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By late August 1988 I had not yet received a correct answer to the puzzle set on page 3 of
our June issue, a picture of monkeys. I will add a clue: it represents something in Kipling's
verse. Here is another puzzle. The drawing above, from an authorised and many-timesreprinted foreign edition of Kipling in my possession, illustrates a short but explicit
episode in Kipling's prose. Which?—Ed.
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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
FORTHCOMING MEETINGS IN 1988-89

Wednesday 12 October 1988 at 5.30 for 6 p.m., in the Westall
Room at the Royal Commonwealth Society, 18
Northumberland Avenue, London WC2, the Society's
Annual General Meeting.

Wednesday 9 November 1988 at 5.30 for 6 p.m., in the Ponsonby
Room at the Royal Commonwealth Society, Dr P. S.
Jackson giving an illustrated talk on Kipling and 'Snaffles'.
(The latter was the artist Charles Johnson Payne.)

Wednesday 22 February 1989 at 5.30 for 6 p.m., in the Kipling
Room at Brown's Hotel (Dover and Albemarle Streets,
London W1), Dr Gillian Sheehan, MB, BCh, BAO, on
Kipling in Ireland.

Dates of further meetings in 1989:- 19 April, 19 July and 13
September, all at Brown's Hotel. Speakers and subjects will be
announced in later issues of the Journal.

Date of the Society's Annual Luncheon in 1989:- 3 May.

August 1988

NORMAN ENTRACT

TALLEYRAND (1754-1838) from a portrait by Gérard
See the article by Dr Coates, "Loyalty and Sacrifice", in this issue. Duff Cooper, in his
biography of Talleyrand, wrote of Kipling's account of the American episode in "A
Priest in Spite of Himself" that it "probably contains the true answer to the question
whether Talleyrand was working for the French Government or not. Fiction is often
an aid to history, and the penetrating eye of genius can discern much that remains
elusive to the patient researches of the historian." An engraving from the same portrait
hangs in the Travellers' Club, London, of which Talleyrand was a member.

THE KIPLING JOURNAL
published quarterly since 1927 by the Kipling Society
18 Northumberland Avenue, London WC2N 5BJ
and sent free to all Members worldwide

Volume 62

SEPTEMBER 1988

Number 247

© THIS ISSUE OF THE KIPLING JOURNAL IS THE COPYRIGHT OF THE KIPLING SOCIETY

Officers and Branches of the Kipling Society

4

SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS

5

Frontispiece: Talleyrand

6

EDITORIAL
Illustration: A letter to Sir George Perley
LOYALTY AND SACRIFICE by John Coates
Illustration: "A statelified meeting"
Illustration: "She knew what was coming"

8-9
10-11
12-28
18
24

U.S.C. AND I.S.C. by Imogen Thomas

29-34

BOOK REVIEW: The Pater by A. R. Ankers, reviewed by
John Shearman
Illustration: Sketches by John Lockwood Kipling

35-36
36

AT A GENEVA BOOK FAIR by Norman Entract, Peter Lewis
and Lisa Lewis

37-39

UNFINISHED VERSES: "The Outdoor Life"
by Rudyard Kipling

39-40

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR: Mookerjee and Mary Kingsley
(Mr J. Shearman); 'Scumfish' [6] (Lord Ferrier);
Lake Rudyard (Mr B. Diamond); Beerbohm and Kipling
(Mr G. C. G. Philo)

41-43

THE SOCIETY'S ACCOUNTS FOR 1987
THE SOCIETY'S FINANCES by T. S. Bittleston

44-45
46

MEMBERSHIP NEWS
A Note on the Kipling Society and its Journal

47
48

EDITORIAL
In the now neglected art of letter-writing, Kipling was proficient —
and prolific. Thousands of his letters survive, and are being sifted by
an American scholar, Professor Pinney, whose eventual selective
compilation will be a landmark. Meanwhile, when unrecorded letters
come my way I print them if their interest merits it.
Sometimes that interest lies below the surface, and needs to be
drawn out by editing: one such letter has been passed to me by a
Canadian historian (who exhumed the buried story published as
"That Look" in our last issue). At a glance, it reads unexceptionally
and typically — courteous, even charming, yet laconic. But the date,
and some heavily ironic comments about a world gone mad, will
recall the turbulent political background against which it was written.
(Please turn to pages 10-11 and read it.)
On 30 September 1935 Kipling had been back at Bateman's a
fortnight, after visiting the Czech spa, Marienbad. He was relatively
well and active, and working hard at his autobiography: it was sixteen
weeks before his unexpected death. The "Purley" (misspelt) to whom
he wrote was Sir George Perley, an old Canadian friend whose
seventy-eighth birthday had been on 12 September. First as Canada's
Minister for Overseas Forces and then as High Commissioner in
London, Perley had worked closely with "the old Commission" —
the Imperial War Graves Commission — in its early years from 1917.
The "Ware" whose medical treatment — probably for chronic
phlebitis — is mentioned is the Commission's founder, Sir Fabian
Ware.
Perley was a minister in R. B. Bennett's Conservative government
in Ottawa, so the reference to "Dominion Elections" was predictable.
(They occurred three weeks later: the Conservatives were heavily
defeated by Mackenzie King's Liberals.) Canadian politics at that
time had their own quality of "madness". It was the trough of the
Depression, and Bennett, influenced by Roosevelt's recent New Deal,
had theatrically promised radical reforms; many doubted their
constitutionality, and his party had been thrown into disarray.
The "lunatic asylum" however was Britain, in a state of desperate
alarm in case Italy invaded Abyssinia (which she did two days later).
The centre of excitement was Geneva, with the League of Nations in
an uproar all September, as to how to deter Mussolini. His impudent
reaction had been expressed in a communique of 28 September,
claiming that while the League "wraps itself up in . . . its procedure,
Abyssinia has completed . . . mobilisation . . . and the declared
intention . . . is to attack the frontiers of the Italian Colonies."
As we know now, the hesitation of Britain's Conservativedominated government to stop Italy by effective sanctions or force,
through a desire for peace at any price, was seen abroad as lack of
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will, and increased the chances of a greater war. As Churchill wrote
[The Gathering Storm] Hitler "now formed a view of Great Britain's
degeneracy, which was only to be changed too late for peace". At the
same time, however, a sudden militancy was manifested by elements
on the British political left — by Kipling's " s h e e p . . . charging about
like . . . bulls". Churchill describes the "convulsion" of the Labour
Party when Ernest Bevin and others publicly asserted "a very strong
desire . . . to enforce sanctions . . . to use the British Fleet, if need be".
It was on the face of it paradoxical, since Labour opposed
rearmament: the famous East Fulham by-election of October 1933,
when Labour swept in on the Pacifist ticket, was evidence of that.
As to bombers dropping "peace" messages, this relates to the
Peace Ballot of 1934/35, an unofficial referendum encouraged by the
Liberals and Labour. Conservatives mistrusted it as a Pacifist
manoeuvre but, more interestingly, it combined discordant
propositions: reduction of armaments but in the last resort forcible
resistance to aggression. Significantly, of 11½ million people who
signed the clauses supporting the League and disarmament, 6¾
million also signed the one favouring preventive military action by
the League, where necessary. "Here were principles", wrote
Churchill, "in obedience to which lifelong humanitarians were ready
to die, and . . . also to kill."
I do not know — though Professor Pinney's volumes of Kipling's
Letters may in time reveal — what Kipling thought it right to do
about the Abyssinian crisis. 'Peace at any price' would have seemed
to him immoral, but it is possible that he trusted, as so many did, that
the nugatory sanctions at last decided on would prove adequate. It
was also legitimate to hope, till then, that Italy would become, as
twenty years before, a counterpoise to aggressive Germany. It was
from Germany that Kipling saw — had seen since 1919, to the point
of obsession — the main threat to peace arising. Also he had just
travelled twice across Germany by train, and he would not have failed
to see the self-evident signs of strident national resurgence there,
which even transient observers noted.
On the main threat, Churchill of course would have agreed. On 26
September he delivered an important and widely publicised speech,
which it is hardly conceivable that Kipling did not read, describing
how the Germans, financed by "a perpetual war budget", were now
spending on rearmament at six times the British rate.
In this letter Kipling confined himself to describing the bizarre
spectacle of sheep militant. He may have found consolation in noting
that the left was not solidly Pacifist, but he would have been quick to
see the sobering difference between the readiness to outface Italy and
the will to rearm comprehensively against the German menace.
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[Letter dated 30 September 1935, written on standard Bateman's writing paper.]
Dear Purley:
There is, to my mind, a certain indecency, in the Press taking notice
of the birthdays of men at our time of life. But I'm glad that your latest anniversary (with
a simply vile photo-reproduction!) gives us the chance to send you both our best good
wishes, with every hope for a happy result of the next Dominion Elections.
I do not
know to what extent your world is mad: but here we seem to have developed a
very interesting collective lunatic asylum! All the political sheep are charging about
like Spanish fighting bulls
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[continued from opposite] – I don't despair of seeing Bishops in tanks & aeroplanes
dropping messages of "peace" from high-speed bombers!
I wish you were over here
for a bit. Ware has had his leg mended in France and is much better. The old Commission
goes on serenely with little business to do but, I make bold to think, a good record behind
it: and never any trace of "acrimonious discussions".
It's wet and raining; we've sold
the increase of our cattle this year, at ridiculous prices and we're trying to make a new
farm road out of odds and ends of material. Just like "formulating a policy".
And
I am as ever
Sincerely yours
Rudyard Kipling.
[With acknowledgments to the Public Archives of Canada (Perley Papers).]
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LOYALTY AND SACRIFICE
AS ASPECTS OF REWARDS AND FAIRIES
by JOHN COATES

