(ii)

March 1989

KIPLING JOURNAL

1_

2

KIPLING JOURNAL

March 1989

March 1989

KIPLING JOURNAL

3

[The publisher of the Army Quarterly and Defence Review, himself an
enthusiastic member of the Kipling Society, invites me to draw
attention to his advertisement above, containing a notice of an article
I wrote on Kipling's Irish Guards in the Great War. Though he
naturally looks for regular subscribers to his excellent periodical, he
does hold a few spare copies of the January 1989 issue which he is
willing to sell singly to non-subscribers who are members of the
Kipling Society. — Ed.]
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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
FORTHCOMING EVENTS 1989

Wednesday 19 April at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel (Dover and
Albemarle Streets, London W1), Mr J. H. McGivering on
"Her Majesty's Servants" [The Jungle Book]: a brief
examination.

Wednesday 3 May at 12.30 for 1 p.m. at the Royal Overseas League
(Park Place, off St James's Street, London W1) the Society's
Annual Luncheon. The Guest of Honour and Speaker will be
Hugh Brogan. Members in Britain will have received
application forms with the Kipling Journal.

Wednesday 19 July at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel, Mr John
Pateman (of the T. E. Lawrence Society) on T. E. Lawrence and
Rudyard Kipling.

Wednesday 13 September at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel,
Mr G. H. Newsom, Q.C., on "Recessional" and "The White Man's
Burden": a historical perspective.

As announced in the December 1988 Journal, we are returning to
the Royal Overseas League for the 1989 Luncheon. Where
appropriate, a further application form is enclosed with the March
Journal.
February 1989
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"AS SHE DREW THE CORK SHE LOOKED AT ME"
The illustrations of "Mrs. Bathurst" [Traffics and Discoveries] in our last issue drew
some interested comment from readers unfamiliar with Victor Prout's drawings for the
story as it first appeared in the Windsor Magazine. Here is another, showing Mrs
Bathurst in her bar in Auckland in 1901, serving Sergeant Pritchard, ashore from
H.M.S. Carthusian. The beribboned bottles of five-year old Slits can be seen. [Copy
made by Ted King, City University]
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A HUNTING CHEETAH AND ITS KEEPER
A characteristic sketch by John Lockwood Kipling in the chapter on "Animal
Training" in his Beast and Man in India (1891). He there gives a lively account of how
the "cheetah or hunting leopard" is caught and tamed.
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EDITORIAL
Exactly a century ago, in March 1889, Kipling, aged twenty-three,
with six and half years labour in India behind him, sailed from
Calcutta with his friends Professor and Mrs Hill. This departure was
a major turning-point in his career — even perhaps a minor landmark
in literature. It also launched him on the first of the many sea voyages
of his maturity: their atmosphere, and his romantic vision of the sea,
would thereafter be repeatedly evoked in his writings. By 1889 the
golden era of steamer travel had begun, in ships increasingly able to
face the oceans with assurance, and to provide their passengers with
some prospect of punctuality, safety and comfort. Today, anyone
who recalls the seductive flavour of shipboard life at its best — not
luxury cruising but real travel, outward to work, homeward on leave
— will recognise, across the chasm of the years, a young man's
exultation, starting on a long voyage in good company, with
unaccustomed time on his hands.
"I give it up," [he wrote delightedly, in the first of a long series of
travelling despatches for the Pioneer]. "I cannot write, and to sleep I
am not ashamed. A glorious idleness has taken entire possession of
me; journalism is an imposture; so is Literature; so is Art. All India
dropped out of sight yesterday . . . We have reached blue water —
crushed sapphire — and a little breeze is bellying the awning. Three
flying-fish were sighted this morning; the tea at chota-hazri [early
morning tea] is not nice, but the captain is excellent. Is this budget of
news sufficiently exciting . . . ?
[He then recounted amiably how the Professor had intended to
occupy himself seriously that day, but had "stopped to reflect by the
brink of a drink", and changed his mind.]
'Professor,' said I, 'there is a foolish little paper in Allahabad called
the Pioneer. I am supposed to be writing it a letter — a letter with my
hands! Did you ever hear of anything so absurd?'
'I wonder if Angostura bitters really go with whisky,' said the
Professor, toying with the neck of the bottle... He loafed on deck and
I think by this time is fast asleep. I would have reproved him, but the
words died on my tongue. I was guiltier than he.
There is no such place as India; there never was a daily paper called
the Pioneer. It was all a weary dream. The only real things in the world
are crystal seas, clean-swept decks, soft rugs, warm sunshine, the
smell of salt in the air, and fathomless . . . indolence." •
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MY PERSONAL EXPERIENCE
WITH A LION
by RUDYARD KIPLING

HEADPIECE
This picture cornes from the Ladies' Home Journal of January 1902, where it
accompanied Kipling's article, "My Personal Experience with a Lion". Unlike the
other illustrations with the same article, three of which we now reproduce in the
following pages, it shows not a cub but a mature lion. Though the other photographs
were explicitly "by the author", this one may not have been.
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE
[Kipling wrote this story in 1901, for an American women's magazine. It has many
points of interest. It is autobiographical; it features his wife, also his children John and
Elsie under the names "Daniel" and "Una" which they would reassume years later in
the Puck books; it carries distinct echoes of the Just So Stories, with which it was
contemporaneous; and on first appearance it was illustrated, most unusually, with
photographs taken by Kipling himself.
Yet it is little known. Even some of our members, I gather, first heard of it when I
described it in the Editorial of June 1988. I used that occasion to reproduce two
drawings of Una and the lion cub by a French artist, from among several illustrations
for this story in a 1920s volume of Kipling in French translation. To repeat briefly what
I said then, "My Personal Experience With a Lion" first appeared in January 1902 in
Philadelphia in the Ladies' Home Journal; was reprinted in 1912 as "How to Bring up a
Lion" in the Kipling Reader for Elementary Grades in American schools; was selected
for the French collection already referred to; but was left out of standard editions in
English including the compendious Sussex and Burwash sets.
Following a suggestion from a member, I decided to remedy this deficiency by
reproducing here the story as printed in the Ladies' Home Journal, copying also some of
the eight photographs that appeared in that magazine. Sadly, the pictures are
undistinguished; as copies of poor copies they are at a disadvantage; they were never
more than snapshots, rather dimly defined, then subjected to heavy retouching on first
publication; the case for reprinting them now is not one of photographic artistry but of
biographical or bibliographical interest.
The case for reviving the story itself is much stronger. Bygone whimsy is apt to date
embarrassingly, but this children's tale rises above whimsy, and contains some striking
examples of observation. Being in essentials true, it adds a vivid dimension to the short
account of Sullivan the Hon cub in Something of Myself, chapter VI. But it omits the
account there given of his untimely demise after the Kiplings had left — "He was put
in a cage, fed . . . on imperfectly thawed cold-storage meats fouled in the grit of his
floor, and soon died of colic." However, on the Kiplings' later visits, the lamented cub
was "always honoured among the many kind ghosts that inhabited" their South
African home.
The date of the events described can be sufficiently determined by reference to Mrs
Kipling's diary. She recorded the family's arrival in Cape Town on Christmas Day
1900, to find their new home The Woolsack, a gift from Cecil Rhodes, ready for
occupation, and a "dream of beauty". On 13 January 1901 Rhodes from his house
nearby sent them "the lion-cub to see if we can rear it": young John Kipling was three
and a half, Elsie nearly five. Incidentally on 30 March Kipling was writing "How the
Leopard got his Spots", to which tacit allusions can be found in this story. On 17 April
the family sailed for England.—Ed.]

12

KIPLING

JOURNAL

March 1989

Now this is a really, truly tale, Best Beloved. It is indeed. I know it is
because it all truthfully happened; and I saw it and heard it.
Once upon a time there was a bad, unkind Mummy-lion called
Alice, and she lived in a cage with her husband, Induna, halfway up a
mountain in Africa, behind the house I was living in. And she had two
little baby-lions, and she spanked one of them so hard that it died. But
the Keeper-man in charge of the cages pulled out the other little lion
just in time, and carried him down the hill and put him in an egg-box
along with a brindled bulldog puppy, called Budge, to keep him
warm.
Then I went to look at him, and the Keeper-man said: "This
baby-lion is going to die. Would you like to bring up this baby-lion?"
and I said "Yes," and the Keeper-man said: "Then I will send him to
your house at once, because he is certainly going to die, and you can
bring him up by hand." Then I went home very quick, and I found
Both Babies (Daniel and Una, they were called) playing on the stoop,
and I said: "O Babies! we are going to bring up a baby-lion by hand,"
and Both Babies said: "Hurrah! He can sleep in our nursery, and not
go away for ever and ever." Then Both Babies' Mummy said to me:
"What do you know about bringing up lions?" And I said: "Nothing
whatever." And she said: "I thought so," and she went into the house
to give orders.

