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This Lavender Water advertisement, and also the advertisement for Pears' Soap on the
inner back cover of this issue, come from issues of the Illustrated London News of just a
century ago, 1887. By then A. & F. Pears were well established, soap-makers by
appointment to the Prince of Wales, and Kipling had referred to their products in "The
Post that Fitted" (1886)
[Of his modus operandi only this much I could gather:—
"Pears's shaving sticks will give you little taste and lots of lather."]
There is no connection between Samuel Sainsbury's pharmacy in the Strand,
established in 1839, and J. Sainsbury's grocery empire, a much later growth.

THE KIPLING SOCIETY
PRESIDENT

Sir Angus Wilson, C.B.E.
VICE-PRESIDENTS

Mrs M. Bagwell Purefoy
Joseph R. Dunlap, D.L.S.
Peter Bellamy
R. Lancelyn Green, B.LITT., M..A.
Rear-Admiral P. W. Brock, C.B., D.S.O. Mrs Ivy Morton
C. E. Carrington, M.c.
John Shearman
Mrs Anne Shelford
COUNCIL: ELECTED MEMBERS

G. C. G. Philo, C.M.G., M.C, K.M.N. (Chairman)
Richard O'Hagan (Deputy Chairman)
M. W. R. Lamb
Mrs Ann Parry
J. H. McGivering
J. M. Patrick
Spencer Maurice
J. R. Young
COUNCIL: HONORARY OFFICIAL MEMBERS

T. S. Bittleston, Treasurer
Mrs G. H. Newsom, Librarian
Mrs L. A. F. Lewis,
Sir Derek Oulton, K.C.B., Q.C.,
Meetings Secretary
Legal Adviser
G. H. Webb, C.M.G., O.B.E., Editor of the Journal
Norman Entract, Secretary [home telephone Haslemere (0428) 52709]
OFFICE

at the Royal Commonwealth Society, 18 Northumberland Avenue,
London WC2N 5BJ (telephone [on the R.C.S. exchange] 01-930 6733)
(The Secretary most usually attends the Office on Fridays.)
Honorary Auditor: Brendan Connolly, F.C.A.

MELBOURNE BRANCH, AUSTRALIA

President: Mrs Rosalind Kennedy,
26 Blake Street, Caulfield 3162, Victoria, Australia
Treasurer: D. P. Wallace Secretary: Walter Walker
VICTORIA BRANCH, BRITISH COLUMBIA, CANADA

President: Captain D. H. McKay,
Mizzentop, 10995 Boas Road, Sidney, British Columbia, Canada V8L
SECRETARIAT FOR NORTH AMERICA

Secretary: Professor Enamul Karim, Ph.D.,
Department of English, Rockford College, 5050 East State Street,
Rockford, Illinois 61101, U.S.A.

September 1987

KIPLING JOURNAL

5

SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
FORTHCOMING MEETINGS, 1987

Wednesday 21 October at 5.30 for 6 p.m., in the Westall Room
on the 4th floor of the Royal Commonwealth Society, 18
Northumberland Avenue, London WC2, the Society's Annual
General Meeting. There will be a cash bar.

Wednesday 11 November at 5.30 for 6 p.m., in the Westall Room
on the 4th floor of the Royal Commonwealth Society, Miss
A.M.D. Ashley on 'More Deadly than the Male?'*
* Please note that Dr Daniel Karlin, who was down to address
the Society on 11 November on Kipling: the Anglo-American
Writings, has arranged with us to defer this engagement till 20
April 1988, since he has been invited to deliver the British
Academy's Chatterton Lecture on 11 November.

MEETING DATES, 1988

Members may wish to note that the following dates have been
arranged for meetings next year, all on Wednesdays and all at
Brown's Hotel:- 17 February, 20 April, 20 July, 14 September.
Details will be given in later issues of the Kipling Journal.

ANNUAL LUNCHEON, 1988

Mr Philip Mason, C.I.E., O.B.E., has accepted our invitation to be
the Society's Guest of Honour at the next Annual Luncheon,
which will take place on Wednesday 4 May 1988. Details will be
given in the next issue of the Kipling Journal.
August 1987

NORMAN ENTRACT

ON THE IRRAWADDY. Detail from a painting by J. C. Burnie, courtesy of
A.G. McCrae, author of an article in this issue. The paddle-steamer is the Thooreah,
which took King Theebaw from Mandalay into exile in December 1885.
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EDITORIAL
Kipling had an uncanny knack of inventing phrases which later came
to seem simple, obvious, even proverbial, and which entered the
language. Still, I was surprised to be told that "the Seven Seas" was in
this category. Perhaps it is not. In the Collins English Dictionary and
Brewer's Dictionary of Phrase and Fable (though significantly not the
1894 edition) it appears, but without attribution.
My source is Peter Freuchen's popular but sensible Book of the
Seven Seas (Messner, New York, 1957). According to Freuchen, the
ancient Mediterranean-centred civilisation, for whom seven was a
symbolic number, purported to know of seven stretches of water,
such as the Mediterranean, the Red Sea and others: however, the
expression only came into modern use in 1896, upon the publication
of Kipling's immensely popular volume of verse, The Seven Seas.
Kipling's stature was then such that the appearance of his alliterative
book-title provoked geographers into creating the present list which,
though highly arbitrary, has since become generally accepted:- North
and South Atlantic, North and South Pacific, Arctic and Antarctic,
and Indian Ocean.
Freuchen's book incidentally recounts, at second-hand from a
magazine article of 1957, and with very marked reservations, the
story of a sailor named James Bartley, who was a member of the crew
of a whaling ship, Star of the East, and who was swallowed whole by a
whale they were hunting. The whale soon died of its harpoon wounds,
and the carcass was later picked up by the same ship. When Bartley
was cut out of its stomach, where he had lain for sixty hours, he was
alive though unconscious, and eventually he recovered, though
crazed in his mind. Since myths of the Jonah variety are deeply rooted
in human fantasy I dare say the story is apocryphal, but it reminded
me of a modern version of the myth, Kipling's Just So story originally
published in December 1897 with the title "How the Whale got his
Tiny Throat". The lesson of that story is that thanks to the Mariner's
grating (which stopped his 'ating') the whale is prevented from
"eating anything except very, very small fish"—and this last point is
widely believed. Much may depend on the type of whale—there are a
dozen or so to choose from—and it would be helpful to have the type
that is shown in two of Kipling's carefully drawn pictures identified.
However, whether Kipling would have been so sure about the
dimensions of the throat a year later is open to doubt.
In November 1898 he wrote a preface to F. T. Bullen's classic

September 1987

KIPLING JOURNAL

9

Cruise of the "Cachalot": Round the World After Sperm Whales,
describing the book as "immense—there is no other word...a new
world that you've opened the door to". Yet Bullen is more than once
emphatic that the whale's mouth was "manifestly intended for
greater things in the way of gastronomy than herrings" [chapter VI];
he himself had the fearful experience of looking down the throat of an
enraged whale that rammed and wrecked his boat, when
towering above me came the colossal head of the great creature...
Nor to this day can I understand how I escaped the portals of his
gullet... wide as a church door... [inducing] the horrible
anticipation of sliding down that awful, cavernous mouth.
[ch xv]
On another occasion he saw floating four-foot slabs of cuttlefish,
evidently vomited by a dying whale. From this he judged that a whale,
being unable, from only possessing teeth in one jaw, to masticate
his food, was compelled to tear it in sizable pieces [and] bolt it
whole. [ch VIII]
After these experiences he recalled with contempt that
last year a popular M.P., writing to one of the religious papers,
allowed himself to say that "science will not hear of a whale with
a gullet capable of admitting anything larger than a man's fist"—
a piece of crass ignorance, which is also perpetrated in the
appendix to a very widely-distributed edition of the Authorised
Version of the Bible. [ch XVI]
I look forward to hearing from a reader less crassly ignorant than I
am: is there an authentic case of a whale swallowing a man? I hardly
expect to hear of a man who survived it.
Speaking of survival after being eaten, I have coincidentally come
across something Kipling himself wrote on the subject, though it is
more relevant as a literary than as a scientific parallel. While thinking
about this editorial I happened to be reading The Story of a Surgeon
(Methuen, 1930), the autobiography of Sir John Bland-Sutton, the
distinguished medical man. Like Bullen's book, it has a prefatory
note by his close friend Kipling. Bland-Sutton was fascinated by
animals, and some of the book is about them. One incident,
concerning a snake and a frog, was derived from Kipling, who
"related it during lunch and wrote it afterwards on a slip of paper",
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from which Bland-Sutton quoted as follows:
At Bateman's—a Grass-Snake—the first seen in that garden,
swallowed a frog, was killed by the gardener; the frog forming a
perceptible bulge in the middle of the snake. Snake's head cut off
by the gardener, and with a little help, the frog slid out headfirst.
Marks of two fangs one on each side of the haunch, and body
plentifully lubricated with saliva. Otherwise no damage. Frog
emitted a low croak and was returned to his proper home among
the lilies in the pond.
Next day comes Grass-Snake's mate and was duly killed by the
gardener who had prophesied his/her coming. These were the
only snakes seen at Bateman's in the whole of 22 years.
(9 March 1925)
Bland-Sutton said he included the incident in his book as "a capital
example of note-taking which deserves to be studied, and imitated, by
Clinical Clerks and Dressers when recording 'cases' in the Wards".
From stomachs to gizzards being but a step, I will add that The
Story of a Surgeon supplements an amusing episode in Something of
Myself. In chapter VIII Kipling told how at Bateman's, after lunch one
Boxing Day, Bland-Sutton had discussed a lecture he had to give on
'Gizzards', and had debated the audibility of the stones grinding in a
fowl's crop. He had pressed Kipling to take him to the hen-house on
the farm, so as to catch a bird and hold it to his ear. They did all this.
Kipling's account emphasised the icy weather, the tenants'
assumption that he and his guest must be drunk, and the outrage of
the birds they caught, outrage which he shared as he walked back to
the house, "my ears alive with parasites".
Bland-Sutton, dating the incident at 1917, says that Kipling "was
keen for a demonstration", and after they "caught a complacent
cockerel, and ausculted the chest", Kipling was "not only satisfied
but interested", making the helpful suggestion that X-rays should
reveal the movement of the stones. A few days later, at the Middlesex
Hospital, a "hired" fowl was X-rayed by Bland-Sutton, "without
distress" and with useful results.
How revealing it often is to obtain a binocular view of the same
event. In fact Kipling's veneration for medical research (in which
even the hens played a part) was profound. In 1923, as guest of
honour of the Royal College of Surgeons at their Annual Dinner,
proposing the health of their President, Bland-Sutton, he extolled
their endless quest for knowledge as "virtue not reached or
maintained except by a life's labour, a life's single-minded devotion".

