband the lover, defender and provider; while at that point the
Cat mirrors whatever else in him the Woman may never domesticate
—though she is obliged to live with it, for it comes with the others!
That is why it is so richly amusing that this rightly celebrated story
should first have been acclaimed by matronly subscribers to the
Ladies' Home Journal. I posit a deep, complex and sophisticated sense
of humour, not devoid of a cutting edge, in its author.
Yours faithfully,
ROSALIND S. MEYER

ORIGINAL OF KIM? [II]
From Mr S. E. Digby, Bonaguil, Rozel, Jersey, Channel Islands

Dear Sir,
Mr F. M. A. Beatty, in the newspaper cutting to which Mr T. C.
Wilkinson drew attention in the March 1985 issue [Letters, pages
28-29], is recalled in the reminiscences of Sir Henry Holland [18751965], himself an almost legendary figure—Frontier Doctor: an
Autobiography (London, 1958, pages 94-96).
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The account begins—
In my early days in Quetta—and for many years to come—one
of the most forceful personalities there was Frank Beaty [sic]. At
the time of my arrival he was Superintendent of Police for
Baluchistan. Many believed him to be the original of Kipling's
"Kim". . .
Holland arrived in Quetta in 1900, one year before Kim was
published. This therefore appears to be a contemporary
identification.
Have the identifications of Colonel Creighton and of Lurgan
Sahib, to which you refer, been argued in print? Lurgan Sahib
appears to have some features in common with the hero of F. Marion
Crawford's novel, Mr Isaacs: a Tale of Modern India (London and
New York, 1882).
On a kindred topic, tales of British orphans or boy-adventurers in
India which are analogues to Kim, can any of your readers supply me
with the name of the author and details of publication of the
biography of the "Feringhy Butcha" [firangi bacha], the British boy
brought up by the Afghans—captured in the retreat from Kabul in
1842? I would also dearly like to possess a copy.
Yours sincerely,
SIMON DIGBY
[Mr Digby enclosed with his letter a photocopy of the passage from Holland's book.
From the extracts below readers will be able to judge how—taking admittedly pretty
superficial criteria into account—people who had met Beatty and had read Kim might
be tempted to look for links between them.
He was a great sportsman, at one time the finest shot, the best billiard player, and
among the leading tennis players in the country. It was characteristic of him that
he was known as "the subaltern's friend", for he would take just the same trouble
for the most junior subaltern as for the G.O.C. . . .if any young officer was
stopped by the police for riding his bicycle without a lamp, he had only to say
"Beaty Sahib's friend". . . Besides his gift for friendship, he was a great
raconteur. . .
Beaty was a notable linguist, at home in most of the vernaculars spoken in
Baluchistan. He was always ready to help the young officers before their language
examinations, for which he had to supply Baluchis, Pathans and Brahuis to
converse with the candidates. . .While he was in charge of the Baluchistan police
there was very little trouble of any kind. He would adopt native dress and go
disguised as a Baluch or a Pathan and find out the exact state of affairs in the
villages. He had his own method of getting the truth out of offenders. One way
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was to tie a man's hands behind him and wrap him very snugly in a blanket for the
night, the blanket being occupied also by creepy-crawlies of various kinds. This
was generally successful. . .
Beaty was one of the most popular men in Quetta. . .After he retired from
Government service, as his post carried no pension.. .the Quetta Club made him
Sports Secretary, and. . .his Indian staff were devoted to him. . .]

MIXED FEELINGS
From Mr D. J. Peters, The Cedars, Wellington Road, Burton Joyce,
Nottinghamshire NG14 5GQ

Dear Sir,
On reading again my copy of Countryside Tales from 'Blackwood'
(Blackwood, 1946), I came across this passage, published in the
magazine in November 1931 under the title, "Good Going (Grass
Again All The Way)".
We sat with the long southward slope of the Downs dropping away
before us towards Seaford, which was unfortunately hidden by
under-features. Through a nick in these stretched the "Channel's
leaden line", but today it was all blue and silver six or seven
miles away.
To a walker on these Downs Mr. Kipling's beautiful lines will
constantly recur, and will always come pat to the object in view. I
feel an unctuous pride in my magnanimity in proclaiming this,
because my one contact with Mr. Kipling many years ago at
school—he a big boy and I a small and new—was a painful one. I
still feel the smart in the small of my back caused by some hard
missile, a fives ball I think, propelled by the wanton hand of Beetle.
Not that I had called him Beetle. My offence was that I was a very
small and very new boy, and a very suitable target. Yet you will
observe that in proclaiming his lines on the Sussex Downs to be
beautiful I have forgiven the author of them if I have not forgotten
his act.
Unfortunately the author preferred to remain anonymous: it would
have been pleasant to know his name.
Yours faithfully,
D. J. PETERS
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A SYRACUSE UNIVERSITY COLLECTION
From Mrs L. A. F. Lewis, Cappaslade Cottage, Brightwell-cum-Sotwell,
Wallingford, Oxfordshire OX10 0RQ