Soon the Keeper-man came carrying the egg-box with the baby-lion
and Budge, the brindled bulldog pup, asleep inside, and behind him
walked a man with iron bars and a roll of wire-netting and some picks
and shovels; and they built a den for the baby-lion in the back-yard,
and they put the egg-box inside the den, and said: "Now you can
bring the lion up by hand. He is quite, quite certain to die."
Then Both Babies' Mummy came out of the house with a bottle in
her hand — the kind that you feed very wee babies from — and she
filled it with milk and warm water, and she screwed down the rubber
top, and she said: "I am going to bring up this baby-lion, and he is not
going to die," and she pulled out the baby-lion (his eyes were all blue
and watery and he couldn't see with them), and she turned him on his
little back and tilted the bottle into his little mouth, and he moved all
his four paws like windmills, but he never let go of the bottle — not
once — till it was quite empty and he was quite full. Then Both
Babies' Mummy said: "Weigh him on the meat-scales," and we
weighed him on the meat-scales, and he weighed four pounds three
ounces; and she said: "He will be weighed once a week, and he will be

YOUNG SULLIVAN
A photograph by Kipling, early 1901. At first the cub's "eyes were all blue and watery
and he couldn't see with them . . . his hind-legs were very weak". This picture seems to
have been taken in the specially built cage or den, which [Something of Myself] "the
children were forbidden to enter, lest their caresses should injure him". Here, "when he
was about the size of a large rabbit, he cut little pins of teeth, and made coughing noises
which he was persuaded were genuine roars".
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fed every three hours on warm milk and water — two parts milk and
one part water — and the bottle will be cleaned directly after each
meal with soda and boiling water."
And I said: "What do you know about bringing up lions by hand?"
And she said: "Nothing whatever except that this lion is not going to
die. You must find out how to bring up lions."
So I said: "The first thing to do is to stop Daniel and Una hugging
him and dancing round him in the den, as they do now, because if they
hug him too hard or step on him he will surely die."

This was 'splained to Daniel and Una; and they both said it would
be a dreadful thing to kill a Hon by accident, and they promised that
they wouldn't do it if they could have Budge to play with.
Budge was a nice, frisky, little puppy, and he would always come
out of the den to frolic; but for ten days the baby-lion only ate and
slept. He didn't say anything; he hardly opened his eyes. We made
him a bed of excelsior (that is better than straw), and we built him a
real little house with a thick roof to keep off the sun, and whenever he
looked at all hungry it was time for him to be fed out of the bottle.
Budge tried to make him play, but he wouldn't, and when Budge
chewed his ears too hard he would stretch himself all over Budge, and
Budge would crawl out from under, half choked.
Then we said: "It is a very easy thing to bring up a lion"; and then
visitors began to call to give advice.
One man said: "Young lions all die of paralysis of the hindquarters"; and another man said: "They perish of rickets which come
on just as they are cutting their first teeth." Then we looked at the
baby-lion, and his hind-legs were very weak indeed. He used to roll
over when he tried to walk, and his front paws doubled up under him,
and his eyes were dull and blind. So I went off in a train to find a
Trusty Taxidermist (this means a man who knows about animals'
insides) and found him in a Museum (curiously enough he was
stuffing a lion that very day), and I said: "We have a baby-lion who
weighs five pounds seven ounces on our meat-scales, but he doesn't
thrive. His hind-legs are weak, and he rolls over when he tries to walk.
What shall we do?"
"You must give him broth," said the Trusty Taxidermist. "Milk
isn't enough for him. Give him mutton-broth at eight in the morning
and four in the afternoon; you must also buy a dandy-brush — same
as they brush horses with — and brush him every day to make up for
his own Mummy not being able to lick him with her tongue."

" D A N I E L U S I N G T H E D A N D Y - B R U S H " . J o h n Kipling, aged three a n d a half, working on
Sullivan with the dandy-brush, " s a m e as they brush horses with . . . a good h a r d o n e " .
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So we bought a dandy-brush (a good hard one) and mutton for
broth, and we gave him the broth from the bottle, and in two days he
was a different lion. His hind-legs grew stronger and his eyes grew
lighter, and his furry, woolly skin grew cleaner, and we all said: "Now
we must give him a real name of his own." We inquired into his family
history and found that his parents were both Matabele lions from the
far north, and that the Matabele word for lion was 'umslibaan, but we
called him Sullivan for short; and that very day he knocked a bit of
skin off his nose trying to climb the wire-fence of the den. Then he
began to play with Daniel and Una — specially Una, who walked all
round the garden hugging him till he squeaked, and Daniel used to
brush him with the dandy-brush.
*
One day Una went into the den as usual and put her hand into
Sullivan's house to drag him out, just as usual, and Sullivan flattened
his little black-tipped ears back to his thick woolly head and opened
his mouth and said: "Ought Ought Ought" like a baboon. Una came
out very quick and said: "I think Sullivan has teeth. Come and look."
We saw that he had six or eight very pretty little teeth about a quarter
of an inch long, and we said: "Why should we give up our time to feed
this monarch of the jungle (that is a grown-up name for lion) every
few hours through a feeding bottle? Let him feed himself." In those
days he weighed eight pounds eight ounces, and he could run and
jump and growl and scratch, but he did not like to feed himself. For
two days and two nights he wouldn't feed himself at all. He sang for
his supper, like little Tommy Tucker, and he sang for his breakfast
and his dinner, making noises deep in his chest — high noises and low
noises and coughing noises. Una was very distressed. She ran out
saying: "Ah, please do let the Hon have his bottle! He aren't fit to be
weaned."
Daniel, who doesn't speak plain, would go off to the Lion's Den,
where poor Sullivan sat looking at a plate of cold broth, and he would
say: "Tullibun, Tullibun, eat up all yo' dinner or you'll be hungry."

But at last Sullivan made up his mind that bottles would never
come again, and he put down his little nose and ate for dear life. I was
told later that Both Babies' Mummy had been out in the early
morning and dipped her finger in mutton-broth and coaxed Sullivan
to lick it off, and she discovered that his tongue was as raspy as a file.
Then we were sure he ought to feed himself.
So we weaned Sullivan, and he weighed ten pounds two ounces,

"LIKE THE BIG CARVED LIONS IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE". In Something of Myself, echoing an observation in the
magazine article, Kipling wrote that the cub "dozed on the stoep. I noticed, due north and south, looking with slow eyes up
the length of Africa — always a little aloof, but obedient to the children".
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and the truly happy times of his life began. Every morning Una and
Daniel would let him out of the den. He was perfectly polite so long as
no one put his hand into his house; he would come out at a steady,
rocking-horse canter that looked slow, but was quicker even than
Una's run. Then he would be brushed with the dandy-brush, first on
his yellow tummy, and then on his yellow back, and then under his
yellow chin, where he dribbled mutton-broth, and then on his dark
yellow mane. The mane-hair of a baby-lion is a little thicker than the
rest of his hair, and Sullivan's was tinged with black. A man who had
shot a good many lions told us that Sullivan was a "genuine black
Matabele lion," and would grow into a regular beauty.
After his brush he would come out into the garden to watch Daniel
and Una swing; or he would hoist himself up on the stoop to watch
Both Babies' Mummy sew, or he would go into my room and lie
under a couch. If I wished to get rid of him I had to call Una, for at her
voice he would solemnly trundle out with his head lifted, and help
her chase butterflies among the hydrangeas; he never took any
notice of me.
One of the many queer things about him was the way he matched
his backgrounds — just like the Leopard on the High Veldt. He
would lie down on the bare tiled stoop in the full glare of the sun, and
you could step on him before you saw him; he would sit in the shadow
of a wall or slide into the garden border and till he moved you could
not tell that he was there. That made him difficult to photograph. I
took one picture of him on a garden-walk just to show you what
I mean.

Sudden noises, like banging doors, always annoyed him. He would
go straight backward and almost as fast as he ran forward till he got
his back up against a wall or shrub, and there he would lift one little,
broad paw and look wicked till he heard Una or Daniel call him. If he
smelt anything on the wind he would stop quite still and lift his head
high into the air, very slowly till he had quite made up his mind. Then
he would most slowly steal down wind with his tail switching a trifle
at the very end. The first time he played with a ball he struck it, just as
his grandfather must have struck at the big Matabele oxen in the far
north — one paw above and one paw below, with a wrench and a
twist — and the ball bounced over his shoulder. He could use his paws
as easily as a man can use his arms, and much more quickly. He
always turned his back on you when he was examining anything; and
that was a signal that you were not to interfere with him.
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We used to believe that little lions were only big cats, as the books
say; but Sullivan taught us that lions are always lions. He would play
in his own way at his own games; but he never chased his tail or patted
a cork and string or did any foolish, kitten tricks. He never forgot that
he was a lion — not a dog, nor a cat, but a lion, and the son of a lion.
When he lay down he would cross his paws and look like the big
carved lions in Trafalgar Square; when he rose up and sniffed he
looked like the lions that a man called Barye used to make in bronze;
and when he lifted one paw and opened his mouth and wrinkled up
his nose to be angry (as he did when we washed him all over with
carbolic and water, because of fleas) he looked like the lion that the
old Assyrians drew on stone.
He never did anything funny; he was never silly or amusing (not
even when he had been dipped in carbolic and water), and he never
behaved as though he were trying to show off. Kittens do.
He kept himself to himself more and more as he grew older, and
one day — I shall never forget it — he began to see out of his eyes. Up
till then they had been dull and stupid —just like a young baby's eyes.
But that day — I saw them first under my couch — they were
grown-up lion's eyes — soft and blazing at the same time, without a
wink in them, eyes that seemed to look right through you and out
over all Africa. Though he had been born in captivity, like Alice, his
mummy, and Induna, his father, and though the only home he had
ever known was on the slopes of the big mountain where Africa
ended, we never once saw him look up the hill when he lay down to
do his solemn, serious thinking. He always faced squarely to the
north, to the great open plains and the ragged, jagged mountains
beyond them — looking up and into the big, sunny, dry Africa that
had once belonged to his people.
That was very curious. He would think and he would sigh — just
exactly like a man. He was full of curious, half-human noises — little
grunts and groans and mutters and mumbles.