[Dr J. D. Coates, who graduated in English at Cambridge and gained his Ph.D. at
Exeter, now lectures in Literature at Hull. He has published articles across a range of
topics in English letters — relating to Shakespeare, Coleridge and Lamb, but most
particularly to the Victorian and Edwardian periods. There, he has focussed on
Thackeray, Browning, Trollope, Lytton, Collins, Pater and Chesterton, among others
—and he wrote a book in 1984 on Chesterton and the Edwardian Cultural Crisis.
He has written perceptively on Kipling, and is a member of the Kipling Society. In
September 1980 we published his "Failure and Success of Civilisation in Puck of Pook's
Hill, and in September 1987 his study of "Proofs of Holy Writ" entitled "Kipling's
Valedictory Statement on Art". Meanwhile, in the 1986 issues of the American journal
English Literature in Transition which were devoted to Kipling (and which we reviewed
in December 1986), he published a very interesting piece which he called "Thor and
Tyr: Sacrifice, Necessary Suffering and the Battle against Disorder in Rewards and
Fairies".
That title for an article relating to a book written ostensibly for children may sound a
little austere. However Dr Coates's thoughtful studies are apt to reveal significant
undercurrents which are unlikely to be apparent on a casual reading but which, once
observed, enhance the appreciation of the whole. This is especially valuable in stories
of Kipling's middle and later period which carry — and which indubitably were
designed to carry — more than one layer of meaning. Rewards and Fairies, moreover,
and its companion volume Puck of Pook's Hill, have suffered from a kind of critical
paradox (as Dr Coates brought out in "Thor and Tyr"): they are praised but neglected
books. Their authentic-seeming evocation of the past has often been favourably noted,
by historians and critics: but the exploration of their underlying themes and imagery
has not been followed through. This gap Dr Coates attempts to fill.
His "Thor and Tyr" dealt predominantly with the first five of the eleven stories (and
accompanying verses) in Rewards and Fairies. What follows avoids duplicating that
account — which I commend but cannot here reproduce — and relates more to the last
six stories. It is based on, but not identical with, Dr Coates's address to an appreciative
audience of the Kipling Society on 20 July 1988.—Ed.]
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One obvious paradox about Rewards and Fairies, even more than
about its predecessor of four years before, Puck of Pook's Hill, is its
raising, in a peculiarly acute form, of the perennial problem of
Kipling's work, the contrast between the imaginative artist and the
political 'thinker'. The period from the Liberal landslide of 1906 to
the First World War was for Kipling, his biographers agree, one of
tension and mounting anger.1 The paltering away, as he saw it, of
Britain's victory in the South African War, the disgrace of Lord
Milner, the advance of the Trade Unions and Socialism, the weak
surrender of the House of Lords to advancing democracy, and many
other signs of the times, drove him into a state bordering on chronic
fury. His increasing bitterness culminated in a notorious speech in
May 1914 at Tunbridge Wells, in which he associated himself with
current demands by the right wing of the Tory party for violent
physical resistance to the Asquith government's plans for Irish Home
Rule.
Angus Wilson has pointed out how discussion of Kipling's political
response to the social and moral tensions and transitions before 1914
has been rendered difficult and embarrassing. The 'corporativism' of
the radical right of the Edwardian Tory party — of Joseph
Chamberlain, Leo Amery and others — which Kipling espoused,
seems to have had features which "in their later European forms . . .
accrued enormities so detestable to our generations". 2 This
appearance of embryonic Fascism is, needless to say, a misreading.
Orwell's definitive essay long ago distinguished between the position
of an Edwardian Imperialist and right wing Tory of around 1910 and
a Fascist of the 1930s.3 Perhaps it is surprising such a misconception
should ever have arisen, let alone that it still persists in some quarters.
Yet Kipling's political views cannot be simply ignored in discussing
the period in his career during which Rewards and Fairies was written.
Critics are inclined now to discriminate more intelligently between
various aspects of Kipling's most overt phase of political
involvement. The Radical Right's diagnosis of, and solutions for,
Britain's social and moral crisis were clearly faulty in many respects.
(Wilson reminds us, rightly, of its failure to understand economics.)4
Nevertheless both the diagnosis and the solutions were deeply felt and
often incidentally brilliant. Kipling and his mentors felt that they
were facing an immense crisis. George Dangerfield's long-established
retrospective analysis of this 'crisis', and his view that only the First
World War saved Britain from governmental collapse and social
upheaval, have been subjected to some revision. Recent historical
writing, perhaps as a useful corrective, has been inclined to stress the
stability and continuity of Edwardian ideas and institutions.
Revisionism, however, has certainly not carried the day. Alan O'Day

14

KIPLING JOURNAL

September 1988

remarks in a recent collection of essays by writers on the period that
although none of them agrees with the details of the picture of
disintegration painted by Dangerfield in The Strange Death of Liberal
England, most of them "do provide substantial support for his
brushwork". 5
Whatever view may be taken in hindsight, the Radical Right and
Kipling as their foremost literary representative had no doubt of the
scale, or of the essential features, of the impending catastrophe. One
of the most significant of these features, from the use he made of it
imaginatively, was the fear of a failure of leadership in the ruling class
of his country. Some of his best known and finest political allegories,
written at this time of anxiety, make the point explicitly. "Below the
Mill Dam" (1902, Traffics and Discoveries), like the "Song of the Old
Guard" in the same volume, with its refrain, "Hey then up go we!",
attacks an élite which does no work in exchange for its privileges, and
which resists technological development and institutional efficiency
in the name of a limp and ineffectual tradition. The speeches of the
Cat, the Rat and the Wheel, before they are swept away by the
torrents of change, are a parody, instantly recognisable and
murderously funny, of the airs and graces of the indolent littérateur
A. J. Balfour, who led the Tory party till 1911, and of the Tory
establishment.
In "The Mother Hive" (Actions and Reactions) of the year before
Rewards and Fairies, the wax moth, a parasite and type of the specious
liberal intellectual who infiltrates and destroys the society of the hive,
is relatively insignificant. She has no power of her own, any more
than Kipling's earlier representatives of her kind, the Bandar-log
—chattering, self-deceiving monkeys, liberal intellectuals as they
appear in the Mowgli stories. The weight in "The Mother Hive" falls
on the weakness and irresolution of those who should have guarded
the state.
The Radical Right certainly did not question privilege or the
hierarchical basis of society. What Kipling and the faction with which
he was associated felt, however, was that privilege must be earned by
service, self-sacrifice, efficiency and a loyalty extending even to death.
Without such qualities, the élite becomes merely ornamental, like the
old mill and its inhabitants. Both the standard histories and the
best-known memoirs of the pre-1914 period suggest how prevalent
crude versions of an ethic of patriotic self-abnegation were in the
public schools.6 In Kipling's political satires it is altogether sharper
and more intelligent, the vehicle of an acute social criticism. Nothing
in "Below the Mill Dam" and "The Mother Hive", however,
prepares the reader for the subtlety with which Kipling handles the
themes of loyalty, work and sacrifice in Rewards and Fairies.
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The title, with its echo of Richard Corbet's verses, evokes a sterner
mood than that of Puck of Pook's Hill. Unlike Charles I's Bishop of
Oxford, however, Kipling is not lamenting the passing of picturesque
superstitions and rural charm under the onset of Puritanism and
Rationalism. The title is more limited and literal in its application.
What is being surrendered, among other things, is the expectation
that good is rewarded, that stories will end happily. Rewards and
Fairies deals with a delicate point of transition, the passing from "the
chamber of maiden thought" in Keats's phrase, the exchange of the
pleasures of fancy for the weight of an often sorrowful reality.
This putting away of childish things is, more than most, a topic rich
in opportunities for humbug and heavy-handedness, for laboured
contrasts between childish dreaming and adult responsibilities, for
moralisings, whether about 'duty' in Kipling's day or 'maturity' in
ours. Apart from any other qualities, Rewards and Fairies is an
outstanding example of literary tact, the skilful handling of a
potentially intractable theme.
A substantial part of this success stems from the manipulation of
the myth which underlies the stories, and from the strength of that
myth in carrying what one may crudely call the 'message'. As I have
suggested elsewhere,7 Kipling adapts a thread of imagery drawn from
Scandinavian legend to serve as the marchen of Rewards and Fairies.
The myths of Thor and Tyr are as boldly refracted through the
medium of his mind and art, and bent as much to his purpose, as the
strikingly different Scandinavian fable of Weland and his sword had
been in Puck of Pook's Hill. However, there are certain tales in the
collection where the myths of Thor and Tyr are not so dominant or —
perhaps more accurately — where the mythic motifs of sacrifice and
suffering are viewed from an odd angle, and where the awkward but
natural reservations about them are allowed to surface.