Sir,
Transatlantic members (and cis-Atlantic members visiting the
States) may be interested to know of the Kipling collection in the Bird
Library at Syracuse University, New York State. There are over five
hundred items.
These include MSS of "The Sons of the Widow" 1 (later "The
Widow at Windsor"), part of "Bridge-Guard in the Karroo", the first
two verses of "The Gipsy Trail" and some early unpublished verses.
With "Bridge-Guard" and "The Gipsy Trail" is a letter from Mrs
Kipling, authenticating "these verses" as written for a Captain
Evans. (There is some doubt as to which verses she meant. I suggest
that the Captain Evans she mentions may be the same man for whom
the "Zogbaum" verses were written [see Kipling Journal, June 1983,
pages 46-48; June 1985, pages 32-34]. The two fragments might have
been copied for him in Kipling's handwriting, but it is most unlikely
that either of them was composed for him—"The Gipsy Trail" is
addressed to a "lass", while "Bridge-Guard" is one of the South
African War poems. Should the letter really belong with
"Zogbaum"? There is a small mystery here.)
There are also a large number of Kipling letters. Literary references
include Kim, "A Doctor of Medicine" and "The Knife and the Naked
Chalk". Sixty-two letters are to Colonel Feilden, Kipling's friend and
neighbour at Burwash; four to T. E. Lawrence; and six to a Major
Rawlinson about a film-script of Soldiers Three, giving Kipling's
detailed comments on it.
This collection was inspired, and much of it acquired, by Emeritus
Chancellor William P. Tolley, whom I have had the great pleasure of
meeting. He has very kindly presented the Society's Library with a
facsimile edition of the early poem, "The Ballad of Bitterness",
written by Kipling on a ball programme, and sent, instead of a
Christmas card, to "Mater". 2

Yours etc.,
LISA LEWIS

This name was in early editions of Barrack-Room Ballads. I believe it has Masonic
overtones.
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This was a Mrs Tavenor Perry, with whom Kipling stayed during school holidays,
and in whom he confided when Flo Garrard first broke off their romance, in a
letter now in the Huntington Library, California.

NOTE BY THE EDITOR
To the general reader of Kipling, this very early poem, "A Ballad of Bitterness", is
quite unknown. Even for the searcher in standard bibliographies [Livingston, p 406;
Stewart, p 530] little about it is to be found. (It should not be confused with the still
earlier "Ballade of Bitterness", published in Kipling's school magazine in 1881 in
protest against a regulation forbidding cookery in studies.)
Its centenary publication by Syracuse University in 1983, and the presentation of a
copy to the Society's Library, are very welcome. It is in the form of a very slim booklet,
consisting of an introduction by William Pearson Tolley, a striking reproduction of
Kipling's MS tightly written on an extremely small folded card, and a printed transcript
of the poem—which I take this occasion to reprint below (with minimal alterations
such as verse numbering removed and a full stop or two put in).
The poem was written when Kipling, as sub-editor of the Civil & Military Gazette,
Lahore, had been some fourteen months in India and was still seventeen. His mother
was away in England. Of the lady to whom the verses are so affectionately dedicated,
Mrs Perry, very little of substance seems to be known, and it would be interesting to
have more, though there are some useful references in Angus Wilson's Strange Ride of
Rudyard Kipling. She lived at 25 The Grove, which in the introduction is described as
"near the Boltons in West Brompton", London—though whether this is an
identifiable address a century later needs confirmation.

A BALLAD OF BITTERNESS
Dedicated (without permission) to my Mater. December 1883.

How shall he sing of Christmas fun,
Or Christmas holiday,
A youth beneath an Eastern sun,
Six thousand miles away?
No holidays are his to take,
No theatres to see;
His Christmas songs the Presses make
That drive the C.M.G.
Beneath the palms, the dusty palms,
That shade his office roof,
He takes the telephone's alarms,
And wades through piles of "proof".

60

KIPLING JOURNAL
Along the course, the dusty course,
(Fresh from his morning tub)
He steers the "bucking" waler horse
Or hunts the jackal cub.
From nine till five his scissors gleam
Mid fifty-seven papers—
He tries by "piling on the steam"
To drive away the "vapours".
Yet—spite of office din and noise
Intrusive thoughts will come,
And life, perhaps, has higher joys
Than scissors, proofs or gum.
Unhitched from paper leading strings
A vagrant thought will rove,
To where the Brompton smoke fog clings
O'er "Twenty five, The Grove".
It spoils the taste of his cheroots,
With telegraphic quickness
As, through his weary heart, there shoots
A pang of—well, homesickness!
He wonders if you'll understand
How much this child can miss you;
And what he'd give to take your hand,—
And what he'd give to kiss you.
He wonders if, in years to come,
He'll save enough to go,
And take a first class ticket home,
Aboard the P and O.
He dreams of half a hundred things
Above the table's baize;
Of redhot months, with leaden wings,
And fever stricken days.
Of weary nights when, half the year,
The punkah creaked and swung
And, shrilling in his sleepless ear,
The foul mosquito sung.
But now the year begins to die
And Christmas is at hand—
What gift to greet you worthily
Can reach you from his hand?
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He has no Christmas card to send—
No scented billet doux,
And so he forwards, dearest friend,
His heart's best love to you.
And if, on old ball programmes writ,
The speech looks poor and mean,
Believe him—half the truth of it
Lies deeper than is seen.
He asks:— "In midst of Christmas fun
And all your new year joy
Think of him 'neath an Eastern sun
Your always loving
Boy."

MARTINDELL REDIVIVUS
From MrL. Leventhal, Lionel Leventhal Ltd, Greenhill Books, 2-6 Hampstead High
Street, London NW3 1QQ