Well, this is really the end of the tale, Best Beloved. He grew to
weigh more than fifteen pounds when we had to leave him. We were
very proud of him, and triumphed over the Keeper-man and the other
people who had said that we could never bring him up by hand, and
they said: "You've certainly won the game. You can have this Lion if
you like and take him home and give him to the Zoo." But we said:
"No. Sullivan is one of the family, and if he were taken to a cold, wet,
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foggy Zoo he'd die. Let him stay here where we can find him and talk
to him when we come back. Let him have the cage near his mummy,
where the Australian Dingo-dog lives, and next year we'll see if he
remembers Daniel and Una and the feeding-bottle."
So they said they would do all these things, and we came away
leaving Sullivan close upon sixteen pounds' weight, in perfect health
with the beginnings of a beautiful mane.
I like to think of him up the hill in the sunshine, with his paws
crossed, looking out north — always north, straight up over all
Africa.

Oh, Budge, the brindled bull-pup? Before Sullivan was weaned a
man took Budge away to make a real bulldog of him. Besides,
Sullivan needed all of house to sleep in.

"UN VRAI LION MATABELE NOIR"
One of the illustrations by H. Deluermoz, dated 1922, which accompanied an
authorised French translation by Louis Fabulet of the lion cub story, in a collection of
some of Kipling's Contes (Librairie Delagrave, Paris).
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BOOK REVIEWS

[The reviewer of Kipling's Japan below is Professor Charles Beckingham, F.B.A., a
scholar and orientalist who among many services to his subject has until recently been
the Editor of the Journal of the Royal Asiatic Society. He initially protested that he was
a specialist neither in Japanese studies nor in Kipling, but this I discounted, knowing
that he invariably contributes something new and of interest in whatever he undertakes
to do. For myself, I admit I had a certain compunction in asking anyone to review here
a book for which I was partly responsible, but in the past six months Kipling's Japan
has had enough press attention in both Britain and Japan to justify this fairly full
notice in the Kipling Journal.—Ed.]

KIPLING'S JAPAN: Collected Writings, edited by Sir Hugh
Cortazzi and George Webb (Athlone Press, London and
New Jersey, 1988); xiv + 294 pp; drawings and plates,
three maps, appendices, notes, glossary and index; ISBN
0-485-11348-1; English hardback £14.95; Japanese
translation planned for 1990.
"The main purpose of this book is to collect into one volume the
considerable quantity of material that Kipling wrote about Japan, for
the most part while he was in that country" (p 17). This has been done
with exemplary care.
The contents are divided into two parts. The first contains twelve
Letters and excerpts from a thirteenth, part of the series which
Kipling contributed to the Pioneer of Allahabad in 1889 when on his
way from India to Europe by way of Burma, Penang, Singapore,
Hong Kong, Canton, Japan and the United States. With them is
included a story, "Griffiths the Safe Man", closely related to this visit
and first published in the Lahore Civil and Military Gazette.
The second part comprises five Letters written for The Times when
he and his wife were in Yokohama in 1892 on what was intended to be
a voyage round the world, together with some miscellaneous pieces.
By far the most important of the latter is "The Rhyme of the Three
Sealers", on which the editors provide a specially valuable
commentary. There are three Appendices, comprising a collection of
Kipling's later comments on Japan, a chronology of his life in the
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years 1889-92, and a very useful glossary. The book has been well
produced. It is accurately printed and comfortable to handle. The
only misprint that obtrudes is "Price Ito" (p 5).
In the first of two Introductions, Sir Hugh Cortazzi provides a
lucid and succinct appreciation of the state of Japan when Kipling
was there; in the second, George Webb offers a perceptive assessment
of the place of these writings in Kipling's literary development.
The three maps are adequate for their purpose. They show the
location of places in India, to which there are many references, and of
places in Japan that are mentioned; perhaps the most needful for
British readers is one of the North-West Pacific to accompany the
commentary on "The Rhyme of the Three Sealers". The illustrations
and plates are well chosen. They include a woodcut of Kipling based
on a photograph taken between his two visits, several photographs by
his travelling-companion Professor Hill, and others of places he saw.
The same passage is reproduced as it appears in his own
handwritten draft, and as it was published in the Pioneer, and as it was
republished in the collected Burwash edition of From Sea to Sea.
Comparison of these exemplifies the complex bibliographical
problems presented by many of the pieces included in this volume.
The Letters were syndicated to more than one newspaper, and were
liable to be sub-edited differently and sometimes very incompetently.
Later they were re-edited for inclusion in collections which were
themselves republished with minor variants. Sir Hugh Cortazzi and
George Webb have dealt with the resulting difficulties conscientiously
but sensibly. They have not succumbed to the pedantry, which
sometimes allows a text to be submerged in the record of trivial and
accidental variants.
Nearly all the prose in this volume, and some of the verse, is
journalism, but it is good journalism. Like all good journalism it is
unpretentious. Kipling did not know, or pretend to know, Japanese.
If he had read anything about Japanese history, he did not parade his
knowledge. He did not copy out information from encyclopedias or
guide books. He did not even try to impress his readers with exotic
place names; almost all those he mentions were already fairly well
known. The result is eminently readable and, allowing for frequent
facetiousness, it is convincing as a sincere record of his impressions.
His pronouncements are not always consistent. They reflect his
reactions at the moment. They do not constitute a considered analysis
of the Japanese polity or society, or of the country's military or
economic potential. As the editors note in their Preface, "some of
Kipling's judgements unavoidably lacked depth", and "his view of
the Japanese, despite respect for their artistry and affection for their
charm, was also patronizing". He calls them "neat-handed, polite
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little people that live among flowers and babies, and smoke tobacco
as mild as their manners" (p 145).
Many of his contemporaries would have agreed with another
pronouncement that reads oddly now: "Verily Japan is a great
people. Her masons play with stone, her carpenters with wood, her
smiths with iron, and her artists with life, death and all the eye can
take in. Mercifully she has been denied the last touch of firmness in
her character which would enable her to play with the whole round
world. We possess that — we, the nation of the glass flower-shade, the
pink worsted mat, the red and green china puppy-dog, and the
poisonous Brussels carpet. It is our compensation" (p 92).
As always, he was appreciative of craftsmanship, whether it was
shown in traditional arts or in the construction of a railway through
difficult terrain. He did come to realise that there was another aspect
of Japanese culture, though he saw in it confirmation of a prevalent
but ignorant prejudice. "The Japanese, in common with the rest of
the East, have a strain of bloodthirstiness in their compositions. It is
carefully veiled now, but some of Hokusai's pictures show it" (p 181).
Had he recalled Goya's Desastres de la Guerra beside Hokusai he
would surely have modified this remark.
A vast amount of what must have been very enjoyable research is
embodied in the notes, which are comprehensive. Even such terms as
"id est" and such slang as "bobby" are explained: if it is objected that
no English reader needs to have them explained it must be
remembered that Kipling's admirers are by no means restricted to the
United Kingdom, or even to Anglophone countries.
There are a few, a very few, places where slightly more ample
annotation can be suggested. For instance, Kipling writes that when
he attended a Buddhist service at the Chion-in temple at Kyoto "the
priests began chanting Pali texts" (p 89). A note explains Pali but,
though the texts had doubtless been written in Pali originally, it is
likely that they were being recited in a Chinese translation.
Also, visitors are advised to call at a well known photographer's in
Yokohama and look at "his photos of the last crucifixion (twenty
years ago) in Japan" (p 181). It might have been worth noting that
here crucifixion did not mean what it did in ancient Rome. In Japan
the victim was tied, not nailed, to a cross; his heart was then pierced
by two spears, one on either side. There is an illustration of the
process in Professor C. R. Boxer's The Christian Century in Japan. It
was therefore not a lingering death, and on occasion the authorities
availed themselves of far more cruel methods of execution.
In the first of the 1892 Letters Kipling interpolates a "perfectly
irrelevant story":
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Do you know that in Madeira once they had a revolution which
lasted just long enough for the national poet to compose a
national anthem, and then was put down? All that is left of the
revolt now is the song that you hear on the twangling nachettes,
the baby-banjoes, of a moonlight night under the banana
fronds at the back of Funchal. And the high-pitched nasal
refrain of it is 'Consti-tuci-oun!' (p 198).
The note on this passage tells us only that Kipling had been in
Madeira in August 1891 on his way to Cape Town. The "revolution"
must refer to the protracted but intermittent disturbances that
accompanied the conflict between Absolutists and Constitutionalists
which culminated in the expulsion from Portugal of the Absolutist
claimant Dom Miguel in 1834. There was no serious fighting in
Madeira and the "revolution" was eventually successful. Like similar
movements elsewhere this one occasioned popular songs and
doggerel, but the Portuguese word for constitution is constituição.
Nachettes is a mistake, misreading or misprint for machetes, which,
besides its better known meaning of a broad-bladed jungle knife, also
designated a small four- or five-stringed guitar in use in Portugal,
Madeira and the Azores, which is claimed to have been the progenitor
of the ukulele.
When Kipling reached Kobe he had to obtain through the British
Consul a passport that would allow him to travel in the interior away
from the Treaty ports. The editors note that the 1894 edition of
Murray's Handbook recommended applicants for such passports to
state that the journey would be "for the benefit of my health" or "for
scientific purposes". It also stated that "British subjects are mulcted
by their Consuls in the sum of $2 per passport, while Americans
obtain theirs for a few cents" (pp 57, 58). A relative of mine, one
James Fraser, who travelled in 1875 over nearly the same routes in
Japan as Kipling, records in his diary* that at Kobe some "gentleman
in the town" had to give a bond for $100 for each passport. This
evidently permitted him to travel only to Kyoto and back. Later,
when he wanted to go from Yokohama to the hot springs at
Miyanoshita, the Consul told him that he would have to send to
Tokyo for a pass, which would require three or four days; but that if
Fraser could obtain a doctor's certificate that the springs would
benefit his health, the Consul himself could issue a pass at once.
T. S. Eliot maintained that "if any one of Shakespeare's plays were
omitted we would not be able to understand the rest as well as we do",
and that anybody seriously interested in an author must want to read
everything he had written. Members of the Kipling Society will surely
want to read this book, if only because it is by Kipling. They will find
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it wholly rewarding. These pieces could not have been collected more
assiduously, edited more carefully, or presented more agreeably.
C. F. BECKINGHAM
[*The diary has not been printed. Miss Carolyn Beckingham, in whose possession it is,
published a short article about it, with a few extracts, in Asian Affairs, vol. XIII, part iii,
Oct. 1982.]