THE WHALE "SMILER" drawn by Kipling for Just So Stories, about to swallow Able Seaman Bivvens.
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"PROOFS OF HOLY WRIT"
KIPLING'S VALEDICTORY STATEMENT ON ART
by JOHN COATES
[Dr J. D. Coates, now a lecturer in Literature at Hull, graduated in English at
Cambridge and gained his Ph.D. at Exeter. He is a member of the Kipling Society, and
wrote for our September 1980 issue an article on "Failure and Success of Civilisation in
Puck of Pook's Hill". More recently, in the Kipling numbers of English Literature in
Transition reviewed in our December 1986 issue, he contributed an article, "Thor and
Tyr: Sacrifice, Necessary Suffering and the Battle against Disorder in Rewards and
Fairies".
He has also published on Shakespeare, Coleridge and Lamb. However he is mainly
interested in the Victorian and Edwardian periods, and has placed articles on
Thackeray, Browning, Trollope, Bulwer-Lytton, Wilkie Collins, Walter Pater and
Chesterton as well as Kipling. His book, Chesterton and the Edwardian Cultural Crisis,
appeared in 1984.
Here he looks at a story of Kipling's, "Proofs of Holy Writ", which is exceptionally
good and exceptionally little known, being written too late for inclusion in the
standard editions. It appeared in the Strand Magazine of April 1934 (and was reprinted
by the same periodical in December 1947), and was collected in the Sussex Edition, and
republished in the Kipling Journal of December 1965; but it became much more widely
accessible when Roger Lancelyn Green included it in his anthology, Rudyard Kipling:
Stories & Poems (Dent, Everyman's Library, 1970), and this is the edition to which Dr
Coates refers.
The story largely consists of a supposed conversation between Ben Jonson and
William Shakespeare in the orchard of New Place, Stratford, in 1610 or 1611. During
their talk it emerges that Shakespeare has been consulted by Miles Smith, one of the
translators of the Authorised Version of the Bible then under preparation, to improve
the quality and power of its English. Thereupon Shakespeare and Jonson work over
some verses of Isaiah which have been sent to Shakespeare in proof, for his
amendments. Their discussion of the choice of words is at the heart of the story, though
there is also a wider philosophical theme.
John Buchan, who rated "Proofs of Holy Writ" as Kipling's best story, had had an
initial connection with it (according to Hilton Brown's prefatory note to the Strand
reprint of 1947). At a meeting at a luncheon club, Buchan had suggested that behind
the magnificent language of the Authorised Version might have been the influence of
some of the great men of letters of the day, such as Shakespeare and Jonson:
whereupon Kipling said, "That's an idea." The next stage appears to have been a talk
with George Saintsbury (1845-1933), on 30 January 1932 while Kipling was staying in
Bath: from Something of Myself we know that Saintsbury gave him "inestimable help"
with the story. He began to write it on 5 February 1932, but did not finish it till August
1933.—Ed]
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"Proofs of Holy Writ", Kipling's last important story, despite the
fact that it did not appear in any of his collections, has been much
praised and enjoyed. It is arguable that the praise was wide of the
mark, the enjoyment unconnected with serious literary qualities. The
story reflects, typically, the scholarly interests of Kipling's late
period, those increasingly learned tastes which were partly the growth
and partly the cause of his friendship with George Saintsbury.1 It
would certainly be foolish to suggest that antiquarian interests in late
Kipling were necessarily a sign of a loss of creative power. Such
interests vary in their intrinsic quality and in the use to which he put
them. There is, for example, a world of difference between the
parodies of Horace, and the use of medieval material in "Dayspring
Mishandled" [Limits and Renewals].
Nevertheless, a picture of Shakespeare and Ben Jonson in "its
relaxed atmosphere of peace in the shady garden of old age"—as
Roger Lancelyn Green puts it2—in which the two old friends discuss
the rendering of a passage for the forthcoming Authorised Version,
comparing it with earlier versions and with the Vulgate, might well
seem to lack artistic concentration and fictional interest. "Proofs of
Holy Writ" might plausibly be viewed as a diversion by and for an
elderly bookman. It is in these terms that it is dismissed by Angus
Wilson:
It is the sort of piece of old-fashioned dons' recreation which is
usually called "delightful"; and so it is, but no more.3
The piece, besides, could be said to lack originality. The
conversation of Jonson and Shakespeare seems to draw on the by
now traditional picture, originally given by Fuller in The Worthies of
England (1662). Clearly Kipling has derived an important element of
the exchange between the two playwrights from Fuller's description
of how they joined battle:
like a Spanish great galleon and an English man-of-war; Master
Jonson...was built far higher in learning, but slow in his
performances. Shakespeare...lesser in bulk but light in sailing
could turn with all tides, tack about and take advantage of all
winds.4
This is obviously an important element in the picture Kipling
presents. The point is that it is only one element.
Once this preliminary point about the groundwork of Kipling's
characterisation in "Proofs of Holy Writ" has been made, it is
possible to see how much more subtle and serious a piece of short
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fiction it is than its use of a traditional model would at first suggest.
Nominally a comparison of different translations, concerned with
certain finer points in the rendering of Latin into English, it is,
essentially, a study of the nature of art and of the artist. Handling a
subject which, above many others, might easily lend itself to windy
affirmations and turgid generalities, it does not put a foot wrong.
"Proofs of Holy Writ" manages to be serious, and at the same time
delicate and tactful.
The conversation opens with the briefest of introductions, which
nevertheless indicates more than a mere difference in physique
between the two men. Jonson's "broad face blotched and scarred",
the way he "puffed a little as he came to rest" 5 , are contrasted with
Shakespeare's easy picking of an apple from the grass, and relaxed
taking up of the thread of talk. An important nuance in the dialogue
is the presence or absence of peace of mind. One man, we are to feel,
has it. The other has not. Drawing on Conversations with Drummond
of Hawthornden, Kipling sketches Jonson's feuds with rival poets
such as Dekker and Marston. Why, Shakespeare asks, does he
"waste time fighting atomies who do not come up to your bellybutton?" 6
Jonson insists that he finds it stimulating:
"You'd be better for a tussle or two." 7
Here occurs Kipling's first significant alteration of his sources. In
Timber or Discoveries Jonson's criticism of Shakespeare's plays had
been one of lack of economy,
wherein he flowed with that facility, that sometimes it was
necessary he should be stopped.8
In "Proofs of Holy Writ", this is deliberately reversed (although one
might note the much less familiar view of a contemporary, Leonard
Digges, that Jonson's Sejanus was "laboured" and tedious as
Shakespeare describes it in "Proofs of Holy Writ"). 9 Shakespeare
remarks of Jonson's Bartholomew Fair:
"It creaks like an overloaded haywain... You give too much." 10
This reversal is, perhaps, an important clue to the meaning of the
story. Kipling makes Shakespeare, both here and elsewhere in the
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tale, tend to that stringent economy which, after about 1900, was his
own firmest conviction about the art of writing—
In an auspicious hour, read your final draft and consider
faithfully every paragraph, sentence and word, blacking out
where requisite. Let it lie by to drain as long as possible. At the
end of that time, re-read and you should find that it will bear a
second shortening.11
The implication of the alteration of the source seems inescapable.
Kipling is offering not only this, but several other of his views of art,
through the mouth of Shakespeare as he has drawn him. Shakespeare
takes issue with Jonson not only as a diffuse author but as a highbrow
with a self-conscious mission to improve the intellectual level of the
public:
"They should be taught, then—taught."
"Always that? What's your commission to enlighten us?"12
Jonson is the exponent of the teaching role of art, of an art
demanding in its attitude to its audience, priding itself on the
originality of its conceptions and on its laborious and thorough
construction. Art ought, it appears, to show its pains. It should be
strenuous, cerebral and architectonic:
"I deny nothing of my brain-store to my lines. I—I build up my
own works throughout."13
(Through the piece, the hint of shortness of breath or puffing, in
Jonson's speech rhythm, recalls that initial or possibly spiritual lack
of ease.) Jonson insists that he is continually breaking new ground.
Shakespeare, it appears significantly, rejects the continual need to be
original as a necessary adjunct to the artist's task. Jonson urges, and
Shakespeare denies, the need for a careful scholarly accuracy in
attempts to recreate past times, events or characters, as in "my
Sejanus, of which the mob was unworthy".14
It is this last challenge to Shakespeare's approach and temper on
which the story turns, since its subject essentially is, through
translation, the problem of cultural continuity. The contrast between
the two is not meant to be a simple one of highbrow and lowbrow, or
a self-consciously intellectual art as opposed to an instinctive craft of
the theatre. Shakespeare remarks, at the start of the story, in a
glancing way which might easily be missed, that one of his four
reasons for avoiding a quarrel with Jonson is simply "betterment of
this present age",15 a hint that he has in fact deeper ends in view,
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although, unlike Jonson, he does not choose to be articulate and
programmatic about them. The opening of the dialogue is a gentle yet
effective critique of a magisterial view of the nature and function of
art.
The first point Shakespeare, and through him Kipling, makes is
that the artist as teacher, corrector of morals and manners,
maintainer and promoter of cultural standards, enjoys no peace,
since his ostensible aims prevent his examining his own touchiness
and amour-propre, ministering to which is perhaps his principal
motive. As a stance, the magisterial 'intellectual' position is
ineffective since it solicits ridicule. When Jonson offers, as his
"commission" to instruct,
"My own learning which I have heaped up, lifelong... My assured
knowledge, also, of my craft and art",
the reply is definitive:
"The one sure road to mockery."16
Shakespeare is rarely quite as sharp as this. In fact it is part of
Kipling's approach to make him pull his punches. Throughout the
exchange with Jonson he reminds him, from time to time, that the
bottle is at his elbow. There is a suggestion of a pervasive kindliness,
but also of tact in plying his guest with drink. Jonson recognises the
"bribery" but notwithstanding, it is effective. The edge of a potential
quarrel is blunted.
Yet the point about Jonson's self-deception loses nothing in
acuteness. He complains bitterly that Dekker has referred to him as a
"hodman" because his stepfather was a bricklayer. Shakespeare
reminds him that he shows the mentality of a builder, brick by brick,
in his plays. When later, Jonson scornfully remarks that the divine,
Miles Smith, was the son of a butcher, the response is a polite "Is it
so?"17—an obvious if understated reaction.
Skilfully and in a brief space, Kipling sketches Shakespeare's
relationships, with Miles Smith, with Dick Burbage who has taken
the leading role in his plays, with the servant who has brought Smith's
request for help, and with Jonson. The common factors in all of them
are a human interest and a quiet indulgence. Something is implied in
his motioning the drunken servant to stretch himself on the grass;
more in his remark that
"Yon's a business I've neglected all this day for thy fat sake—and
he by so much the drunker." 18
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It seems that he has been treating him as he has been treating Jonson,
calming the boredom of one and the exacerbated vanity of the other,
by the same means. He wishes, too, to spare the tipsy messenger an
interrogation from his friend, in whom "a nosing Justice of the
Peace" 19 was lost. After these little hints of any easy, accommodating
temper, it seems natural and of a piece to learn that the
characterisation and the themes of some of his major plays were
responses to the personal and acting needs of Burbage:
"...my Hamlet that I botched for him when he had staled of our
Kings... And when poor Dick was at odds with the world in
general and womenkind in special, I clapped him up my Lear for
a vomit... And when he'd come out of his whoremongering
aftermaths of repentance I served him my Macbeth to toughen
him..." 20
Shakespeare's tolerance, his refusal to judge, is most marked in the
case of "the most learned divine, Miles Smith of Brazen Nose
College". Jonson is quick to detect a slight, which Shakespeare
characteristically passes over, in this personage's having "withheld
his name" on the outside of his letter. Smith is something of a test. A
pompous academic, in whom Jonson can see only vanity and
pretension, he has been touched by Macbeth's lines beginning,
"Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow". As Shakespeare recalls,
"He said they were, to his godly apprehension, a parable, as it
might be, of his reverend self, going down darkling to his tomb
'twixt cliffs of ice and iron." 21
The function of art, it is inferred, is to touch the egotism or speak to
the hidden fears of such a complacent minor functionary as Smith.
Where Jonson's scolding and correcting would have merely
antagonised Smith and his like, Shakespeare's conception of art
allows of the possibility of contact. It also gives the reason for his
advice being sought over the translation of a passage of Isaiah.
Clearly then, the act of translation upon which "Proofs of Holy
Writ" turns takes place in an emotional context. Shakespeare's
understanding of the text has been carefully prepared for, connected
as it is with his sympathy with all kinds of men. Two points are,
perhaps, most noticeable about his method: his reliance on what he
calls his "Demon", and his sympathetic, imaginatively interpretative
manner of approaching Isaiah. The "Demon", of course, forcibly
recalls Kipling himself:
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My Daemon was with me in the Jungle Books, Kim and both Puck
books, and good care I took to walk delicately, lest he should
withdraw... When your Daemon is in charge, do not try to think
consciously. Drift, wait and obey.22
Shakespeare's reverence for his "Demon" ("Quiet, man!" said he.
"I wait on my Demon!") is combined with a somewhat ruthless use of
Jonson's learning. This he battens on, in the course of his translation,
avoiding any slips of verbal accuracy in the rendering, while
transmuting and revitalising the whole by a grasping at the inward
spirit of what Isaiah is saying. He conceives the Prophet as in a
dramatic role:
"...what's the colour and use of this cursed caligo, Ben?—'Et
caligo populos'. "
" 'Mistiness' or, as in Pliny, 'blindness'. And further—"
"No-o... 'Shadow' and 'mist' are not men enough for this
work... Blindness, did ye say, Ben?...The blackness of blindness
atop of mere darkness?"23
The whole effort amounts to a welding together of information,
itself the fruit of reading and of the collection and collating of
authorities, through an instinctive grasp of the personality behind the
words, and of the occasion of their utterance:
"But Isaiah's prophesying, with the storm behind him. Can ye
not feel it, Ben? It must be 'shall'." 24
Shakespeare, when called upon to interpret the past, makes use of the
nearest approximation in the present. Thus, when he had had to
translate Ezekiel "making mock of fallen Tyrus in his twenty-seventh
chapter",
"I took it to the Bank—four o'clock of a summer morn; stretched
out in one of our wherries—and watched London, Port and
Town, up and down the river, waking all arrayed to heap more
upon evident excess."25
Coupled with this reliance on intuition is an exacting care for
sound and cadence. Throughout his joint exercise with Jonson, he is
continually repeating and assessing verbal rhythms, the alignment
and fall of the spoken word. He cares little or nothing for the terms of
rhetoric used to describe these effects, for the apparatus of criticism.
To Jonson's reproach that he does not know "the names of the tools
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of his trade", of "the measures and pulses of strung words",
Shakespeare replies that it is his business to create, his friend's to
label:
"I beget some such stuff and send it to you to christen." 26
One intriguing point about the portrait of the ideal artist (for that is
what it surely is) which Kipling offers, is the contrast between
Shakespeare's personal lack of egotism, his relaxed, undemanding
attitudes to friends or casual contacts, and the way in which he
stiffens into a rigorous hardness in the service of his "Demon". This,
it is clear, brings him on to a higher level of consciousness. When he
has translated the passage he falls back into a benign quietude,
encouraging Jonson to talk about his theories and grievances.
Yet the two qualities of the artist, the human sympathy and the
"Demon", are shown as clearly related. And lying behind them both,
and perhaps feeding both kinds of sympathy, are a sense of the losses
time has brought ("I've gained and lost enough—lost enough."), 27 a
curious lack of interest in whether the work he has produced will
endure, and a sorrowful envy of Marlowe, the lost friend killed "when
all the world was young", his only possible rival. (These dispositions
may, perhaps, be a slight allusion to some of Kipling's concerns, the
loss of two children, and the early death of his great friend Wolcott
Balestier.)
"Proofs of Holy Writ" is important for what it suggests of
Kipling's view of the art of writing, in his valediction to it. It
supplements, in a significant way, the notion of the "daemon" which
in the canonical account, in Something of Myself, is somewhat
unsatisfactory. There the impression is one of a wilful irrationalism,
of letting oneself be taken over, almost of a kind of automatic writing,
in which the individual personality is nothing, the "daemon"
everything. "Proofs of Holy Writ" corrects this. The 'Shakespearian'
quality of day-to-day personal response, by freeing the artist from
vanity and self-concern, allows him to receive the "daemon". In
another sense it is the "daemon", since the sympathy, diffused in
mundane acts of tact, in a concentrated form is the energy of artistic
creation.
Both aspects of the 'Shakespearian' mind, the mind of the ideal
artist Kipling aspired to be, are alien to the Jonsonian temper, the
judging, categorising, theorising intellect. It has been pointed out that
Kipling remained until his last years ill-at-ease with intellectuals,28
with the academic and literary world which included many of his
bitterest critics. In "Proofs of Holy Writ", the animosity he felt
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towards them has modulated into a gentler and more cogently
expressed attitude. The figure of Jonson is not a lampoon on the
critical intellectual temper, but an attempt to put it literally in its
place: a place assistant but definitely inferior to artistic creation.
The resulting piece of short fiction has a control of tone, not
perhaps usually associated with Kipling. Its creation of character,
atmosphere and period, its convincing, unpretentious sketch of
creation in act, its deeper seriousness, blend with its surface pleasures,
the portrait of two old friends nodding in a shady garden, the mellow
civilised tone. After so many stories involving reconciliation in his
last period, it is fitting that Kipling should have reconciled art and
intellectualism, himself and his critics.
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THE OLD FLOTILLA, NOVEMBER 1885
Sketch by J.C. Burnie, courtesy of A.G. McCrae. Paddle-steamers of the Irrawaddy Flotilla Company
mustering down-river to take on troops in preparation for the passage from Rangoon to Mandalay in
the invasion of Upper Burma. The expeditionary force and all its equipment were embarked on vessels
such as these. Some were very capacious: one large three-decker, the Thooreah, with its accompanying
'flats', took no fewer than 2,100 soldiers on board. See frontispiece and pp 22-25.
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KIPLING'S 'OLD FLOTILLA'
by A. G. McCRAE
[Alister McCrae, C.B.E., a member of this Society, now living in retirement in Scotland,
had a long and notable career in shipping, and in dock and harbour management, from
1927 when he joined Hendersons, Glasgow shipowners, till 1977 when he retired as
Chairman of the Clyde Port Authority. He had a long connection with Burma and
many years residence there, joining the Irrawaddy Flotilla Company in 1933 and (after
wartime service as a colonel of Indian Engineers) rising to be Manager of that company
in 1947. His writings on Burma were reviewed in our issue of March 1984.
Burma, in its British period, seemed to win conspicuous and unashamedly
sentimental devotion from many who went to work there. Kipling, whose own
experience of Burma amounted to three days in 1889, put into magical words some of
the expatriates' intense but inarticulate feelings about the country. He struck the
effective note from the start, with short stories and verse about the Third Burmese War
and its long-drawn military aftermath; while in "Mandalay" he achieved an
incomparable expression of nostalgia for that beautiful land.—Ed]