Dear Sir,
May we seek your advice, and direction? We are commencing a
series of reprints of bibliographies, and one of the works on our
project list for consideration is E. W. Martindell's Bibliography of the
Works of Rudyard Kipling.
We need to be in touch with the heirs of Mr Martindell. May we
therefore enquire whether you would know anything of his life, when
he died, and whether the whereabouts of his family are known? We
would be most appreciative if you had any such information, or could
direct us to somebody who might. That excellent reference work, the
London Telephone Directory, has no Martindell at all!
Naturally we would hope that members of your Society would be
interested in such a reprint.
Yours sincerely,
LIONEL LEVENTHAL
[I publish this letter because a 'Martindell' reprint is news (original copies are rarities),
and in case a reader can supply recent knowlege of the Martindell family. The book was
a classic but its compiler's life has faded into obscurity. As a leading collector and
pioneer bibliographer of Kipling he joined this Society on its foundation in 1927 and
was quickly elected to its Council, on which he served till his death on 6 February 1951 ;
though frail health had tended to prevent his coming to meetings, he was often
consulted behind the scenes.
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Obituary notes in this Journal reveal that he was educated at Victoria College,
Jersey, where he was an outstanding sportsman, and at Exeter and Jesus Colleges,
Oxford; and was called to the Bar at Lincoln's Inn. But I lack virtually all details of his
ensuing career, mainly in the Far East. In the first World War he was in the Army.
After the war he lived in Ashford, Middlesex, and finally at Hook, Hampshire, where
he kept a hospitable house in gracious style, with his sister Emily Martindell, who
survived him. At one time he served as Secretary to the Royal Anthropological
Institute. However it seems unlikely that crumbs of information such as these will
provide sufficient clues for anyone to trace the inheritors of Martindell's estate in order
to negotiate over copyright.
His Bibliography [Lane/Bodley Head, 1922, enlarged edition 1923] was the first
scientific inventory of Kipling's output. Though Kipling himself had still much prose
and verse to write, and the unearthing and listing of older material would go on
indefinitely at the hands of collectors, Martindell's amateur work was the foundation
of the fuller studies that followed, and is still a helpful guide to the labyrinth of
Kipling's earlier editions.—Ed.]

POINTS FROM OTHER LETTERS
SELECTED AND SUMMARISED BY THE EDITOR

VICTORIAN STUDIES IN THE U.S.A.
From Professor Mary Davis, Department of English, Albertus Magnus College,
New Haven, Connecticut 06511, U.S.A.

Professor Davis, 'Program Coordinator, Northeast Victorian Studies
Association', writes to announce the Association's forthcoming
Conference on Victorian Work and Workers, in the British Art Center,
Yale University, New Haven, on 18-20 April 1986. Any enquiries
should be addressed to her.
LUXURY EDITIONS [AND END OF COPYRIGHT]
From Esmonde Publishing, 8 The Talina Centre, Bagleys Lane, London SW6 2BW

Esmonde Publishing, who have produced "a number of leatherbound facsimiles", tell us that in 1986, "to mark the 50th anniversary
of Kipling's death", they will be producing a special edition of The

September 1985

KIPLING JOURNAL

63

Jungle Books, "bound by Sangorski & Sutcliffe and sold through
Aspreys". Any member interested in obtaining this leatherbound
edition at a substantial discount—i.e. "at trade price, which we
anticipate will be in the region of £90"—should write to the firm's
Publishing Director, Helen Esmonde (and will no doubt ask for a full
description).

A NAVAL IDENTIFICATION [II]
From Mr M. M. Chapman, Ministry of Defence Library, London

Mr Chapman has kindly supplied some information bearing on the
identification of Midshipman Carbutt in Kipling's "Destroyers at
Jutland" (Sea Warfare, 1916), which was the subject of a letter and a
photograph in our June 1985 issue (pages27-29); and also on H.M.S.
Pelican, named in the same letter.
Midshipman Carbutt appears in the Navy Lists of January/
April/July 1916, with a seniority date of June 1915. In the October
1916 List he is marked PW, i.e. receiving a pension for wounds, but
the ship in which he had served is not shown [H.M.S. Canada?]. He
stayed on the Navy List till 1918, when he transferred to the R.A.F. In
1918/19 R.A.F. Lists he is a 2nd Lieutenant, later a Flight
Lieutenant, on Administrative duties; he then becomes "Unemployed", and after March 1920 is not listed.
H.M.S. Pelican was a new destroyer, attached to the 13th Flotilla of
the Battle Cruiser Fleet at Rosyth, and commanded at Jutland by
Lt-Cdr K. A. Beattie [later Captain K. A. Beattie, D.S.O., 1883-1940].
Mr Chapman has seen Beattie's and the Flotilla Captain's
despatches, which seem to bear out Kipling's account of the destroyer
action at Jutland.

KIPLING'S EARLY VERSE
From Professor Andrew Rutherford, The Warden, Goldsmiths' College (London
University), New Cross, London SE14 6NW

Professor Andrew Rutherford has been working for several years—
with the approval of the National Trust and of the literary agents,
A.P. Watt—preparing an edition of the generally unknown items
among Kipling's copious verse production between 1879, when he
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was thirteen, and 1889, when he was twenty-three.
In a recent letter he mentions that this collection, entitled Early
Verse by Rudyard Kipling (Oxford University Press) is due to appear
in February or March 1986, and will include the texts of over 300
poems, "unpublished, uncollected, or rarely collected", none of
which can be found in his standard editions or in the so-called
Definitive Edition of his verse compiled in 1940. (In fact, 77 were
published in the rare Sussex and Burwash Editions of his works; 96
more, though printed mainly in Indian newspapers, were never
thereafter collected; the rest are from manuscript sources.)
The volume covers Kipling's time at the United Services College,
his years in India, and his return to his literary début in London.
Professor Rutherford is supplying annotation, particularly on the
Indian period, "to show how the poems refer to issues of the day or
events in Kipling's own life".

KIPLING COMMEMORATION, 1986
From the Librarian, University of Sussex Library, Brighton BN1 9QI

Letters have been received both from the Librarian at Sussex
University (Miss Elizabeth Rodger) and her Assistant Librarian in
charge of the Manuscripts Section (Mr John Burt), concerning that
University's plans to commemorate in 1986 the fiftieth anniversary of
Kipling's death. This will be done not at the actual anniversary in
January but on 15-17 May 1986, during the period of the Brighton
Festival.
The following programme, still tentative, is emerging:—
1.

A public lecture in the evening of Thursday 15 May, by Mr Craig
Raine, who has been preparing a selection of Kipling's stories for
publication by Faber.

