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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
FORTHCOMING MEETINGS, 1987

Wednesday 8 July at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel, (Dover
and Albemarle Streets, London W1) Commander M.B.S.
Higham, R.N. (retd), Grand Secretary, the United Grand
Lodge of England, on Kipling and Freemasonry.

Wednesday 9 September at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel,
Mr D. L. W. Ashton, who is a member of both the Kipling
and the G. K. Chesterton Societies, on Kipling, Chesterton
and Patriotism.

Wednesday 21 October at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the Royal Commonwealth Society, 18 Northumberland Avenue, London WC2,
the Society's Annual General Meeting. (This is subject to
confirmation in the September issue of the Kipling Journal.)

Wednesday 11 November at 5.30 for 6 p.m. in the Westall Room
at the Royal Commonwealth Society, Dr Daniel Karlin on
Kipling: the Anglo-American Writings. (Dr Karlin is a
lecturer in English at University College, London, and was
the Editor—with a valuable Introduction and notes—of The
Jungle Books in the Penguin Classics series.)

May 1987

NORMAN ENTRACT

KING THEEBAW AND QUEEN SUPAYA-LAT
The Royal Commonwealth Society's Librarian has kindly permitted us to reproduce
this rare photograph (period 1879-85) from his Library's unrivalled collection of
photographs relating to British imperial history.
The 1st and 2nd Burmese Wars (1824-26 and 1852) resulted in attaching to British
India the southern parts of the old Burmese kingdom, including Rangoon. However the
heartland. "Upper Burma", with its capital at Mandalay, remained independent.
From 1853 to 1878 it was peacefully and on the whole wisely ruled by a king of real
stature. Mindon. After him. there being no clear successor, court intrigue brought to
the throne a minor prince and nonentity, Theebaw, a highly unpromising choice,
dominated by an ignorant, greedy and vicious wife. Supaya-lat. Whatever view is taken
of the 3rd Burmese War (1885), leading to the annexation of Upper Burma and the
removal of Theebaw and his queen into exile near Bombay (where he died in 1916). it
was precipitated by Theebaw's erratic conduct.
He is today mainly remembered from a line in Kipling's "Mandalay"—"An' 'er
name was Supi-yaw-lat—jes' the same as Theebaw's Queen".
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EDITORIAL
I wonder what Kipling thought of his near-contemporary, Lady
Butler. He must have seen her work: while still young she had become
this country's best known military artist: many of her pictures
attracted great public notice. When he too made his name, he surely
recognised in her painting a quality attributed to his own writing. As
Wilfrid Meynell wrote in 1898, "Lady Butler has done for the soldier
in Art what Mr Rudyard Kipling has done for him in Literature...
taken the individual, separated him, seen him close, and let the world
so see him." Later, like Kipling, she fell from fashion.
I have just been to a fine exhibition at the National Army Museum,
Lady Butler: Battle Artist, 1846-1933*. Previously her name had only
conveyed to me two famous paintings: "Scotland for Ever!", a
strikingly energetic depiction of the charge of the Scots Greys at
Waterloo, and "Remnants of an Army, 1842", showing the
exhausted Dr Brydon on an exhausted horse, staggering in to
Jalalabad with news of the catastrophe.
When I saw the range of her work, and read the exhibition's
admirable catalogue, her stature as an artist was borne in on me.
Apart from technical accomplishment in line, colour and
composition, she was outstanding (indeed, for a Victorian lady who
never saw a battle, astonishing) in her mastery of authentic detail, and
above all unsentimental accuracy in conveying the stress of warfare.
"I never painted for the glory of war," she wrote, "but to portray its
pathos and heroism." In this she succeeded: details like the shock on
the face of a dismounted survivor after the charge at Balaclava
imprint themselves on the memory by sheer veracity.
Among late nineteenth century military artists, the French school
were acknowledged leaders, owing to their subtle realism. In that
regard, Lady Butler alone among British painters can compare with
them—whether with Detaille (1848-1912) whom she specially
admired, or with their doyen, Meissonier (1815-91), who said of her in
1891, "L'Angleterre n'a guère qu'un peintre militaire, c'est une
femme." The realism of the best battle artists found focus in close-ups
of common soldiers reacting genuinely to strain, danger and
exhaustion. Avoiding both implausible romanticism and mere
brutality, it reflected a humanity that won it great popular acclaim. In
Germaine Greer's view Lady Butler was "perhaps the last European
painter to capture the imagination of the masses".
As a group of us admired one of her battle scenes, of a flurry of men
* Exhibition at National Army Museum, Royal Hospital Road, London SW3, till 26 September
1987; then Durham Light Infantry Museum 10 October to 8 November, Leeds City Art Gallery 25
November to 14 February 1988. Catalogue £9.95.
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and horses in violent exertion, I thought of that passage in The Light
that Failed, where Dick Heldar and Maisie see a display of Heldar's
work in a print shop window and overhear the appreciative
comments that representational artists cherish:
Maisie looked at the wild whirling rush of a field-battery going into action under fire.
Two artillerymen stood behind her in the crowd.
"They've chucked the off lead-'orse," said one to the other. " 'E's tore up awful, but
they're makin' good time with the others. That lead-driver drives better nor you, Tom.
See 'ow cunnin' 'e's nursin' 'is 'orse."
"Number Three'll be off the limber, next jolt," was the answer.
"No, 'e won't. See 'ow 'is foot's braced against the iron? 'E's all right."

Heldar knew this was praise, the reward of truth, more desirable
than any approbation by self-appointed arbiters of taste, who would
often prefer the phoney to the real. In an earlier passage he described
"His Last Shot", a battle scene he painted for a magazine, showing a
soldier fighting for his life—
"a flushed, dishevelled bedevilled scallawag, with his helmet at the back of his head,
and the living fear of death in his eye, and the blood oozing out of a cut over his
ankle-bone. He wasn't pretty, but he was all soldier and very much man."

The magazine's "art-manager" rejected it as "brutal and coarse",
which "his subscribers wouldn't like". When Heldar contemptuously
repainted the soldier, unreal now in spotless coat, polished boots and
pipeclayed helmet, the magazine accepted it at twice the price.
Heldar's war correspondent friends saw the second version,
condemned it as "fake" work, and wondered "what possessed him to
do it", and whether he had been spoilt by the flattery of critics who,
having "no sense of proportion", were not above proclaiming him "a
second Detaille and a third-hand Meissonier" while the vogue for
him lasted.
Since all this was a parable relating to Kipling's own craft of letters
and rejection of literary patronage, it is ironical that over this very
story he for once betrayed his own principles. For the Lippincott's
Magazine version of The Light that Failed he was induced to
perpetrate a 'happy ending' of dreadful implausibility.
However, almost always he went for truth and realism, ignored the
literary establishment, and wrote the better for it. The case of Lady
Butler—another loner and innovator, who held the crowds, never
pandered to the aesthetes, and was never elected to the Royal
Academy— is not dissimilar. To read in her exhibition catalogue that
"the standard representation of the British soldier in the period
leading up to the First World War...is largely her invention" is to be
reminded of her common ground with Kipling. I wonder what she
thought of him. •

"PRETTY GIRLS AND VERY BAD CHEROOTS"
This studio photograph (kindly supplied by the Royal Commonwealth Society
Library) is of indeterminate date, perhaps about 1890. Like Kipling's "Burma girl",
the subject is "a-smokin' of a whackin' white cheroot". Kipling, of course, wrote about
the attractions of Burmese girls even more fully than in "Mandalay". In Letters 2 and 3
from Burma ( 1889) in From Sea to Sea. he enlarged lyrically on the theme, ending one
laudatory passage (with a sly allusion to Tristram Shandy):
Seriously, the Burmese girls are very pretty, and when I saw them I understood
much that I had heard about—about our army in Flanders let us say.
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A LIBRARIAN'S VIEW
OF KIPLING
Text of a talk by DONALD H. SIMPSON

[Mr Donald Simpson. O.B.E., is the Librarian of the Royal Commonwealth Society, the
R.C.S. Part of the debt that the Kipling Society owes to the R.C.S. for having provided us
for twenty years with a London base is owed personally to Donald Simpson, for having
somehow contrived to find a secure place—amid the crowding pressures of the vast and
growing main library in his charge—for our own specialised but substantial collection of
books and manuscripts. In July 1986 he was the invitation speaker at one of our regular
meetings, and it is the text of his talk on that occasion that we now reproduce below.
Though Donald Simpson's name will already be familiar to many readers of the
Kipling Journal as an occasional writer of letters and reviews, a word about his career will
set the scene for his talk. After gaining some initial professional experience in public
libraries, and after wartime service at home and abroad with the Royal Air Force, he
came to the R.C.S. in 1945 and has worked in its magnificent library for forty-two years,
for the last thirty as head Librarian. He never courts publicity, but his standing among
cognoscenti and fellow-professionals is very high. It has brought him an honorary degree
from Edinburgh and—a unique 'double'—the Presidency of the African Studies
Association of the United Kingdom (1977-78) and of the British Association of
Canadian Studies (1984-86): and many other lateral connections such as membership of
the Council of the Hakluyt Society. Among his published works are Shakespeare and the
Commonwealth and 'Dark Companions' (the latter a well-documented study of the
contribution made by Africans themselves to the nineteenth-century exploration of
Africa by Europeans).
Donald Simpson will shortly be retiring from his post at the R.C.S. His Library
Committee, of which I am a member, faces the daunting task of trying to find a worthy
successor. However, as far as the Kipling Journal is concerned, his text below is in no
sense a swan-song: I hope we shall continue to receive his informative and pertinent
letters, with their characteristic flavour of learning lightly worn.—Ed.]

About half a century ago, the popular comedienne Cicely Courtneidge
appeared in a quasi-historical film, Me and Marlborough. I wondered
whether this talk should be called "Me and Kipling", since this sums up
its subject rather better than the blander title that has been chosen. I
hope that you have not come here expecting a paper displaying
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scholarship or bibliographical expertise. All that I have attempted is to
look back over more than sixty years, and pick out miscellaneous and
quite trivial ways in which I have come into contact with Kipling's
works. The only excuse for this egotistical approach is that it does
illustrate the extent to which Kipling has made an impact on everyday
life. Perhaps one might produce a comparable talk on Shakespeare—
but no one else.