During the Second Burmese War of 1852 the Governor-General of
India, Lord Dalhousie, paid a visit to Rangoon and observed a
serious problem of communication with the new frontier station of
Thayetmyo, some 300 miles up the Irrawaddy. He ordered a small
flotilla of four river paddle-steamers and four flats (covered barges)
to be sent over to Burma from the flotillas of the Bengal Marine.
Manned by British deck and engineer officers, with ratings from
the Chittagong District, this Irrawaddy Flotilla maintained the vital
link for twelve years. By that time the new Province of British Burma
had been created, uniting the three annexed Burmese provinces of
Arakan, Tenasserim and Pegu; the annexations had left the Burmese
Royal House with a landlocked Upper Burma, but still a land rich in
natural resources, ruled wisely by their succeeding king, Mindon.
The Chief Commissioner of British Burma, Colonel (later Sir)
Arthur Phayre, took the view that trade with Upper Burma would
only flourish if the country's artery, the Irrawaddy, had a much larger
fleet of steamers, and that it should be run by private enterprise. He
put the Irrawaddy Flotilla up for sale in 1864, and it went to a British
firm of teak and rice merchants, Todd, Findlay and Company of
Moulmein and Rangoon. Soon, however, James Todd in Burma was
appealing to his Chairman in Glasgow, Thomas Findlay, for
considerable amounts of capital for replacement and expansion of his
ageing little fleet.
Findlay approached James Galbraith of Henderson and
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Company, the Glasgow shipowners who traded to Burma, and Peter
Denny of the Dumbarton shipbuilders; and the Irrawaddy Flotilla &
Burmese Steam Navigation Company Limited was formed in 1865
and registered in Scotland. The agency of the new company was
placed with Todd, Findlay in Burma and P. Henderson & Company
in Glasgow, with James Galbraith the Managing Director. Galbraith
soon had the new company on the route to success, ploughing back
profits into new steamers and flats, and sending British officers out to
Burma to man the growing fleet. He also sent one of his young men
from the Henderson Glasgow office, George Swann, telling the
Todd, Findlay agency that "he knows the way I like your books for
the Company kept". Swann soon rose to be Manager of the agency,
and presented the Directors in Glasgow with a plan for expansion of
the fleet, which led to the raising of more capital. A prospectus gave
an account of their first ten years of trading, and the importance of
the acquisition of the Dalla Dockyard in Rangoon from the
Government. The fleet in 1875 comprised ten paddle-steamers and
sixteen flats; none of the original Government vessels remained.
The prospectus drew attention to "the potential for future trading
and monopolising the river trade, previously conducted by an
estimated 25,000 native country boats ... the fleet now navigates the
Irrawaddy for 1000 miles, from Rangoon to Bhamo, close to the
frontier of China and a great depot of trade with Yunan conveyed by
trains of mule caravans." With a commercial treaty between the
Chief Commissioner and the Burmese King Mindon concluded, the
steamer service had been extended to the new capital of Upper
Burma, Mandalay, and a service opened from there on to Bhamo. In
presenting new Articles of Association to broaden the base of a new
Company, the name, as from January 1876, was changed to simply
'Irrawaddy Flotilla Company Limited'. Swann became the Manager
of the new company, now an independent establishment—Todd,
Findlay having found it expedient to resign the agency.
The death of King Mindon in 1878 brought to an end the years of
stability in Upper Burma. From his forty-eight sons a minor prince
succeeded him, placed on the throne by the intrigue of one Queen
who married the new King Thebaw [or Theebaw] to her daughter
Supaya-lat. There followed a bloodbath of other princes, and British
protests which led to the closing of the Residency in Mandalay in
1879. But relations between King Thebaw and the Irrawaddy Flotilla
Company were maintained on friendly terms by frequent visits to the
Burmese capital by Swann and his Assistant Manager, Frederick
Kennedy, despite many diplomatic problems which arose from the
misrule of Thebaw's government.
Kennedy, who went out to Burma to join Swann in 1877 from
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Edinburgh, where he had been employed by the London &
Edinburgh Shipping Company, was in charge in Burma in 1885 when
disagreements between the British Commissioner of Lower Burma
and the Mandalay regime came to a head. He had already proved
himself to be even more an expansionist than Swann, and the river
fleet had grown by then to thirty-nine steamers and sixty-five flats;
and many of the paddlers were leviathans of 310 feet in length.
During 1885 there was much diplomatic activity in King Thebaw's
Burma, with the French Consul conducting a campaign of intrigue to
further French interests. Trumped-up charges against the British
timber company, the Bombay Burmah Trading Corporation, were
strongly contested by the Commissioner, but to no avail: and trade
was constantly being frustrated by absence of law and order. It was all
too much for Victorian Britain and her subjects in Burma, and the
Commissioner was instructed to deliver an ultimatum to the King.
This task was entrusted to the Irrawaddy Flotilla Company and
carried out by a senior Captain, who awaited the reply at Mandalay
for a week, before receiving a refusal to concede to the British
demands. In the meantime Kennedy had been requested to embark a
large force already under orders at Calcutta and Madras. In the event
10,000 soldiers, 7,000 camp followers, 500 mules and two mountain
batteries of artillery were taken up river. A short sharp engagement
with Burmese forces took place at Minhla, near the frontier, but
Mandalay was taken with little delay, and King Thebaw and Queen
Supaya-lat were removed by the Company's steamer Thooreah to
Rangoon, from where they were taken to exile in India.
A few weeks later, in January 1886, Upper Burma was annexed,
and the Viceroy of India, Lord Dufferin, visited the latest acquisition
to the Empire. With the Commander-in-Chief, India—General (later
Field Marshal) Roberts—they were taken up to Mandalay by Flotilla
Company steamer, accompanied by Swann and Kennedy, both of
whom were invested by the Viceroy as Companions of the Order of
the Indian Empire. But it was to be some five years before peace was
restored to Upper Burma, armed groups of soldiery and dacoits
meanwhile roaming the country. The occupation force had also to
cope with the Burma climate, responsible for more casualties
than the numerous actions to put down those lawless elements.
Yet by 1888 the Company's fleet had rapidly expanded to no fewer
than eighty-one steamers, some twenty of which were screw-driven
vessels for the Irrawaddy Delta services, and over one hundred flats.
Trade in Lower Burma had grown apace after the annexation, and
the trade with Upper Burma gradually increased as law and order
were restored. Reporting in 1889, the Directors of the Company were
proudly proclaiming that "there is no such river fleet in the world".
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In From Sea to Sea Kipling called the Irrawaddy "the River of the
Lost Footsteps—the road that so many, many men of my acquaintance had travelled, never to return, within the past three years".
From the steamer taking him from Calcutta to Rangoon in that same
year, 1889, he first saw the Shwedagon Pagoda, "overlooking
everything". To him, "it seemed to explain all about Burma—why
the boys had gone north and died, why the troopers bustled to and
fro, and why the steamers of the Irrawaddy Flotilla lay like blackbacked gulls upon the water". And later, "I had reached the fringe of
the veil that hides Upper Burma, and I would have given much to
have gone up the river and seen a score of old friends, now jungleworn men of war...".
He wrote that his sojourn in Rangoon was "countable by hours",
and his subsequent visit to Moulmein appears to have been equally
short. All the more remarkable that from no more than perhaps three
days in all in the two Lower Burma towns he should have given us one
of his masterpieces, "Mandalay"—for he never saw Burma again.
Come you back to Mandalay,
Where the old Flotilla lay:
Can't you 'ear their paddles chunkin'
from Rangoon to Mandalay?
Kipling has made the Irrawaddy Flotilla Company immortal.
Although on its own remarkable record it became world-famous,
memories have faded in the forty years since the Company was
nationalised after Burmese independence in 1948. Between the two
World Wars the fleet had grown to 650 vessels, close on 300 being
steamers, with five dockyards at Rangoon, Mandalay and Moulmein.
Employees numbered over 12,000, and indirect employment
throughout the country several thousand more. When the Japanese
invaded Burma in 1941/42, and the hard-pressed British forces fell
back on India, many of the Company's vessels were systematically
scuttled to deny their use to the invader; sadly, this constituted a blow
from which, even after the reconquest of Burma in 1945, the
Company never really recovered. Now, in the 1980s, river services are
carried on by a Government organisation, still in the livery of the
"old Flotilla", but neither that nor the scale of operation begins to
reflect the subject of Kipling's famous verse.
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BOOK REVIEWS
(1) A BOOK ABOUT KIPLING
[Philip Mason can hardly need introducing to any of our readers—not just because he
twice reviewed books for us last year (June and September 1986) but rather because of
the distinguished list of books to his own credit, several of which reflect his deep
knowledge of the Indian subcontinent. He is also, of course, the author of Kipling: The
Glass, The Shadow and The Fire (Cape, 1975).—Ed.]