The key questions about concepts like 'loyalty' and 'sacrifice' must
always be 'Why?'and 'For what?'. How is the worthy object of loyalty
to be discovered? Kipling does not baulk the problem but deals with it
in two connected stories, "Brother Square-Toes" and "A Priest in
Spite of Himself. The first tale is prefaced, interestingly, by the poem
"Philadelphia", whose jaunty rhythms and wry humour contrast
with the poignance of its theme, the loss of the past —
If you're off to Philadelphia in the morning,
You mustn't take my stories for a guide.
There's little left indeed of the city you will read of,
And all the folk I write about have died . . .
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All the particular details of the eighteenth-century America the story
is to create have vanished. Yet, nurtured by Washington's prudence,
the new society has survived —
I pledge my word you'll find the pleasant land behind
Unaltered since Red Jacket rode that way . . .
The landscape, symbol of "the things that truly last, when men and
times have passed", is still there to inspire the visitor.
Pharaoh Lee, the gipsy and smuggler who is the hero of the two
pieces, could not have been better chosen to illustrate an alternative
morality or counter-culture. Half French and half English, his family
cannot understand the struggle of nations at war. Why can't French
and English "fight it out" over their heads? [p 151]8 The curious yet
revealing manner in which Pharaoh joins the navy of revolutionary
France, after leaping through the open port-hole of a French ship,
suggests a man who can glide over the surface of societies and
ideologies because he feels no loyalty to them. They are not of
ultimate value to him, and he can play off one against another. "An
all-Englishman might have been shocked — but that's where my
French blood saved me" [p 154]. Morally, he stands at an odd angle
to the world: both sides of the family are hereditary smugglers,
"brought up to the trade . . . same as fiddling" [p 149].
The description of the boy Pharaoh's arrival in the United States
evokes the sheer physical beauty of Pennsylvania, starting with the
first scent of the lilacs. Kipling contrasts the boy's response to this
beauty, the reality of "looking and smelling and touching"
[pp 155-6], with the milling crowds, gripped by a factitious war-fever,
harangued by the French ambassador:
'I couldn't make sense of it. I wanted to get out from that
crunch of swords and petticoats and sit in a field' [p 155].
Pharaoh's 'primitive' or gipsy consciousness relishes every original,
spare, strange detail of the new scene and of the people into whose
company he is thrown. The "smell of cheese and medicines fit to
knock you down" [p 157], the musical clock on the wall of Toby's
shop [p 158], the little room behind the oven, looking on to the flower
garden where Pharaoh slept at Conrad Gerhard's [p 159], the "brass
chandelier you could see your face in" at the Moravian Church
[p 160]; all these have a rich particularity, a sense of surprise, a life in
them. Yet, as "Brother Square-Toes" makes clear, it is the
irreplaceable atmospheres, the special and peculiar ambiences, the
rare and unusual cultures which are liable to be destroyed by
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'national crusades', manifest destinies and crowd hysteria.
Kipling emphasises the point by casting his gipsy lad as a kind of
noble savage in reverse, coming as observer from the Old World to
the New, among two sets of people who were, perhaps, quite unusual
even in late eighteenth-century America. The Moravian Brethren and
their Seneca Indian converts are not part of the 'movement of history'
— unlike the French ambassador Genêt and his revolutionary
ideology. They do not serve to prove any kind of point, are not in
modern jargon 'relevant'. They were unique and precious, but are
now "gone with lost Atlantis". Yet they, and such as they, are what
would have been prematurely dragged down by a wholly unnecessary
but enormously popular war.
When Cornplanter and the other Senecas go to their secret
rendezvous with Washington to learn his decision, "they knew well, if
there was war 'twixt England and the United States, their tribe 'ud
catch it from both parties same as in all the other wars" [p 166]. When
Big Hand assures the Indian chiefs that he will not sanction war
against England they thank him with a significant ceremony.
Wearing regalia so colourful that it is "making the very leaves look
silly" [p 166], they bow before the President, "looking like jewelled
images" [p 171]:
'It's . . . the Sachems' way of sprinkling the sacred corn-meal in
front of — oh! it's a piece of Indian compliment . . . ' [p 172]
It is in fact the way to honour a god, and a hint of that crossing of the
frontier of the supernatural suggested elsewhere in Rewards and
Fairies, most directly through the myths of Thor and Tyr. The
appearance of the godlike is always associated with duty and
sacrifice.
The poem "If — " which ends "Brother Square-Toes", though
familiar to the point of being hackneyed, is enriched and explained by
its reference to Washington in the preceding story. The ageing
President is no longer the heroic, admired leader of the War of
Independence but a figure whose prudence and statesmanship seems
to thwart national pride and self-consciousness. "If — " does not
celebrate some obviously masterful man as it superficially appears to
do, but one who in the trough of unpopularity and the ebb of his
physical strength tells the unwelcome truth, or makes the decision
which has no evident glamour. Washington's sacrifice is to ride
through a jeering mob because he will not strike the easy attitudes
they want. Peace however, though it lacks excitement, is what the new
country needs, not a popular war, "she having but so few years back
wound up one against England, and being all holds full of her own
troubles" [p 170]. The counterpart to "If— ", the false heroic against

"A STATELIFIED MEETING TO BEHOLD"
Illustration by Frank Craig, from the Outward Bound edition of
Rewards and Fairies. Red Jacket and Cornplanter greet Big Hand. "I
saw my chiefs' war-bonnets sinking together, down and down. Then
they made the sign which no Indian makes outside of the Medicine
Lodges—a sweep of the right hand just clear of the dust and an inbend of
the left knee at the same time, and those proud eagle feathers almost
touched his boot-top." [From "Brother Square-Toes"]
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the true, is the immediately following "St. Helena Lullaby", whose
childish rhythm reduces the career of the egocentric Napoleon to a
sad little pattern of inevitability.
Taken together, the two stories told by Pharaoh Lee chart his
growth of loyalty and of 'belonging'. This is not a conventional
patriotism imposed from above, but one rooted in his own aesthetic
and moral sense. Several influences are brought to bear on him. There
is a response, initially and perhaps always essentially physical, to the
rightness and comeliness of the Moravians' way of life with its "clean
strangeness" [p 160], to which he becomes a somewhat wayward
convert. There is, too, the beauty of the Pennsylvania countryside
where sense-impressions, the smell of the wild grape and the sound of
the cat-bird, modulate gradually into the celebration of a moral idyll.
Pharaoh journeys with his Indian friends, "a seemly, quiet people" [p
162], through an enchanted, almost a sanctified landscape, "tacking
from one place to another — such as Lancaster, Bethlehem-Ephrata
— 'thou Bethlehem-Ephrata' " [p 162]. Having glimpsed this
peaceable kingdom, he understands the weight of Washington's
sacrifice, the sad determined sanity which keeps it in peace.
Most important of all is the force of example. Pharaoh moves from
admiration of the Indians' hunting skills and colourful costumes to a
liking for their grave self-sufficient manners: "Indians don't ask
questions much and I wanted to be like 'em" [p 164]. They trust him
to remain silent when he holds their horses during the secret meeting
with Washington, and that trust marks the real turning-point in his
moral career. The free-floating gipsy boy has found that to which he
must be true, and for which he in his turn must sacrifice.
The sequel to "Brother Square-Toes" — "A Priest in Spite of
Himself" — shows the effect of Pharaoh Lee's choice of the moral
life, and the way in which his new loyalty ripples outward in a curious
and unexpected fashion. The acts of duty and sacrifice possess a
redemptive power beyond anything that might be predicted, and
move in strange ways to perform their miracles. Pharaoh refuses to
betray the secret of Washington's decision to keep America out of the
war, to the ex-bishop and revolutionary politician in exile,
Talleyrand.
Kipling's portrait of this man is a feat equal to the re-creation of life
on the Roman Wall in Puck of Pook's Hill. It is not the comforting
picture painted in Duff Cooper's until recently standard life of
Talleyrand.9 Cooper concentrates on the subtle realism of
Talleyrand's policies, and the charm of his manners, to sketch a
gentle, mellow figure whose effect on his time is hard to understand.
Kipling, faced by the same moral ambivalence and tangled skein of
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facts, starts from the effects of power and fear. "He is bad," says Red
Jacket. "But he is a great chief." [p 187]
When he sees Talleyrand by chance, alone, playing dice one hand
against the other, Pharaoh wonders "that even those dead dumb dice
'ud dare to fall different from what that face wished"[p 187].
Talleyrand, along with Napoleon and Washington, is one of the three
men in the world "who are quite by themselves" [p 192]. His nature
combines a terrible willpower with a rationality which possesses the
knowledge of good and evil. Sinning, when he sins, knowingly and