2a. A seminar in the morning of Friday 16 May, with limited
attendance, to discuss current work on Kipling Manuscripts.
Speakers will include Professor Pinney (editing Letters) and
Professor Rutherford (editing Early Verse).
2b. An afternoon visit to Bateman's, on the same day.
2c. An evening reception, on the same day, at the University
Bookshop.
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3.

A "Day School" on Saturday 17 May, organised by the Centre
for Continuing Education, at which specialised speakers will talk
about detailed topics—not yet chosen.

4.

An exhibition of "currently available Kipling material", at the
University Bookshop.

5.

An exhibition of "documents, books, photographs, etc", in the
University Library.

Participation by members of the Kipling Society will be welcomed.
A "modest fee" will be charged for attendance. Meals, but not
accommodation, will be available. There is likely to be a printed
leaflet, outlining the arrangements when they are confirmed, which
will be placed as an insert in a forthcoming issue of the Journal.
Miss Rodger's final paragraph reads as follows:—
In addition the Ralph Lewis Trust is offering a supplementary
award for an unpublished work which treats any significant
aspect of Kipling's life or writings. The Trust Fund, the legacy of
the well known Brighton author and art dealer Ralph Lewis, was
established in 1982. The substantial award would finance the
publication of the manuscripts held by the judges to be most
worthy of a public audience. The competition will be open to
members of the University, to Friends of the University Library,
to members of the Kipling Society, and to members of the
National Trust. The final date for the submission of manuscripts
will be 30 April 1986. Any member (or members) of the Kipling
Society who wishes (wish) to consider submitting an entry for
the competition, alone or co-operatively, should write for
a prospectus and entry form to: The Librarian, University of
Sussex Library, Brighton BNl 9QL.

"SI—"
From Mr S. G. Maurice, River Hill Cottage, Flamstead, St Albans AL3 8BY

Mr Maurice writes to draw my attention to a translation of "If—" in
chapter XIV of Les Silences du Colonel Bramble by André Maurois
(Paris, Grasset, 1918). Readers who know only the English version
of the book (The Silence of Colonel Bramble, translated by T. Wake
and W. Jackson, Lane/Bodley Head, 1919) may recall that both
Kipling's original and Maurois's rendering of it are—perhaps
logically—omitted.
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Here anyway is the French, with enough top-and-tail to convey the
strong yet light flavour of a remarkable book that projects a French
liaison officer's affectionate view of a British battalion in wartime
(and, in this instance, his recourse to versifying while the Mess
gramophone "rages on"):Ce soir, tandisque sévit le gramophone, je m'efforce de transposer en français un
admirable poème de Kipling:
Si tu peux voir détruit l'ouvrage de ta vie
Et sans dire un seul mot te mettre à rebâtir,
Ou perdre en un seul coup le gain de cent parties
Sans un geste et sans un soupir;
Si tu peux être amant sans être fou d'amour,
Si tu peux être fort sans cesser d'être tendre,
Et, te sentant haï, sans haïr a ton tour,
Pourtant lutter et te défendre;
Si tu peux supporter d'entendre tes paroles
Travesties par des gueux pour exciter des sots,
Et d'entendre mentir sur toi leurs bouches folles
Sans mentir toi-même d'un mot;
Si tu peux rester digne en étant populaire,
Si tu peux rester peuple en conseillant les rois,
Et si tu peux aimer tous tes amis en frère,
Sans qu'aucun d'eux soit tout pour toi;
Si tu sais méditer, observer et connaître,
Sans jamais devenir sceptique ou destructeur;
Rêver, mais sans laisser ton rêve être ton maître,
Penser sans n'être qu'un penseur;
Si tu peux être dur sans jamais être en rage,
Si tu peux être brave et jamais imprudent,
Si tu sais être bon, si tu sais être sage,
Sans être moral ni pédant;
Si tu peux rencontrer Triomphe après Défaite
Et recevoir ces deux menteurs d'un même front,
Si tu peux conserver ton courage et ta tête
Quand tous les autres les perdront,
Alors les Rois, les Dieux, la Chance et la Victoire
Seront à tout jamais tes esclaves soumis,
Et, ce qui vaut mieux que les Rois et la Gloire,
Tu seras un homme, mon fils.
Je fais voir à Parker le texte anglais qui définit si bien Parker lui-même, et nous
parlons des livres qu'il aime. Je commets l'imprudence de citer Dickens.
—Je déteste Dickens, dit le major, je n'ai jamais pu comprendre ce qu'on y trouvait
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d'intéressant. Ce sont des histoires d'employés, de bohèmes; je ne désire pas savoir
comme ils vivent. Dans toute l'oeuvre de Dickens, il n'y pas un gentleman. Non, si vous
voulez connaître le chef-d'oeuvre du roman anglais, lisez Jorrocks.

BURDEN, NOT COLOUR
A member has brought to my attention a leading article in the
Economist (22 June 1985, pages 13-14) which dealt specifically with
the crisis of American hostages, off a hijacked TWA airliner, whom
Shia terrorists were then holding in Beirut; and generally with the
extreme difficulty of coping with modern terrorism without recourse
to blind and therefore ineffectual retaliation. Kipling is so often
quoted in the press, sometimes unconsciously, that one almost ceases
to notice, but here, in the conclusion of the article, was a trenchant
example of a literary quotation aptly used to enhance a political
message:Americans have still to learn that, for a world power, right or wrong, ingratitude goes
with the job. Rudyard Kipling's exhortation of 1899
Take up the White Man's burden—
In patience to abide,
To veil the threat of terror
And check the show of pride
was directed at the United States, then, in its dramatic emergence as a twentiethcentury power, winning the war against the Spaniards in the Philippines. It was the
burden Kipling was chiefly thinking of, not the colour of the arm that bore it. And one
part of that burden—"in patience to abide"—is something some Americans have
found it hard to be good at this week.