My father made our gramophone cabinet to take a massive horn,
necessary for volume in the days before electric amplification: it was
large enough to justify my childish belief that there was a man, wearing
a trilby hat, crouched down inside to produce the songs. We had a
repertoire of robust ballads, among them an early recording by Peter
Dawson of "Mandalay". This must have been my first introduction to
Rudyard Kipling. I was rather puzzled by the line,
An' there ain't no 'buses runnin' from the Bank to Mandalay;
indeed this man with a strange name seemed to like odd phrases.
For example, we had a copy of the sheet music of a song with the
strange title, "The Absent-Minded Beggar", which hardly seemed to
go with the heroic picture of a soldier by Caton Woodville which
adorned it. It is curious that, while many poems by Kipling have been
successfully set by a variety of composers, "The Absent-Minded
Beggar", written as a song and set by a master-melodist in Arthur
Sullivan, appears to have sunk without trace. I have heard it only once
and it has left no lasting impression, whereas many other settings linger
in the memory. Among later records we possessed was a blood-chilling
performance of "Danny Deever" by Malcolm McEachern, the fine
Australian bass also known as "Mr Jetsam".
Another childhood memory is of a calendar, containing twelve
reproductions of paintings, one of which was entitled "Drums of the
Fore and Aft". I was a little puzzled as to why one of the two uniformed
lads was playing a fife, but it was many years before I realised that this
was an illustration to Kipling's rather wry short story of that name
[in Wee Willie Winkie & Other Stories].
My father was not a great reader of poetry, but I can recall his
indignation that Kipling had not been appointed Poet Laureate. This
must have been in 1930, when Robert Bridges died and Masefield
succeeded him. It was certainly in 1930 that I joined what were then
known as Wolf Cubs, and began a very long involvement with
Scouting. This brought many Kipling associations, most notably with
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The Jungle Books and Kim's Game—but Hugh Brogan gave a
comprehensive and scholarly talk last year on Kipling's relations with
the Scout Movement, and I will not go over the same ground. 1 He
referred only briefly to the Jungle dances; I remember best the Dance
of Kaa, in which most of the boys acted as Bandar-log until gradually
consumed by the one representing the snake. Not much to do with
Kipling's original, but very good for letting off steam.
I have also two musical recollections linking Kipling and Scouting.
For some reason a number of us were chosen as part of a choir for some
large-scale gathering, and among the songs we had to learn was
"Rolling Down to Rio" [in Just So Stories]—
I've never sailed the Amazon,
I've never reached Brazil;
But the Don and the Magdalena,
They can go there when they will!
Yes, weekly from Southampton,
Great steamers, white and gold,
Go rolling down to Rio
(Roll down—roll down to Rio!)
And I'd like to roll to Rio
Some day before I'm old!
If you recall Edward German's setting of this poem, you will remember
that at the passage,
Nor yet an Armadillo dilloing in his armour...
there is a sort of upwards swoop in the music—which sounds splendid
on a record by Peter Dawson but which we never managed to
encompass. No doubt that accounts for the fact that we did not
progress beyond the rehearsal stage.
Later I recall my Patrol Leader organising a camp-fire item based on
his imperfect memories of a record of "Cells"—
I've a head like a concertina, I've a tongue like a button-stick,
I've a mouth like an old potato, and I'm more than a little sick...
He had to make up most of the words, and his recollection of the music
also left much to be desired, but we joined heartily in the last line,
For "Drunk and resisting the Guard."
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In 1932 we acquired a wireless, and thus heard King George V's
first Christmas broadcast, though, of course, at that time quite
unaware of Kipling's involvement in it. The same radio also, just over
three years later, informed us of the death of the King, a matter of
days after Kipling himself.
By this time I had read most of those of Kipling's books which at
least nominally were written for children, and also such works as Plain
Tales from the Hills, where I made the acquaintance of Mrs Hauksbee
and the 'Soldiers Three', as well as mourning the untimely fate of
Muhammad Din. We read "The Ballad of East and West" at school,
and sang "Recessional" on appropriate occasions. My uncle gave me
some bound volumes of Pearson's Magazine, and here I encountered
lavishly illustrated short stories such as "The Tomb of His Ancestors"
[The Day's Work], "Garm—a Hostage" [Actions and Reactions] and
"The Flag of their Country" [Stalky & Co.], though I was puzzled by
the subtleties of the latter.
There were also a number of films based to a greater or lesser extent
on Kipling's works—Elephant Boy, Captains Courageous, Gunga Din
(only the title came from Kipling) and, later, The Light that Failed. I did
not see Wee Willie Winkie: Shirley Temple was hardly a favourite with
schoolboys.
About 1936 or 1937 our school debating society discussed a motion
regretting the Imperialist element in Kipling's work, and I was asked to
propose this—it often happened that one was cajoled into trying to
make a case for something one knew very little about. It is perhaps
worth reminding you that at least one version of imperialism was
unpopular at this time, in the aftermath of Mussolini's poison-gas
conquest of Ethiopia. I cannot recall how the voting went, but one of
my points was to query why Kipling needed to round off Stalky &Co.,
up to then a story of schoolboys, with an episode on the North-West
Frontier. My remarks were on the whole favourable to Kipling; my
opponent took the rather novel line that Kipling wrote such rubbish
anyway that it was immaterial whether he was an Imperialist or not!
These years saw an increasing threat to freedom and the peaceful
way of life, and in September 1939, a year after I left school, war was
declared. To general surprise, there was no sudden bombing or gas
attack, and for months we had what became known as the "Phoney
War". There was, of course, a blackout, and, with other entertainments restricted, the wireless became particularly appreciated. A
popular programme in the first winter of war was "Garrison Theatre",
which made the reputation of a hitherto little-known comedian, Jack
Warner. His contributions usually included some backchat with Joan
Winters, selling "programmes, chocolates, cigarettes, map of the
camp...". One such exchange went something like this:
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"Litt-el girl, do you like Kipling?"
"Yes, actually I do."
"Litt-el girl, shall we Kiple?"
Another recollection of light entertainment of about the same period is
of a dance tune, "Robins and Roses", which ran:
...our life will be
A poem by Kipling
Where troubles go rippling by...
I cannot help feeling that this owed more to the opportunity of a
suitable rhyme than to the lyricist's knowledge of optimistic elements
in Kipling's poetry.2

Troubles did not go rippling by in the spring and summer of 1940, when
the Phoney War turned into stark reality and the Germans reached the
Channel coast. Far more than in 1914, 'the Hun was at the gate', 3 and
one wonders what words Kipling, if he had lived another five years,
would have found for his country's situation in that fateful year.
As the German armies sped over Europe, more countries were
involved in the alliance against the Axis, and there were an increasing
number of national anthems to be broadcast on Sundays. The Italian
invasion of Greece on 28 October 1941 added that country's anthem,
and I was interested to learn that Kipling had prepared an English
translation of the original Greek words in 1918, though in what
circumstances I do not know.
By the end of 1941 Japan had entered the war, and in a diary entry of
31 January 1942 I noted, "We have evacuated Moulmein (which
before the War I only knew of as a pagoda in Kipling's 'Mandalay')."
My own involvement in the war was totally undistinguished, but
August 1942 found me in a troopship "going to Table Bay". During a
short stay in Cape Town I was able, on 28 September, to visit Herbert
Baker's Rhodes memorial on the lower slopes of Table Mountain, with
G. F. Watts's statue, "Physical Energy", placed as a sort of outrider in
front of the colonnaded building housing a bust of Rhodes.
Underneath are words which greatly impressed me at the time, which I
later discovered were the concluding words of "The Burial";
The immense and brooding Spirit still
Shall quicken and control.
Living he was the land, and dead,
His soul shall be her soul!

PART OF THE RHODES MEMORIAL. CAPE TOWN
This fine picture (courtesy of the Royal Commonwealth Society Library) shows the
great equestrian bronze. "Physical Energy", on which G. F. Watts worked
intermittently for nearly twenty years, and which was eventually the chef d'oeuvre of his
old age. The original casting was sent to South Africa in 1904 for the memorial to Cecil
Rhodes (1853-1902): a copy was later placed in Kensington Gardens where, in the
words of Watts's biographer Wilfrid Blunt, it is "admired by many who neither know
nor care who created it".
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Not perhaps the modern judgment on Rhodes, but entirely
appropriate to the style and setting of the memorial.
My next move was from South Africa to Egypt, and thence to Malta.
During my stay there. I became interested in the reflection of Malta in
the work of British writers as varied as Byron, Scott, Coleridge,
Edward Lear and Vera Brittain. I expected that Kipling would have
written something about such an imperial stronghold, but all I could
trace was a short story, "The Maltese Cat" [The Day's Work], which
proved to be nothing to do with Malta, but was about a polo pony in
India: it was more than thirty years later, when my daughter was
working with polo ponies, that I first saw a match, and was able to
appreciate the story. However, Sybil Dobbie, daughter of the
Governor of Malta at the beginning of the Siege, wrote a book entitled
Grace under Malta. On the back of the title page was the quotation:
And they blessed Thee on their knees.
When they learned Thy Grace and Glory under Malta by the Sea!
This was attributed to Kipling but with no source. It was some time
before I identified it as coming from "The Last Chantey"—
Thus said the Lord in the Vault above the Cherubim,
Calling to the Angels and the Souls in their degree:
"Lo! Earth has passed away
On the smoke of Judgment Day.
That Our word may be established shall We gather up the sea?"
The seventh verse refers to the shipwreck of St Paul on Malta—
Then cried the soul of the stout Apostle Paul to God:
"Once we frapped a ship, and she laboured woundily.
There were fourteen score of these,
And they blessed Thee on their knees,
When they learned thy Grace and Glory under Malta by the sea!"

When I joined the staff of what was then the Royal Empire Society, one
of the earliest books I 'accessioned' was The Price of Admiralty (1944),
a history of the Australian Navy by P. and F. M. McGuire, another
example of the use of a Kipling quotation. Given the immense
quotability of Kipling, there must be a great many book titles taken
from his works, and I am surprised that the Kipling Journal has not
carried such a list.
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I can give a few examples from the R.C.S. Library. For instance
Dawn Like Thunder (1944) by Roderick Macdonald on the war in Asia,
and Back to Mandalay (1952) by Lowell Thomas, in which not only the
title but all the chapter headings are Kipling quotations. John Masters
adapted a quotation in his autobiographical Road Past Mandalay
(1961). Other examples are Dawn Behind the Tamarisks ( 1950), a rather
steamy fictionalised autobiography by Conroy Hulme; Warden of the
North (1948) by T. H. Raddall, a history of Halifax, Nova Scotia, to
which Kipling's line referred; and Concerning Brave Captains (1964) by
D. J. M. Muffett, which deals with Lord Lugard in Nigeria, whereas the
quotation is from "Great-Heart", the poem about Theodore
Roosevelt—
Concerning brave Captains
Our age has made known
For all men to honour,
One standeth alone...
Sir Alan Burns, the distinguished Colonial Administrator who
twice served as Chairman of the Royal Commonwealth Society's
Library Committee, always gave strictly factual titles to his books,
but the dedication of his autobiography, Colonial Civil Servant, has
on its half-title a quotation from "The Galley-Slave":
But to-day I leave the galley. Shall I curse her service then?
God be thanked! Whate'er comes after, I have lived and toiled
with Men!
A particular interest attaches to Who Only England Know by John
Pudney, author and journalist, son-in-law of A. P. Herbert; he is
perhaps best remembered for his two short war poems used so
effectively in the classic film of the R.A.F., The Way to the Stars. One
of them, "For Johnny", included the lines,
Do not despair
For Johnny head-in-air;
He sleeps as sound
As Johnny underground. . .
Pudney had been in Malta in 1943 researching what became the H.M.
Stationery Office booklet The Air Battle of Malta; I had heard him
giving a talk there about the B.B.C, and was therefore particularly
interested in his book on his wartime travels. His introduction is
worth quoting:

MAYO SCHOOL OF ART. LAHORE. [Photograph. 1906/07. by A. H. Fisher: now in R. C. S. Library.] "Architectural
sketching out of doors. Percy Brown. Esq.. the Principal, instructing a pupil." (Lockwood Kipling had been Principal here 1875-93.)
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I looked up the source of this title in a dictionary of quotations at
the British Institute in Malta. The words were going round and
round in my head. They were obvious and appropriate and I put
them down to the liberal wisdom of some writer of the eighteenth
century. But 'what should they know of England' was written by
Kipling.
One of the absurd literary fashions rules that a generation shall
revere certain poets to the point of being forced to know their
work by heart (the last straw in schoolmasterly arrogance) and
that the next shall ignore or even mock that same work. I grew up
in a time and a situation which could not stomach its Kipling. I
missed many good things, wisdom and simple phrases. Once
away from England, upon ships, in camps, in the Bight of Benin,
upon the Nile, in Malta, Kipling seems to express subtleties of
temper and atmosphere unheeded by any other writer. Several
times I have encountered that temper and that atmosphere
during this brief journey through trails well-blazed amid a world
at war.
The Library of the R.C.S. is of course an admirable resource for the
study of Kipling, and one can only select a few examples. The
collection of Kipling's works, and of writings about him, though
substantial, is not as comprehensive as that of the Kipling Society,
but for background material on the British in India and on other
aspects of Kipling's travels and writings it is extremely strong.
It has substantial illustrative material, including a splendid
panorama of Simla and the surrounding hill country painted in the
1860s, and a photographic collection of some fifty thousand prints.
This is particularly strong in Indian material, including albums of
photographs taken by A. H. Fisher in 1907-08 in the first of three
Empire tours to accumulate material for educational slides. He wrote
long diary letters in the course of his travels, and described taking a
photograph of the gun Zam-Zammah in Lahore:
. . . the same old gun under the same old tree that Rudyard
Kipling played round as a boy4 long before "Kim" was written.
The building of the Lahore Museum behind it has been much
altered, by a beautiful white marble porch for one thing, which
has been added under the present curator, Mr Percy Brown. It
was not difficult to persuade an urchin to clamber on to ZamZammah's back and sit astride it while a policeman grinned.
I had heard that the character of Mahbub Ali, the horse-dealer
in "Kim", was drawn from a particular man called Wazir Khan

MAYO SCHOOL INTERIOR. [A. H. Fisher; R. C. S. Library.] "Metal-working department. At the back some students are
finishing a large lamp in hammered brasswork. In the foreground some boys are doing elementary practice in repoussé."
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who is still alive, and I tried hard to hunt him out. The old man
himself was away however—had gone to Jhelum to a horsefair—
but I found his son and asked him to show me if possible the old
sarai where his father used to sleep and strange things happened
in the story. This was called Mahomet Sultan's Sarai—a wide
quad about sixty yards square, with round-arched verandahs on
all sides. Formerly, as described in "Kim", this was open for any
travellers. In one corner are a few rooms which were kept for
Europeans: in the centre is a large well: and Wazir Khan's son
showed me the actual house in which his father used to sleep in
the old days. The shadows of a large shisham tree flickered over
the broken white plaster of the wall. Beyond were horses for sale,
from Waziristan and Gujerat.
This Zam-Zammah photograph is in the collection, together with
three excellent pictures of the Mayo School of Art of which Lockwood
Kipling was at one time Principal. Fisher also wrote an interesting
account of elephants piling teak in Burma, which I quoted in a letter,
"The Sludgy, Squdgy Creek", in the Kipling Journal [July 1982].
The archives of the R.C.S. include correspondence with Rider
Haggard, who was made an Honorary Vice-President for his work
travelling to the Dominions in the first World War to promote the
emigration of ex-servicemen, an enterprise which Kipling supported.
Some of this correspondence sheds interesting light on the ill-fated
Liberty League, just after that war. Haggard was particularly
involved in this, but Kipling also gave his name to it, and shared in the
financial loss due to the dishonesty of one of the staff.
The Society also has some of the manuscripts collected by the
Royal African Society, which was formed in 1901 in memory of Mary
Kingsley. These include the original typescript of Kipling's short
essay on Mary Kingsley, published in the Journal of the Royal African
Society in 1932.
We have the diary kept by Miss Amy Wilson when visiting her
brother, Sir Harry Wilson, Colonial Secretary of the Orange River
Colony in 1901. In November, while staying in Cape Town, she
noted:
We stop outside the bewitching Dutch cottage built for Kipling
last year, to which the family K. are shortly returning, & walk
round about it. It has no appearance of newness—two large oak
trees are cleverly built into the steps of the stoep—& is
delightfully dignified & cool & comfortable. The furniture is all
suiting, & there is a nice little court in the middle of the house.

'THE WOOLSACK'
This photograph is one of many snapshots, cuttings and other illustrative material
(including her ticket contract with the Union-Castle Co for a single first class passage
from Southampton to Cape Town for £44.2.0) which Miss Amy Wilson pasted into her
diary covering her visit to South Africa in 1901-02 now in the R.C.S. Library. It covers
the time when she was staying with her brother, Mr (later Sir) Harry Wilson, Secretary
to the Orange River Colony Administration during the later stages of the Boer War.
(His signature can be found, as Chamberlain's Principal Private Secretary, on the
Imperial Conference signature list of 1897 reproduced in our December 1986 issue,
page 65.)
It shows the house which Rhodes built for Kipling on his Cape Town estate, and
which he continued to use till 1908, after which his disgust at Afrikaner political
dominance in South Africa prevented his ever revisiting that country. However from
1901 to 1907, as recorded in Something of Myself ,
we would descend yearly from the peace of England to the deeper peace of the
'Woolsack', and life under the oak-trees overhanging the patio, where mothersquirrels taught their babies to climb, and in the stillness of hot afternoons the fall
of an acorn was almost like a shot. To one side of us was a pine and eucalyptus
grove, heavy with mixed scent; in front our garden, where anything one planted
out in May became a blossoming bush by December. Behind all, tiered the flank
of Table Mountain and its copses of silver-trees, flanking scarred ravines. To get
to Rhodes' house, 'Groot Schuur', one used a path through a ravine set with
hydrangeas, which in autumn (England's spring) were one solid packed blue
river. To this Paradise we moved each year-end from 1900 to 1907—a complete
equipage of governess, maids and children...
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This was 'The Woolsack', and there is a photograph of it stuck in the
diary.
We also have a sheet of paper with the signatures of all the Colonial
leaders attending the 1897 Imperial Conference, the subject of
"Premiers at Play" which appeared in the Kipling Journal in June
1986.5
Among other items in the Library are a copy of Max Beerbohm's
cartoons, The Second Childhood of John Bull (1901), including the
very hostile cartoon of Kipling, "De Arte Poetica"; also a volume of
Kiplingiana containing forty-four items from newspapers and
journals, 1890-1900, neatly mounted and bound, which I purchased
for seven shillings and sixpence in 1951.
Charles Carrington has been a member of the Society for many
years, and was Chairman of a sub-committee of the Library
Committee which recommended my promotion from Deputy to
Librarian in 1956. He was an enthusiastic supporter of the series of
lunchtime Library Talks which used to be held in the Inner Library,
and he contributed several addresses to the series. One of these in
1962 was on Kipling and in 1965 he gave a second talk, "Kipling and
the Empire", which though in part overlapping with the first also
covered different ground. I would like to quote from the last
paragraph:
Kipling was not more of an imperialist than anybody else of the
older generation. He just wrote in the manner of the time when he
was writing about contemporary matters. But that was not his
message. Kipling's message, throughout the whole of his life, is
the message of Mowgli in the Jungle. It is the message of the
personal integrity of every single human being. It is the necessity
that is incumbent on every man and every woman—and in his
later life he wrote more about women than he did about men—it
is the duty that is laid upon every human being to master the Law
of the Jungle in which they live, and then to conduct their own
lives with absolute integrity. In the age in which we live, in the
deplorable society of 1965, I feel almost ashamed to say that this
is the message of the world in which I was brought up, and in
which I hope to die.
In Charles Carrington's first talk, he had referred to the
widespread misconception of the term "lesser breeds" used in
"Recessional". In 1968 James Morris published a rightly admired
book, Pax Britannica. I read this in proof, and suggested that a
chapter-heading, "Lesser Breeds", was incorrectly used: I much
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appreciated the author's courtesy in amending the title to "Subject
Peoples".
I have also discussed with Charles Carrington the possibility of a
more explicit account of Kipling's involvement in the broadcasts by
King George V than Carrington was permitted to give in his
biography of Kipling. We have gathered much interesting material,
as well as evidence contradicting some incorrect statements which
have been published, but at the same time there are still difficulties in
the way of producing the article. But that is another story. . .
Another contributor to Library Talks was Nirad Chaudhuri,
whose Autobiography of an Unknown Indian ( 1951) brought him fame
in middle life, and who in his eighties is still something of an enfant
terrible. His talk, "The Use of English in India", was given in
September 1971, following an extremely enjoyable lunch at which
his unceasing flow of anecdote and opinion was a delight. He thought
that Kipling understood India better than E. M. Forster, but he also
had some pungent views, expressed in his talk—
Kipling I consider to be the greatest English writer on India. I did
not read him much before Independence, for the simple reason
that I thought I should be hurt; but I read him after
Independence, saying to myself, "Look here, if we haven't
recovered our self-respect through independence we shall never
recover it"; and I can read Kipling today without squirming.
He was poor intellectually, but very strong intuitively. He
somehow developed a favourable attitude and some affection for
us, but he cut himself off from that after he came into the aura of
what was the latter-day imperial attitude. He did not make
Hurree Babu, in Kim, in any way unlovable, nor did he make the
egregious puppy Grish Chunder in "The Finest Story in the
World" [Many Inventions] a puppy. But he developed a violent
dislike for Indians who had got an English education afterwards,
and he wrote that Bengalis speak English with 'unholy fluency'.
By 1900 or so he had come under the influence of Cecil Rhodes
and the like, and Cecil Rhodes is a bounder of imperialism and
not a true imperialist.
But Kipling became an admirer of his, and so he wrote about
us in 1913, to Rider Haggard;
I was awfully glad to get your letter and to have your
impression of the Shiny. Well, whose fault is it that the Babu
is what he is? We did it, we began it in Macaulay's time; we
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have worked without intermission for three generations to
make this Caliban. Every step and thought on the road is
directly traceable to England and English influence. Twenty
smitten years ago. . .but no matter.
This is typical of the attitude of Englishmen between 1900 and
1920.
In 1974 we commemorated the fiftieth anniversary of the
Wembley Exhibition by an issue of Library Notes, and when
researching this I was interested to learn that the names of the streets
in the Exhibition were devised by Kipling—but I do not think this will
rank among his major achievements!