PALM TO PINE: Rudyard Kipling Abroad and at Home
by Marghanita Laski (Sidgwick& Jackson, 1987); 192 pp;
lavishly illustrated; ISBN 0-283-99422-3; hardback; £13.95.

FROM

In 1974, Marghanita Laski published Kipling's English History, a
collection of poems linked by her commentary. These had first been
read by various voices, as a radio programme. The purpose was to
introduce one aspect of Kipling to a generation who had grown up
without knowing him, and it was admirably conceived and carried
out. She has since made two similar radio programmes, of which one,
Round the World with Kipling, formed a basis for this book.
It is virtually a life of Kipling, but with an emphasis on places and
travel. There is such diversity in Kipling that there is clear advantage
in focussing on one aspect, but 'travel' is not so happy a choice as
history. He was always in search of roots, whether in a place or in a
secure circle of friends and equals, but the personal was more
important than the local. The restlessness was a symptom.
Chesterton, in Heretics (1905), found in Kipling a globe-trotting
cosmopolitan, not truly English because he thought of England as a
place, a place among other places—in contrast to the deeply rooted
Englishman, to whom there is only 'home' and 'abroad'. This was
true, at that time, so far as it went, though he became as much rooted
in Sussex as it was in his nature to be. To me, as to Chesterton, the
globe-trotter is one of the less attractive aspects of Kipling.
One slightly confusing result of this emphasis is that the story goes
backwards and forwards in time, following up one aspect of the life
and starting again, some years earlier, in the next chapter. There are
also some slips, particularly over Indian names. It is sad to find Kim's
Mahbub Ali turned into Mahbud; Mahbub is from an Arabic root
and means 'Beloved'. Adam Strickland's bearer was Imam Din, not
Iman. Kim's Rissaldar is barely recognisable as a 'sepoy sergeant'—
something indescribably and immeasurably less! Bimi was an
orang-outang, not a chimpanzee. This is perhaps to cavil; there is
much to applaud, notably the writer's recognition of the gap between
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the best work and the worst, her firm refusal to apply the standards of
today to an age that has gone, and her determination to judge on
artistic grounds only.
Another merit is her recognition of her idiosyncrasies for what they
are. She is not happy with the Jungle Books because they do not do
justice to animals; the wolves are not wolves but people. This of
course is true, and others—a few—-have felt the same. But to me, and
to many thousands of others, it does not matter; Mowgli's adventures
are not a treatise on natural history but in the first place an entrancing
story and, as the reader grows older, a fable that tells a great deal of
what Kipling thought about democracy and leadership, about the
mysterious need for sacrifice—"By the Bull that bought me" is
Mowgli's solemn oath—and about the nature of women. "Shere
Khan might have faced Father Wolf, but he could not stand up
against Mother Wolf." Here Kipling's Daemon was altogether in
charge and the story came bubbling up from the subconscious
without obstruction.
That, too, seems to me the case with most of the Puck stories. But
Marghanita Laski is worried by the children, who seem to her dull
and obtuse, and she asks what is the use of going back in time if you
are magicked out of remembering what you have seen and heard. But
again, this is not a history lesson: Puck—the Faun, as Parnesius calls
him—the children and Hobden link the past with the present and
with a familiar landscape, and tie the whole book to earth.
I have already argued elsewhere that towards the end of his life
Kipling became convinced of the value of suffering, particularly of
suffering for someone else ("The Wish House", "The Church that
was at Antioch", "The Gardener", "Friendly Brook", "Uncovenanted Mercies")—an ultimately Christian value—though he
never accepted Christian dogma. I think he was always a believer in
something, and towards the end an unconscious Christian, like his
own Valens. Miss Laski prefers him to be agnostic.
I should have liked more discussion of the death of Wolcott
Balestier, and the change from "dear lad" to "dear lass" in the poem
generally known as "The Long Trail". And surely one reason why
"The Mark of the Beast" seemed to many people so shocking was the
torture—particularly the torture of a leper by heated gun-barrels.
Altogether, the charge of cruelty is rather lightly dismissed.
But Miss Laski and I agree on much more than divides us,
particularly on Kipling's ability to get inside the skin of other people,
and on the mistake of attributing to him all the opinions expressed by
his characters. This is an honest book, and he was so complex that
every honest book throws light on some aspect of his personality.
PHILIP MASON
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(2) THE MACDONALD FAMILY
[Meryl Macdonald, otherwise Mrs M. M. Bendle, is a writer, broadcaster and lecturer
who has frequently contributed to the Kipling Journal: indeed there is a letter from her
in this issue. She has made a special study of Kipling's cars and car tours, and is the
author of Kipling the Motoring Man. For writing this review she was an obvious choice,
not least in being herself a Macdonald in direct succession from George Browne
Macdonald, whose many children included the famous four 'Macdonald sisters'. One
of their brothers, the Reverend Frederic William Macdonald (1842-1928), was her
grandfather, since one of his sons (Ronald, 1886-1971) was her father. Meryl and her
brother Michael are the only two Macdonalds of their generation to have had any
issue: hence the wry comment at the end of the review.—Ed.]