EPITAPH, WITH WREATH OF WOODBINES
From Mr G. E. Rome, 19 Western Road, Torquay, Devonshire TQ1 4RJ

Mr Rome wrote of the irony of seeing, on the dust-cover of a 1939
volume of Kipling's poetry, listed in the same series on equal terms,
Rhymes of G. A. Studdert-Kennedy. [This was 'Woodbine Willie',
1883-1929, a popular parson with some talent for verse. He won the
M.C. as an Army chaplain and wrote Rough Rhymes of a Padre.] Such
unfair juxtaposition provoked Mr Rome into rhyme:For two long gone, the great and lesser K,
Winds of world change wail mournful threnodies
And drown what Rudyard's ghostly Muse might say,
Yoked in a blurb with Studdert-Kennedy's.
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'UNCLE RUDDY', REMEMBERED [4]
by LORNA HOWARD
[Here is another in our series by Lady Lorna Howard, who, as a daughter of Stanley
Baldwin and as a favourite cousin of Rudyard Kipling, has memories of the Kipling
family which go back to the beginning of this century and which no one now living
can rival. It is a privilege to publish these reminiscences, which we are presenting as
separate vignettes, not as a chronological narrative. Some are set at Bateman's, some
elsewhere. In most, the beloved 'Uncle Ruddy' will be a central figure, usually attended
by the rather more formidable 'Aunt Carrie', a woman with whom no one trifled, but
for whom young Lorna Baldwin had real affection. Elsie Kipling will recur frequently,
but meanwhile here are some recollections of John Kipling, whose brief life was
cut short at the Battle of Loos.—Ed.]

An utterly false impression of my dear, funny cousin John emerges
from some of the things written about him by people who, obviously,
never knew him. That he was not another Rudyard was plain, but to
term him 'slow' or 'unintelligent' is just ignorant and stupid. John
was a witty fellow, and he was very quick on the uptake. One of his
typical remembered sallies will illustrate that.
One day, entering the Under-Master's room at St Aubyn's, his
Rottingdean preparatory school, John fell flat on his face.
"Embracing Mother Earth?" quipped the master.
"No Sir, kissing Cousin Carpet", replied the boy. (This was
reported by the delighted master to John's Great-Aunt Georgie,
Lady Burne-Jones, who lived at North End House in the village.)
He was also a great soother of ruffled feelings. I remember that
once, on a railway station in Switzerland—where the family went
each January [from 1909-14]—there was a heated discussion as to
where certain pieces of luggage had got themselves. John climbed up
to the top of a mound of crates, looking down from which he could
see and hear the goings-on of his parents, the porters and Elsie. When
the argument seemed to be abating, a voice, from 'the Gods', was
heard—
"Panic over? Now I shall come down."
He did so, and peace reigned!
John was also, with his father, the inventor of our family jargon,
anglais-français—both families, thanks to our parents' efforts, being
bilingual.

September

1985

KIPLING JOURNAL

69

Thus. Ne fussez-pas vous-même, vieille fève (Don't fuss yourself, old
bean). Or, Venez ici, old collez-dans-la-boue (Come here, old
stick-in-the-mud).
Another ploy of John's was that we should address one another in
the most intricate manner of the Arabian Nights (in which both our
families were steeped). Thus we would salute with an upraised arm
the morning appearance of Uncle Ruddy, Ho! Son of the eldest
Daughter of my Grandmother's Father, etc.
[The next passage relates to an episode of ill health. Lady Lorna, who has strong views
on the sanctity of intimately private correspondence, says she would not have
mentioned this had not the copyright holders seen fit to permit publication of 'O
Beloved Kids', which contains on page 167 a letter of October 1913 about John's failure
to write home, and on page 119 a statement that it was necessary that winter to remove
him from school and send him to a "crammer".—Ed.]

In August 1913 John became ill, with a high temperature. The
doctor came, and he diagnosed mumps. I was the only person in the
house who had suffered that most unpleasant of illnesses, so I offered
to tend him, take him meals, and so on.
As any doctor will confirm, mumps can have a devastatingly
debilitating effect, especially on a boy: one ought to get it over before
puberty. John, at sixteen, made a fair recovery, but remained listless,
almost lifeless—in great contrast with his normal ebullience and
optimism. The after-effects lingered with him for a while even after
his return to Wellington for the autumn term. I hope this account will
put John in proper perspective for that time.
[When war came in August 1914 John joined up as soon as he could. Thereafter the last
year of his life was one of strenuous effort and distinct success as an Irish Guards officer.
His mediocre school record slipped into the irrelevant past. He matured quickly,
worked hard, and won the respect of his fellow-soldiers. A few days after he was
reported missing in late September 1915, his mother's diary records that a wounded
corporal in hospital told her he was "very sorrowful to hear the news about Mr
Kipling: he was good to us men, and never downhearted".—Ed.]

The last time I saw John was just before he sailed for France in
August 1915, soon after his best friend, Oscar Hornung, was killed.
He took me to the theatre one evening. He fetched me in his new red
open car—it was summer—and after the play we drove round and
round Belgrave Square, talking and, as ever with John, laughing.
I never saw him again. He was wounded, missing, never found, at
eighteen years and a month. A light went out: but it remained in our
hearts. It still burns steadily in mine. •
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"STALKY" [7]
[In our last issue (page 50), and in two issues of 1984, we have been publishing, by
courtesy of General Dunsterville's daughter, Mrs Susan van Doorninck, a series of
extracts from Dunsterville's diaries of 1922-36. They include all his occasional
references to Kipling and to the Kipling Society—which he helped to found. Mrs van
Doorninck, who has been through the whole text of her father's diaries, has very kindly
permitted us to reproduce passages of direct relevance to us.
Here is the final instalment of the series. As I have said before, anyone reading these
extracts should be reminded that they represent an extremely small fraction of the
overall text, and that though they were probably expected to be read one day by his
family they were of course not designed to be picked out of context and printed
together in the Kipling Journal. With that important caveat, they read well, and bring
out much that is of interest to us.—Ed.]