So far I have talked about the resources of the R.C.S. Library alone,
but of course we have had a cordial working relationship with the
Kipling Society for nearly twenty years. It was in 1967 that
negotiations between our two bodies resulted in the transfer of the
Kipling Society Secretariat to an office in the R.C.S., and its library to
a gallery of the R.C.S. Library. This latter arrangement owed much to
the sympathetic interest of Philip Whitting who was then Chairman
of the Library Committee. It was interesting to sort the books and
other items into order: I worked closely with John McGivering6 in
this, and we were jointly responsible for an exhibition of some of the
items (one visitor was Elsie Bambridge) and for the Library Note
published in March 1968. Since then I have cooperated with many
officers of the Kipling Society, and enjoyed this aspect of my work.
We were pleased to provide the showcases for an exhibition earlier
this year [1986] for the fiftieth anniversary of Kipling's death. It
included a selection of illustrated volumes, cartoons and
photographs arranged by Mrs Newsom, and of recent editions and
studies of Kipling's work chosen by Mrs Lewis. It aroused a good deal
of interest among members of both bodies.
The Kipling Society Library, of course, contains many early
appearances of Kipling's work, among them the first version, in
Hutchinson's Story Magazine, 1919, of the poem "The Supports"
[subtitled 'Song of the Waiting Seraphs' and accompanying the story
"On the Gate"]. It includes a stanza which was not retained in the
poem as published in Debits and Credits in 1926, but though it is not
very polished verse—indeed this applies to much of the rest of the
poem—I thought it too good to lose:
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They that sip from every glass lose their heads the faster,
They that skip from thought to thought suffer like disaster,
And in all adversity,
Having nothing orderly,
Let the accepted time go by till Panic is their master!
We all know people, and indeed organisations, to which this could
apply, though these could not include the Kipling Society or the
Royal Commonwealth Society—could they?

Over the years I have contributed a number of small items to the
Kipling Journal, including some reviews and also Letters to the
Editor, generally on individuals mentioned in passing, reflecting my
own interest in biographical reference works; I do not like to see
unidentified figures flitting through articles, if one can tie them down.
We were very pleased to help George Webb with material for slides
to illustrate his admirable talk on Kipling's Burma in 1984.
Among topics that have interested me, apart from those covered by
the R.C.S. Library, have been the history of War Memorials and the
music of Edvard Grieg. With the former topic Kipling had a close
association. As an original member of the Imperial War Graves
Commission, and the writer of many of its most dignified and
sensitive inscriptions, he must surely rank with Sir Fabian Ware its
originator, Sir Frederick Kenyon [its Adviser], and Sir Edwin
Lutyens the greatest of the architects associated with it, as one of
those whose achievement in the reverent commemoration of a lost
generation has been so impressive.
But what of the second subject? You may perhaps not know that in
1900 Grieg set a poem, "Gentlemen-Menige"; in case you do not
recognise it, this is a Norwegian translation by Rosenkrantz Johnsen
of "Gentlemen-Rankers":
To the legion of the lost ones, to the cohort of the damned,
To my brethren in their sorrow overseas. . .
I have no knowledge of the extent of the translation of Kipling's verse
into Scandinavian languages, so I cannot tell you why this particular
poem was chosen, nor what appealed to Grieg in it. His biographer
David Monrad Johansen compared the song to Mussorgsky's "FieldMarshal Death", but as it survives only in manuscript I can tell you no
more about it save that it is clearly very different from the feeble
American perversion of this poem.
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In recent years I have been increasingly involved in Canadian
Studies, and have visited that country half a dozen times. I do not
propose to talk in any detail about Kipling and Canada, though of
course there are numerous references to the country in his travel
books and in some of his poems. Until I began preparing this talk it
had not occurred to me that the motto of Canada, "A mari usque ad
mare", is the same as the title of one of Kipling's books, From Sea to
Sea, both drawing on Psalm 72, verse 8:
He shall have dominion also from sea to sea, and from the river
unto the ends of the earth.
In a recent work, Canadian Literary Landmarks by J. R. Colombo,
there are a dozen references to places connected with his travels and
writings, including Kipling Reef in Ottawa, Kipling in Saskatchewan
and Heldar in Alberta. My first Canadian visit, in 1981, was to
Halifax, "Warden of the Honour of the North"; and at Dalhousie
University I had the opportunity to visit the fine Stewart Kipling
Collection. In 1984 I visited the Parliamentary Library in Ottawa
and found one of the French-Canadian librarians was very interested
in Kipling, expressing particular admiration for "Danny Deever",
and I was able to mention to him that the Kipling Journal had recently
published some discussion of the factual origin of this episode.7
A distinguished librarian, who though born in England had a long
association with Canada, was William Ready. I did not know him
personally, but I have read his posthumously published
autobiography, Files on Parade. This is not merely a punning title but
reflects his interest in Kipling, which on one occasion led him, when
lecturing on the Victorian soldier, to launch into song with several
stanzas of "Screw-Guns"—
Smokin' my pipe on the mountings, sniffin' the mornin'-cool,
I walks in my old brown gaiters along o' my old brown mule. . .

I have ranged widely in this talk, and would like to end where I began,
with my father. He particularly valued some verses from "The
Supports", a poem I have already mentioned. The message of these
lines is of courage and perseverance in the problems of everyday life,
and of continuity from the inheritance of the past into what we hand
on to future generations. Though my father was nearer to Kipling's
generation than I am, these words are significant to me, and perhaps
to you:
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To Him Who bade the Heavens abide, yet cease not from their
motion.
To Him Who tames the moonstruck tide twice a day round Ocean—
Let His Names be magnified in all poor folks' devotion!
Not for Prophecies or Powers, Visions, Gifts or Graces,
But the unregardful hours that grind us in our places
With the burden on our backs, the weather in our faces.
He who bids the wild-swans' host still maintain their flight on
Air-roads over islands lost—
Ages since 'neath Ocean lost—
Beaches of some sunken coast their fathers would alight on— .
He shall guide us through this dark, not by new-blown glories,
But by every ancient mark our fathers used before us.
Till our children ground their ark where the proper shore is.

FOOTNOTES
1.

Hugh Brogan's lecture was given on 6 February 1985. It has since been greatly
expanded into a book. Mowgli's Sons (Jonathan Cape. 1987).

2.

The use of 'kipling' as a verb dates back at least to J. K. Stephen's lines.
When there stands a muzzled stripling.
Mute, beside a muzzled bore:
When the Rudyards cease from kipling
And the Haggards ride no more.
The joke evidently also appeared in "Me and my girl" and probably originates in
a 1920s comic postcard. [Can any reader lend me the card?—Ed.]

3.

Reference to "For All We Have and Are" (1914).

4.

This biographical supposition is of course completely erroneous.—Ed.

5.

The signatures were reproduced on p 65 of the issue of December 1986.

6.

At that time the Kipling Society's Librarian.

7.

See Kipling Journal, December 1983; also March and June 1984.
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ANNUAL LUNCHEON, 1987
This year's Annual Luncheon of the Kipling Society, on Wednesday 6
May, was once again very successfully held in the India and Pakistan
banqueting room at the Royal Overseas League, off St James's Street,
London. Incidentally the total attendance, after one or two
unavoidable late cancellations, was ninety-three, a figure almost
identical with last year's record-breaking ninety-four. The occasion
went with a swing and was thoroughly enjoyed: the convivial and well
assorted company felt that the venue was pleasant and appropriate,
that the food and drink were very good, and that the speeches were
excellent. Those who attended were:Major & Mrs P. R. Adams; Colonel J. R. Archer-Burton; Miss A. M. D. Ashley;
Sir Gawain Bell; Mr & Mrs J. D. M. Blyth; Mr & Mrs B. J. Bolt; Mr F. H. Brightman;
Mr A. C. Brock; Dr & Mrs M. G. Brock; Mr H. Brogan; Lieutenant-General Sir John
Chapple; Revd H. S. Colchester; Mr R. J. W. Craig; Mr D. Davis; Mrs B. C. Dickson;
Mr G. J. Ellerton; Mr N. J. Entract; Miss P. A. Entract; Mr & Mrs P. S. Falla; The Lord
Ferrier; Mr K. R. Filce; Miss S. Foss; Sir Dick & Lady Franks; Mr B. H. Garai; Mr &
Mrs V. Goode; Mr & Mrs W. Graver; Mr T. A. S. Greenwood; Dr & Mrs F. M. Hall;
Mr J. M. Hamill; The Dowager Lady Hesketh; Miss K. Hood; Mr J. M. HuntingtonWhiteley; Dr P. Kemp; Sir William Keswick; Mr R. D. Kirkman; Mr M. W. R. Lamb;
Mrs F. Landau; Mrs B. Lewis; Mr P. H. T. & Mrs L. A. F. Lewis; Mr N. Luard;
Lieutenant-Colonel C. H. T. MacFetridge; Mr J. H. McGivering; Miss M. C. F.
Maclean; Revd Canon P. C. Magee; Mrs H. Mills; Miss S. Muir-Smith; Mrs G. H.
Newsom; Miss A. E. O'Brien; Mr R. O'Hagan; Lieutenant-Colonel S. G. Overton;
Mr J. M. Patrick; Mr D. J. Peters; Mr R. G. Pettigrew; Mr G. C. G. Philo; Miss H. A.
Pipon; Mr & Mrs O. H. Robinson; Miss C. M. Rolfe; Dr G. Sheehan; Mrs M. N. H.
Short; Mr R. Softly; Mr J. Spencer; Brigadier F. E. Stafford; Miss J. D. H. Steel; Mr &
Mrs F. F. Steele; Mr W. P. Thesiger; Mr R. H. J. Thorne; Mr L. W. Tibbott; Mr P.
Valansot; Mr & Mrs S. Wade; Mr G. C. & Dr M. W. Warner; Mr & Mrs G. H. Webb;
Miss H. M. Webb; Mr & Mrs A. W. V. White; Mrs S. E. L. M. Wilson; Mr J. M.
Wiltshire; Mr J. R. Young.

Among those who had conveyed their regrets for being unable to
attend the Annual Luncheon were the following:Mr R. B. Appleton; Mr C. E. Carrington; Mr & Mrs J. Debenham Taylor; Mr B. C.
Diamond; Commander & Mrs M. B. S. Higham; Miss Marghanita Laski; Lady
Morland; Mr J. Shearman; Mr J. B. Wright.

Mr G. C. G. Philo (Chairman of Council) presided. Canon Magee
said Grace. Later, after the Loyal Toast, the Chairman welcomed
members present and their guests. He briefly touched on the present
state of the Society's affairs, which could be described as buoyant.
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Among events of the past year, he mentioned the deaths of Colonel
Bagwell Purefoy and of Dr Joyce Tompkins. He was able to report
that Mr Charles Carrington had recently celebrated his ninetieth
birthday, and had almost simultaneously published a new volume of
wartime autobiography. Next, he warmly welcomed the Guest of
Honour and Mrs M. G. Brock; after elegantly summarising the
catalogue of Dr Brock's achievements he called upon him to address
the company and to propose the customary Toast.
What Dr Brock said is fully recorded below. It was an admirable
exposition of a very interesting theme, and it lived up to the high
expectations of his listeners. At its conclusion there was warm
endorsement for the Chairman's vote of thanks.
[Note. Dr Michael Brock, who was born in 1920, was educated at Wellington, and at
Corpus Christi College, Oxford, and spent five wartime years with the Middlesex
Regiment. After graduating with first class honours in Modern History, he has spent
much of the past forty years in academic and administrative posts at Oxford, with a
brief interlude as Professor of Education at Exeter. Since 1978 he has been Warden of
Nuffield College, Oxford, and he is also a Pro-Vice-Chancellor of Oxford.
Apart from writing many scholarly articles on historical subjects, he is the author of
a major book published in 1973 on the Great Reform Act; more recently he and his wife
Eleanor have jointly edited an important compilation of the letters written to Venetia
Stanley by H. H. Asquith as Prime Minister. Dr Brock is a member of the Kipling
Society, and in 1985 he addressed the Royal Society of Literature on the subject of
Kipling and contemporary politics: this lecture was much acclaimed, and was more
than incidentally mentioned by Lord Annan in his own address at our Annual
Luncheon in 1986. For many reasons we were glad to be able to persuade Dr Brock to
be our guest speaker for 1987, and we were duly flattered when he set aside a College
engagement in order to accept.—Ed.]