VICTORIAN SISTERS by Ina Taylor (Weidenfeld &
Nicolson, 1987); xix +215 pp including notes, index,
&c; illustrations; ISBN 0-297-79065-X; hardback; £14.95.
Even after an interval of a quarter of a century and with fresh material
to call upon, Ina Taylor sets herself a daunting task in following
A. W. Baldwin's excellent biography, The Macdonald Sisters, with her
own Victorian Sisters, in the knowledge that the author of the original
work was a descendant of one of them.
Scarcely less daunting, I submit, is the task of another descendant
asked to write a review of the second biography while still in thrall to
the first! For it was Windham Baldwin's book that had aroused my
interest in my great-aunts. Reading about their romantic lives—at a
time when the bottom had fallen out of mine—had been the answer
to an insomniac's prayer. I found it all utterly fascinating; not least
the fact that they "wrote things" too. But it left me wanting to
know more.
Now, thanks to Ina Taylor's illuminating, down-to-earth
biography, I do. And, inevitably, some of my long-cherished
romantic images of the sisters have gone for ever. But there are still
tantalising grey areas surrounding two of them: Agnes and Louisa.
Was it hypochondria that made a virtual invalid of Louie after the
birth of her only child—while yet living to be eighty—largely isolated
from, and envious of, her sisters' more exciting milieux? I find it
difficult to reconcile her gentle, introspective character with the child
who had a penchant for dead mice, stuffing one particularly pleasing
specimen all by herself, even to sewing on beads for its eyes; only
to lose her handiwork to the cat whom she could not resist teasing
with it!
Neither was Alice squeamish, when it came to baking a mouse pie
or having a tooth out with the aid of the latest electric shock
treatment. But she was less sensitive than the others—except in the
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matter of her age—and would close her mind to whatever (or
whoever) did not please her; as in her rejection of her brother Harry
the day he sailed for America.
Alice was the eldest, who led with her tongue and was forever
getting engaged "to some strange cad or other", according to Edith,
the youngest sister. Edith never married—and lived the longest for
her abstention. She had a way with words, too. They all had. On
marriage, "an ideal never lived up to"; on an old maid, "a woman
who has missed much and escaped much"; and on politicians, having
lived in the same house as two of them, she had some pungent
comments to make. They all appeared in her booklet, Thoughts on
Many Themes—not 'Things'. (There is another error on page 168:
Josephine Kipling was six when she died, not eight.)
Agnes was the prettiest sister. She also had a gift for repartee but
without Alice's cutting edge. She collected proposals like visiting
cards (which earned her a lecture from the much-engaged Alice about
leading men on!) and, ultimately, a husband who was able to give her
everything except that which she most needed: a demonstrative
affection.
But it was the steadfast little Georgie who married first, a month
short of her twentieth birthday, after being engaged to her Ned
(Burne-Jones) for four years. Theirs should have been an idyllic
partnership—she moulded her life around him and his work—if only
he had not become romantically entangled with one of his models.
Georgie forgave him; and went on forgiving and supporting her
wayward (and now famous) husband. But she developed her own
circle of friends (among them George Eliot who once referred to her
as "dear little Epigram") and threw herself wholeheartedly into the
new socialist cause—"going like a flame through the village" were
her husband's admiring words on her successful candidature for the
Rottingdean Parish Council. Feminism, however, never found
favour with her. Throughout her long life, Kipling's "beloved Aunt"
retained her integrity and her faith and was the focal point for all
branches of the Macdonald family.
Alice was twenty-eight before she married, and then she could not
get away fast enough: to India and her new life as Mrs John Kipling.
She showed no regrets at leaving her family, either, and for years
afterwards there was a coolness between her and the others,
exacerbated, on her return Home for the birth of her second child, by
the unsocial behaviour of her first (young Ruddy), left in their care.
I had often wondered why Alice and John chose to retire to the
depths of chilly Wiltshire when they finally settled in England. It was,
apparently, in order to have aristocratic neighbours: the Wyndhams,
under whose roof the recently-widowed John Kipling was to die some
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years later. So Alice must have made headway there. I can more
readily understand her wish to have her maiden name carved on her
tombstone, for one so proud of her ancestry. It is an old Scottish
custom. (McAndrew referred to his dead wife as Elsie Campbell.)
But was "My Rival" aimed at Alice? Not according to a letter dated
1941, from Trix Fleming to Elsie Bambridge, in which the writer
claims it was jointly composed by Rudyard and herself as they walked
along Simla Mall. They had just encountered a stout, painted matron
in a rickshaw with a young man in attendance. The woman teased
Trix about walking out with her brother. The two Kiplings took it in
turns composing the lines as they walked home, with Trix supplying
the refrain, ". . . I'm seventeen / And she is forty-nine."
There is still ink in the blood of the Macdonalds. And there are still
Macdonalds to carry on the name, in spite of a rather misleading,
truncated Family Tree at the front of the book.
MERYL MACDONALD

(3) NEW EDITIONS OF KIPLING
[This is the first of at least two reviews aimed at scrutinising some of the flood of new
editions of old Kipling titles, which have appeared since the Kipling copyright ran out
last year. It is not a question of reviewing in any intrinsic depth Kipling's own
established classics, but rather of judging the extent to which a fresh presentation, with
introduction and notes, may be justified. Our reviewer, Nora Crook, is an academic
whose name has appeared more than once in recent issues of the Kipling Journal, e.g.
with her article on Kipling and Dante in June 1986.—Ed]

The following titles from the World's Classics series
(Oxford University Press, 1987) under the general editorship of Andrew Rutherford; each in paperback; no
illustrations; each with an editor's introduction and
notes. PLAIN TALES FROM THE HILLS, ed. Andrew
Rutherford; ISBN 0-19-281652-7; 279 pp; £2.50. THE MAN
WHO WOULD BE KING and Other Stories, ed. Louis L.
Cornell; ISBN 0-19-281674-8; 300 pp; £2.95. LIFE'S
HANDICAP, ed. A. O. J. Cockshut; ISBN 0-19-281671-3; 324
pp; £2.95. THE JUNGLE BOOK, ed. W. W. Robson; ISBN
0-19-281650-0; 155 pp; £1.95. THE SECOND JUNGLE BOOK,
ed. W. W. Robson; ISBN 0-19-281655-1; 215 pp; £1.95.
THE DAY'S WORK, ed. Thomas Pinney; ISBN 0-19-281714-0;
296 pp; £2.95. STALKY & CO., ed. Isabel Quigly; ISBN 0-19-
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281660-8; 325 pp; £2.95. KIM, ed. Alan Sandison; ISBN
0-19-281651-9; 306 pp; £2.95.
The following titles from Penguin Classics, 1987; each in
paperback; each with an editor's introduction, and notes.
PLAIN TALES FROM THE HILLS, ed. H. R. Woudhuysen;