FINAL EXTRACTS FROM THE DUNSTERVILLE DIARIES
23 December 1939 [SHALDON, DEVON]
Mrs. Kipling has just died so I and Mrs. Fleming, Kipling's sister
Trixie, a very charming and gifted lady, are the only two left of that
bunch.
Thoughts on death—were we ever here? The greatest man in the
world simply pushes off and leaves no trace.
Kipling only went a few years ago, yet as a man he is as if he had
never been. The Kipling of prose and poetry is immortal, but that is in
no sense Kipling—he was only a medium through which that passed.
The purely human being Kipling is quite beyond our conception.
God arranges to take the pride out of the 'immortals'—they are only
immortal as regards their achievements—the rest of them, the true
part of them, just passes into oblivion like the pauper dying in the
workhouse.
9 November 1940 [BOOKHAM, SURREY]

An auspicious date, and wonderful to find myself still alive and
intensely happy on my 75th birthday and 43rd wedding anniversary.
Only snag is a fearful row in the Kipling Society which necessitates
my writing an awful lot of very stiff letters. Kipling's daughter Mrs.
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Bambridge is running us in for breach of copyright, it is hard on us
but she is really quite right, we have certainly gone too far and
behaved badly.1

28 February 1941 [BOOKHAM]

A very jolly day. To the B.B.C. to make a recording for their North
American programme about Wavell's victories in Libya, and Kipling
and the Kipling Society. We (the K.S.) wired to Wavell after the fall of
Bardia a quotation from Kipling's Jungle Book: "CONGRATULATIONS ON TABAQUI'S DISCOMFITURE". He wired back a very apt
reply from the same book: "MANY THANKS. HOPE SHERE KHAN'S SKIN
WILL SOON BE ON THE COUNCIL ROCK". Tabaqui = Mussolini and
Shere Khan = Hitler.2 Daisie came with me to the B.B.C. and we had
a pleasant journey—friends drove us in their car.

22 April 1941 [BOOKHAM]

The Kipling Society office has been bombed.3

6 October 1942 [BEER, DEVON]
Brooking is so angry at the way Mrs. Kipling saw only the
commercial side of his genius and allowed him and herself to leave
half a million pounds unspent. Today he sends me a postcard with
pictures of Kipling's home in Burwash and writes on it
Piles of cash and a shrewish wifePoor old Ruddy. What a life!
Rather libellous?

21 March 1943 [BEER]

An important step. Have at last decided to sell my Kipling things. I
have 55 letters. His daughter Elsie (Mrs. Bambridge) has first refusal
so I have written to her. She is very wealthy and should offer at least
£1000 but because she is very rich probably only £5.
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23 June 1943 [BEER]

Settled finally with Mrs. Bambridge about my Kipling things for
£270.4 She offered £300 for the whole lot but I said I must keep the
photos and she took £30 off for that—quite a fair deal and conducted
in a very pleasant way. Thank God and thank her. If the few things I
have kept are to be disposed of she is again to have first refusal.
9 January 1946 [BARTON, TORQUAY]
In December the generous fellows of the Kipling Society, knowing
my rather straitened circumstances, sent me a present of £50 and now
they are sending me another. It is difficult to express one's gratitude
for this kind of unstinted help. I never regarded that kind of Society as
a source of income! If I could, I would gladly put money into it.
[NOTE BY MRS VAN DOORNINCK. This is part of the last entry ever made in the
diary in his own hand. The final one was dictated to me on 24 February 1946. He died on 18
March 1946.]

NOTES
1.

Captain E. W. Martindell, Kipling collector and bibliographer, had submitted to
the then Editor two uncollected items of early Kipling—an interesting verse
attack on Gladstone after the style of Pope, and a prose parody of Sterne. When
these appeared in the issue of October 1940, a stiff protest was received from Mrs
Bambridge, whose permission as owner of the copyright had not been sought. In
the next issue an apology was printed, and an assurance that in future none of
Kipling's work would be republished without her "express authority".

2.

General (later Field-Marshal) Wavell (1883-1950), Commander-in-Chief, Middle
East, 1939-41, won brilliant victories against large Italian forces in North Africa,
which, at a time when the U.S.S.R. and U.S.A. were not yet in the war, gave
Britain and the Empire great encouragement. Bardia was captured on 3-5
January 1941 by British and Australian troops: 45,000 Italians and 462 guns were
taken. The Kipling Society's telegraphic exchange with Wavell, one of its
founding members, attained publicity both on the wireless and in a leading article
of The Times about Kipling and myth.

3.

Our premises in Gower Street, London, having been damaged in an air raid,
temporary quarters were established in Thame, Oxfordshire.

4.

These 55 letters are now part of the Kipling Papers at Sussex University.