ADDRESS BY DR BROCK

The invitation to propose this toast would have daunted me whenever
it had come. In this year when the end of the Kipling copyrights has
brought a surge of new editions and of scholarly work it seems
especially formidable. The study of Kipling's writings has reached
its fortunate hour. As admirers and students of them we have a
vantage point denied both to our pioneering predecessors and to our
successors. We are just close enough to Kipling's world to be able to
move in it without profound study, and yet just far enough from it to
be free of the passions and the prejudices to which contemporary
judgments must be subject. The mists have rolled away; and we stand

32

KIPLING JOURNAL

June 1987

where we can pick out each feature of the scene without failing to
discern its main outlines.
Let me illustrate Kipling's nearness to us by contrasting him in this
with one of his great Victorian predecessors. I choose Tennyson
because, as you will know, he lived long enough to acknowledge
Kipling as "the only one of them with the divine fire".1 On
Tennyson's fiftieth birthday in August 1859 Germany and Italy were
still both divided into a number of principalities; and the United
States—still a very distant country when seen from London—had not
yet spread over every part of its eventual area. British security was
held to depend on the timely provision of iron-clad warships; and the
British government's revenue still came largely from indirect
taxation, income tax being a comparatively recent innovation. None
of the largest English cities except London then contained a
university institution; and no British university gave degrees to
women.2 In August 1859 Charles Darwin's Origin of Species had not
yet been published; and antiseptic treatment in surgery was still
virtually unknown. 3
Tennyson's world, and to a great extent his attitudes and his
poetry, are thus accessible to us only by considerable study and by the
use of a trained historical imagination. His reactions and his ways of
thought were not like ours. Contrast that with the world of December
1915, when Kipling became fifty. By 1915 we have reached the age of
the manager and of the professional man; of the great powers; of the
telephone and of the inter-continental submarine cable; of the steelbuilt liner and the triple-expansion engine. We have reached a time of
accelerating technological change. By 1915 even an innovation of the
preceding decade such as the Dreadnought, the all-big-gun
battleship, no longer looked quite new. The mine, the submarine, the
aeroplane and wireless had begun to transform the world's navies.
That greatest of all technological and social accelerators, war, was
already at work.
I said deliberately that Kipling's world was just close enough to
allow us to move in it freely. That state of affairs will not hold good
for many more years. My children are just old enough to have crossed
the Atlantic by sea. My grandchildren are unlikely to have that
experience. Unless fuel shortages reverse technical change within the
next sixty years, they will make that crossing, not by ship as Kipling
did, nor in an airship as he predicted, but in a jet-propelled airliner.
Indeed, as we in the Society well know, a full appreciation of
Kipling's work already demands a good deal of background
knowledge. Some crucial features of his world have already
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disappeared. When he arrived in London just under a hundred years
ago, for instance, he encountered people of intellectual pretensions
who were given to introspection. He longed to meet
... an Army man
Set up, and trimmed, and taut,
Who does not spout hashed libraries
Or think the next man's thought. 4
He was seeing one of the side-effects of processes which have become
so pervasive that we have started to take them for granted. Our age is
characterised by massive introspection. We are all psychologists by
now.
Again, Kipling, like most men of his class and time, dreaded the
advent of universal-suffrage democracy in Britain. He had referred in
"The Drums of the Fore and Aft" to "the intense selfishness of the
lower classes", and he recoiled from turning them into an electoral
majority; for, as was usual in that age, he sometimes exaggerated the
internal cohesion of the working class.5 We have seen enough of
universal suffrage, and of the mysterious processes of embourgeoisement, to be free of that particular dread. Our fear is not that the
unprivileged may gain power, but that they may lose hope.
Granted that we are still just close enough to Kipling's day to see
with fair ease into his mind, are we by now distant enough to judge his
work? Each generation will make a different assessment, of course;
but are we justified in supposing our judgments to have any
substantial validity?
"It will only be possible to give [Kipling] his rightful place",
wrote Bonamy Dobrée in 1927, "when the political heats of the
day have become coldly historical."6
In Kipling's case the heated interval was bound to be a very long one.
He did not intend the Liberals to forgive "Gehazi" and "Little
Foxes" easily.
"Mr. Groombride sits to this day on the green benches at
Westminster," wrote Cyril Falls in 1915; "and he never forgets."7
We are now forty years from Indian independence, however; and
the cooler time has, I think, come at last. This means, not that we have
reached a period when Kipling's politics become unimportant, but
that we can by now look at them calmly and in context. They meant
much to Kipling and we must continue to take them seriously.
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"Both of us believe", wrote Haggard, when dedicating The Way
of the Spirit to Kipling in 1906, "that there are higher aims in life
than the weaving of stories well or ill."
No one of Kipling's imaginative force, writing of his subjects, could
have avoided taking political stances. No grandson of Methodist
ministers could have avoided political preaching. As Chesterton said,
someone with the energy of soul to produce great art is apt to yearn to
go beyond great art. It would be absurd if I tried to defend all of
Kipling's political judgments; but much of his politics was not as hard
to defend as may appear today at first sight.
First, Kipling never wrote, and certainly never suppressed, a word
on politics to secure his own advancement. He usually took no
payment for his political verses. In the case of a writer who refused the
Order of Merit more than once, those statements may seem too
self-evident to be worth making; but in Kipling's time political
ambitions were not uncommon among leading writers, and a number
became Parliamentary candidates or M.P.s.8 It was certain in
Kipling's case at least that what he wrote on politics represented, without concealment or thought of advancement, his disinterested view.
Second, when partisanship did not intervene, Kipling could be a
shrewd observer of the public scene. It was perverse of Kipling whose
first concern was the efficiency of the armed forces to write of the
"infernal and eternal slackness" of Balfour's government once
Chamberlain had left it, or to make slighting references to Richard
Burdon Haldane, Kipling's "Dicky Bridoon". 9 Without Balfour's
backing Fisher could not have reorganised the Navy and built the
Dreadnoughts. 10 Without Haldane Britain would not have had by
1914 either a well-found Expeditionary Force or the Territorial
Army. But let us remember on the other side that Kipling was one of
the very few to spot before 1914 that Kitchener had "gone to seed
physically" and had become "garrulously intoxicated with power". 11
Third, we should keep in mind that the state of the modern world
did not figure in the curriculum at Westward Ho! or indeed at any
other British school during Kipling's schooldays. In old age Lord
Attlee recalled returning to Haileybury not long after he had left it
and telling the masters that they had a very odd idea of how "to train
a ruling class", since
"they taught ... nothing about economics, government or
politics. Whereupon one old master said, 'Yes, but you see we
know nothing about these things ourselves.' "
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"He was probably right," Lord Attlee added.12
Finally, it is only fair, when recalling Kipling's political
misjudgments, to remember those of his political critics. Kipling told
Gwynne early in 1914 that an Irish civil war, and a German attack in
the west, were less to be feared than the prospect that Ulster, if
subjected to Home Rule, would appeal to the Kaiser to intervene.13
That was gravely mistaken; but was it any less mistaken for a very
active Liberal back-bencher to assure Edward Grey on 29 July 1914,
or thereabouts, that the German Army was not going to invade
Belgium?14 When what Churchill called the grievous inquest of
history15 is held, the lists of those indicted are apt to grow long.
To suppose that a writer of Kipling's abundant creativity would
also display impeccable political judgment is to demand the
impossible. That point can perhaps be illustrated from one of his
remarkable prophecies. "With the Night Mail" gives a vivid
impression of the world of the airports which we glimpse nowadays as
we travel overseas. As you read it, the fact that the actual techniques
of modern air travel are not those described in the story becomes
unimportant. Contrast this with the political material in the sequel,
"As Easy as A.B.C". Here Kipling went wrong. He thought of the
communications revolution primarily in terms of transporting
people, whereas we know that the great revolution lies in the almost
instant transmission of information. This is a development which
brings, not the extension of hierarchy and deference predicted by
Kipling, but their steady erosion. "As Easy as A.B.C." concerns the
year 2065, so that we must be wary of our prophecies; but the
prospect of a world "only too ready to shift the whole burden of
public administration" on to the Aerial Board of Control, or any
other board, seems remote.16
Kipling's boyish vividness of imagination was simply not
compatible with the long reflection, the leisured analysis and the
striving for balance which political writing demands if it is to stand
the test of time. Having undergone a thorough training in journalism
Kipling was a disciplined professional: he could impose a control on
the surge of his mind and write to order and to deadlines. Publication
of "The White Man's Burden" was timed to influence the crucial vote
in the United States Senate on the annexation of the Philippines. In
April 1912 Bonar Law, who had recently become Opposition leader,
was due to speak in Belfast against Home Rule. Kipling took great
care to see that his poem "Ulster" appeared in the press just before
that important speech.17 But he knew that too much of such writing
was a mistake.
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"It is evil", he told E. L. White, "to do one's work baldheaded for
a Purpose. Purposes are good things but they are apt to make
writing stodgy."18
It would be mistaken to infer, from Kipling's ability to meet
deadlines, that his genius was under complete control. As he once
told C.E. Norton,
I love the fun and the riot of writing... and there are times when it
is just a comfort and a delight to let out with the pen and ink—as
long as it doesn't do anyone any moral harm.19
Moreover Kipling's own prescription for his creative writing was the
reverse of any which the political analyst would need:
"Good work", Dick Heldar tells Maisie, "has nothing to do
with—doesn't belong to—the person who does it. It's put into
him or her from outside." 20
"We are only telephone wires," Kipling told Rider Haggard.21 And
finally, at the end of his life, he summed up his inspirational concept
of authorship in Something of Myself:
When your Daemon is in charge, do not try to think consciously.
Drift, wait, and obey.
What shall we say of Kipling's successive allegiances as he followed
the gleam and obeyed his Daemon? What is our assessment of the
Ordes and Tallantires of the Indian service; of Rhodes and Jameson;
of Joseph Chamberlain; of Borden's Canada and Carson's Ulster; of
France in the inter-war years? Though none of these objects of his
loyalty were quite as Rudyard Kipling saw them, none were wholly
ignoble or wholly unworthy of allegiance.
We need have no fear, therefore, that Rudyard Kipling's renown
will be lessened by all the scholarly work now in hand. Let us take
every advantage of the fortunate hour to which I referred at the
beginning. We can await Professor Pinney's edition of the Letters
without a qualm. The more we know of the setting, the more we
marvel at the achievement. Here is the writer who in some ways was
like ourselves, who could be prejudiced and uncomprehending—and
who could set down, with marvellous insight, what once read cannot
be forgotten. All of us must have looked up a line some evening and
found ourselves "hooked" again, reading the next hundred pages
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oblivious of the clock striking midnight. That grip will not be loosed
through the delvings of researchers or the shifts of fashion. Without
the slightest reserve I ask you to rise and I give the toast:
The Unfading Genius of Rudyard Kipling.

NOTES
[Except for the concluding references, these Notes are by Dr Brock.]
1.

Rudyard Kipling by C. E. Carrington, p 136. All citations are from the original
1955 edition.