introduction and notes by David Trotter; ISBN 0-14043287-6; 295 pp; £2.50. LIFE'S HANDICAP, ed. P. N. Furbank; ISBN 0-14-043279-5; 320 pp; £2.95. THE JUNGLE
BOOKS, ed. Daniel Karlin; ISBN 0-14-043282-5; 384
pp; £2.50. KIM, ed. Edward Said; ISBN 0-14-043281-7;
366 pp; £2.50.
As one would expect from O.U.P. and Penguin, these annotated
Kipling texts are as a whole attractive and good value, scholarly
without being strictly for scholars. O.U.P. concentrates on the
nineteenth-century Kipling while Penguin takes in his entire career.
Consequently there is some duplication and, although this review is
principally about the O.U.P. titles, it is convenient to consider these
in relation to corresponding Penguins.
The publishers hope to satisfy the general reader who has quaffed
at The Far Pavilions and The Raj Quartet and now seeks the
fountainhead. They also aim to catch degree and 'A' level students.
Until such texts existed there was a certain excuse for ignoring
Kipling as a subject of academic study. (The two-volume Penguin
Modern Classics selection, one of which is currently on offer by the
Cambridge Local Examinations syndicate, is hardly satisfactory.)
O.U.P.'s The Man who would be King, etc, a selection from five of the
Railway Library books, clearly constitutes a bid for both markets.
While beamed at the reader who remembers the Sean Connery film, it
would also be a suitable text for an undergraduate course called
'Writing of the British Empire'. (Cornell makes out a good case for
his selection, which could almost be called "Kipling at TwentyTwo'.)
Aficionados will welcome this confidence in a new potential
readership, but will they wish to introduce any of the newcomers to
their Elephant Heads? I think so. At this price there is no point in
repining that one would have preferred a reprint of Abaft the Funnel.
"Si tout n'est pas bien, tout est passable," as God said in Voltaire's
fable, and some are much better than passables. Almost every
introduction in the above batch says something worth pondering;
some are profitably disputatious, and there is one outstanding
contribution to Kipling criticism. This is Karlin's, which combines
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detailed analysis and quotation from sources (Sleeman, Sterndale,
Elliott and Lockwood Kipling) with tactful, original and beautifully
written interpretation. No one has better explained why The Jungle
Books deserve the serious attention of grown-up people, and even
those who know them practically by heart will find something new.
For Plain Tales Rutherford writes a straightforward piece,
informative on the context of Anglo-Indian writing into which
Kipling's first stories slotted. He says rightly, "We shall look in vain
in Plain Tales for consistency of attitude or a coherent value system."
Less good is Trotter, who has a weakness for epigram. He tries to
impose consistency, which makes him unresponsive to the
ambivalence of the narrator's sympathies in "Kidnapped", and lures
him into inaccuracy (page 20). No one "beats up" anyone in the story.
He uses Pinney's Kipling's India relentlessly to expand the theory that
Kipling dropped the persona of the 'Innocent Abroad' because
"innocence would not run an Empire". But he is right to say that
"the young Kipling imagined boundaries more effectively than he
imagined crossings".
Cockshut for Life's Handicap is strong on Kipling as author with
two sides to his head. He grasps the nettle of Kipling's unique mixture
of callousness and tenderness, and has something new to say on
"Without Benefit of Clergy". He praises the usually ignored "The
Wandering Jew". Furbank is disappointingly unfocussed. He offers a
nice distinction: "There are complex psychologies in Kipling's
fiction, but not complex human relationships," but where he departs
from received ideas (he repeats the canard that Something of Myself
should be re-titled Practically Nothing of Myself) he can be merely
quirky. Did the early Kipling really only want, "in implacable
'Nineties' fashion, to practise and extend his art"? He attempts a
strange defence of "The Mark of the Beast"—"It becomes harmless if
one regards it as just another anecdote, for which Kipling is not
taking responsibility." I prefer Cockshut's unblinking description of
"Bertran and Bimi" as "a thoroughly nasty story". Let no one
patronise Kipling by calling him harmless.
Pinney observes, "It is a striking fact that The Day's Work begins
and ends with stories that call in question the value of work. His
examination of Kipling's arrangement of the stories, and the
definition of 'work' that emerges, are perceptive and original. Quigly
has a hard task; Stalky & Co. is Kipling's most divisive and irritatingly
allusive book. Rising to the challenge, she makes it sound interesting
and even relevant, stressing the decline of the "exuberant" Stalky
figure in fiction and fact: "Today's Stalkies have dwindled into the
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pathetic mercenaries who turn to dubious causes for adventure and
gain."
The longest introduction is Edward Said's to Kim, which is both
absorbing and annoying. Readers will be startled to learn that
Kipling lived at Rottingdean until his death, and that the Sussex
Edition contains "all of his works without exception". He subscribes
to the stock view that Kim depicts an all-male world. But to one who
has overcome the distrust which these lapses engender, he has
something valuable to say. Trying to get away from the search-foridentity reading of Kim, he determinedly historicises the book, in the
manner familiar to readers of his Orientalism. For him, Kim is "a
master work of imperialism. . .a rich and absolutely fascinating, but
nevertheless profoundly embarrassing novel". He joins those writers
of the left like Brecht, Orwell and Arnold Kettle who avoid reducing
Kipling's work to imperialist propaganda. Others have written, and
well, on the joyfulness and confidence of Kim; none has given quite
such a convincing account of why it stands apart from the late
nineteenth-century novel of disenchantment.
Sandison produces a more balanced critique, doing justice to the
Lama, who, predictably, does not interest Said much. But he writes a
bit below his best (judged by his piece in Scribner's 1983 British
Authors, edited by Scott-Kilvert, an essay which deserves to be better
known), and his contribution just fails to catch fire. The same could
be said of Robson's introduction to the Jungle Books, which gamely
engages with McClure's polemical reading. (Karlin stands aloof, like
Gallio, on this point.)
Introductions apart, individual volumes are worth shelf-room for
their texts and notes. Editors have been allowed to choose or devise a
text as each saw fit, or, dare one guess, according to convenience. This
has certainly resulted in a diversity of creatures. Most have taken the
first English trade or the Uniform editions (Cockshut, Furbank,
Pinney, Robson, Karlin). Two have used straight Sussex/Burwash
(Said, Woudhuysen/Trotter). Cornell uses the 1950-51 Library
Edition, revealing that it silently incorporated many Sussex features.
Quigly chooses the 1929 Complete Stalky & Co. Some readers will
think this procedure a bit of a mish-mash, but it offers advantages
which rigid consistency might have lost, such as some less familiar
Kipling. "Bitters Neat" and "Haunted Subalterns" are included in
both Plain Tales, and "The Satisfaction of a Gentleman" in the Stalky
volume.
Undoubtedly, too, the venture will alert a wider public to the
problems of the Kipling canon and text. A variorum Kipling is not to
be expected; what one asks for is a set of criteria, a lucid description of
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the complications and a recording of the most significant variants.
Predictably, textual scholars like Pinney, Rutherford and Cornell
score heavily here. I wish Cornell had printed the last paragraph of
the Quartette version of "Morrowbie Jukes". (Incidentally, if he had
seen the December 1985 number of the Kipling Journal he would have
learned that the quicksand route does not cross itself.)
All except Said and Karlin (who refers the reader to Stewart's
Bibliographical Catalogue) give dates of magazine publication, useful
for those without Page's Kipling Companion. The O.U.P. volumes
have an excellent up-to-date select bibliography as a bonus, whereas
Penguin has only very short 'Suggestions for further reading'.
On the whole (Karlin's is an exception) the O.U.P.'s notes are fuller
and easier to locate than Penguin's, though not always more useful.
Both Jungle Books quote from Kipling's notes on the names. Those
without ready access to The Readers' Guide, i.e. practically
everybody, will be pleased that the annotations draw heavily on it,
though in varying proportions. Said, for instance, seems to use
almost nothing else, whereas Cockshut, Karlin and Robson (who
appends a zoologist's view of eye-contact between animals and man)
notably branch out on their own. Cornell calls it a "wonderful
compendium", while his General Editor warns that though highly
useful it is eccentric and not blunder-free.
This last description could be applied to some volumes. Corners
would seem to have been cut in a desperate race to get them into the
shops by January 1987. A lost sentence and word from the Penguin
Plain Tales (page 146) mangles the description of the seal-cutter, and
there is some strange type-setting on pages 66 and 77 of the O.U.P.
Plain Tales. Sandison unnecessarily explains bairagi as "A Hindu
ascetic" despite Kipling's bracketed translation, "holy man". One
expects minor discrepancies between the series, and I am now duly
confused as to whether "bones" in "Bitters Neat" means dice
(O.U.P.) or grilled bones (Penguin).
But the general editors have not laboured to ensure consistency of
annotation within their series. So, for instance, O.U.P.'s Life's
Handicap says that "Isabella-coloured" is "associated with
Archduchess Isabella and the siege of Ostend". But O.U.P.'s Stalky
& Co. says that the Isabella who inspired the name has not been
established for certain, and O.U.P.'s Kim declares that the derivation
is unknown. No gloss reports Kipling's own likely source—
D'Israeli's Curiosities of Literature, "Anecdotes of Fashion":
"Isabella vowed not to change her linen till Ostend was taken; this
siege . . . lasted three years; and the supposed colour of the
archduchess's linen gave rise to a fashionable colour. . .whitish-
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yellow dingy." But spotting annotators' sins of omission and
commission is a great game, and the beauty of it with Kipling is that
all can play.
NORA CROOK

(4) ON WHAT HAPPENED TO KIM
[The conclusion of Kim leaves many readers wondering what the eponymous hero will
do next. Unfortunately any worthy sequel, written by another hand, calls for both
literary talent and real knowledge of the subcontinent: Kipling's book is an almost
impossible act to follow. However, T. N. Murari, a successful novelist with Indian
roots and western culture, might be thought to have a good chance of success. We
accordingly invited to review The Imperial Agent one of our members who though very
familiar with Kim is by no means predisposed against the idea of a sequel, and who
has travelled sufficiently in the subcontinent to have acquired a nose for
its atmosphere.—Ed.]

THE IMPERIAL AGENT: The Sequel to Kipling's 'Kim' by
T. N. Murari (New English Library, 1987); ISBN 0-45039764-5; 414 pages; hardback; £11.95.
Once, at university, I allowed myself to be persuaded to attend a
student production of Macbeth. As it turned out, the main difference
between this and a more orthodox performance of Shakespeare was
that the producers had adapted the play to permit the part of
Macbeth to be played by a woman. Apart from anything else, the
relationship with Lady Macbeth was consequently peculiar.
The production happened to be devoid of all merit save originality,
but what distressed me most was the corruption of the characters to
suit a 'political' —in this case feminist—end. The adapters would
have done better to start from scratch, rather than upsetting those
who had expected Macbeth to be himself.
It was with rather the same feeling that I read in his preface that
T. N. Murari was using Kipling's Kim because he "wanted to write
about Indians in a British-ruled India slowly coming awake". We all
want to hear about what happened next to Kim, and that, rather than
any political motive, should be in the author's mind in writing a
sequel, particularly if—as is claimed by the blurb on the jacket—he is
"using a cast of characters known and loved from childhood".
The text itself is readable, and flows well: Murari writes
competently.
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In the story, Kim has left his Lama, and has left the externally
focussed Great Game, and now works for Colonel Creighton in the
domestic security service of India. Here, he stumbles across a plot to
assassinate the Viceroy. Eventually, as in the best third-rate thrillers,
it becomes clear to the shocked and disillusioned operative that the
villain behind it is the one man he thought he could trust, revealed as a
twisted megalomaniac to whom the end justifies all means, a violently
distorted patriot.
Kim himself comes across as a combination of the naive and the
canny, the trusting and the independent, with character and attitudes
still in a state of flux. This is well and convincingly put across. The
boy who had asked of himself, "Who is Kim?" is still doing so in this
sequel, and is beginning to find answers.
Some of these answers lead him to reject his work for the
Government and Creighton. I do not find this inconsistent with
anything Kipling wrote of him. Kim never had the dedication to
Queen and country to ensure that he would stay in service.
I have two main criticisms. The story is absurd without being
amusing: as for the characters, those derived from Kipling are
mainly corrupted, while the new ones are ridiculous.
The plot is held together by a series of exasperatingly implausible
coincidences. The author does not seem to have wanted to make any
effort to help the reader to suspend his disbelief. For example, Kim's
lover is the wife of an Indian potentate who is an agent of Creighton's.
Her nurse was Creighton's estranged wife. Meanwhile Creighton's
mistress is the old flame and part-time lover of the very man whom
Kim mistakenly accuses of a conspiracy, behind which the actual
mastermind is—Creighton.
These and other links are not plausibly brought in, not justified by
the structure of the story. The reader is simply meant to accept them,
to believe that there is no causal connection, and that none of the
characters can realise that they are thus entwined.
Creighton in particular has been twisted out of all recognition, and
is only identifiable by his name. He has become—or it is implied that
he always was—an obsessive and violent man, paranoid and ruthless
at work, a murderer and philanderer at home.
The Imperial Agent is a disappointing and embarrassing book to
read, and I fear it was for the wrong reasons that I could not wait to
reach the end. I am only grateful that Kim did not turn out to be a
woman.
CHARLES WEBB
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
[The Editor welcomes letters intended for publication. However, since
he tends to receive more than can in practice be printed he has to be
selective. Unless expressly requested otherwise, he reserves the usual
right to shorten a letter or, if appropriate, to summarise it and/or any
enclosures, under "Points from Other Letters".]