[Our second reviewer in this issue is Mrs Ann Parry, a member of the Society's Council
and author of several contributions to the Kipling Journal in recent years, including,
most recently, a study of the story "Below the Mill Dam" in December 1988.—Ed.]

KIPLING'S SOUTH AFRICA by Renee Durbach (Chameleon
Press, Cape Town, 1988); 102 pp + 7 pp notes and index;
ISBN 0-620-12477-6; over 100 illustrations; hardback;
R29.95; + R5.00 p&p if ordered from Clarke's Bookshop,
211 Long St, Cape Town 8001.
Illustratively, this is an interesting book, containing as it does, many
photographs and cartoons from various South African collections. In
themselves they can contribute to an understanding of the spell that
South Africa exercised over a certain group of Englishmen towards
the end of the nineteenth century. The photographs of the Rhodes
Memorial, which includes G. F. Watts's statue of "Physical Energy"
— showing a horse reined in from full gallop, with its rider scanning
the distance — is a telling revelation of the way in which Rhodes came
to symbolise the spirit of adventure and expansion, at a time when
Britain's imperial motivation and her international standing were
beginning to be challenged.
Rhodes and South Africa, of course, as Kipling makes clear in
Something of Myself, exerted a significant influence over him. When
asked by the painfully inarticulate empire-builder, "What is your
dream?", Kipling, answered that Rhodes himself was a part of it.
Moreover, he freely acknowledged that the several months each year
that he spent in South Africa at that period were his political times.
After the end of the Boer War and the death of Rhodes his "dream"
contracted, and this had an effect on all of his writing — from the
bitingly satirical poetry and stories he wrote before the First World
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War to those written after it in which he seemed, hesitantly and often
ambivalently, to ponder questions such as redemption.
Renee Durbach has therefore been correct to recognise that South
Africa occupies a crucial position for those who wish to understand
Kipling's development after 1889. The political figures he met there,
the perspective it gave him on European affairs and on England
— historically, politically and socially — these all entered as
mediatory factors in his writing. Unfortunately, this author is only
really interested in Kipling insofar as his visits and writing made
direct reference to South Africa and to matters that affected that
country.
After a biographical résumé of Kipling's life before his first visit to
South Africa, she provides an account of his comings and goings
during the Boer War, and then concludes by recounting details about
the summers he spent there with his family between 1900 and 1908.
The book ends with their final visit, and we are told that
The end of the South African years had spelled escape from the
political hurly-burly of Empire, from the role of public man.
Moving into the second half of his life, Kipling withdrew into an
older, inner dream: the timeless world of art. [p 102]
Many students of Kipling would doubt, I think, that his life could
be so easily compartmentalised, or his literary output so neatly
separated from the times in which he lived. The book provides a
useful record of some of the lesser-known journalism written during
the war, and it makes reference to better-known stories like "A
Sahib's War" [Traffics and Discoveries] that have a South African
setting. However, there is hardly any attempt to discuss Kipling's
writing critically — in terms of its themes, its literary characteristics
— or indeed the statements he made in Something of Myself , by
which, Renee Durbach claims in her notes, she has been guided.
The fundamental issue of the two-sidedness of many of Kipling's
recorded and literary statements about South Africa is never
discussed. There are, for example, the generous valedictory verses to
Piet Joubert that can be set against the fierce polemic against the
Boers in "The Sin of Witchcraft" [The Times, 15 March 1900].
Similarly, the author who in "Recessional" had urged the need for his
countrymen to examine their imperial aspirations was quite sure that
the Boers were motivated by nothing more than a "primitive lust for
racial domination" [Something of Myself, chapter VI]. The
fundamental ambivalences in his attitudes that emerged at this time
became a part of the work that he produced then and later. However,
an awareness of the connection between Kipling's South African
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experiences and his literary output cannot emerge in a book which
pays no detailed attention to the latter.
The serious student of Kipling the writer will find more to interest
him in the illustrations than in the text which accompanies them.
ANN PARRY

KIPLING AND PARK. Detail from a newspaper cartoon in Kipling's South Africa.
M. H. (later Sir Maitland) Park (1862-1921), who had been with the Allahabad Pioneer
since 1886, was appointed in 1902, at Kipling's suggestion, to be Chief Editor of the
influential Cape Times.

THE INDIAN RAILWAY LIBRARY: FACSIMILES
In March 1987 [p 26] and June 1988 [p 26] we reported on a project of the R. S. Surtees
Society, to produce facsimiles of the six grey paperbacks of A. H. Wheeler's 'Indian
Railway Library' in which many of Kipling's early Indian stories first appeared in book
form. That project is now complete: the last two of the six volumes, namely Wee Willie
Winkie and The Phantom 'Rickshaw, are ready and available.
As already explained, these books are not strictly facsimiles; they incorporate new
material such as a foreword by Philip Mason, and information about the present
publishers. However, as near-facsimiles, with original texts and advertisements, they
are attractive and reasonably priced. The last two are available at £3.75 each, but the
whole set may be had for £18. Enquire of the Secretary, R. S. Surtees Society, Rockfield
House, Nunney, near Frome, Somerset.—Ed.
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
[I am glad to receive letters intended for publication. However, since
more are received than can in practice be printed, I must be selective and
reserve — unless expressly told otherwise — the usual right to shorten a
letter. In some cases it may be possible for the text, and/or enclosures, to
be summarised under "Points from Other Letters".—Ed.]

HURREE CHUNDER MOOKERJEE [2]
From Mr M. Spargo, 108 All Saints Road, Speke, Liverpool L24 3TG

Dear Sir,
Mr Shearman's interesting letter in the September 1988 issue
[p 41] regarding the career of the native 'Pandit' Sarat Chandra Das
neatly coincides with one aspect of my research on Kipling, namely
the factual basis to his portrayal of the workings of the 'Great Game'
in Kim. While space forbids my detailing the extent of Das's
contribution to the Trigonometrical Survey of India, I can at least
elaborate and clarify certain areas touched on by Mr Shearman.
Although Das was not the first 'Pandit' to reach either Tibet or its
capital, his status as explorer and ethnographer of the country,
combined with his translation of many Tibetan manuscripts,
undoubtedly single out his career for particular attention. Das's first
contacts with Tibet date from 1874 with his appointment as the Head
of the Government School at Bhutia, an establishment designed in
part to train Sikkimese youths for the covert exploration of Tibet.
Here, Das began his lifelong involvement with Tibet through the
seemingly innocuous medium of translating Buddhist manuscripts.
In 1879 Das made his first exploration of Tibet with the Sikkimese
lama Ugyen Gyatso, the companion on the later visit to Lhasa. On
this first visit Das visited the Buddhist monastery at Tashilumpo, to
meet the important religious figure of the Tashi or Panchen Lama.
Here, for safety's sake, Das was enrolled as a student at the
monastery in order to confuse the agents of the Dalai Lama.
Das's second journey into Tibet, lasting from November 1881 to
late December 1882, saw a further visit to Tashilumpo before moving
on to Lhasa. Das's stay in the capital was limited to two weeks owing
to the unfortunate combination of two events: at the time of his
arrival Lhasa was in the middle of a smallpox epidemic; moreover the
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level of surveillance maintained by the agents of the Dalai Lama was
particularly high. Sir Charles Bell, in Tibet Past and Present (Oxford,
Clarendon Press, 1924), has recorded the later merciless persecution
of the border guards and officials implicated by Das's activities.
Das later accompanied Colman Macaulay, the Bengal Financial
Secretary, on a mission to Peking in October 1885 to obtain
permission from the Emperor for the opening of a Trade Mission
between British India and Tibet. As Mr Shearman notes, this was a
total failure. Indeed the only event of any importance to emerge from
this trip was the introduction of Das to W. W. Rockhill, a noted
American expert on Central Asia and, of greater interest, the later
editor of one of Das's memoirs.
The details of Das's work and career are fairly accessible. The
principal material can be obtained from the ethnological and travel
books Das published from his secret reports to the Bengal
Government. The main volume, outlining the journeys of 1879 and
1881-82, is Journey to Lhasa and Central Tibet (London, John
Murray, 1902), edited by W. W. Rockhill. Das additionally published
his Narrative of a Journey to Lhasa, 1881-1882 (Calcutta, Bengal
Secretariat Press, 1885) and Indian Pandits in the Land of Snow
(Calcutta, Baptist Mission Press, 1893). Further information is at
hand in a number of books and articles concerned with either the
history of Tibet or the work of the Trigonometrical Survey.
The earliest reference to Das in an English magazine that I have
located is "The City of Lhasa" (Nineteenth Century, October 1889) by
Graham Sandberg, a noted Victorian authority on Tibet. Here
Sandberg provides a general history of the 'Pandits' in the
exploration of Tibet. Sandberg was later to include a worked-up
version of this article, combined with his other essays on Tibet and
Das, in The Exploration of Tibet: Its History and Particulars from 1623
to 1904 (Calcutta, Thacker & Spink, 1904). A comparatively recent
account of the general outline of Das's life is available in J.
MacGregor's Tibet: A Chronicle of Exploration (London, Routledge
& Kegan Paul, 1970). However, I feel that I must correct Mr
Shearman in that Sir T. Holdich's Tibet the Mysterious (London,
Alston Rivers, 1906) contains no photograph of Das. A photograph
does exist as the frontispiece to Journey to Lhasa and Central Tibet.
Finally, with regard to Das as the likely model for Hurree Chunder
Mookerjee, the earliest suggestion of this link which I have
knowledge of is a brief note by A. Lamb in Britain and Chinese
Central Asia: The Road to Lhasa, 1767 to 1905 (London, Routledge &
Kegan Paul, 1960).
Yours faithfully
MARK SPARGO
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KIPLING AND MARY KINGSLEY [2]
From Mrs L. A. F. Lewis, Cappaslade Cottage, Brightwell-cum-Sotwell, Wallingford,
Oxfordshire.