2.

London University led the way by giving women degrees in 1878.

3.

The Origin of Species was published in November 1859. Joseph Lister became
Glasgow's Professor of Surgery in 1860.

4.

Quoted, Carrington, p 142.

5.

Not always. See "Letters on Leave" (Pioneer, 27 September, Pioneer Mail, 2
October 1890; Abaft the Funnel; Sussex Edition Uncollected Prose, I, 207-08).
"The real fun will begin...when the caste of skilled labour...are...knocked about
by the lower and unrecognised castes."

6.

The Lamp and the Lute ( 1929). See Kipling and the Critics, ed. Elliot L. Gilbert
(London, 1966), p 51. The original version had been published in the Monthly
Criterion, vi (December 1927), pp 499-515.

7.

Rudyard Kipling: a Critical Study (1915), p 195.

8. "Hilaire Belloc, John Buchan and A. E. W. Mason had spells as M.P.s. Anthony
Hope (Anthony Hope Hawkins) was a Liberal candidate in 1892; for the
Conservatives/Liberal Unionists, Rider Haggard stood in 1895, Conan Doyle in
1900 and 1906.
9.

For Balfour, see Carrington, p 387; for Haldane, "The Horse Marines", where
Pyecroft calls Haldane "Secretary o' State for Civil War", and Kipling to Stanley
Baldwin, 18 March 1911, where Sir Ian Hamilton is termed "Haldane's Hound"
for criticising the compulsory service proposals (Kipling MSS, Sussex University,
11/3).

10.

"Winston...ought to have gone further back than McKenna for the credit. It was
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Balfour! he saw me through."—Fisher to Esher. 2 April 1912 [Fear God and
Dread Nought, ii (1956). p 444].
11. Carrington, p 419.
12. Spectator. 21 November 1958. p 678.
13.

See Carrington, pp 419-20: undated letter, and 10 March 1914 (Kipling MSS.
15/15/101. 104):
"I know the German danger, the Indian danger...and all the chances that may
crop up...Those we must risk."
"An Ulster or an Ireland handed over to the Celt means an appeal for outside
intervention as in 1688. That is what I fear horribly. For the moment—we can
depend on much more than a few weeks—the Teuton has. or pretends to have, his
eye glued on Russia."

14. Grey, Twenty-Five Years (1925), I. pp 337-38.
15.

This phrase in Great Contemporaries closes the essay on Lord Fisher of
Kilverstone, which was one of four pieces added for the 1939 edition.

16.

This phrase from "With the Night Mail" is part of the heading to "As Easy as
A.B.C". For Kipling's comment on the latter see his letter to R. D. Blumenfeld.
26 December 1911 (Kipling MSS, 14/19).

17.

Kipling to Aitken, 6 April 1912 (House of Lords Record Office. Beaverbrook
MSS, BBK c/197); to Gwynne, 9 April 1912 (Kipling MSS. 15/15/83).

18.

Undated Christmas letter: Houghton Library, Harvard University.

19.

31 December 1896; quoted, Carrington, pp 248-49.

20.

The Light that Failed, chapter 7.

21.

Morton Cohen, Rider Haggard (1960), p 203.

[References: "The Drums of the Fore and Aft" was collected in Wee Willie Winkie:
"Little Foxes" and "With the Night Mail" in Actions and Reactions; "As Easy as
A.B.C." in A Diversity of Creatures. Yardley-Orde and Tallantire are characters in
"The Head of the District" (Life's Handicap); Mr Groombride is the M.P. in "Little
Foxes"; Dicky Bridoon is the Secretary of State referred to in "The Horse Marines" (A
Diversity of Creatures). "The White Man's Burden", "Ulster" and "Gehazi" (the
last-named an attack on Rufus Isaacs) are in the Definitive Edition of Kipling's Verse.
The lines about the "Army man" (see Note 4 above) come from a poem called "In
Partibus" which dates from late 1889 and was collected in Abaft the Funnel and in
volume xxxv of the Sussex Edition.—Ed.]
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THE MIRRIELEES CONNECTION [8]
based on papers passed to the Editor by FAITH ROBINSON

[Our most recent item in this series (March 1987, pp 27-30) consisted of some
sidelights on the Kipling/Bernard relationship between 1901 and 1903. The present
instalment, extending to 1906. has to be the last.
As readers may remember, the Kiplings had been introduced to H. M. Bernard
(whom they and their children came to call "Barney") in 1900 by his brother-in-law
F. J. Mirrielees, and for several years there were very friendly contacts between the two
families. To anyone with a stereotyped view of Kipling, his evident rapport with
Bernard as evinced in these articles may seem surprising. Bernard was highly
unconventional—an ardently idealistic socialist, a lapsed clergyman of strongly
spiritual and often mystical outlook as his family papers consistently reveal, and an
experimental scientist with ideas ahead of his time. It says much for both Bernard and
Kipling that they got on famously.
In this final instalment I again draw heavily on the bulky typescript of the
unpublished biography that Mrs Una Sait wrote about her father, H. M. Bernard. It
was lent to me, together with some photographs and letters, through the kindness of
one of our members, Mrs Faith Robinson (granddaughter of Bernard, niece of Una
Sait). I must also gratefully acknowledge the help of Sir Frederick Mirrielees's
daughter Celia (Mrs Craven, who right up until her recent death in her mid-nineties
showed a friendly interest in the compilation of this series), and of Mrs Craven's
daughter Mrs Hearn. Without all this help from the family it would have been
impossible to put together the relatively coherent picture of the Mirrielees and Bernard
connections with the Kiplings which we have now assembled.—Ed]

(1) A LETTER FROM KIPLING TO H. M. BERNARD, 1902

[The text below is from a photocopy of an autograph letter, signed, on headed
Bateman's paper approximately four inches wide, by six inches. The handwriting
indicates considerable haste, and a few of the words are hard, but not impossible, to
read. The photocopy is in the possession of Faith Robinson.]
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Oct. 28. 1902.
Dear Barney,
I've just come back from the midlands — hence the delay in
answering your letter. I'm afraid I shan't be able to be in town for
some time but when I am I'll send you a line and I'll be at your
disposition for the lunch. Those grill room chops are almost the very
best in England. C & I lunched there the other day. Lankester is used
to slanging. Why don't you go straight ahead with him & behave as if
naught had happened? I met a man not long ago who had been
slanging me up hill and down dale most excited and we coalesced on
the iniquities of golf and the demerits of the late Mr Gladstone with
great joy.
I want to get you down here to see our new place before we go out
this year & remember you mustn't be too busy
With our united love and good wishes
Ever thine
Rudyard.

[Note. Chronologically, this letter is slightly out of sequence: there is an allusion to it in
Instalment 7 (March 1987). We have no evidence to identify the grill room where
"C[arrie] & I" had lunched and approved of the chops. As for "Lankester", this was
Professor (later Sir Ray) Lankester, an eminent scientist, Director from 1898 to 1907
of the Natural History Departments of the British Museum, where Bernard was in 1902
conducting zoological research. We have no other information on the contretemps
alluded to; however, in testimony of her father's own scientific stature, Mrs Sait's
biography records that when Lankester retired in 1907 the Museum's Assistant
Secretary and others urged Bernard to apply for the vacancy. Kipling's "new place"
was of course Bateman's. It was South Africa to which he would be "going out" on 27
December.]

(2) EXCERPTS FROM MRS UNA SAIT'S LIFE OF HER FATHER

(a) H. M. Bernard's book about the human face

Things went fairly well with my father during the spring and summer
of 1903. Up at the Museum he continued work on his coral catalogue,
while at home he was beginning to develop a new theory based on his
retina research.
He also spent a lot of time writing and rewriting a small book called
The Face and its Fortune. For at least ten years he had been noting
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instances of what he came to believe was a natural law: that the faces
of those who fall in love with each other contrast in quite different
ways. He hoped eventually to discover a mathematical formula
expressing this contrast, but in the meantime he wrote a "light essay"
under the nom-de-plume of 'George Meyners'. He preferred his own
name to be associated exclusively with the findings of exact research.
Many friends thought highly of his theory and were convinced that
the facial contrast he described actually existed. Filson Young,
himself a successful writer, predicted the book would make a
sensation; and Rudyard Kipling was delighted with it and predicted a
great sale. It was Kipling who gave the book its title. A short version
was published in the Strand Magazine in January 1905. My father
received £36 and many letters. Yet in spite of the interest then aroused
and Kipling's prediction, the paper-bound book, published in 1906,
never became widely known.

(b) A village cricket match

[Kipling is not mentioned by Una Sait (nor by her mother Maida Bernard) in this
account of a cricket match. However, Sir Frederick Mirrielees's daughter Celia (Mrs
Craven) informed me in 1984 through Mrs Robinson that she clearly recalled Kipling's
attendance at this event. As for Mrs Kipling's diary notes, they provide no evidence,
and Kipling's own rather irreverent view of cricket gives cause to doubt that he actually
took part in the game. However, as a friend of Mirrielees, and a very good friend of the
Bernards, he may well have come along. The alternative is to assume that Mrs Craven,
in looking back eighty-one years, was confusing one occasion with another. My own
indirect dealings with Mrs Craven—who died this spring at the great age of ninetysix—predispose me to trust her memory, since despite failing physical powers her
mental faculties remained acute.]

One of my father's visits to Pasture Wood [Mirrielees's Dorking
home] in 1903 deserves mention. Once when her sister-in-law [Mrs F.
J. Mirrielees] was away from home, my mother [Mrs Bernard] was
asked to act as hostess on the occasion of a cricket match between a
village team captained by her brother [F. J. Mirrielees] and a team of
authors captained by J. M. Barrie.
Describing this weekend in her Family Record, Mother wrote:
Some of the mighty wielders of the pen had very little talent for
the bat. Barrie in the first innings went out speedily for an 0. He
looked like a young boy with a very big head among stalwart
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Englishmen such as Owen Seaman [Assistant Editor, later
Editor, of Punch]. Fred [Mirrielees], seeing the great little man
rather depressed by his failure, gave orders to the bowlers of his
team to deal gently with him in the second innings, so as to let
him make a few runs. All the players came to Pasture Wood for
tea, and I had the pleasure of having Barrie at my table, but it
was one thing to make tea for him, and another to get him to talk.
Almost the only remark he made was on the different setting of
windows in England and Scotland—the latter set more deeply
into the house—and he added something rather poetic about
windows sometimes looking like blind eyes. Barrie, that day,
seemed only at ease when talking with the children, Celia [later
Mrs Craven] and Maude, and when caressing the big red setter
Ven. Dad came upon him unexpectedly in the hall, with his arms
round Ven's neck, murmuring admiration into his ears. . .

(c) Una Bernard's visit to Bateman's

[In 1904 Una Bernard (the author, as Una Sait, of her father's unpublished biography)
left St Leonard's School, where she had displayed academic brilliance and become
Head Girl. In 1904-05 she was in Germany, studying physics. In 1905 she went up to
Girton College, Cambridge, but was never wholly happy there, finding the
constrictions at that time imposed on all women students demeaning and
"preposterous". In the late summer of 1906 she and her father visited the Kiplings.]