September 1985

KIPLING JOURNAL

73

LORDLY OF LEATHER [8]
[The phrase "lordly of leather" is from "The Advertisement", Kipling's verse parody
of a car sales pitch. Under this title have appeared various pieces reflecting Kipling's
early and abiding enthusiasm for cars and motoring. I now have pleasure in presenting
a letter written by Kipling in 1910, which has been kindly lent for the purpose by its
owner, Mrs Marjorie House.
Though undated, it can be precisely fixed at 1 April 1910. It is addressed to Claude
Johnson, Managing Director of Rolls-Royce. (He had been the first Secretary of the
Royal Automobile Club, and had been active in the early development of motoring; he
became joint Manager with Charles Rolls (1877-1910) of the Rolls company, which in
1907 combined with Henry Royce's engineering firm to create Rolls-Royce.) It was
Johnson's loan of one of the firm's cars to Kipling on holiday in France in 1910 that lay
behind this letter; it also led to Kipling's purchase next year of his own Rolls-Royce,
first of the series which lasted the rest of his life.
I am grateful to Mrs House for letting our members read the text of this letter and
observe the characteristic sketches scattered through it. She has also allowed me to see
several other Kipling letters which have long been in her possession: they were
addressed to her late father, Mr Arthur Gibbs, a friend of both Johnson and Kipling.
Though less racy in tone than the letter below, they have their own interest, relating
mainly to practicalities such as the training and employment of chauffeurs: they will be
the subject of a further article in this series. I also understand that it is possible that
all these letters will be offered for public sale before long.—Ed.]

Hotel Tête de Boeuf,
Abbeville
Friday evening
Dear Johnson
Here we are, at the end of our 1200 mile trip in the Spectre: hoping
to get to Boulogne tomorrow & cross to England. Fleck [the
chauffeur] wants to put our valves right after he arrives, and to see
that everything is clean and in good order. This he proposes to do on
Monday and Tuesday: after which I hope to hand over to my own
man.
It has been a wonderful run but she has been a Terror on tyres. She
busted four—all in the same place—the wall: so I imagine that she
must roll on them. Fleck put in new springs at Paris and she has
ridden easier since though this doesn't mean she was anything to
complain of at any time. She carried us from the South to the North
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without a slip. I don't count the bog into which she sank for three
hours at Marsillarg[u]es and was hauled out by horses. More of this
later.
The weather has not been good & we were profoundly thankful for
the top—heavy as it undoubtedly is. It didn't rattle much till just at
the end. That big front window is almost impossible to plug.
I am sorry we couldn't come round to see you and Montague [sic :
2nd Lord Montagu of Beaulieu] but that would have meant missing our
connections in the North. From what I read in the papers you don't
seem to have been much of a flower garden either. Our route was
Nimes: Arles: Les Baux. [? Aigues]. [? pentes] Montpel[l]ier: this
because we had Perceval Landon [Daily Telegraph correspondent]
with us who hadn't seen any of it: then Carcas[s]onne: Toulouse:
Bergerac (325 k. in one day): Poitiers: Angouleme: Tours: Blois:
Chartres: Rouen: [? Blosois] Amiens; Beauvais: Paris: Beauvais:
Abbeville.
Paris is a bad city inhabited by lunatics. We had a bit of an onset
with a Choisy-le-Roi tram which for no known reason suddenly
crosses the boulevard diagonally: the rails being sunk one can't see
when the d—d thing swerves. The tram never made a sign or warning
but simply charged us. Fleck got us out of it with nothing worse than
a bent axle. It was a glorious bit of driving but I'm only sorry we
didn't harm the tram. I never saw such a death-trap of a line in my life.
[See drawing A]You can imagine the rest! We were all going to port
together and she touched us just before Fleck could jump the curb.
(Note: F had not curled his moustache that morn!)
I wish you had been with us for some of our trip. However I think
that I shall be able to describe a piece or two of it. When are you
coming back to England and how are you.
Do you believe in the Resurrection of the Body? If so, do you
believe that my body will be ever resurrected?
Now here is a Serious Tale—a contribution to social science.
You know of course that the automobile is spreading civilization
through the South—in no respect more markedly than in the Sanitary
line—what you and me would call the Rear. That is to say the
Northern or civilized seat [drawing B] is rapidly superseding the
Southern slipper seat or stand [drawing C]. Where the two
civilizations meet—i.e. at Carcas[s]onne—there is a prayer [prière]
on the back of the W.C. door urging messieurs les voyage[u]rs not to
"mount upon" the seat of the modern W.C. and since evidently that
prayer has not always been attended to, they have rigged up a board
projecting from the wall to prevent the devotees of the old or slipper
civilization from mounting on the modern, oval or ovoid polished
seat. Heaven knows how they could squat on such a basis but they've
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done it because I saw the scrapes of boot nails on the varnish. I give
diagram on 4th page of apparatus to prevent 'em mounting.
Projecting board [drawing D], to prevent MM. les voyageurs from
[drawing E] misusing the glorious gifts of civilization. Selah!
Now I can't report this to the R.A.C. but I've sent in a less serious
review of the various hotels I've been in.
Ever sincerely yours
Rudyard Kipling.

The drawings, lifted out of the manuscript text in which they were embedded

"A WILL OF HER OWN"
See the article opposite, and the poem on page 78. Here is the cover of the "little
4"× 6¼" leaflet, in Kipling's handwriting and decorated by his hand", presented in
1980 to Marlboro College, Vermont (not far from Brattleboro where the Kiplings lived
in 1892-96), by Miss Juliette Miller, a graduate of Marlboro. Her father had taught
music in the Brattleboro area, and he and his family were country neighbours of
Beatty Balestier, Kipling's brother-in-law.
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"A SUPERIOR YOUNG LADY"
FROM MATERIAL CONTRIBUTED BY MARLBORO COLLEGE, VERMONT