Sir,
While other members have been speculating on the date of
Kipling's first meeting with Mary Kingsley [December 1987, pp
18-20; June 1988, pp 45-47; September 1988, p 41], I have
coincidentally been looking into the lives of the "three dear ladies" of
Kensington through whom the introduction was made.
According to Something of Myself, it was "at the quietest of teaparties, in this circle" that the meeting took place. It turns out that the
account in this passage is even more compressed, and therefore
misleading, than had previously been thought.
I became interested when, on going through a collection of family
papers, I came across an account by my grandmother of the three
ladies at an earlier epoch [from a memoir by Alice Campbell, née
Ferguson, of her girlhood in Belfast]:
Although a few of my contemporaries were being sent to
boarding school, my first introduction to school life was with
Miss Winnard who with two Miss Craiks, cousins, kept a young
ladies' seminary in Fisherwick Place [Belfast]. The Miss Craiks
were sisters of a Professor in Queen's College and cousins of
Miss Mullock [Dinah Maria Mulock, who wrote John Halifax,
Gentleman], afterwards Mrs Craik, a well known authoress of
the day. I was always a little afraid of the 'Head', a tall rather
severe looking Englishwoman, but I was too small to have
anything to do with her, and she cannot have been very
ferocious as she used to slip me little baskets of sweets tied up
with muslin and ribbons. Unfortunately this school was soon
given up, as the Ladies went to live in London.
George Lillie Craik, born in Fife, was Professor of English
Literature and History at Queen's College, Belfast from 1849 until his
death in 1866. He had himself earlier lived in London, where he was a
friend of Carlyle, Leigh Hunt and other literary notables, and a
member of the founding committee of the London Library [see
Carlyle's Collected Letters, Duke U.P., 1985, vol 12, p 101]. No doubt
it was through him that two clay pipes once smoked by Carlyle came
to be in the ladies' house, where they were apparently regarded with
awe by the young Kipling.
The ladies are first shown at a London address in 1869, apparently
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moving to 72 Warwick Gardens in 1875 [source: Kelly's Directories].
The census returns of 1881 yield some further details of them and of
their household. Listed are Hannah Winnard, aged 58, place of birth
London, "income derived from rents, dividends and occasional
boarders"; Mary P. Craik, aged 53, ditto; Georgina S. Craik, 38, also
born in London, "writer of Fiction". These three are shown as "Joint
Heads of Family"; all were unmarried (pace both Charles Carrington
and Angus Wilson]. Also in the house were a young man described as
"Visitor", occupation "Landscape Painter"; "Alice M. Kipling
[Trix], Boarder, aged 12, occupation scholar"; and two servants.
When Kipling stayed there as a boy, he was much impressed with
the general cultural atmosphere of the house. He remembered that
Georgina Craik "wrote novels on her knee, by the fireside, sitting just
outside the edge of conversation" [Something of Myself]. He also
recalled their "walls of bookshelves", in which he found (amongst
other good browsing) the works of Wilkie Collins and Wellington's
Indian Despatches "which fascinated me". He enjoyed meeting their
friends: "All the people one was taken to see either wrote or painted
pictures or, as in the case of a Mr. and Miss de Morgan, ornamented
tiles . . . "
He evidently kept in touch with "the Three Old Ladies" after he
went to India. This is proved by a letter (now with the Kipling Papers
at Sussex University) written by Annie White of Orange Hill,
Tandragee, Co. Armagh, who had been a boarder there after Trix
Kipling had left; it also suggests how the establishment came to break
up. She wrote to tell Kipling how much she and a friend had enjoyed
hearing his letters to the Ladies read aloud. She recalled meeting a Mr
Walter May at the ladies' house, whose "sight was failing even then";
adding that she never "saw them after their marriage", but had
visited Miss Winnard and Miss Craik often when they went "to live
with the Hoopers".
The "quietest of tea-parties" must have taken place in one or other
of these later segments of the circle. Even in 1889 Kipling cannot have
met Mary Kingsley at 72 Warwick Gardens, for the three ladies are
last shown there in Kelly's in 1886, while he was still in India; their
names do not appear as "Heads of Family" again. Perhaps the setting
is blurred in Something of Myself because the marriages and removals
were too complex to be worth explaining, when all he needed was an
introduction to his chapter "The Interregnum".
Yours etc.
LISA LEWIS
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UNSUSPECTED MURDER
From Mr J. Shearman, Garden Flat, 29 Buckland Crescent, London NW3

Dear Sir,
In the December 1988 issue, at page 28, Philip Mason, reflecting
upon "Friendly Brook" [A Diversity of Creatures], writes:— "I
cannot say positively that Kipling might not have set himself to write
the story of a murder so perfect that it was never suspected . . . "
This brought to my mind a remark by the Narrator in "Fairy-Kist"
[Limits and Renewals]:— " 'I wish I could do a decent detective story,'
I said at last. 'I never get further than the corpse.' "
I know of course that we must never equate the Narrator with the
Author, but maybe "Friendly Brook" is an instance of Kipling never
getting further than the corpse.
Yours faithfully
JOHN SHEARMAN

WATERS TO DELIGHT
From Mr J. W. M. Smith, Tree Cottage, 2 Brownleaf Road, Brighton, Sussex BN2 6LB

Dear Sir,
I feel somewhat diffident, as a new member, writing to comment on
what I believe to be an error in an article. However, as a
geologist/historical geographer living almost in Rottingdean, I ought
to point out such a mistake in Mrs Parry's "Take away that Bauble!"
in the December 1988 issue. She says (page 11):—
The inspiration for the setting of the story was Kipling's recent
encounters with two water-mills. One was at Rottingdean,
where he and his family lived while they searched for a
permanent home of their own. It was a medieval mill, which still
had its original water-wheel; while he was there Kipling helped
to keep it tarred and sound.
This statement, I am afraid, reveals a lack of understanding of the
nature of chalk Downland. The village is situated in a valley which
has held no running water since the last interglacial of the Pleistocene
Ice Age. Under normal conditions rainwater is absorbed by the pure
white limestone which is the Chalk of the Upper Cretaceous, and the
valleys are termed 'dry valleys'. There is not, and never has been in
historic times, a stream capable of turning a mill wheel.
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The mill to which Mrs Parry refers is a windmill situated on the cliff
top about 250 yards from 'The Elms'. In Kipling's time it was in an
extremely bad state of repair, and was almost derelict until saved in
1922 by local effort.
She has also been misled by Lord Birkenhead's inaccurate
reference to the 'Domesday Mill'. The Domesday Book entry for
Rottingdean does not record a mill, and as there was no stream there
could not have been a water-mill, then or later. Another windmill had
existed in the vicinity, but the one with which Kipling was familiar is
the present one on the cliff. It was certainly not there before 1760 and
was possibly built as late as 1802. Ascribing it as 'Domesday' must
therefore be an error, and I can only surmise that Lord Birkenhead
mixed it up with "our little mill that clacks" ["Puck's Song"] —
although that too is later than 1086. Kipling, with poetic licence,
added "Ever since Domesday Book".
Kipling was very well aware of the nature of the dry valleys of the
chalk, for in "Sussex" he wrote:—
We have no waters to delight
Our broad and brookless vales —
Only the dewpond on the height
Unfed, that never fails . . .
As it happens, I have been working recently on a little booklet for
local consumption entitled Rudyard Kipling – the Rottingdean Years.
My interest has burgeoned lately because I lecture on the physical and
human landscape of Sussex and came to realise that no literary figure
understood the subtleties of that landscape better than he, nor wrote
so evocatively about it.
Yours faithfully
J. W. MICHAEL SMITH