against the light, the ex-bishop understands what virtue and loyalty
are when they are presented to his cold scrutiny. The moment
[pp 194-95] when the schemer is brought face to face with the boy's
faith is one of the strangest in Rewards and Fairies. It gains by being
reported with that loaded economy practised in Kipling's later work,
at length in such masterpieces as "Mrs. Bathurst" [Traffics and
Discoveries] and "Dayspring Mishandled" [Limits and Renewals].
The incident is left mysterious, with no attempt at facile
psychological explanation. When Talleyrand dismisses Washington
as "that estimable old man", Pharaoh replies,
The Red Skin said that when thee hast met the President thee
will feel in thy heart he is a stronger man than thee.
Talleyrand tells the boy to go before he should kill him. When,
however, he returns to France he leaves Pharaoh a gift of £ 100 and an
ambiguous promise that "If ever we meet again you may be sure that I
will do my best to repay what I owe you" [p 197]. Several years later,
when he is Napoleon's chief adviser, he sees to it that Pharaoh, now a
merchant, has a cargo returned to him which had been seized by
privateers belonging to the French branch of his own family.
Though the reader is left to work out his own interpretation of
these events, a general direction may be discerned. Talleyrand may
simply be grateful for the food the Moravian Brethren gave him.
Clearly, however, there is more involved. "A Priest in Spite of
Himself" is so called because he was initially forced into holy orders
by his family. Yet this coercion, which embittered and twisted his
nature, imparted a grace which he cannot reject. By virtue of his
unwished-for calling Talleyrand must know the god-like when he sees
it. Through his priestly office, he must recognise the divine. What the
Indians saw when they bowed before Washington, Talleyrand sees in
the gipsy-boy's faith and duty. He hates yet admires it.
Rightly, Rewards and Fairies does not keep on one level. Before a final
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return to mystery and awe in "The Tree of Justice", Kipling
deliberately lightens the book's tone. "The Conversion of St.
Wilfrid", "A Doctor of Medicine" and "Simple Simon" are sensitive,
and skilfully told, but in each case meaning is not far to seek. The first
story, set during the conversion of the English in the seventh century,
deals with the withdrawing or transferring of loyalty, and the
conditions of such a withdrawal. It pursues the theme of the converter
who learns from those he converts — explored much more fully in the
late stories centred on St Paul and the rise of Christianity, "The
Manner of Men" and "The Church that was at Antioch". Kipling, in
"The Conversion of St. Wilfrid", as in these later works, is concerned
with the curious symbiotic relationship of the old with the new faith.
The new loyalty must be prepared to take something from the old,
and to make its peace with it. Norse paganism in this story is in its
twilight, rejected by intelligent men like the landowner and minor
chieftain Meon, a scholar and brilliant talker [pp 228-9]. It cannot
satisfy the intellect and, more damaging, is corroded by its inherent
fatalism exemplified by the South Saxons' readiness to give up life
when it becomes boring.
'When they grew tired of life (as if they were the only people!)
they would jump into the sea. They called it going to Wotan.'
Christianity, on its side, is not reconciled with nature unsanctified. St
Wilfrid, and still more his acolyte Eddi, are suspicious of Meon's pet
seal Padda, "a child of the Devil" [p 231]. The seal, whose tricks the
priests think diabolical, represents for his complex, bitter, unhappy
master a glimpse of unconditional loyalty: "He can't tell a lie, and he
doesn't know how to love anyone except me" [p 231]. Meon does not
find such loyalty among men.
In the key incident of the story [p 236], St Wilfrid advises the pagan
not to desert his fathers' gods to save his life, when they are both in
danger. The obvious, if crucial, point is that loyalty is not bought, is
not conditional on some benefit received, and may not be withdrawn
when no longer advantageous. Meon is converted by the bishop's
affirmation of unconditional loyalty — the need to keep one's faith
even if one may save one's soul by breaking faith. But Wilfrid too is
converted: the appearance of Padda through the waves [p 236] to the
trapped men exemplifies such loyalty, and at the same time breaks
through the Christian suspicion of nature unsanctified. Eddi's "Oh, a
blessing be on thee, my little brother Padda!" anticipates St Francis.
The moment of passage between pagan and Christian is eased. If the
Pharaoh Lee cycle explores the complex ways in which loyalties are
formed, this simpler tale suggests that the moment when they are
severed must be honourable.
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"A Doctor of Medicine" contributes another nuance to the overall
theme of Rewards and Fairies. "An Astrologer's Song", which opens
the piece, states the paradox that a superstitious mode of thought
may inspire hope and right action —
Up, heart, and be cheerful,
And lustily sing:What chariot, what horses,
Against us shall bide
While the Stars in their courses
Do fight on our side?
Astrology was a vehicle of confidence and courage because, though
empirically founded, it grew from a determination that nature was
ordered and rational, that it would give answers if questions were put
to it. Even if the model of the universe through which men operated
was untrue, it would still, given loyalty and sacrifice, be the means of
quelling fear. The Puritan Doctor Culpeper's faithfulness to his
Royalist patients cuts across the ideological division of the Civil War.
His loyalty to them, and surrender, in their interests, of his own
political and religious prejudices, are far more important than his
discovery, through a bizarre train of astrological 'reasoning', of the
right way to deal with the plague.
In "Simple Simon", Kipling stands at an oblique angle to received
historical impressions, in order to glance at a somewhat unusual area
in which loyalty and sacrifice operate. The friendship of Simon the
burgess of Rye and Sir Francis Drake is an instance of romance and
its underpinnings, of the ways in which outstanding careers, brilliant
and famous achievements, glorious eras, and the exploits we have
heard of, rest on the day-to-day work of ordinary people of whom we
do not hear. Historically, Kipling's intuition here is as sound and
searching as it is in the far more famous picture of the Roman Wall in
Puck of Pook's Hill. The Elizabethan glory, many subsequent
authorities have suggested, was inseparable from the solid virtues and
professional competence of the late-sixteenth-century middle class.
In more general terms, "Simple Simon" is well attuned to the themes
of Rewards and Fairies — the hard work and practical skill of Thor,
god of those who labour at a trade. These are the virtues which
Kipling and his political allies saw the ruling class of 1910 as most
needing — the hard, slogging grind needed to gain technical
expertise.
During the earlier part of "Simple Simon", Drake is not the
dashing pirate or the great commander of the world voyage, but a
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tradesman learning his craft in obscure encounters and dangerous
and dirty episodes of guerilla war off the Dutch coast:
An' what was his tools? A coaster boat — a liddle box o'walty
plankin' an' some few fathom feeble rope held together an'
made able by him sole. [p 290]
The significant word tools here, and the concluding poem, "Frankie's
Trade", emphasise the workaday hardships of the great captain's
apprenticeship on dark nights in the North Sea.
I learned him his trade o' winter nights,
'Twixt Mardyk Fort and Dunkirk lights
On a five-knot tide with the forts a-firing.
(All round the Sands!)
Before success comes the Gods of the Copybook Headings must be
served, and "every man born of woman has his log to shift" [p 285].
It is while Drake serves out his years of learning his 'trade' that he
cements his friendship with "Simple Simon", who will later pursue
his own course of obscure respectability. Kipling does not intend the
reader to see Simon as a mental defective, but merely as a man of
unusual good-humoured straightforwardness bordering on naivety,
"his brown eyes . . . as soft as a spaniel's" [p 283]. Among all their
visitors, he is the one the children respond to most warmly [p 289].
The curious, unrecorded friendship of this ordinary man with the
extraordinary Drake seems, for Kipling, to exemplify so much that,
although vital, can never be known about the background to great
historical dénouements — the faces in the shadows around the heroes
and the superman. In his years of suffering, dodging Spanish ships in
the storms and off the sandbanks of the Dutch coast, it is clear that
Drake begins to doubt himself, and comes near to despair. He reveals
this to Simon with that lack of warning which is one of the riskiest and
generally one of the most successful of Kipling's narrative strategies.
Suddenly, as they lean over the side of the ship, Drake asks, "Do you
ever feel minded to jump overside and be done with everything?"
[p 294]. Simon's reply is not a ringing affirmation but a purely
practical point: "No. What water comes aboard is too wet as 'tis."
Through this curious understated encounter of the famous with the
obscure Drake is, in a manner, reconciled to his fate.
This reconciliation is enforced by a reciprocal act of sacrifice in
which both men join. Drake must embrace the brilliant but bitter
future, including the necessary execution of his best friend, Doughty,
as foretold by Simon's aunt. "Simple Simon" Cheyney must, in his
turn, embrace the 'ordinary' world on which the heroic is reared. He