The photographs, on pages 76 and 78, of an autograph leaflet with a poem by Kipling
come from Marlboro College, Vermont. This stylish little poem was unknown, except
to its owners, till presented to Marlboro by Miss Miller; it now raises an interesting
riddle of identity. The photographs were kindly sent to us by Professor Thomas B.
Ragle (then President of Marlboro) with an accompanying letter. Part of that was a
typescript of the poem; part has gone into the captions of the photographs; but the rest
of Professor Ragle's letter reads as follows—
"In her cover letter enclosing the poem, Miss Miller, now retired, wrote:
. . . when I was in elementary school. . . Marjorie Balestier lived in the ell part of
Brook Farm (my home) for quite a few months. At that time neither she nor her
father had much cash. Years later Mother, on giving me the enclosed autographed
poem, said that she had taken it in lieu of money for the board and rent. Later it was
Mother who . . . tried to make Marjorie's final days as comfortable as possible. . .
A conversation later with Miss Miller establishes the period as approximately 1919-21.
Marjorie Balestier Randall died, divorced and childless, on 22 September 1921. In
another letter, in response to a query, Miss Miller wrote:
So far as we knew Mr Kipling wrote and illustrated the poem solely for his niece,
Marjorie Balestier.
Marjorie was Beatty's only child, daughter of his first wife Mai Mendon Balestier. The
poem appears to be authentic, but there is a small mystery, brought to my attention by
our neighbour and Kipling authority, [the late] Howard Rice, Jr.
Marjorie Balestier was born on 13 July 1891 in Dummerston, Vermont. Kipling had
become acquainted with her parents when they were in London during the winter of
1890-91, and perhaps learned of Marjorie's birth from one of the Balestier family who
was spending the summer on the Isle of Wight. If we take literally what is stated in the
poem and if we assume that it is about Marjorie, it would have to have been written in
September or early October 1891 ; but on 22 August Kipling had sailed for Cape Town
. . . It would appear that his first glimpse of Marjorie was in February 1892 in
Dummerston when Marjorie was at least six months old.
Did Kipling write from South Africa, not yet having seen the child? Or did he use
poetic licence in writing "two" rather than "six", to get the rhyme with "you"? Or is it
possible that despite tradition it was not about Marjorie at all, but Josephine, Kipling's
own first child, Marjorie's cousin, born in December 1892? Josephine would have been
two months old in February 1893, when the Kiplings were in Bliss Cottage and still on
friendly terms with Beatty and his family. If the last option were true, there would arise
the question of how the poem came into Marjorie Balestier's hands. Of the three
options, the second would seem most likely." •

"IMPERIOUS, LONG-COATED SAGE"
See the article and illustration on pages 76-77. This manuscript poem, till recently
unknown to scholars, and still decidedly enigmatic in the light of what is thought to be
known about it, was a very suitable addition to the valuable Otis L. Guernsey
Collection (of over 200 Kipling books, miscellaneous works, related pamphlets,
magazines, etc.) which Marlboro College, Vermont was in 1980 enabled to acquire
through the generosity of the Windham Foundation. The College is now
systematically building up its collection of Kiplingiana.

September 1985

KIPLING JOURNAL

79

SOCIETY MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome to the Kipling Society the following new Members:
Mrs M. Buglass (Northumberland); Mr R. Coleman (Victoria, Australia); Major C.
Downward (Berkshire); Ms U. Fleming (London); Mrs P. Hamilton (Sussex); Professor
B. Hickey (Venice, Italy); Mr A. J. D. Hodge (Hertfordshire); Major M. T. P. M.
Hyland (Isle of Wight); Mr M. P. Jefferson (Hampshire); Miss S. D. Kemp (Oxford);
Miss D. M. S. D. Park (Oxford); Mrs A. Parry (Staffordshire); Mr F. A. Pidgeon
(London); Mrs C. Stallybrass (Worcestershire); Sir Michael Stewart (Berkshire); Mr
P. H. Suter (Massachusetts, U.S.A.); Mr M. Toch (Virginia, U.S.A.).
This list includes three names, sent to us in response to the footnote in our last issue, of
Members who joined variously in the last three years but through an oversight were not
then listed. The Secretary is glad when any such errors, and most particularly mistaken
addresses or missing postcodes, are pointed out; Members can thus help us maintain
accurate records. (The same applies to the donation list below, in case any name should be
inadvertently omitted.)

RECENT DONATIONS
We acknowledge with warm appreciation donations from the following:Mr P. C. Beale; Mr C. C. Campbell; Mr T. L. A. Daintith; Herr G. Haefs; Mr D. T.
Irvine; Brigadier J. W. Jervois; Mr R. W. King; Miss H. J. Leman; Mr D. I. Moor;
Mr F. A. Rowley; Brigadier F. E. Stafford; Lt Colonel J. W. Strickland; Sir Ronald
Swayne; Lt Colonel C. Vyvyan.
Such gifts are most encouraging; those who give them can be assured that the total makes
a palpable difference to the management of the Society and has certainly helped us
defer—until 1986—the necessary increase in the subscription rate, dealt with below.

REVISED RATES OF SUBSCRIPTION
Members know, from repeated references in the Journal [general explanation,
December 1984, p 59; summary of A.G.M., March 1985, p 55; Treasurer's Report,
June 1985, p 58], that our subscriptions are having to be raised in January 1986. It is
also mentioned in "Editor's News & Notes" in this issue; the new rates are on p 80.
As to implementing these new rates, Members in Britain—and those abroad who
make their payments to us in London—will receive individual notification and revised
payment forms with the December 1985 Journal. (Members abroad who pay to a
Kipling Society Branch or Secretariat will be subject to local arrangements.)

A NOTE ON THE KIPLING SOCIETY
Office at 18 Northumberland Avenue, London WC2N 5BJ
This literary and historical society is for anyone interested in Rudyard Kipling's prose
and verse, life and times. His published writings, in 35 volumes, are by any standard
remarkable. His life (1865-1936) was 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, Norman Entract.
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
Norman Entract 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
£12
£5
£20

Overseas
£14
£5
£20

[VALID
FROM
JANUARY
1986]

LITERARY A N D O T H E R CONTRIBUTIONS TO T H E 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.
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