A CAR AND A TYPEWRITER
From Mrs M. M. Bendle, 89 Sea Mills Lane, Stoke Bishop, Bristol BS9 1DX

Dear Sir,
Kipling described the journey to Bath in 1931 [see Kipling Journal,
June 1987, pages 46-49] in greater detail in a letter to Elsie, dated
Monday 5 January at 4 p.m.:
...Chichester came overnight with his new 'close-coupled'
demonstration car. And it was a revelation! Like riding on air!
'Close-coupled' means a sort of low solid body like this: about 4
cwt. lighter than a limousine and thrice as warm.
[sketch here]
Also, there was room enough at the back to half-recline—indeed
almost to lie down, for Mother. There was rugs and rugs, and Di
Strathcona's zip-sleeping-bag over all, and we got off on the tick
of 10, which was a good omen: and then—well, nothing
happened that one could notice. The car simply 'ooched'. [I like
that word!—M.M.B.]
C's house at Tilford near Farnham was, he said, about halfway in the 146 miles. He allowed 2 hours for it but—'twas
Sunday. No heavy traffic and dam few private cars. Tho' the road
wasn't straight or wide, he did it in 1½ hours. Then kind Mrs. C.
met and we helped Mum indoors to a cup of hot coffee and in 25
minutes were away again; and got into Bath in 1.40 minutes!
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Total running time to hotel 3¼ hours. I ask you! She was stealing
70's on the Bath road when she wasn't being watched and you
couldn't have told she was even busy. For once, luck was with us
all the way...
Shane Chichester was the Rolls-Royce Inspecting Engineer for
Surrey and the southern counties; and so a fairly regular visitor to
Bateman's. For a little discreet salesmanship the Kiplings' trip to
Bath would have been the ideal opportunity to show off the new
model's finer—and more comfortable—points.
As to the new typewriter: in another letter to Elsie, dated the day
following the above, Kipling gives a blow by blow account of his
"annual bargain with the Corona, whereby I hand over my old one
and they dish out a new. I think it looks rather neat, don't you?"
On reflection [he went on] I think that this type is too small for
me literary workin's, and I will get it changed for one that is my
normal size...
There follows what Kipling describes as a "violent interlude", when he
found the type to be impossible and fled in a taxi to the Corona
agents, where we now take up the story:
"Oh, I've given you a 'micro'. That's ordered by a gentleman
who's coming for it tomorrow. He would have been angry! Now
I'll give you a Roman type... Where is it? It was here just now.
Mother, there's a machine short."
Mother (as one who has been thro' it all many times). "No there
isn't. You've probably sold it, or returned it or something and
forgotten."
Austin. "Well—anyhow—I'll send you a proper machine
tomorrow—a Tabulator, and I'll change these three types for
you."
They were fractions. Whereas I wanted * ! and -/. So I left
'em. God knows what I'll get tomorrow.
Whatever he did get the next day, he also bought a Remington
Portable a month later from Brighton (Tab. model, pica, No. TV
306236, costing £6.3.0). Within a couple of weeks thereafter he was
using it on the high seas, and writing to his sister Trix on it from the
Grand Hotel, Helouan [Helwan, near Cairo]:
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Forgive my Remington. She is all new from a sea-voyage. And
like me, feels the roll of the ship in her bones still... but I am
gradually getting her used to Society and the spelling book.
Yours faithfully
MERYL MACDONALD BENDLE

[The writer is the same 'Meryl Macdonald' who has contributed a book review in this
issue. She acknowledges the help of the University of Sussex Library over access to
correspondence in the Kipling Papers there.
The reference to our June 1987 issue is to an instalment of "'Uncle Ruddy',
Remembered" by Lady Lorna Howard, including a Kipling letter from Bath.
"Di Strathcona" was Diana Evelyn, Lady Strathcona and Mount Royal, wife of the
3rd Baron, and sister-in-law of Lady Lorna (whose husband was brother to the same
3rd Baron).
The inference is that Kipling was in the habit of buying an annual Corona typewriter
from the firm's agency in Bath.—Ed.]

ANTARCTIC READING MATTER
From Mr J. M. Wiltshire, Administrator, Bateman's, Burwash, Etchingham,
East Sussex TN19 7DS

Dear Sir,
I promised to let you have the wording of a letter from Apsley
Cherry-Garrard to Rudyard Kipling, which on a visit to Wimpole
Hall in Cambridgeshire I found, tucked into an edition of Kim there.
The book and letter belong of course to the Wimpole collection, but I
did make a note of the wording, as follows:
Dear Mr. Kipling,
As a member of the main landing party of Captain Scott's
expedition I had an edition of your books. I can say quite
truthfully that there were no books which we had which were so
much used, gave so much food for conversation or more
enjoyment—both to officers and seamen.
It has seemed to me that you may like to have one of the
volumes which we had, so I am sending you Kim which must have
been read and enjoyed by practically all the shore party.
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I believe you would specially like to know how much your
books were appreciated by the naval seamen. We took some of
them (the books) sledging as well as having them in the hut.
Yours sincerely
Apsley Cherry-Garrard
The letter is dated 22 December 1913, and addressed from
Wheathampstead, Hertfordshire. The edition of Kim is Macmillan,
1900, and there is the following inscription on the flyleaf:
Apsley Cherry-Garrard, June 15th 1910. Used by the BRITISH
ANTARCTIC EXPEDITION 1910 to 1913 Cape Evans,
McMurdo Sound.
Yours sincerely
JULIAN WILTSHIRE

[I am obliged to Mr Wiltshire, and must also make due acknowledgment to the
Administrator at Wimpole Hall, with whom of course Mr Wiltshire has been in touch.
A.G.B. Cherry-Garrard (1886-1959) was a traveller and writer, now best known for
his powerful account of Scott's last Antarctic expedition in The Worst Journey in the
World (1922). In chapter VI of that book, in the course of a very interesting account of
how his party spent their time in a base hut in deep winter, Cherry-Garrard wrote:
It is a remarkable fact that, though we had playing cards with us none of our
company appeared desirous to use them. In fact I cannot remember seeing a game
of cards played...
With regard to books we were moderately well provided with good modern
fiction, and very well provided with such authors as Thackeray, Charlotte
Brontë, Bulwer-Lytton and Dickens. With all respect to the kind givers of these
books, I would suggest that the literature most acceptable to us...in Winter
Quarters, was the best of the more recent novels, such as Barrie, Kipling,
Merriman and Maurice Hewlett. We certainly should have taken with us as much
of Shaw, Barker, Ibsen and Wells as we could lay our hands on, for the train of
ideas started by these works and the discussions to which they would have given
rise would have been a godsend to us in our isolated circumstances...
I do not recall any comments by Kipling on the sort of books that will sustain a man
in lonely places, though in "The Uses of Reading" (A Book of Words) he extolled the
richness of English literature, "strewn with gems and jewels and glories and beauties
fitted to every conceivable need that can arise in the course of any human being's life".
That, by the way, was in May 1912, when Scott had been dead for some weeks, though
it would be many more months before the news reached the world.—Ed.]
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KIPLING AND CORYATE
From Mr M. F. Strachan, C.B.E., F.R.S.E, Glenhighton, Broughton, by Biggar, ML12 6JF

Dear Sir,
I read with interest the account of Kipling's 'imitation' of Thomas
Coryate on pages 8-9 of the Kipling Journal of December 1986.
The only extant poem of which Coryate is indubitably the author
consists of 34 lines in Latin, rounding off the contributions, mainly
mock-panegyric verses, by fifty-nine of his contemporaries (including
John Donne, Ben Jonson and Inigo Jones) which preface Coryate's
Crudities (1611). And that was the situation in about 1914 when
Kipling wrote his sonnet—i.e. no verses were then ascribed to
Coryate which have later been shown to be by someone else. So
Kipling had a free hand in imagining how Coryate might have
written, though presumably he, and Mr Tedder, Librarian of the
Athenaeum, would be conversant with Coryate's two quite distinct
prose styles: straight vigorous narrative rooted in medieval English,
and an extreme form of euphuism, used particularly in the orations
which were his speciality.
Why did Kipling choose to append Coryate's name? Perhaps Mr
Tedder had introduced him to the Crudities (which cover only his
European travels). This had become readily available again through
its republication in 1905 by James MacLehose, the Glasgow
publishers. Even more to Kipling's taste may have been the same
publishers' reissue of Samuel Purchas's Pilgrimes (1625). Volume IV,
which likewise appeared in 1905, contains material about India and
the voyage thither, written mainly between about 1600 and 1620 by
merchants, captains, masters of ships, the ambassador Sir Thomas
Roe, and Coryate, the first British tourist to India, who walked there
out of curiosity and the desire to achieve fame.
It would be very interesting if any member can point to writings by
Kipling in which the influence of having read Coryate can be
detected—elsewhere than in his elegant compliment to Mr Tedder.
Yours sincerely
MICHAEL STRACHAN

[This useful letter derives added weight from the fact that an excellent book by Mr
Strachan, The Life and Adventures of Thomas Coryate (Oxford, 1962), is the standard
authority on the subject.—Ed.]
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POINTS FROM OTHER LETTERS
KIPLING AND BRECHT
From Mr J. P. Magrath, 40 Mount Hermon Road, Woking, Surrey GU22 7UN

Mr Magrath brings to our attention a chapter entitled "The Case of
Kipling" in Brecht in Context by John Willett (Methuen, 1984). It
very interestingly brings out (not of course that the general theme is
new) certain subtle yet inescapable analogies between the work of
Bertolt Brecht (1898-1956) and that of Kipling. It may be possible to
give this fuller notice in a subsequent issue.

'SCUMFISH'
From Lord Ferrier, ED., D. L., Kilkerran, Maybole, Ayrshire KA19 7SJ

Lord Ferrier refers to the final verse of "Road Song of the BandarLog", in The Jungle Book:
Then join our leaping lines that scumfish through the pines,
That rocket by where, light and high, the wild-grape swings.
By the rubbish in our wake, and the noble noise we make,
Be sure, be sure, we're going to do some splendid things!
What, he asks, is the derivation and meaning of the expressive but
strange word, 'scumfish'?