"SHE KNEW WHAT WAS COMING TO PEOPLE"
Frank Craig's illustration for "Simple Simon" (in the Outward Bound
edition of Rewards and Fairies). Simon's aunt, who has come aboard
Drake's ship at Rye "with my other shirt and some apples", foretells
Drake's future, including the strange circumstances of the execution
of Thomas Doughty in Patagonia in 1578. "You'll do a many things,
and eating and drinking with a dead man beyond the world's end will be
the least of them. For you'll open a road from the East unto the West,
and back again . . ."

September 1988

KIPLING JOURNAL

25

must give up his dream of ships made of iron. They may one day sail
the seas but the time is not ripe for them; in the meantime the work of
the day must fit the need of the day. As his aunt tells him, "Your
duty's to your town and trade now" [p 295].
There is an objection to any patterning of experience, any attempt to
fit life into a schema — even one so diverse in its examples, so
multifarious in its imaginative power, so refreshingly full of changes
of tone as Kipling's in Rewards and Fairies. The mind rebels against
the formula. Surely, it feels, this cannot be all. Surely duty and
sacrifice cannot be the whole of life. Kipling, however, anticipates
Lawrence's dictum that every great work of art contains within itself
the materials out of which a criticism of its vision might be made.
Among its many virtues is the fact that Rewards and Fairies is not
morally restrictive.
The final story of the collection, "The Tree of Justice", brings the
reader to the limits of the schema the other stories have explored.
Kipling does not intend to devalue the moral pattern he has
established, nor even to show its relativity. Although, of course, the
tone is very different, the effect of the placing of "The Tree of Justice"
in Rewards and Fairies is somewhat similar to the existence of the
"two sides" of Kim's head. Totally different moral universes or
schemes of value, the Great Game and the Search for the River of the
Arrow in Kim, do not contradict each other. There is no suggestion
that Kim must make an irrevocable choice between them. They
simply represent different planes on which life may be understood.
All that can be said is that both are valid and that Kim needs both.
So, having enforced the need for duty and sacrifice, Rewards and
Fairies ends with a tale which, taking one who refused both the duty
and the sacrifice, insists that no man may judge him, that he must be
forgiven and, still more, may forgive himself. The mercy of "The Tree
of Justice" does not contradict the justice of what has gone before: it
keeps it sane.
The story tells how the Saxon King Harold survived Hastings and,
having roamed the countryside as a half-crazed beggar for forty
years, reappeared briefly just before his death, early in the reign of
Henry I. Kipling does not picture Harold as sympathetic nationalist
historians of the nineteenth century such as T. H. Green regarded
him, a heroic champion of his people against a foreign invader. "The
Tree of Justice" returns to a more authentic medieval conception.
Harold was faithless, breaker of an oath of fealty sworn to William
over holy relics at Rouen, and hence excommunicated. The oath may
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have been wrung from him: nevertheless the breaking of it was a
crime in the eyes of his contemporaries.
He caught me at Rouen — a lifetime ago. If I had not promised,
I should have lain there all my life. What else could I have done?
I have lain in a strait prison all my life none the less. There is no
need to throw stones at me. [p 328]
What is suggested here is a mind cauterized by guilt, a man who sees
his sufferings as inevitable and deserved. They are not even
necessarily an expiation for the worst crime a medieval man could
conceive.
Carefully, Kipling prepares the way for a possible act of
forgiveness. The poem which prefaces the story, "The Ballad of
Minepit Shaw", reverses the opening moral statement of the book
where, at the beginning of the collection, Thor's 'cold iron' — the
burden of the moral law, duty and sacrifice — has been taken up.
Here, in contrast, the poachers fleeing man's justice are told by "a
man with a green lantern" to leave their iron crossbows behind —
'Oh, lay your crossbows on the bank
And drop the knife from your hand,
And though the hounds are at your flank
I'll save you where you stand!'
They find themselves cast down Minepit Shaw, but miraculously are
saved both from human judgment and from death.
The opening image of "The Tree of Justice" is one of cruelty, of the
tree itself carrying the "poor little fluffy bodies" [p 311] of "vermin"
the farmer has hung there. Once, though, "this sort of tree bore
heavier fruit". The poor owls and stoats killed for hunting for their
necessary food are equated with the serfs hanged for killing their
lord's deer. Justice, as men understand it, is fatally tainted, however
necessary it may be, with expediency and cruelty. This first image
strikes the chord that is to sound through the story until it dominates
it at the end.
In the meantime, traces of the world in which the reader has moved
until now persist. The Norman Sir Richard Dalyngridge and his
Saxon friend Hugh, whom the children first met in Puck of Pook's
Hill, have their "great burden" [p 314], the necessity "to make a fit,
and, above all, a safe sport" in the woodland for the King. This is
because a Norman knight has been killed by a Saxon forester, and the
King has decided he must demonstrate the security of his control over
the conquered people by staging a great hunt. It was "his duty to
show himself debonair to his English people" [p 314], and it was the
duty of his lieges to see that he came to no harm. Richard's and
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Hugh's "work" was "to move the deer" into the area of the hunt, and
then to control a population in a state of simmering resentment. The
King Henry whom they serve is a tough and cynical politician who
has usurped the throne from his incapable elder brother. Yet he is a
sound administrator and a legal reformer, careful of the security of
his realm and of 'the Law' [p 326]. Despite a tendency to cruelty, and
the presence of time-servers and placemen like the Bishop of Exeter,
Henry represents in an imperfect world an order worth defending.
Harold, the by now legendary 'traitor', is resurrected into this
workaday world of power and politics. He is a tragic and enigmatic
intruder who does not belong to schemes of civic order built on duty
and labour: his suffering, guilt and failure belong to different realms
of being. "The Tree of Justice" forcibly juxtaposes these 'two sides of
the head'. The King's jester Rahere, "a priest at heart" [p 325], forces
the Norman courtiers, knights and administrators to recognise the
provisional, imperfect nature of the work they do and the lives they
lead. They may be obliged to carry out their duties in a tarnished
medium, since "one cannot build a house all of straight sticks"
[p 330], but they can never be entitled to judge those who fail the tests
of duty and sacrifice, like the fallen king whom Rahere has taken
under his protection.
Rahere demands, "Lords of Man's Justice in your own bounds, do
you mock my fool?" [p 333] He makes Henry and his officers see that
they have been engaged in acts of policy that give them no moral
superiority to Harold. This done, he is able to heal the guilt-crazed
old man, who can die eased of his burden — "All the world's crazy
chessboard neither mock nor judge thee" [p 334].
Hobden the countryman's rescue of the trapped dormouse, at the
end of "The Tree of Justice", reinforces this assertion of the primacy
of mercy over judgment. All that has gone before in Rewards and
Fairies remains true: all the pattern of Thor's and Tyr's demands
upon those who work to build or save society remains obligatory.
Men are only men, however, and it is not for them to judge another's
breaking of the laws of duty and sacrifice.
The enormous popularity of Rewards and Fairies, its role in the
education of especially middle-class children, alone makes it a fact of
considerable cultural significance. To understand it is to understand
important aspects of the structure of feeling and of moral response to
their own and later times. The book is rooted in a specific historical
climate where 'duty' and 'sacrifice' were widespread educational
slogans. It has, besides, an unmistakable link with the largely
forgotten ideals and social analyses of the Edwardian Tory Right,
addressing itself to what it thought was a national crisis. Above all,
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however, Rewards and Fairies illustrates the power of art and
imagination to transcend their context. These stories infuse the local
and temporary catch-phrases of an era and a faction with the vision
and wisdom which can appeal to readers of other times and of
opposing views.
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U.S.C. AND I.S.C.
by IMOGEN THOMAS
[Mrs Imogen Thomas is a niece of Charles Carrington, and it was at his house, on the
occasion of his ninetieth birthday in 1987, that I met her. I learnt that she was Assistant
Librarian and Archivist at Haileybury, where her husband was a housemaster. She had
been writing a history of the school—now published—and was eminently qualified to
unravel and make clear what has seemed to me, and I suspect to others, the obscure
pattern of events which led, first, to Kipling's United Services College becoming the
Imperial Service College and, later, to a merger with Haileybury.
From our meeting stemmed this article by Mrs Thomas, which I am very glad to
publish. The story she uncovers is no more than an outline, but it bears not only on the
U.S.C.—'the Coll.' immortalised in Stalky & Co., —but on Kipling's subsequent
reputation, and on the Fund planned after his death to provide scholarships at the
I.S.C. This was a scheme resembling in imaginative scope the famous awards linked
in perpetuity with the name of Cecil Rhodes, but it got off to a decidedly shaky start,
and it was no sooner brought on to a more promising footing than it was overtaken by
the second World War and the eclipse of the I.S.C.
Haileybury, founded in 1862 as a successor to the old East India Company College
near Hertford, quickly joined the ranks of the major public schools, and became in a
special sense a part of the history of British India. Of it Kipling wrote in 1893 that the
U.S.C. considered itself the finest school in the world "excepting perhaps Haileybury,
because it was modelled on Haileybury lines. .. and there was a legend that, in the old
days when the School was new, half the boys had been Halleyburians"—[from "An
English School", collected in Land & Sea Tales]. Anyone who would like to know more
about Haileybury and these connections should read Mrs Thomas's book, Haileybury,
1806-1987, obtainable at £12 post free from the Secretary of the Haileybury Society at
14 Bordyke, Tonbridge, Kent TN1 2NR.—Ed.]

Rudyard Kipling, as all members of the Society know very well, was
educated at the United Services College, at Westward Ho! in Devon.
What is not, perhaps, so widely known is its continuing links with the
great man's name.
Cormell Price, the school's first headmaster and Kipling's 'Uncle'
by adoption, who gave young Kipling the run of his own library and
first encouraged him to write, retired in 1894. By the end of the
century, the fortunes of the U.S.C. were faltering. There were
troubles with the lease of the school buildings, and problems, too,
connected with the remoteness of its location. These difficulties were
brought to the notice of the Imperial Services College Trust, founded
to educate the sons of those serving their country abroad whether in a
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civilian or military capacity. The Trust offered to take over the
school, provided it moved nearer to London.
In 1904 the U.S.C. left Devon, to settle first at St George's,
Harpenden, then for one term in Richmond, before finally
amalgamating with St Mark's School in Windsor. At first, the
cumbersome title 'United Services College, St Mark's Windsor' was
used, but in 1912 the school was renamed 'Imperial Service College',
and thus it remained for the next thirty years. In 1942 Windsor was
being heavily bombed; the school's headmaster had just been
appointed to a Government post; the Chairman of the Governors,
the Earl of Athlone, had gone to Canada as Governor-General; and
the many boys who lived overseas were no longer able to reach the
school. The decision was made to amalgamate with Haileybury
College—from where, with a small nucleus of boys, Cormell Price
had set out in 1874 to create the U.S.C. The wheel had come full
circle.
Kipling had the greatest respect and love for his old headmaster. In
1900, when the latter was old and ill, Kipling wrote to an Old
Haileyburian acquaintance suggesting that they should set up a
subscription to provide Cormell Price with some comforts before the
winter. In this letter (now in the Haileybury archives) he wrote:
There is no need to enlarge here on the debt to him of those he
has trained in the past. I have yet to find either a Haileybury or a
Westward Ho! man who did not love him.
Kipling's interest in the school continued throughout his life. Shortly
before his own death he wrote a supportive letter to the then
headmaster, and in his will he left the school the MS of Stalky & Co.
When Kipling died, the I.S.C. Chronicle published a Kipling
Memorial Supplement, with articles by international Kipling
scholars and those who had known him in his schooldays. General
Dunsterville wrote:
What school could more fittingly enshrine the memory of
Kipling than the Imperial Service College, the very name of
which embodies all that he stood for?
Soon the school felt that it should do more than this to honour its
most notable Old Boy, and in July 1936 the Kipling Memorial Appeal
was launched in a letter to The Times, signed among others by the
Prime Minister, Stanley Baldwin, and by Dunsterville, who was at
that time the President of the Kipling Society. Absent from the
signatories was Mrs Kipling, who had written to Dunsterville:
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I can't put my name, can I, to a list asking people to subscribe
money for a memorial to my husband? I thought they were
going to be content just to do what he would have liked, and
that is to have put up a simple tablet to his memory.
The idea of the Memorial Appeal was to build a library at Windsor
which would be a repository of Kipling material, and a centre to
which students of his writings would come from all over the world.
Unfortunately this letter did not produce much public support.
The immediate response only amounted to about £300, and 'not a
single person in the literary world supported the proposals in
expressed sympathy or by donation'. By March 1937 it had been
decided to appoint a professional Appeal Organiser, Hugh Bolton,
who had run the George V Memorial Fund; and with his
appointment the scheme really took off. First of all he 'arranged for
the Chairman [Athlone] to invite a small, carefully selected party of
rich men to take luncheon with him at Kensington Palace, and in the
result £31,000 was subscribed round the luncheon table'. Among this
party were Mr Gordon Selfridge and Lord Nuffield, who both
became active supporters of the Appeal. Next, arrangements were
made to re-launch the scheme at a Banquet at Grosvenor House on 17
November 1937: this date allowed time for maximum publicity to be
created, and for the excitement over the Coronation in May 1937 to
die down.
Hugh Bolton set about writing innumerable letters, to individuals
and to organisations, urging them to contribute or make up tables for
the Banquet. The letters were all carefully tailored. To Colonels of
Regiments he wrote, "Rudyard Kipling was the Poet of the
Services . . . "; to the Editor of Our Dogs he pointed out that Kipling's
last published story, "'Teem'" in the Strand Magazine of January
1936, was about a dog. The cheques started to pour in, and with them
came letters of reminiscence.
Sir Louis Dane [1856-1946] who had taken over Kipling's parents'
house in Lahore, remembered being consulted about his early work:
One day in about 1879 Mrs Kipling sent me a little booklet of
verses and said, 'Do look at this and give me your candid
opinion on the work of my boy at school. I may be a fond
mother, but I do think the verses show promise; should I
encourage him to write more, or discourage him?' I read the
booklet, which was the first form of 'Schoolboy Lyrics', and
contained many of the ideas which Rudyard later developed. In
returning the booklet I said that the writer showed a marvellous
power of terse expression in verse, and that he should certainly
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be encouraged to write, and would, I was sure, go far.
Another letter from India came from Mehta Fatehlal, who is
mentioned as "the Prime Minister's son, Futteh Lal" in "Letters of
Marque, VIII" [From Sea to Sea, volume I]. He remembered the two
hours' conversation he had had with "Mr. Rudyard Kipling of
blessed memory", who was "very kind to me".
The Banquet was a huge success. The Editor of the Civil & Military
Gazette, Lahore, said in a letter:
India, try as she may, will never succeed in lessening the glory of
Rudyard Kipling, and your dinner, like the Abbey funeral, was
one of the Olympian tributes that he thoroughly deserved and
will continue to command long after you and I are forgotten.
Nine hundred and fifty-seven guests attended, sitting by tables: the
Royal Empire Society, the Royal Society of Literature, the Poetry
Society, the County of Sussex, etc. The majority were very
distinguished people, and as some were going on to a State Ball at
Buckingham Palace there was a sprinkling of court dress to add
glamour to the occasion.
Each guest was presented with a special edition of Twenty Poems
from Rudyard Kipling, for which Mrs Kipling had given her
permission. She was by now 'very collaborative Unoffically'. The
Band of the Irish Guards provided the music; Hugh Wright gave a
recitation of selected poems; and Peter Dawson sang a number of
songs, including the "Irish Guards" poem in memory of John
Kipling. The principal speaker of the evening was Winston Churchill.
Mrs Kipling, who was not present, wrote to Alexander Watt, "I read
Mr. Churchill's speech in The Times and I thought it wonderfully
good." [It was reprinted in the Kipling Journal of March 1986.]
No charge was made for the Banquet, but a donation slip was laid
by each place. By January 1938 the Appeal totalled over £45,000, and
the objectives had grown to include 'Kipling Scholars' to come from
the Dominions for free education at the I.S.C. It was hoped
eventually to have fifty Kipling Scholars in the school at a time, thus
creating a 'nursery for Imperial thought'. Committees were set up in
the major Dominions, chaired by the High Commissioners, and they
set about choosing the first six candidates to enter the school in
September 1938—but not, to Hugh Bolton's disappointment, any
fund-raising.
America also was keen to join in the commemoration. The Kipling
Society reported that it had been deluged with letters from Paul