From the garden gate a path led to the front door, bordered at each
side by masses of flowers. As we opened the gate, Mr Kipling burst
upon us from behind some tall, brilliantly coloured hollyhocks—all
cordial, welcoming smile and bushy eyebrows and moustache. He
was in gardening clothes with a large shady straw hat on his head and
a hoe in his hand. When we reached the house, his wife told him that a
number of people were coming to tea.
"Why is
bringing them?" he asked, obviously displeased.
Before long a dozen or more of us were seated in a low-ceilinged,
oak-panelled room, on benches round an old oak table. Suddenly,
Kipling climbed with some difficulty out of his place on the middle of
a bench, seized a large white-frosted cake, and began cutting it as he
walked rapidly round the table.
"Have some!" he whispered, as he placed the cake in front of me.
"Good for the young!"

UNA BERNARD. 1905
This studio portrait by a Cambridge photographer shows Una Bernard in her first term
at Girton College in 1905. where she read mathematics. (It is the same daughter, but
not the same photograph as that about which Kipling had written in such effusive
terms to H. M. Bernard in December 1903—see Kipling Journal. March 1987. page 30.)
Una was brilliant and industrious at Cambridge, but not particularly happy. Many
years later, as Mrs Una Sait, she wrote:
My happiest days were those on which my father was there to visit fellow
biologists or to vote at the Senate, always in favour of two unpopular measures:
the granting of degrees to women and the abolition of compulsory Greek as an
entrance requirement for those specialising in science. He would come out of the
polling place, shaking his head and saying. "No good. I'm afraid: the holy
vegetables are here in droves, as they always are when they can vote against
change." For he found Sydney Smith's phrase, "holy vegetables", an apt
description of the country clergy of England, most of whom at that time were
unlikely to have entertained a new idea since they left the University years before.

44

KIPLING JOURNAL

June 1987

Everything he said and did seemed abrupt.
When all the other guests had left, Kipling said to me, "Haven't
seen anything of you yet: come up to my study." Leaving my father
with Mrs Kipling, we went upstairs to a room full of books, and sat on
a sofa by the fire.
"Now! Tell me all about yourself," he commanded. And that is just
what I did, the strangest part of it being that I immediately felt the
sincerity of his interest, and his complete understanding.
After dinner that evening, Kipling and my father sat on a huge
polar bear skin in front of a blazing fire, and argued for hours. The
wide difference between my father's views as a socialist, and Kipling's
as a staunch imperialist, seemed to lend an added zest to their
friendship; rather an interesting fact in view of the intolerance and
bigotry Kipling is sometimes said to have shown. I do not remember
that Mrs Kipling and I said anything at all; we sat on a sofa and
listened.
Puck of Pook's Hill [published 20 September 1906] had just
appeared; and as we roamed about next morning through the garden
and the surrounding country, Kipling pointed out to us some of the
scenes which had found a place in his historical fantasy.
"Too bad you didn't come here earlier," he said to me. "Then I
could have named Una after you."
Elsie was with us, and she told me of the games she and John played
with their father. Among the tall trees behind the house they played at
Indians, and Kipling was a splendid "captive"; but somehow, just
when he was to be "tortured", he would always escape, leaving his
coat in their hands. There was also a huge "stork's nest" he had built
with them on a roof, and the three of them would climb into it
together.

[This was her last recorded meeting with the Kiplings, and her last mention of them in
her biography of her father. In 1907 she curtailed her time at Cambridge to go and
study—and, as it turned out, eventually to live permanently—in the United States. In
1909 her father died, and though her mother was to live for twenty more years, the
contact with the Kiplings seems to have ended. Her niece Faith Robinson says that
members of the family long supposed that Kipling's "Una" had been named after Una
Bernard, but it now seems clear that this was not so!—Ed.]
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'UNCLE RUDDY', REMEMBERED [9]
by LORNA HOWARD

[This continues our series of Lady Lorna Howard's hitherto unpublished recollections
of the Kiplings. As Lorna Baldwin (becoming Lorna Howard in 1922 on marriage to
the Hon. Arthur Howard) she was a close and favourite cousin of Rudyard Kipling. Her
fond memories of him and 'Aunt Carrie' reach back to 1900 or earlier, and contribute
to our fuller understanding of the Kipling ménage, while entertainingly recreating the
atmosphere of a vanished age.
These sketches, which do not attempt a chronological sequence, derive partly from
Lady Lorna's own vividly written notes which she has given me and to which she adds,
and partly from my many interviews with her. They have also been valuably
supplemented by photographs from her private collection. In the instalment below, a
major feature is two letters which we reproduce with her permission. It was good of her
to consent to this, since in general she has strong misgivings about the publication of
private correspondence. However, these two items, while essentially personal, are not
such as to give her qualms in letting readers of the Kipling Journal see them. They also
cast light on something which she positively feels should be better understood, the
chronic ill-health, in later life, of both Rudyard Kipling and, to an almost equal extent,
his wife. Each of course worried about the other.—Ed.)

Something to bear in mind, regarding dear Uncle Ruddy in the years
after the War, is how ill both he and Aunt Carrie often were.
Uncle Ruddy suffered recurrently from ghastly stomach trouble,
and endured untold agonies from it, especially after eating. For years
this complaint remained undiagnosed by his English doctors, and it
was eventually a Frenchman [Dr Roux, in Paris, April 1933] who
after X-rays and tests told him he had gastric ulcers, which could
respond to treatment. From then onward his health slowly improved,
and he was much freer from pain: at the same time his love of fun, and
pleasure in meeting people, revived. For years, visitors to Bateman's,
unless they were close friends, had been less welcome, simply because
of Uncle Ruddy's bouts of acute pain. These would come on
suddenly, and he would hurry away from company to bear the agony
alone. "Leave me, Lornie," he would tell me, "my pains are coming
on." But he never complained.
As for Aunt Carrie, she suffered badly from rheumatic pain and
from gout, which she bore stoically. Later she developed diabetes,
from which eventually [in 1939] she died. Here [on pages 46-47] is a
letter to me from Uncle Ruddy, in which he refers to her ill-health;
and another [page 48] in which he rather ruefully thanks me for a
cigarette case I had given him for Christmas.

LETTER TO LORNA HOWARD, 8 JANUARY 1931
described in the accompanying article, " 'Uncle Ruddy', Remembered"

LETTER TO LORNA HOWARD, BOXING DAY 1932
The letter is in Kipling's handwriting, the envelope in his wife's.

June 1987

KIPLING JOURNAL

49_

NOTES
A. The letter of 8 January 1931, from Bath
BATH. After the War the Kiplings stayed frequently in Bath, and underwent "the
cure" at the Spa. Once they took Lady Lorna with them, and she has amused
recollections of Kipling submitting to treatment from his French masseuse, a redoubtable Madame Mollet whose conversation gave great pleasure by its outspoken flavour,
verging occasionally on indelicacy.
CARRIE KIPLING'S HEALTH. Through much of 1930 she had been ill. Between
March 1930 and February 1931 when, still convalescing, she accompanied her husband
on a holiday to Egypt, she made no entries in her diary.
CARS. However, it is not clear why a demonstration car and special driver were used
on this occasion. Certainly, later in 1931 the Kiplings were considering selling their
40/50 h.p. 1928 Phantom I (now on display at Bateman's), but they retained it till 1932
when they bought their final, 20/25 h.p., model. As for Burwash to Bath in 3¼ hours,
that is fast. Depending on the route taken, the distance would have been some 140
miles, passing unavoidably through many towns.

THE HOWARD CHILDREN. Alexander (the other names are invented) was Lady
Lorna's third child. Robin (Kipling's godson) was the eldest, Kiloran the second.
TYPEWRITERS. Seemingly Kipling was buying a new typewriter each year. Perhaps
he felt he had to (see an account by his later secretary of how his machine had become
"filthy—covered in tobacco ash and dust, with sticky keys"—Kipling Journal,
September 1981, p 37). He was a surprisingly poor typist.
HANDWRITING. The manuscript interpolations in this letter are in a somewhat
uncharacteristic scrawl (and the envelope, not reproduced, is worse). The postscript
reads: "Have you seen a new book of silly rhymes about London? Some are rather
good." This has not been identified.

B. The letter of 26 December 1932, from Burwash
The allusions in this brief letter present no problems. The text reads:
Lorna me Angel,
That was most unkind of you. They've cut me down to four (4!) cigarettes per diem
and then you go & send me a trunk capable of holding a year's supply! None the less I'll
forgive you if you'll come over (with offspring as I want to thank Robin for his
Christmas card) and give us a line or a message to say when you're coming. Your
affectontest Uncle Rud
If any of the rest of the family are with you please bring 'em over. Is Arthur never
coming?
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"FOUR PICTURES ON THE WALL"
by B. E. SMYTHIES, F.I.S.

[Mr Smythies is a retired Forest Officer, whose father and grandfather spent their
career in the Indian Forest Service. He himself, after botanical and forestry studies at
both Cambridge and Oxford, was in the Forest Services of Burma (1934-48) and
Sarawak (1949-64).
His article below points out a mystery and seeks an explanation. It arises from
Kipling's rather precise description of "four pictures on the wall" in Wollin's study, in
the story "Fairy-Kist" (a story which incidentally received recent scrutiny from a
different angle in Elizabeth Knowles's article on Kipling's reading, entitled "Seven
Portugal Onions", in our issue of December 1986).
The four pictures were portrait prints of pioneer British botanists. However, were
those prints, as described, authentic, or imagined? Authentic, one hopes. Mr Smythies
makes us want to know.—Ed.]

The story "Fairy-Kist" in Limits and Renewals contains the following
paragraphs :'Sandy, you remember those four "Apostles" I sold you last Christmas?'
'I have my counterfoil yet,' was the dry answer.
'What sort of prints were they?' Burges demanded.
The moonlike face of Alexander McKnight, who collects prints along certain lines,
lit with devout rapture. He began checking off on his fingers.
'The firrst,' said he, 'was the draped one of Ray—the greatest o' them all. Next, yon
French print o' Morrison, when he was with the Duke of Orleans at Blois; third, the
Leyden print of Grew in his youth; and, fourth, that wreathed Oxford print of Hales.
The whole aapostolic succession of them.'

and, in irritation at an ignorant question by the narrator:'Those prints...But ye'd not understand. They were—we'll say they were just
pictures of some garrdeners I happened to be interested in.'

and at the end of the story:'An' as for those prints o' mine,' he turned to me, 'they were not garrdeners. They
were the Four Great British Botanists...'

Some notes on them are printed in the Kipling Society's Readers'

June 1987

KIPLING JOURNAL

51

Guide, and further information is given in the Notes on page 52.
Carrington [3rd edition, page 553] tells us:John Evelyn's 'Tree-book' (Sylva) was evidence of Rudyard's long interest in
systematic botany. He travelled always with a well-used copy of that old classic.
Flowers of the Field by C. A. Johns, and noted observations in its margins...