ON "RECESSIONAL"
From the Headmaster, Berkhamsted School, Hertfordshire HP4 2BE

Dear Sir,
I was interested in the last part of Mrs G. H. Newsom's review of
Images of the Raj (December 1988), in which she writes briefly about
what "Recessional" really means.
I was honoured to be invited to preach at Haileybury College on
Remembrance Sunday last term, and took advantage of the privilege
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to persuade the Master and the Director of Music that we should sing
"Recessional" (which the congregation did with passion — to the
tune 'Melita', usually sung "For those in peril on the sea". When we
sang "Recessional" at Founder's Day at Berkhamsted in 1988,
we did so to the tune 'Agincourt' — equally stirring and quite
appropriate really.). Near the start of my sermon at Haileybury I said:
The great hymn "Recessional" is often misunderstood: it is not
a hymn to Empire, despite some literary critics' desire that it
should be, so they may dislike it: it is a "recessional", it is about
the lights going out, it is about endings. It is not racist: the line
about the Gentiles is to remind us that even a nation the elect of
God could be dispersed, as were the Twelve Tribes; and the
"lesser breeds without the Law" are not blacks but us —
"without" meaning "outside", and "the Law" any great
imperial law: the Danelaw, the Lex Romana, or even the
considerable Law of the Jungle. What the Gentiles were to the
Chosen People the "lesser breeds" were to this imperial race or
that. How anyone who has read Kim or "A Sahib's Law" or
even "Gunga Din" can suppose Kipling to be a racist I don't
know; of course, he is often prejudiced and sometimes a bit silly
— what great writer isn't! But "Recessional" is a great hymn,
and deserves to be sung as often as Blake's "Jerusalem" — it is
also a great Christian hymn, as Christian as Kipling's
marvellous late story, "The Gardener" . . .
The last-part of my sermon was simply a summary and a reading of
parts of "The Gardener", with some biographical reference to the
death of John Kipling, who had been a pupil at Wellington until not
very long before his death, and who was, incidentally, baptised while
he was there.
Yours sincerely
C. J. DRIVER

Headmaster, Berkhamsted School
Master-designate, Wellington College
"SI TU PEUX"
From Mr G. C G. Philo, C.M.G., M.C, 10 Abercorn Close, London NW8 9XS

Dear Editor,
Readers may recall the name of M. Antonin Besse as the founder of
St Antony's College in Oxford. They may not be aware that the Aden
businessman was an admirer of Kipling, and found that "If—" was
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such a perfect expression of his own personal philosophy that he
spent years working on his translation of the poem into French.
Repeated revisions finally produced a rhyming version of 41 lines, an
illuminated copy of which stood on his desk for the rest of his life.
It was his belief that the English educational system was best fitted
to produce the kind of man that he admired, as expressed in "If—",
that led him to found the first new post-war college in Oxford.
The text of his translation is to be found opposite the original on
pages 212-13 of Antonin Besse of Aden by David Footman (1986).
Yours sincerely
GORDON PHILO
[Given the exceptionally tight-knit quality of "If—", which has often been translated
but rarely with success, and which, as Mr Philo says in a postscript, "must be fiendishly
difficult to put into French", it is not surprising that Besse's version is nine lines longer
than the original. To provide a brief sample, here below are a few lines from the
beginning and end, with acknowledgments to David Footman and his publishers
(Macmillan in association with St Antony's College).—Ed.]

Si tu peux, impassible, rester maître de toi,
Quand tous perdent la tête et, dans leur désarroi
T'accusent; de leur doute, en leur âme en détresse,
Comprendre et pardonner leur soupçon qui oppresse
Suis donc ta voie, de quelque titre l'on te nomme,
Sois fier, mons fils, car mieux encore tu es un Homme.

"PUCK" STORIES IN RUSSIAN
From Professor Alex Slobozhan, Department of Foreign Languages, Faculty of
Philology, Leningrad State University, Leningrad, U.S.S.R.

Dear Sir,
You are reading a letter from a true admirer of Rudyard Kipling.
I think you know, strange as it may seem at first glance, that Kipling
is very popular in this country. When I speak of his popularity I
mean not only his Just So Stories or Tales of Mowgli but the whole
body of his writing accessible in Russian.
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I am proud that I am able to contribute a little to Kipling's
reputation in the Soviet Union. The stones in the accompanying
book, selected by me from Puck of Pook's Hill and Rewards and
Fairies, are translated into Russian for the first time. (Some of them
were translated and published before the October Revolution of
1917, but these editions are very rare.)
Unfortunately, in some cases, while translating the stories, I had to
make a kind of adaptation, because the publishers had their own
ideas about children's literature, and I was forced to yield to
compromises. But I hope I didn't spoil the book! I also hope that
you'll like the illustrations by the brothers Traugot, among the best
children's literature illustrators in this country.
I have read most of your editions [of the Kipling Journal], and I
appreciate your work very much. We do not have in our country a
Kipling Society, but perhaps some day we shall have it too. I am sure
your Society has a collection of Kipling's editions and if this
particular book is missing from it you'll perhaps be interested in
possessing it. As for me, I want my work to help the peoples of our
nations to know each other better.
Sincerely yours
ALEX SLOBOZHAN

[Professor Slobozhan enclosed with this courteous letter a copy of his book, first
published in Leningrad in 1984. It contains an eight-page Introduction and a selection
of seven stories — "Weland's Sword", "A Centurion of the Thirtieth", "On the Great
Wall", "The Winged Hats", "Cold Iron", "A Doctor of Medicine" and "The Knife
and the Naked Chalk". It is a small but handsome volume, plentifully illustrated and
decorated, in colour. (For reasons of soft line and tone, the drawings are not ideal for
clear photographic reproduction in the Journal.)
I have written to thank the Professor for his kind gift to the Society. I have also asked
whether he would write an article, on the problems a translator faces in handling
Kipling's highly individual English style; I hope we shall hear more from him. That
Kipling is recognised in the Soviet Union as a familiar and attractive writer is not of
course news: evidence of it crops up from time to time in our pages; but the testimony
of someone of Professor Slobozhan's stature is valuable.—Ed.]

ALLO, THE "TAME PICT"
One of the many Traugot illustrations in the Russian collection of Puck stories, the
subject of Professor Slobozhan's letter. Here is "old Allo, the one-eyed, withered little
Pict from whom we bought our ponies ... our special friend ... painted blue, green and
red from his forehead to his ankles . . . And . . . there was not much that those little
people did not know!" [From "On the Great Wall" in Puck of Pook's Hill].
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POINTS FROM OTHER LETTERS
KIPLING AND THE TURF
From Dr J. F. Lucey, Storrs Hill, The Hockering, Woking GU22 7HQ

Dr Lucey drew our attention to the inclusion of a Kipling piece in a
lively collation of short stories about racing, Deadly Odds: Crime and
Mystery Stories of the Turf, selected and introduced by Richard
Peyton and published by Pan Books in 1986. The book contains
contributions by other well known writers including Edgar Wallace,
Conan Doyle, Michael Innes, Dick Francis and Damon Runyon.
The Kipling item is "The Broken-Link Handicap" from Plain
Tales, the story of how, by something akin to foul play, Shackles, the
seemingly certain winner of a race, is made to lose it. Richard Peyton
describes it as "an unforgettable short story", adding that he has
"been told there is a strong element of fact" in it — something which,
if true, it would be very interesting to have amplified. (He also
commits a rather tiresome error of fact, attributing the story to the
year 1907 instead of 1887.)

WHALES'. THROATS
From Mr T. S. Bittleston, 20 Crosslands Road, West Ewell, Surrey KT19 9SS

Mr Bittleston, recalling the Editorial of September 1987 in which I
invited (but subsequently failed to receive) information on any
authentic fact supporting the theory that a whale may swallow a man,
has found a book called Whale Nation by Heathcote Williams (Cape,
1988). At pages 164-5 is related, with differences of detail but the
same lack of solid evidence, the story I quoted of one James Bartley,
allegedly swallowed by a whale and hours later drawn from its
stomach alive. Readers may feel that without corroborative
particulars it lacks plausibility and is no more likely to be true for
being cited in "The Sign of the Prophet Jonah and its Modern
Confirmation", by A. J. Wilson in the Princeton Theological Review
(vol. 25, 1927).
However, setting aside myths of survival in a whale's belly,
questions worth answering remain. May one generalise about

NICK CULPEPER
This picture, from the same collection in Russian [see p 37], is an illustration for "A
Doctor of Medicine" (Rewards and Fairies), and depicts the eponymous Dr Culpeper
(1616-54), eccentric herbalist and author of what the Dictionary of National Biography
calls "quaint medleys of astrology and medicine". In the story, he describes himself to
Dan and Una as "a physician-astrologer — a doctor who knew all about the stars as
well as about herbs for medicine".
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whales? Is it true, as often claimed and as asserted by Kipling in Just
So Stories, that they have a disproportionately small throat? What
then of F. T. Bullen's fierce refutation of this in his Cruise of the
"Cachalot", to which Kipling in 1898 wrote the preface?