September 1988

KIPLING JOURNAL

33

Vernon of New York State, whom Mr Maitland, the Society's
Secretary, described as "full of crazy notions, but appears to have
plenty of cash". The I.S.C. link man was Leander McCormick
Goodhart, Honorary Commercial Secretary at the British Embassy
in Washington and a member of the farm machinery family. He wrote
stressing that in America Kipling "should not be mentioned as an
imperialist, but only as a poet, lover of children and friend of India".
In January 1938 an American Committee was set up, with Dr
Nicholas Murray Butler, President of Columbia University and
Kipling's personal friend of forty years' standing, as President, and
Edward L. Tinker as Secretary. The Committee notepaper lists
thirty-nine distinguished admirers who were members, including
Stephen Vincent Benet, Willa Cather, Eugene O'Neill and Colonel
Theodore Roosevelt.
Mr Tinker was full of ideas for promoting the fund. He suggested
that a volume of Kiplingiana might be produced, using original
material which many American scholars owned, linked by
appreciative essays. This Mrs Kipling vetoed, on the grounds that the
Sussex Edition was said to contain the complete works, and the
public might complain. His next idea was that a record might be
produced, by His Majesty's [sic] Voice, in which Bernard Shaw, H. G.
Wells and Somerset Maugham could speak briefly on Kipling the
writer and the man, and perhaps 'Her Majesty the Queen and
Princess Elizabeth would consent to make a dialogue record of what
Kim has meant in their lives'. This would then be sold to the seven
hundred and fifty broadcasting stations in the U.S. that belonged to
no network. Maugham agreed to speak on Kipling the writer, but said
he knew nothing of the man; the other two declined. Again Mrs
Kipling proved the stumbling-block.
The enthusiasm of the American Committee waned. They had no
money to prime the pump. They ran into a certain amount of antiKipling feeling: one correspondent wrote, "In view of his expression
of contempt for the place which was his chief source of income [sic], I
cannot see any reason why any good American should do anything to
honour his memory." Lastly, they did not appreciate or understand
the connection with the I.S.C, whose Fund it in fact was. Their idea,
which would have turned out better as it happened, was to have
Kipling Scholars moving freely between countries; or to buy
Naulakha as a permanent memorial. The American Committee
foundered on these problems and divisions.
Meantime in England the Fund was flourishing. Six first Kipling
Scholars had been selected to start at the I.S.C. in September 1938.
They included Billy Wood from Canada, Krishen Kumar Khanna
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from India, John Spencer Pallot from New Zealand, Godfrey
Worraker from South Africa and two more from Australia and
Trinidad. Somewhere along the line the Library had become a new
boarding house, Kipling House, which would accommodate these
scholars with others. The Fund was closed on 31 December 1938, and
on 6 March 1939 the foundation stone of the Rudyard Kipling
Memorial Building was laid by Princess Alice, wife of the Ead of
Athlone. Among the guests was Mr J. H. Brooking, the founder of
the Kipling Society. Mrs Kipling 'greatly regretted' that she would be
abroad, but sent a 'charming' letter to Princess Alice, saying that she
knew her husband would have been 'very delighted' to know of the
honour done to his memory.
The Kipling Memorial Building, designed by Clyde Young and
Bernard Engel, was completed and formally opened in November
1939. On the gable of the south front was a plaque in cast lead by
Benno Elkan, illustrating characters from The Jungle Books. On
display on the day was a bust of Rudyard Kipling by Madame Ginette
Bingguely Lejeune, destined for the National Portrait Gallery.
Princess Alice and her husband decided on the day of the opening to
commission a second bust from the sculptress to remain in the
Kipling Building at Windsor, and this they presented to the school.
By then of course the second World War had broken out. The
capital of the Fund was in 3½% irredeemable War Bonds. The
overseas students could no longer reach the school. In 1942, as has
been said, the amalgamation with Haileybury took place, although
Paul Vernon had offered a safe home for the whole of Kipling's old
school on his New York estate.
Today the Kipling Memorial Building is no more. The Jungle Book
Plaque survives on the Ranks Hovis McDougall building which
stands on the site. The bust is in the Library at Haileybury, where one
of the Houses was in 1942 renamed 'Kipling', and where the writer
continues to be honoured as an Old Boy by adoption. Haileybury is
proud of the connection, distant though it now is, to the United
Services College at Westward Ho! of Stalky & Co. days.
One link snapped when General W. G. H. Vickers died last year
aged ninety-seven. He was the last surviving Old Boy of the U.S.C. In
September 1953 when Kingsley Terrace at Westward Ho! was
renamed 'Kipling Terrace', he had unveiled a plaque on the wall of
No 7 (Cormell Price's house), commemorating the school and its first
headmaster. In his speech he had said:
Although the School lived on in the I.S.C, and still lives on in
Haileybury, we the original Old Boys always feel that the true
character and glory left it when it went away from here in 1904.
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BOOK REVIEW
THE PATER: John Lockwood Kipling, his Life and Times,
1837-1911 by Arthur R. Ankers (Hawthorns Publications, 1988); xi + 161 pp including illustrations and
index; ISBN 1 871044 00 6; hardback; £9.95.
We should all consider ourselves indebted to the Reverend Dr Ankers
for this well researched and enlightening book. John Lockwood
Kipling — 'the Pater', who adopted 'Lockwood', his mother's
maiden name, when he was grown-up — has somehow been a
shadowy figure. Revered by his genius of a son; known by his
illustrations and decorations of Rudyard's books; respected as an
artist-craftsman and teacher of Indian artists and craftsmen, helping
them to develop their own traditions; a collector of treasures of
Buddhist art and learning in the Wonder House at Lahore — and yet,
a shadowy figure.
That is no longer true. In this, the first proper biography, Dr
Ankers has thrown a kindly but revealing light into the shadows, and
brought to our comprehension the full figure of the man; his mischief,
his flirtatiousness, his strength of character. In so doing, he has also
told us much about Alice ('The Mother'); about the beautiful,
brilliant but ultimately unhappy 'Trix'; and about many other people
we may hardly have heard of, who now become important. Editha
Plowden, in her youth, her innocence, ignorance even, when she was a
girl in India, who gave a lifelong devotion to John Kipling — a
devotion only expressed on either side in letters covering many years.
Now Editha is a real person. And so are many others with whom the
Kiplings made friends in Anglo-India, Viceroys and all, people who
were often celebrated, or castigated, in Rudyard's prose and verse.
The lines and connections between the ideas and writings of the
father and those of the son now become more clear. Again and again
we hear the thoughts and words of the father resounding in the words
of the son. Rudyard frequently acknowledged his debt to his father's
deep and wide knowledge; the nature of that debt is here more clearly
outlined. Dr Ankers is specially qualified to write about Wesleyan
Methodism in the nineteenth century, and he does so unsparingly. No
wonder John Kipling was a rebel and a sceptic. No wonder Rudyard
was — what he was.
The book assumes that its reader has adequate knowledge of the
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life and works of Rudyard Kipling, which is fair enough. Such
knowledge will add much to our appreciation of The Pater and,
conversely, it is true that reading The Pater adds to understanding the
works of Rudyard. Dr Ankers has worked assiduously in the Kipling
Archive at the University of Sussex, and has made good use of John
Kipling's extensive journalism in the Pioneer and other Englishlanguage Indian periodicals. It is also a pleasure to see among the
illustrations so much of John Kipling's own work.
A proper bibliography of the published books from which material
has been drawn would be useful. Also I, for one, want to know more
about John Kipling's 'romance in two chapters' which crops up
cryptically several times and was called Inezela. And what, please, is
Mixed Scribbles? A firm editorial hand would have eliminated certain
repetitions — for example about Alice Kipling's confinements and
Trix's suitors — but these are forgiven as soon as noticed. As for the
occasional misprint, what the hell! The concept of an obligarchy
(page 139) — which could be a small ruling group of persons obligated
to do a good job, I suppose? — fills a long-felt want...
The book follows a course of ideas, and associations, rather than
one of consecutive chronology. This is sometimes disconcerting for a
moment, but as the mind absorbs the whole book the design grows
apparent, and the patterns made by all these people, as they meet and
part, become more clear. That is a pompous way of saying the book
rambles about all over the place, and is all the better for that.
And if ye doubt the tale I tell, just get your hands on a copy, and
read the last seventeen lines of the last chapter, 'Best and Most Genial
of Fathers'. You will then buy a copy of The Pater, and be pleased that
you have done so.
JOHN SHEARMAN

Sketches by John Lockwood Kipling, from the chapter 'Of Animals in
Indian Art' in his Beast and Man in India (1891).
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AT A GENEVA BOOK FAIR
by NORMAN ENTRACT, PETER LEWIS and LISA LEWIS

[Norman Entract is the Society's Secretary; Lisa Lewis is the Meetings Secretary and
her husband Peter is known to many of us. The three of them, at my suggestion, put
together the following account of their attendance, between 11 and 15 May 1988, on
behalf of the Kipling Society, at the 'Salon Internationale du Livre et de la Presse' at
Geneva. Literary Societies are expected to respond to invitations such as the Secretary
received; but the willingness of individual members to take the trouble—and the time
they spend and the costs they uncomplainingly incur—should not go unrecognised by
the rest of us. Our trio did a great deal of hard labour in Geneva, in a style which has
brought the Society much credit, so it was pleasant to learn that their week's work had
its compensations in interest and enjoyment.—Ed.]