ECONOMY AND TRUTH [4]
From Mr N. Entract, Fairfield, Three Gates Lane, Haslemere, Surrey GU27 2LD

Mr Entract has come across one more example of the pre-Kipling use
of this phrase (or rather, of a close variant of it), with which we
may appropriately close this topic. It comes in Ask Mamma, by
R. S. Surtees (1858): in chapter LVIII of that book, Mr Mossman says
of Sir Moses Mainchance, "He's a great ecoonomist [sic] of the
truth."

KIPLING'S COOK, ROTTINGDEAN, AUGUST 1897
Portrait by Sir Edward Burne-Jones, Bt., A.R.A. (1833-98)
[See the explanatory note on page 44]
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BURNE-JONES TO KIPLING
LETTERS ON THE BIRTH OF A SON
[I am grateful to one of our members, Dr George Ellis, working at the General
Hospital, Bandar Seri Bagawan, Brunei, for sending me a delightful extract from the
Annals of the Royal College of Surgeons of England (1981: volume 63, pp 58-59). It is a
short item, one of a series entitled "Different letters from the past". It consists of two
sketches by Sir Edward Burne-Jones, made in 1897, the year before his death,
accompanied by two humorous letters from him to Kipling, written as by an unknown
and impecunious artist.
An introductory note explains to readers of the Annals that when the Kiplings' son
was born their cook "was observed to dance a little jig", which Burne-Jones made the
subject of his sketches. These and the letters are part of a collection of papers relating to
Kipling bequeathed to the Royal College of Surgeons by Kipling's close friend Sir John
Bland-Sutton (1855-1936), a former President.
The event was of course the birth of John Kipling on 17 August 1897, at North End
House, Rottingdean, which was the Burne-Joneses' country place, and which had been
made available by them for the Kiplings (who were at the time house-hunting after
giving up their unsatisfactory home in Devon), as a temporary home where the baby
could be born. Later the Kiplings acquired their own house in Rottingdeam, The Elms.
Burne-Jones was Kipling's 'Uncle Ned', having married 'Aunt Georgie' (Georgiana
Macdonald). The episode of the cook's celebratory dance is not further explained: I do
not know her name, nor which of the two likenesses of her by Burne-Jones she more
closely resembled.
I acknowledge with thanks permission to republish the drawings and letters. When I
applied to Mr R. M. Kirk, M.S., F.R.C.S., Editor of the Annals of the Royal College of
Surgeons of England, he readily consented.—Ed.]

LETTER ONE
[This accompanied the drawing on page 43]

Dear Sir
Owing to financial difficulties, which along with other artists I am
labouring under this year, I take the liberty of submitting to you a
design intended to illustrate a poem I know you are writing, on the
subject of your cook dancing a jig of joy at the birth of your heir

KIPLING'S COOK
A variant portrait by the same artist
[See the explanatory note opposite]
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if it should be fortunate enough to meet with your approval I could
execute it for reproduction by chalcosiderography on a smaller scale
suitable to a book illustration—
The price of the design is ten shillings, subject to suitable
abatement on cash payment.
I am dear Sir
Your obedient Servant
E BURNE-JONES
LETTER TWO
[This accompanied the drawing on page 45]

dear Sir
I can do drawings in the style of Mr Aubrey Beardsley, which I
understand you admire—I send you an example hoping for a
favourable answer from you.
it is of the same subject; of your cook dancing at the birth of your
heir.
Yours truly my dear Sir
E BURNE-JONES

[As a painter, Burne-Jones achieved fame and a baronetcy, but, as Carrington said of
him, behind the grave Pre-Raphaelite front lay "a side to his character that the public
never supposed"; it came out in domestic intimacy and in occasional exuberant and
idiosyncratic letters, of which Carrington gives another good example in chapter 15 of
his Rudyard Kipling.
Kipling's attachment to 'Uncle Ned' had been close, ever since the wretched years in
Southsea (1871-77) when the Burne-Jones London home on annual visits represented
"a paradise which I verily believe saved me" (affectionately described in Something of
Myself). Years later, in 1888, Burne-Jones, while admitting that "God knows I do hate
letter-writing of all mortal things", wrote to Kipling in India praising Plain Tales in
warmest terms. He ended, "nothing is so nice as a book of little tales, when if they are
tragical they are not long enough to harrow the heart too much, and if they are merry
the gods are not likely to envy us ten minutes' fun. Dear Ruddy, this is the truth, your
work will be a new pleasure to me in life."
In July 1897, on "Recessional", he wrote, "I love your Hymn—it is beautiful and
solemn and says the word that had to be said." And after Kipling had decided that
summer to stay permanently in Rottingdean, "O my beloved Ruddy, I am so glad to be
going back to you tomorrow [from London] to little Rottingdean, to laugh and roar
and throw care to the dogs—which is a beast I hate." In June 1898 he died; and Kipling
wrote in grief to C.E. Norton that his uncle's visits to Rottingdean had "changed my
life" and that he had been "more to me than any other man".—Ed.]
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THE SOCIETY'S FINANCES
A Report on the 1986 Accounts by T. S. BITTLESTON, Treasurer

I am pleased to report that, following a loss in 1985, the Society has
returned to profit in 1986 with a surplus of £1,320, as the Annual
Accounts on the following pages show.
This is a realistic figure against total income, and has been achieved
despite considerable investment in computerisation, which, for the
purposes of these Accounts, has attracted additional expenditure of
£873 plus nominal depreciation making a total additional cost of
around £1,000. The total sum invested in computers was £3,500 which
delivered two Sirius terminals together with peripherals (i.e. printer,
keyboards, screen and software). This will be amortised over the next
four years.
Members will note a substantial increase in subscription revenue,
the result of the increase in rates from the beginning of 1986. It
remains our aim to confine subscription increases to once every few
years (depending on the economy), thereby keeping administrative
costs to a minimum. The subscription figure does not include any
covenant revenue, which will appear in the 1987 Accounts: at the time
of writing some £350 has been banked. Investment income has not
performed as well as expected, though this is partly due to the time of
calculation, when shares were at a low.
There has been considerable increase in the Society's assets
(£23,000 to £45,000): the Library was revalued in 1986 and, in keeping
with antiquarian book prices generally and greater interest in
Kipling, has more than doubled in value since 1980. It is regrettable in
some ways that this has to be reflected in the Accounts: the Library is
not an asset that we expect to realise, while it increases our overheads
in insurance premiums and security costs. Turning to the year's
overheads, after deduction of computer service costs I note a 4%
increase, which is acceptable and requires no further comment.
Finally, we have been favoured with some very generous donations
through the year, as well as in the past: without this factor the
Society's survival would be questionable. I hope the improved 1986
figures will not deter donors: our cash reserves are still very much in
need of support.

[I speak for us all, in warmly thanking Mr Bittleston and Mr Connolly (our Honorary
Treasurer and Honorary Auditor) for so generously making time, in their very busy
working lives, to look after the Kipling Society's finances.—Ed]
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'UNCLE RUDDY', REMEMBERED [10]
by LORNA HOWARD
[This continues our series of Lady Lorna Howard's recollections of the Kiplings. As
Lorna Baldwin (Lorna Howard after marriage) she was a close and favourite cousin of
Rudyard Kipling. Her fond memories of him and 'Aunt Carrie' reach back to 1900 and
before, and contribute instructively to our fuller understanding of the Kipling ménage,
both at Bateman's and when travelling elsewhere.
As Carrington tells us, from the late 1920s Kipling "submitted to a dynasty of
Aberdeen terriers'. His Secretary for the last years of his life, Cecily Nicholson,
supplied an account of an Aberdeen called Michael whom she helped to look after at
one time: see pages 32-33 of our December 1981 issue. Lady Lorna Howard's account
is of 'Mac'.—Ed.]

When I look back to the last two or three years of dear Uncle Ruddy's
life—after the French doctor's correct diagnosis in 1933 that his
severe bouts of pain and illness were the result of gastric ulcers which
could be treated—I recall him as enjoying better health at long last,
with a renewed love of fun, and more readiness to see old friends. I
also recall an Aberdeen terrier, Mac, his constant companion, who
went with him on daily walks, slept sonorously at his feet when his
master took an afternoon nap, and revelled in the game of 'Hunt the
Biscuit'.
From companionship such as this had come the delightful verses
and stories in Thy Servant a Dog, and Other Dog Stories, which trendy
critics saw fit to call nonsensical, or evidence of the deterioration of
an old man's mental powers.
The first Mac was a joy to him, and tea-time at home became an
important occasion in both their lives. Tea at Bateman's used to be
served in the hall, on a large round brass tray which is probably still
there. After tea had been served, and before Mac was admitted to the
presence, Uncle Ruddy would carefully hide pieces of biscuit: these
went under cushions in armchairs, and under a window-seat cushion
(a very difficult one to find, that was), as well as in other more easy
places. Then Mac was let in, yelping with delight, wagging his tail,
jumping unbidden on his master's knee. When calm was restored,
Uncle Ruddy would pat him.
"Sit", and he sat.
"Seek", and away flew the biscuit seeker, slipping on the oak
floorboards, skidding as he cornered, nosing up the carpet edges, in a
desperate hunt for fodder. A trophy found, it would be brought to
Uncle Ruddy and deposited at his feet. Then Mac looked up at his
master's face.
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"Clever Mac! Eat it", and the biscuit disappeared, and off he went
in search of another.
When the first dog showed signs of age, a puppy was brought to
join the family. As Uncle Ruddy once wrote, in "His Apologies":
Master, this is Thy Servant. He is rising eight weeks old.
He is mainly Head and Tummy. His legs are uncontrolled.
But Thou hast forgiven his ugliness, and settled him on Thy knee.
Art Thou content with Thy Servant? He is very comfy with Thee...

The older Mac showed no jealousy, and took this puppy into his care
and training.

KIPLING AND TWO ABERDEENS
A hitherto unpublished photograph of about 1934. supplied by Mrs M. M. Bendle. It
belonged to. and was taken by, Mrs Mary Ley who, as Miss Walford, had been
Kipling's secretary from 1927 to 1931 (see Mrs Bendle's obituary note on Mrs Ley on
page 44 of our December 1983 issue). After giving up the work at Bateman's Miss
Walford bred Aberdeen (or Scottish) terriers in the Cotswolds. but visited the Kiplings
several times, and sold them one or two dogs—almost certainly the two in the picture.

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.
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