Even so, it is unusual for an amateur field botanist to be familiar with
the names of pre-Linnean botanists, and the question arises, where
did Kipling see these four prints? Some portraits can be found in two
books:
(A) New Illustration of the Sexual System of C. von Linnaeus by R. J. Thornton.
(London, [1799]-1807).
1. Print of Nehemiah Grew, M.D., Secretary to the Royal Society, with a picture
below of "Gresham College, where the first meetings of the Royal Society were
held". Engraved by Newton; published, London, 1.11.1800.
2. Print of a picture in the British Museum; with portrait of Rev. John Ray, A.M..
F.R.S., author of Historia Plantarum above; picture of "Britannia crowning Ray as
the Prince of British Botanists" below. Painted by Beale; published, London,
1.8.1804.
3. Print of Rev. Dr. Stephen Hales, F.R.S., author of Vegetable Staticks, with
landscape below including two physiological experiments in progress. Published,
London, 1.2.1800.
(B) Portraits of Old Botanists, ed. W. Junk (Berlin, 1926).
4. Portrait of 'Joannes Rajus, Societatis Regiae Socius; Natus MDCXXVII'.
Painted, W. Faithorne; engraved, W. Elder.
5. Print by Suman, engraved by R. White, of 'Robertus Morison, M.D., Natus
Aberdoniae Anno 1620 Obiit Londini Anno 1683'.
6.

Undated portrait of Nehemiah Grew. Drawn and engraved, R. White.

In the Department of Prints and Drawings, British Museum, there
are engravings by J. McArdell and J. Hopwood of a portrait of
Stephen Hales by T. Hudson, painted when Hales was eighty-two.
There is no trace of Kipling's "French print o' Morrison...Leyden
print of Grew...and...Oxford print of Hales"; and the "draped one of
Ray" is too vague a description to be certain whether the Faithorne
portrait is meant. Can anyone solve the mystery of these prints?
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NOTES
John Ray (1627-1705), a puritan divine, has been called the greatest European botanist
of the 17th century.
The son of a blacksmith, born at Black Notley in Essex and educated at Braintree,
the interest and help of the local vicar enabled him to go up to Cambridge University,
where he became a Fellow of Trinity College in 1649. His Catalogus Plantarum circa
Cantabrigiam nascentium was published in 1660, but in 1662 he was deprived of his
fellowship for refusing to subscribe to the Act of Uniformity, and left Cambridge.
While still at the university he had made several journeys in Britain with his friend
Francis Willughby, and he spent the next four years travelling with him on the
continent of Europe, gathering materials for his great work, Historia Plantarum
Generalis (1686-1704). His Synopsis methodica stirpium Britannicarum (1690) is
regarded as the first British flora. He eventually returned to his birthplace and died
there in 1705.
Robert Morison [sic, Kipling's spelling was incorrect] (1620-83) was a Royalist soldier
in the Civil War and a rather cantankerous character, but a great Scottish botanist.
He was born in Aberdeen and studied at that university and afterwards in Paris,
taking a degree of Doctor of Physic at Angers in 1648. From 1650 to 1660 he was in
charge of the Duke of Orleans's garden at Blois. The restoration of the monarchy in
England enabled him to return, and he was appointed Senior Physician and King's
Botanist to Charles II, and in 1669 Keeper of the Physic Garden at Oxford.
His Historia Plantarum Universalis Oxoniensis (1680-99, the last part posthumously,
after his death in an accident in a London street in 1683) attempted a family
classification of plants, and is regarded as the first advance in classification since the
time of Theophrastus, two thousand years earlier.
Nehemiah Grew (1641-1712), a qualified doctor of medicine, shares with Marcello
Malpighi of Italy the honour of laying the foundations of plant anatomy. His main
work is Anatomy of Plants (1682).
Stephen Hales ( 1677-1761) has been called the first genuine plant physiologist. He went
to Cambridge in 1696 and was a Fellow for some twenty years, but for over fifty years
he lived the retired life of a country vicar, as Perpetual Curate of Teddington.
There he carried out his researches in his spare time, both in botany and in zoology.
His main botanical work is Vegetable Staticks (1727).

Further details of these botanists are given in the Dictionary of National Biography. I
am greatly indebted to Sarah Wimbush, research Assistant (Archive) at the National
Portrait Gallery, and to Angela Fitzmaurice in the Botany Library in the British
Museum (Natural History) for sending me photocopies of prints in their archives.

June 1987

KIPLING JOURNAL

53_

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
MARTIN OF LA MARTINIERE [2]
From Mr L, A. Crozier, 66-70 Canadian Bay Rd, Mount Eliza, Victoria 3930, Australia

Dear Sir,
Your comments entitled "Martin of La Martinière" based on the
letter from Mr R. L. Thomas in your December 1986 issue were very
interesting. I went to Lucknow in 1976, one of my objectives being to
see "St Xavier's", and to tie Kim into reality.
The La Martinière College [frontispiece, Kipling Journal,
September 1986] is certainly an impressive piece of architecture, but it
has little if any resemblance to Kipling's "St Xavier's". For instance,
the college is not on the banks of the Gumti River, but some little
distance from it. There are no "blocks upon blocks of low white
buildings", as all the buildings there are two-storied. I was able to
discuss all this with the then Principal, Mr Shaw, and one of his
colleagues, Mr de Sousa. They were both sure that La Martinière
could not have been the model for Kipling's "St Xavier's", and told
me that the film company who had made the first film of Kim had
been equally sure.
In fact, my own opinion was that Kipling never went to Lucknow.
There is no mention of it in his writings, and he could surely not have
resisted the Residency. There was no through railway line to
Lucknow in his days, but only a branch line from Cawnpore. Not that
any of that matters, of course: Kim is and will remain one of the
outstanding works of fiction in the English language, no matter what
the details are.
General Claude Martin was born in Lyons in 1734. The story is that
he came out to India with the French Army and fought against the
British, was captured by them, and later went over to their side. I
think he became the senior artillery officer for Oudh. There are three
muzzle-loading cannon on the terrace outside the main building of
the school, one of which bears the name "Martin" cast into the
breech. General Martin is said to have used that cannon against
Tippoo Sahib.
The main school building was completed in 1794 but the college did
not start as such until 1840. The General left 40 lakhs of rupees to the
school, which was then a tremendous sum, but only the interest was
available as the capital was not to be used. The General died in 1800
and was buried in a crypt under the main building. His bones were
twice disturbed, once during the Mutiny in 1857, when a mob tore the
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tomb apart, and a second time when the Gumti flooded the crypt. The
body was replaced each time and the tomb rebuilt. It is quite
impressive.
Yours faithfully,
L. A. CROZIER

ECONOMY AND TRUTH [2]
From Mrs N. Crook, 20 Defreville Avenue, Cambridge CB4 1HS

Dear Sir,
Kipling used the phrase [discussed in March 1987, page 44] as
early as 1892, in his letters to The Times on his honeymoon journey to
Japan (Letters of Travel, "Our Overseas Men"): "It is hopeless to
explain to a traveller who has been 'ohayoed' into half-a-dozen shops
and 'sayonaraed' out of half-a-dozen more and politely cheated in
each one, that the Japanese is an Oriental, and, therefore,
embarrassingly economical of the truth."
Yours sincerely,
NORA CROOK

ECONOMY AND TRUTH [3]
From Mr P. S. Falla, 63 Freelands Road, Bromley, Kent BR1 3HZ

Dear Sir,
This phrase is a good bit older than your correspondents suggest.
According to the Oxford English Dictionary it goes back to the Early
Christian fathers, who used it in a favourable sense of adapting the
truth to one's hearers' minds. It was, however, ridiculed by Voltaire,
and in 1796 Burke used it to mean what the Shorter Oxford calls "a
(discreditable) reticence". In this sense it was an issue in the famous
controversy between Newman and Kingsley, as can be seen from a
Note appended to the former's Apologia (1864).
Yours truly,
P. S. FALLA
[In a book review in The Times on 2 May 1987, Peter Lewis quoted Malcolm
Muggeridge on the legendary C. P. Scott, for long Editor of the Manchester Guardian
and remembered for his dictum, "Comment is free but facts are sacred". "Scott", said
Muggeridge, "was an old humbug. I had a memo from him rejecting a leader I had
written which clashed with an advertising feature— ''There are occasions when truth
must be economised lest we make a hard task harder.' "—Ed.]
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SOCIETY MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome to the Society the following new or rejoined Members:
Mr J. K. Buda (Tokyo. Japan); The Hon Robert Corbett (Ayrshire); The Rev D.
Doulton (Buckinghamshire); Dr B. D. Gushulak (Kingston, Jamaica); Mr M. M.
Hanley (Sapporo, Japan); Mr B. Hollomby (Accra, Ghana); Mrs L. J. Hurd ( Wiltshire);
Dr P. Jackson (Cambridgeshire); Mr C. Keswick (London); Mr C. J. Macnab (London);
Dr R. L. Maynard (Wiltshire); Lady Morland (West Yorkshire); Mr P. Q. R. Straghan
(Dorset).

CHARLES CARRINGTON
We congratulate Charles Carrington on attaining his ninetieth birthday on 21 April.
Our Secretary sent him a card conveying the Society's warm and personally felt
felicitations on the occasion; the Editor of the Journal was among friends and relatives
who attended a celebration at his London home. Carrington's Rudyard Kipling,
reprinted, maintains his unassailable position as an indispensable adjunct to any
serious study of Kipling's life and work, illuminated throughout as it is by its author's
historical grasp and biographical insight.
However, we must also congratulate Charles Carrington on a completely new
publication; Soldier at Bomber Command (Leo Cooper/Heinemann, 1986;
Introduction by John Terraine). This is a valuable and readable study—based on his
highly unusual experience as an Army liaison officer with the R.A.F.—of a neglected
but significant aspect of the second World War. We commend it as one more in Charles
Carrington's long list of important and finely written books. Moreover, given that he
wrote of 1914-18 in A Subaltern's War and Soldier from the Wars Returning, it is
noteworthy that with this new book Charles Carrington joins the short list of authors
who not only served in, but also produced memorable books about, both World Wars.

THE RALPH LEWIS TRUST'S KIPLING AWARD
We congratulate Mr Hugh Brogan, a history lecturer at Essex University, on winning
last year's public competition set by the Ralph Lewis Trustees. Lewis, a Brighton art
dealer who died in 1982, left a large sum in trust with Sussex University; from it the
1986 prize was offered, specifically to subsidise the publication, as a book, of whatever
proffered manuscript relating to Kipling the judges should deem most worthy of
support. The original offer had had wide publicity in the press and through Sussex
University and the National Trust, and we announced it on page 65 of our September
1985 issue: the eventual presentation, in late 1986, was made by the University's
Vice-Chancellor, at a suitably formal occasion. Mr Brogan won the prize for his study
of Kipling and Scouting (on which he had addressed the Society in February 1985).
Thanks to Ralph Lewis, it is now in print as Mowgli's Sons (Cape, 1987, £5.95;
paperback £3.95). We warmly recommend it.

A NOTE ON THE KIPLING SOCIETY
Head 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
Britain
Overseas
Individual Member
£12
£14
Junior Member (up to age 24)
£5
£5
Corporate Member
£20
£20
LITERARY AND OTHER CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE KIPLING JOURNAL
The Kipling Journal is essentially the Kipling Society's publication, and though the
Editor selects its contents with an eye to merit, originality and an interesting range of
topics, he will always allot some 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
must remind contributors of a factor which inevitably influences 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. Kipling touched the literary
and practical world at so many points that our terms of reference are broad.
Advertisements. We welcome regularly placed advertisements which are compatible
with the style of the Journal: for current rates, please enquire of the Editor.
The Editor's address is Weavers, Danes Hill, Woking, Surrey GU22 7HQ.