Early this year the Secretary received a telephone call from Monsieur
Daniel Quinzani, Director-General of the Swiss quarterly geographical review Animan: Natures et Civilisations—specialising in
superb photographs of people, places and animals—to say they were
about to publish an article on Kipling.
He asked for the Society's help in preparing a special display for
their stand at the forthcoming International Book Fair in Geneva.
Arising from this, it was eventually decided that the Secretary, with
Peter and Lisa Lewis, should attend, bringing material from the
Society's archive and from Lisa's collection. Both the directors and
the staff of Animan gave their visitors royal treatment.
The Animan stand was an elegant labyrinth of aluminium panels
dipped in graphite, brownish-black and arranged in a honeycomb
plan, topped here and there by domes of creamy fabric. It was
situated towards the middle of the enormous Palais des Expositions,
between Boulevard Colette, Boulevard Agatha Christie and Avenue
Comtesse de Ségur, being divided in half by Rue Dickens. On the one
side, passages hung with pictures from the magazine led out to
counters where the company made sales and promoted their travel
programme (including a 'Kipling's India' tour). The other half was
entitled "Kipling et les Voyages: Animan in association with the
Kipling Society".
Here, a reconstruction of the study at Bateman's included some
beautiful period furniture; a Persian rug from Monsieur Quinzani's
own home; pipe, spectacles, books; an ancient typewriter and a
lightweight version of a 'solar topee' (later to be identified by one
travelled lady as the classic peasant headgear of Thailand). Next to
this, the Society's representatives took turns sitting at another
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antique desk to answer questions, guard the exhibits and generally
'look British'.
Hence more pictures, mostly of India, led visitors into a quiet
alcove, where a series of glass cases held early editions, drawings,
photographs and an "Absent-Minded Beggar" moustache-cup
(recently presented to the Society by our member Mr Crocker).
Hanging over these were a selection of the prints by Edward and
Maurice Detmold, "Sixteen Illustrations to The Jungle Book"—
published in a limited edition of 500 by Macmillan in 1903, and later
reprinted in a smaller form for the 1908 edition of the book.
Press comments on the display as a whole were: "Without doubt,
the most beautiful stand in the exhibition" (Le Matin); "Must be
discovered!" (Le Quotidien). Once Flavio Cotti, Minister of the
Interior, had opened the fair, some 60,000 visitors did discover us
(out of a total attendance of over 100,000). On the first day the local
schoolchildren had been let loose with a series of projects to write: the
French version of our exhibit catalogue, including an account of
Kipling's life and works in 100 words, proved popular with these—
though some younger visitors reproached us for having no
bubble-gum.
In a hall full of glaring white and primary colours, loudspeakers
and salesmanship, our dark stand was a haven of quiet, "an oasis" as
Le Matin's reporter said. It was fascinating to watch how the tired and
the unruly would relax as they entered and began to gaze around.
Regular subscribers to Animan would come as initiates, often
bringing an uninstructed friend. Freelance photographers, hopeful of
selling to Animan, would appear, dragging portfolios.
A constant stream of Kipling-lovers of all ages came up to tell us
their favourites: The Jungle Books, Just-So Stories and "If—" all had
numerous adherents, while the Puck books appealed to a select few.
One developed stock replies to queries: "That poem about un homme
is 'Si—' or 'If—': you can buy copies on decorated, hand-made paper,
in French or English, further down the boulevard."—"Kipling books
are on sale in English at the Penguin stand."—"Hachette do have
Histoires comme ça, whatever they may tell you."—"Other Kipling
titles are available in French translation from Payot's bookshop in
town."—"No, sorry, the Kipling Journal doesn't come in French." . . .
Many enquirers wanted copies of the Detmold prints: one lady liked
"Akela" because it reminded her of her Alsatian dog, while an
American couple insisted that it was a real wolf. These two were
among the many who professed themselves delighted with the whole
Kipling exhibit: "It has made our day," they said.
At times, as the public shuffled interminably in and out, the story
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"In the Presence" would come to mind, with its "river of feet... that
never—never—never—stops". Thursday, a public holiday, was the
busiest; Friday and Saturday, when we closed at 10.30 p.m., the
longest. But always at the worst moment—as one murmured perhaps
"to endure how long?", like the French lieutenant in "The Bonds of
Discipline"—up would come another enthusiast, and all fatigue
would be forgotten. Geneva, it seems, is another place where
Kipling's memory lives on.

UNFINISHED VERSES
[See page 40]
[One of our members — Mr. K. J. Dillon, whose book service is advertised in this issue
— has sent us the typescript of a little-known item, twenty-eight lines of uncollected
verse. At the head is a note, "Original MS in possession of Mrs. Fleming". This
coincides with all that is known of the provenance of the verses, that they were in a
manuscript formerly belonging to Kipling's sister, Mrs 'Trix' Fleming, who had
presumably been given it by her brother. It is now reproduced overleaf.
Nothing seems to be on record as to the date and inspiration of these verses, which
first came to public notice at Rottingdean in 1951, in an exhibition of Kiplingiana for
which the manuscript had been lent by Miss Betty Macdonald, to whom it had passed
from the late Mrs Fleming. The Kipling Journal noted the existence of the verses, on
page 11 of its issue of December 1951, but did not quote them at any length. In 1967 the
Society's privately published Readers' Guide printed them in full as Item 518 in the
volume that dealt with Kipling's Verse: they were described as being in Kipling's
handwriting, with a footnote: "What a descent, but I hope to finish him one day."
The piece apparently never was finished. It is of the type of light versification that
Kipling was capable of turning out with casual facility to amuse himself or a friend,
commonly with no thought of publication. However, since we have it, there would be
satisfaction in attaching a reasoned date to it: the Readers' Guide simply guessed, 1892,
so as to place it in a chronological sequence. External evidence may exist in a letter
somewhere: internal pointers are rather lacking. The horse-drawn char-à-banc, dating
from 1832, provides no clue. Cinch, which probably did not come into British English
slang till 1900, may be more revealing. Given that and the Downs, I would guess the
early 1900s, before cars were common, and I would see the sub-continent as South
Africa. On the other hand, thirteen thousand miles by ship is more suggestive of
Australia, as is the Australian term bushed, meaning lost in the bush. I await any
better-informed opinions, from readers.
Meanwhile I hope they enjoy this jauntily ironical piece, with its dexterous rhythm
and rhyme-pattern. For convenience, I entitle it "The Outdoor Life"—Ed.]
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'THE OUTDOOR LIFE'
[A fragment of uncompleted verse: see page 39.]

In the microscopical Hinterland of a cramped sub-continent,
On a farm no larger than Rutlandshire his limited youth was spent,
Till he rode three days to the nearest rail and sailed from his natal coast,
Of purpose to sample the Outdoor Life which only the English boast.
Yes! Three days' saddle and three days' rail and thirteen thousand miles
By ship, was his trip to the Outdoor Life, as lived in the English Isles.

Alone he breasted the Outdoor Downs – alone and afar he ran,
Thousands of yards from the nearest house and hundreds of yards from a man,
And he brake not his fast till the noon was past, and a kind policeman showed
That the Primal Law of the Outdoor Life is the Pub at the end of the Road!
So a mile and a half to his shandy-gaff o'er the Outdoor Waste he strode,
And he sang, "Thank God for the Outdoor Life and the Pub at the end of the Road!
For the Buns and the Band where the char-à-bancs stand, and the cyclist tinkers his
steed.
Oh, there's nothing to equal the Outdoor Life as lived by the Bulldog Breed!"

By the Outdoor Rides, where the keeper hides 'neath the Outdoor Trespass Board,
He entered the heart of the Outdoor Woods, which were often a furlong broad.
Lakes with swans and a punt he found, and picnic-trampled plains,
And Outdoor Heaths where the only sound was the clang of the Outdoor Trains.
(When their plans were upset by the weather and wet, the rovers returned in those
trains.)
And he sang, "What a cinch is the Outdoor Life where you always knock off when it
rains!"
He was quick to discern that a Second Return was miles above packhorse or dray;
And he took like a bird to a Smoking Third at the end of the Outdoor Day.