ROTTINGDEAN RIFLE CLUB [2]
[The letter from Mr P. Bourjaily on page 43 of our December 1988 issue attracted three
further letters. These, as requested, went direct to Mr Bourjaily, with copies to me.
Here, shortened to eliminate duplications etc., are those letters.—Ed.]
[2/A] From Mrs M.M. Bendle, 89 Sea Mills Lane, Stoke Bishop, Bristol BS9 1DX

I write in answer to your request for information about Kipling's
interest in the Rottingdean Rifle Club, and in shooting generally.
Further to the instructions given to Sgt Johnstone (Johnson)
quoted in Lord Birkenhead's biography, there is a letter to the
Sergeant from Kipling on this matter, dated 14 March 1901 from
Cape Town. It is in the possession of the Keeper of Preston Manor
and Rottingdean Grange, Preston Park, Brighton, from whom
permission would have to be obtained in the case of publication — as
of course would the permission of the National Trust on all
unpublished material.
That letter is certainly not written in "terse peremptory sentences
and pseudo-military phraseology", to quote Birkenhead. Among
other things it is about the side-sight to the rifle being preferable to a
central sight; about the light being up in the Drill Hall; and his hope
that the men will not object to the 75 ft range. He goes on to say that
he has lent the Gardner Gun to the Western Provinces Mounted
Rifles, and goodness knows when they will see it again, but "I shall
keep an eye on it", etc. I have a note that during Kipling's absence in
South Africa Sgt Johnson was the N.C.O. in charge of the rifle range
which Kipling had established.
The headquarters of the Rifle Club was a drill hall in Rottingdean:
the Convent now occupies this site. The range was at Saltdean.
Kipling was Chairman of the Club's Committee. Contrary to what is
believed in some quarters, Kipling did himself shoot; he was not a bad
shot either. When he opened the Drill Hall (Rifle Range?) at
Winchester, for instance (dedicated to the memory of George Cecil,
an Old Wykehamist killed in action: see "The War and the Schools",
1915, in A Book of Words), he scored a bull's eye at the opening
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ceremony. He also shot at Bateman's, rabbits and pheasants, and on
one notable occasion took a pot-shot from an upstairs window at a
rabbit on the lawn, but didn't get it! In 1907 he mentioned in a letter
that John and Elsie, his children, had their own guns; and in 1910 in a
letter to his son, that he had taken to shooting again and was about to
get himself "a real 12-bore. Your 20-bore is a bit too small for me."
He found he enjoyed carrying a gun about.
Going back to his schooldays at the U.S.C: G. C. Beresford
("M'Turk") in his Schooldays with Kipling recalled his surprise at
being asked by "Gigger" (Kipling) about the bore of shot-guns.
"Halloa! here was something Gigger didn't know! What twelve-bore
was, and choke-bore, and No. 8 shot, and the breech action." Then,
in 1881, as Editor of the College Chronicle, Kipling bemoaned the
lack of a Rifle Corps at the school, when the rival Kingsley College
was about to form its own: "Why aren't we drilled and riflecorpsed?" Later the school did have its own Corps but it was not,
apparently, taken very seriously. See "An English School" in Land
and Sea Tales for Scouts and Guides. This lack of keenness was due in
Kipling's opinion (in a letter to the Revd F. W. Tracy, the
Headmaster, in 1900) to the Sniders being "plugged and under no
circumstances shootable". He went on to say that boys don't mind
blank cartridges, but they have imaginations, and must be able at
least to see through the rifle.

[2/B] From Mr J. W. M. Smith, Tree Cottage, 2 Brownleaf Road, Brighton,
East Sussex BN2 6LB

There is a reference to the Rottingdean Rifle Club on pages 313 and
315 [in the 1955 edition] of the Carrington biography, the second
page bearing a letter to Dr James Conland dated 24 July 1900. There
is a further reference in a local book, Rottingdean – The Story of a
Village by Colonel S. M. Moens, C.I.E., but it must be taken with
caution, for he was not a wholly reliable authority. For example, he
mentions a Mr Johnstone. He has spelt the name wrongly — it should
be Sgt J. S. Johnson — and he gives the school at which he was a P.T.
Instructor incorrectly — it was Rottingdean School and not St
Aubyn's, a rival preparatory school in the village. Johnson was born
in 1865 and died in 1966. There is a photo of him at his hundredth
birthday in the village archives. There does not appear to be a
photograph of Kipling at the miniature range or the main range in
Lustrells at Saltdean, the next valley along from Rottingdean.
I have talked with Mr Henry Smith, the foremost authority on the
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history of the village, and it seems, as I thought, that the Rifle Club
ceased operating after Kipling's departure for Bateman's in
September 1902. The Rottingdean Preservation Society, of which I
am a member, has a list of members of the Rifle Club, but it appears
that there are no Club records still in existence. You will have seen
that Lord Birkenhead gives the foundation date as 1901, but in light
of the letter to Dr Conland this is clearly in error.

[2/C] From Mr J. Shearman, Garden Flat, 29 Buckland Crescent, London NW3

My friend John McGivering and I have been working on an article
which will touch on your subject, and he at once agreed that I should
pass on to you such references as we have found:—
1. Kipling's "The Parable of Boy Jones", first published in The
Rifleman, 15 July 1910, collected in Land and Sea Tales, 1923.
2. Kipling's "A Village Rifle Club", in the Spectator, London 22
June 1901, collected (only, so far as I know) in the Sussex and
Burwash editions of Kipling's works (1937-41).
3. The site of the open-air range is shown on Ordnance Survey six
inches to the mile (1:10560) Sheet LXVI, 1912 (H.M. Stationery
Office), and comparison with a modern street plan has enabled us to
place it in relation to present-day Avenues etc. in the area.
4. In the Kipling Journal of March 1969 there is a first-hand account,
from a girl who worked for the Kiplings, of both the miniature and
the outdoor ranges, and of the weapons which were available to the
members. It is by Lucy Hilton, and is quoted in Volume I of Kipling:
Interviews and Recollections, edited by H. Orel (Macmillan, 1983).
5. A letter from Kipling to Sgt Johnson dated 14 March 1901 gives
detailed instructions about the conduct of the Club. We have a
photocopy, by courtesy (n.b. an obligatory credit) of the Trustees of
Murray-Brooks and the Royal Pavilion Art Gallery & Museums,
Brighton (The Grange, Rottingdean).
6. From the same source (information from the Keeper, Preston
Manor) we have a photocopy of a score-card dated 10 November
1900, signed by Kipling as Range Officer. This gives the names of
sixteen members of the Club.
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7. S. M. Moens, in Rottingdean – The Story of a Village, gives some
information about the range.
8. A very compelling description of real-life rifle shooting by
Private Ortheris comes in the story "On Greenhow Hill", 1890,
collected in Life's Handicap, 1891. Though well before the formation
of the Rottingdean Rifle Club, and set in India, it shows Kipling's
interest in rifles and shooting.
9. So indeed does the story "Black Jack", collected first in Soldiers
Three, 1888.
10. Kipling's visionary story, "The Army of a Dream", 1904,
collected in Traffics and Discoveries, contains interesting speculation
about training in shooting and tactics.
Now, may I ask your help? In "The Parable of Boy Jones" Kipling
writes:— " . . . the F.R.G.S. was explaining . . . that the rotation
of the earth on her axis affected a bullet to the extent of one yard in a
thousand . . . " I think this is nonsense. Or is it the Coriolis Effect
recognised by meteorologists? What do you make of it?

ON "FRIENDLY BROOK"
From Miss J. M. Vann, 5 Tilgate Drive, Bexhill, Sussex TN39 3UH
[Miss Vann has written, in response to an explicit editorial prompting, to comment on
one of Philip Mason's two "Kipling Puzzles": see p25 of our issue of December
1988. Referring to "Friendly Brook"(A Diversity of Creatures), she felt that Philip
Mason's "imaginative presentation of the case for the prosecution" was in one respect
flawed, where it stated that "by culpable negligence on the part of the charitable society
there had been no formal adoption" of Mary Wickenden. Here, below, Miss Vann sets
the legal scene in that regard, and then enters into a consideration of Kipling's whole
attitude to deprived or orphaned children.—Ed.]