Furious after the fox he pushed, for several hours rode he,
Till the Outdoor Twilight found him bushed, a parish's width from his tea.
But the natives (one per statute chain) arose and explained his path,
Which led him by many an Outdoor Lane to his dressing-gown, slippers and bath.
So he tubbed and he dined and he grubbed and he wined, and he sang as he sat by the
fire,
"There is nothing to equal the Outdoor Life as lived in the Outdoor Shire!"
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
HURREE CHUNDER MOOKERJEE, ALSO M. KINGSLEY
From John Shearman, Garden Flat, 29 Buckland Crescent, London NW3 5DJ

Dear Sir,
I have been reading Trespassers on the Roof of the World: The Race
for Lhasa by Peter Hopkirk [Murray, 1982; O.U.P. Paperback, 1983],
in which I find the pundit Sarat Chandra Das identified as the
original of Hurree Chunder Mookerjee in Kim. There is a photograph
of him, derived from Sir Thomas Holdich's Tibet the Mysterious
(1906). He was a Hindu, but he disguised himself as a Buddhist, and
went to Tibet secretly in 1879 and 1881, and Hopkirk suggests that he
reached Lhasa. Tibetan officials and others who had unwittingly
helped him were mercilessly punished when the Tibetan authorities
learned of his intrusions.
He was in Tibet when Colonel Nikolai Prejevalsky, the Russian
explorer, made his first unsuccessful attempt to reach Lhasa from the
north in 1879. He was also involved in an abortive trade mission
headed by Colman Macauley from British India towards Tibet in
1886. He retired to 'Lhasa Villa', Darjeeling, and in 1902 published a
book, Journey to Lhasa and Central Tibet.
Hopkirk's book also contains a photograph of Captain T. G.
Montgomerie, who in 1862 proposed the 'pundit' system for
clandestine survey and intelligence activities in Central Asia, and
trained men in survey and reconnaissance work at Dehra Dun. The
photograph shows him as a balding, bearded man in uniform, with a
haunted, visionary look in his eyes. Hopkirk identifies him with
Colonel Creighton in Kim.
As to Mary Kingsley and Rudyard Kipling, I found Nora Crook's
remarks at pages 45-47 of the June issue of the Journal most helpful:
they confirm that we must not take Something of Myself as a finished
work. I now find it surprising that Mary Kingsley said (as Kipling
reports in Something of Myself), "Oh, I forgot I was a woman. 'Fraid I
mustn't", when Kipling asked her up to his rooms to "talk it out". If
he was asking her to come to Brown's Hotel, could they not have
continued their talk in one of the public rooms?
Yours faithfully,
JOHN SHEARMAN
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'SCUMFISH' [6]
From Lord Ferrier, E.D., D.L. Kilkerran, Maybole, Ayrshire KA19 7SJ

Dear Sir,
I have done my best to find out whether the word 'Scumfish' is in
use in this part of the country, but it is not [arising from debate on its
meaning in the Kipling Journal's letter pages in September and
December 1987, and June 1988].
'Scumfish' does appear in the Concise Scots Dictionary (1985),
meaning to discomfit, or stifle, or disgust — which in any case does
not fit in with Kipling's use of the word in "Road Song of the
Bandar-Log".
It would appear to me that, as other correspondents have said, the
word took Kipling's fancy — and fits in with its use in the poem.
Yours faithfully,
FERRIER

[Consideration of this word, which was stimulated by Lord Ferrier a year ago, can now
probably be laid to rest after an entertaining run in several issues. My own guess, which
is simply that Kipling liked the sound of the word and thought it expressive in
describing the way monkeys swing and rush through treetops, was strengthened by a
conversation I had with Lord Ferrier after he had written the letter above. Had I, he
asked, ever heard monkeys scurrying through leafy trees overhead? (Yes, often.) Did I
recall that although they might well be invisible from below, they could be identified at
once by the highly characteristic noise of their movement through the foliage — a
smoothly scurrying, skimming, brushing sound? (Certainly, though I had not thought
of it for years, I now remembered clearly.) Was 'Scumfish' not a very adequate piece of
onomatopeia for this? (Yes: why not?) — Ed.]

LAKE RUDYARD
From Mr Bryan Diamond, 16 Scot Grove, Pinner, Middlesex HAS 4RT

Sir,
On a recent visit to Stoke, my wife and I made a diversion to Lake
Rudyard. The signposting in the area is generally good, except as
regards the lake (now Rudyard Reservoir), which we only found from
our map. It is owned by British Waterways. There is no signposted
access to the water or to any public car parking; eventually we parked
at an adjacent cafe and found our way to the water. A canoe school
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was using it, otherwise the pretty lake was nearly deserted.
At the shop in the village of Rudyard, the connection with Kipling
was not known, and we saw no mention of him. Perhaps the Society
might erect a plaque there, to Lockwood and Alice and Rudyard.
The Reverend A. Ankers's excellent new book, The Pater [reviewed
on page 35 — Ed.], describes the lake as a favourite resort in 1863.
Yours sincerely,
BRYAN DIAMOND

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

Dear Sir,
In case you have not seen it already, I enclose a note on a Kipling
cartoon by Max Beerbohm which is to be included in a sale shortly.
Yours sincerely,
GORDON PHILO
[Enclosed was an extract from Sotheby's European Newsletter of June 1988, which
described some items that were to be included in a sale of Modern British and Victorian
Art in London on 20 July. It drew attention to a cartoon by Max Beerbohm. It was a
pencil drawing, with red and grey colour washes, and was expected to fetch between
£3,000 and £5,000. In its malice, this drawing is typical of the one-sided campaign
waged by Beerbohm against Kipling for many years. It shows Kipling as a repellent,
strutting figure, displaying in triumph a sack of money that he has been given as the
Nobel Prize for Literature in 1907, and exclaiming, "Lord God, they ha' paid in full!"
— which is of course derived from "The Song of the Dead", the verses beginning,
We have fed our sea for a thousand years
And she calls us, still unfed . . .
In the background, in attitudes that contrast with Kipling's vulgar self-advertising, are
shown George Meredith, Thomas Hardy and Algernon Charles Swinburne — i.e.
three literary figures who in Beerbohm's view should have been preferred by the Nobel
Prize selectors over Kipling. This view was not only Beerbohm's: it was shared by the
critic and historian, A. G. Gardiner, who commented, on learning of the award to
Kipling, that those same three figures, "the goldsmiths", had been passed over, "and
the literary blacksmith is exalted". Kipling endured abuse of this kind from what he
would have regarded as liberal intellectuals, throughout much of his life: on
extraordinarily few occasions did he ever respond in kind, in personal terms.
Considering that he was a sensitive man, we may well regard this restraint as creditable.
— Ed.]
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THE SOCIETY'S FINANCES
A report to accompany the Accounts for the year ending 31 December 1987
by T. S. BITTLESTON, Honorary Treasurer

After the reasonably good results of 1986, it is pleasing to see a
substantial surplus for 1987, reflected in part by the healthy state of
our bank account at year end (£5,288).
On the Income side, we finished with a drop in total revenue, largely
through a reduction in donation and advertising income, and a
decline in subscriptions. In part, the shortfall in subscription income
was due to a poor dollar/sterling exchange rate, which 'lost' us over
£300 from our overseas membership, though this sum was offset by
the contribution of covenants revenue, which came to about the same
amount. Overall, there was a reduction in membership: moreover
there were negative adjustments such as refunds to some members
who had unintentionally oversubscribed. Investment income, despite
the market crash of October 1987, has done well. Our brokers were
timely in their advice to sell, and the few shares that were retained
have been buoyant. Overall, there was a growth of nearly 10% in our
shares values.
Control of Expenditure has been good. The decision to handle the
distribution and posting of the Kipling Journal in the Secretary's
office has helped towards a substantial reduction in labour costs with
our printers: this factor and a somewhat slimmer Journal have
reduced that overhead by over £ 1,200. Other overheads and expenses
have either remained static or dropped; with no special projects
during the year no exceptional funds were needed.
The resulting 'cash mountain' was a necessary part of our financial
planning. During 1988 we would need to replace a substantial part of
our Library shelving, for better security and reduced wear and tear.
We would also need a new photocopier. The combined cost of these
two requirements alone was expected to exceed £3,500.
This is my last contribution to the Society as Treasurer, since
pressures in other areas are forcing me to hand over this task. My
thanks to the many members who have been supportive, and my best
wishes to my successor.
[We owe much to Mr Bittleston who, despite the arduous demands of an active
business career, and many other interests, has made time to supervise our finances
since 1981. He has done so with energy, good humour and that blend of zeal and
objectivity which is a hallmark of responsible management. A successor is to be
appointed at the next Annual General Meeting. — Ed.]
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MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome to the Society the following new members:
Mr L. F. Bowyer (London); Mr A. H. J. Fraser (Northumberland); Miss Wyn Gleeson
(Victoria, Australia); Dr C. M. R. Hennessy (London); Professor Yoko Inokuma
(Tokyo, Japan); Mr D. McMichael (London); Mr L. Maginn (London); Mrs. D. E.
Pharaon (Surrey); Mrs B. G. Schreiber (Surrey); Herr R. J. Utz (West Germany).

THE MELBOURNE BRANCH

The Melbourne Branch of the Kipling Society recently celebrated its
fiftieth anniversary. Our warmest congratulations go to all members
in Melbourne, to the officers who keep the Branch in its flourishing
condition, and not least to its very active President, Mrs Rosalind
Kennedy. The occasion was appropriately marked in early July by a
well attended champagne reception. Several representatives of other
comparable organisations — including the Shakespeare Society, the
Dickens Fellowship and the Henry Lawson Society — were present
by invitation. Some of our members presented selected readings of
Kipling. Mrs Ivy Morton, a former President who in earlier years did
much to keep the Melbourne Branch in being, formally cut the
Anniversary Cake. One of the Vice-Presidents, Mr Laurie Crozier,
proposed the traditional toast.
In the Kipling Journal of July 1938 the formation of the Melbourne
Branch was noted with appreciation. It had forty members when it
was founded under the Presidency of Dr A. S. Joske, described as "an
enthusiastic collector of Kipling's works". A Vice-President of the
main Society, Major-General Sir Julius Bruche, K.C.B., C.M.G., was on
the Committee. The Branch has been in continuous existence since
then, and we trust it will long survive, and flourish.
The present omens for its doing so are propitious. The Branch, by
every account, has a very pleasant vitality and atmosphere. It also
successfully maintains a programme of lectures which reflect credit
on all concerned, presented by an impressive variety of speakers. To
take but one example, a recent address by Dr Peter Naish of Monash
University on "The sacred and the profane in The Naulahka" was a
fascinating presentation which stimulated much discussion.
We are always very glad indeed to have the opportunity of meeting
members from Melbourne when they are visiting Britain.

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.