The first Adoption Act in this country was in 1926, so although de
facto adoption had existed for centuries there would have been no
possibility of the charitable society arranging a formal adoption in
1914.
The law relating to children is a complex matter. There were many
radical changes in the years when "Friendly Brook" would have been
germinating in Kipling's mind. The issues of child neglect, and the
rights and duties of parents, were often topics for public debate. The
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Custody of Children Act 1891, The Prevention of Cruelty to Children
Acts of 1889 and 1894, The Infant Protection Act 1897, the
Parliamentary Paper of 1908 on Children under the Poor Law, and
the Children Act 1908, are a few of the focal points.
Within his pastoral tale Kipling weaves his observation on the
situation of a 'charity child' boarded-out with rural foster-parents.
He presents facts for consideration, which indicate the impossibility
of a simplistic answer to the problems of caring for a deprived child.
He illustrates the complexity of human behaviour, and shows that
under stress man may turn to laws older than those on the statute
book. In "The Land", which follows "Friendly Brook", he writes:
Georgii Quinti Anno Sexto, I, who own the River-field,
Am fortified with title-deeds, attested, signed and sealed,
Guaranteeing me, my assigns, my executors and heirs
All sorts of powers and profits which — are neither mine
nor theirs . . .
Mary's father had his 'papers', but it is doubtful if these could have
amounted to more than her birth certificate and letters from the
charitable society. The rustic awe of 'papers', without specifying their
content, is another theme within the tale. Mary's father could have
claimed his legal rights but, in the case of a child of nearly seventeen,
it would be a non sequitur to assume he could exercise the right of
Habeas Corpus. Kipling however is not interested in the legal details,
but presents the many-layered conflicts of human beings caught up in
their own interpretations of the situation.
In his own childhood Kipling had experienced life as a boarded-out
child — albeit in a very different social stratum. He had drawn on
these experiences in "Baa Baa, Black Sheep" [Wee Willie Winkie];
many other tales show empathy with children who are parentless or
placed away from home. In very different contexts Kim, Mowgli, Lew
and Jakin, Nala and Mary Wickenden all show an inner strength with
which they defend their individuality. Kipling admires the way
children can survive the hazards of their environment. But, by
innuendo, he is critical of the way children are placed in different but
sometimes equally hazardous environments by those who seek to
'rescue them from their original plight.
He comments indirectly on the motivation of some of the
applicants for foster-children; on the lack of communication between
organisation, child and foster-parents; on the failure of a charity to
envisage the results of a child's growing up without knowledge of its
background; on the tendency to see the child not as a growing human
being but as a package.
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The London society had placed Mary not with a husband and wife
but with a mother and grown-up son. One motive was "to furnish out
the house with a child, like, and to keep him off of gettin' a noo
woman". Mrs Wickenden is not painted as motherly; she valued the
money sent for Mary's keep and "never passed a farden in the mire
'thout longin's". Her son Jim "mostly done what his mother
contrived"; but he had a prison record for violence and a history of a
possibly unwise marriage. Kipling tells us that Mary was growing up
and that Jim, when confronted with the possibility of losing her,
would "walk about daytimes thinkin' o' it till I sweats my
underclothes wringin', an' I lie abed nights thinkin' o' it till I sweats
my sheets all of a sop".
There is little communication in the Wickenden household, and
Mary is said to have "had all three's tongue". But she is not really part
of the family, and does not show gratitude. Jesse comments, "It don't
sometimes look to me as if Mary has her natural rightful feelin's . . . I
never knowed her show any sort o' kindness to nobody." She retreats
to her books and her studies as a pupil teacher. Yet it is Mary who
expresses her anger at her situation. She "freed her mind against Jim
an' his mother for not havin' warned her of her upbringin's". She
wrote to the charity for information, and "hadn't been proper polite
in her letters to 'em". She told her father that "he had ought to have
took proper care of his own flesh and blood while he had it by him,
an' not to think he could ree-claim it when it suited . . . she just
tongues him scadderin' out o' doors, and he went away stuffin' all the
papers back into his hat . . .".
Mary had little awe of her father's papers, but for the Wickendens
it was a different matter. When her father "catched Jim alone, 'thout
his mother . . . he fair beazled him with his papers an' his talk — for
the law was on his side — till Jim went down into his money-purse an'
give him ten shillings hush-money . . .".
In the early 1900s Sussex was a favourite area for the placement of
London children who were in the care of voluntary or charitable
organisations. The larger ones often appointed a local person to keep
in touch with their boarded-out children, but some of the smaller
merely sent money and had little contact. Kipling would have heard
traumatic stories of parents reclaiming their children, and of devoted
care given in many foster-homes. Jabez says, "There's more'n one or
two in this parish wouldn't surrender back their Bernarders. You ask
Mark Copley an' his woman an' that Bernarder cripple-babe o'
theirs."
Jesse comments that Jim and his mother had talked about giving
up their fostering allowance, but "Jim didn't care, like, to push
himself forward into the Society's remembrance". This could be a
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reference to the practice of some organisations when they withdrew
children from foster-homes a year or two before they left school.
They were returned to the institutions and prepared for placement in
work. Some went back to their foster-home, but for many it meant a
total break. Jim did not want this to happen to Mary.
So in 1914 "Friendly Brook" was more than a pastoral tale. It
contained references to child-care practice which would have caused
some of his readers to stop and think. One moral in the tale could be
that the road to hell is paved with good intentions. Could the road
laid down by Mary's charity have led to murder? But do we need to
seek a definite answer? Perhaps it is enough to acknowledge that the
feelings aroused in caring for children can lead into deep waters.
Kipling was primarily a story-teller, but he chose his subjects with
care. In another context ("Growth and responsibility", a speech
delivered at Winnipeg, 1907, in A Book of Words) he said:
I know that at heart all our men are pretty much alike, in that
they have the same problems, the same aspirations, and the
same loves, and the same hates; and when all is said and done,
we have only each other to depend upon. And if, through any
good fortune, any work of mine has helped to make the men all
over the world . . . more interested in each other, then great is
my reward.

MEMORIES OF BATEMAN'S
From Mr Michael Woodbine Parish, M. C, Beefsteak Club, 9 Irving Street,
London WC2

Mr Woodbine Parish, whose father was the first tenant of Bateman's
after Mrs Kipling's death in 1939, expressed an interest in our
photograph of the turbine at the mill (December 1988, page 21) and
recalled it smoothly lighting the house at a period of local electricity
shortage in the Second World War.
He also lent me a small privately published book, written at
Bateman's by their father as an eloquent and moving tribute to the
memory of his (Michael Woodbine Parish's) brother. Flight
Lieutenant Charles Woodbine Parish, D . F . C , (1915-43), after a
gallant record of operational service, had been killed in action, flying
with the Pathfinder Force of Bomber Command on his 54th sortie.
For the previous three years he had taken particular delight in having
Bateman's as his home on leave — which "for bomber crews was
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generously given in view of the hazard of their calling, and so Charles
came . . . every two or three months, finding in the old house and
lovely garden the home of his heart's desire," set in a countryside that
was "England as Kipling had seen it and shown it to his myriad
readers".

BEERBOHM AND KIPLING [2]
From Mr Bryan Diamond, 16 Scot Grove, Pinner, Middlesex HA5 4RT

Mr Diamond, noting references in recent issues to Beerbohm's long
record of antagonism to Kipling (June 1988, page 15; September,
page 43), has sent some supporting data:
"Beerbohm met Kipling only once, in 1895; he remained hostile
to Kipling (and to Shaw and William Morris) throughout his
long life, although in 1952 he said he had 'often wanted to make
it up to Kipling' — see Max by David Cecil (Constable, 1964),
page 486.
He parodied Kipling cruelly and effectively in prose in "P.C.
X.36" (with a parody verse heading), published in 1912 in A
Christmas Garland (also in The Faber Book of Parodies, 1984);
and in verse — "The Old Volunteer" (1918) and two other
unpublished verses reproduced in Max in Verse, collected by
J. G. Riewald (1963).
Kipling is depicted in twenty-five of Beerbohm's caricatures
drawn from 1896 to 1952, as listed in Rupert Hart-Davis's
Catalogue of the Caricatures (1972). The "Britannia" picture
reproduced in the Kipling Journal in June 1988 is described by
Riewald in his Beerbohm's Literary Caricatures (1977), which
also shows another caricature of Kipling with Nobel laurels:
this award seems to have upset Max! Riewald says in his
Introduction that Beerbohm's very personal and often ruthless
drawings made him no enemies except perhaps Kipling."
But is it correct, that Beerbohm wrote "The Old Volunteer" — a
spoof that seriously inconvenienced and angered Kipling in 1918?
Kipling himself appears not to have thought so, to judge from his
detailed account, in the last few pages of Something of Myself, of what
he clearly regarded as a hurtful and tasteless episode.
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KIPLING AND PHOTOGRAPHY
From Miss J. M. Vann, 5 Tilgate Drive, Bexhill, Sussex TN39 3UH

Miss Vann writes to say that she is making a study of the illustration
of Kipling's works. So far, the only examples she has found of
published photographs taken by Kipling himself are pictures
accompanying "My Personal Experience with a Lion" in the Ladies'
Home Journal of January 1902 (some of which are reproduced in this
issue). She would be glad of information of other examples.
She adds that in a letter Kipling wrote to Sir Percy Bates in
November 1933 (preserved in the Kipling Papers, Sussex University),
he commented that he had made it a rule since his youth not to keep
correspondence — old letters being as harrowing as old photographs.
From this, Miss Vann suspects that many of Kipling's own
photographs may have been destroyed. Has anyone, she wonders,
investigated such interest as he had in photography?

KIM ON CASSETTE
From Mrs Rosalind Kennedy (President, Melbourne Branch, Kipling Society),
26 Blake Street, Caulfield 3162, Victoria, Australia

Mrs Kennedy sends a cutting from the record section of the 'Green
Guide' in the Melbourne Age of 8 September 1988. It contains a
review of two recent readings of Kim, each on two cassettes with a
playing time of three hours. One (Argo SAY 418 144-4) is read by Tim
Piggot-Smith; the other (EMI LFP 41 72225) by Ben Cross.
The prior assumptions of the reviewer, grounded more evidently in
facile good intention than in historical knowledge, are interesting.
They become apparent in the first sentences of the review. "One of the
odd things about the literature of colonisation is that it's not all bad.
The moral incorrigibles of literature are so strange that a book which
is rooted in the infamies of a particular system may nevertheless
speak with the voice of art and liberation."
Kim, described as "a mesmerising book", constantly surprising",
a "masterwork", has clearly made a conquest here, and "only the
disrepute into which Kipling's jingoism has brought him can explain
its neglect", with its "command of narrative which will stun any
reader who comes to it afresh", and "range of Indian dialects
translated into an English by turns jewel-like, stilted and aromatic".
The vocal and other qualities of the two readings are considered
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and compared, but the technical aspects of the review are less striking
than the reviewer's acknowledgment of surprise at "such a rich
book" which "prefigures all the western images of India that
succeeded the imperial view, including the hippy one. Its emphasis on
the genuineness of the lama's quest and on the pervasive spirituality
and gaiety of India have an unexpected modernity. Kipling's skill as
an entertainer in this book is equal to, if not greater than, anyone of
his generation who wrote for adult or child."

"WHO FOLLOWS IN HIS TRAIN?"
From Professor David H. Stewart, Department of English, Texas A & M University,
College Station, Texas 77843-4227, U.S.A.

Professor Stewart refers to an article of his in the Autumn 1987 issue
of Conradiana: a Journal of Joseph Conrad Studies, pages 195-205.
Entitled "Kipling, Conrad and the Dark Heart", it makes interesting
comparisons between Kipling's "The Man who would be King" and
Conrad's "Heart of Darkness". I commend it, and hope later to find
space to reprint, with permission, at least some extracts.
Meanwhile, I have Professor Stewart's sanction to draw attention
to a footnote to the article. It relates to the verse of a hymn that poor
crazed Carnehan sang at the end of "The Man who would be King":
The Son of God goes forth to war,
A kingly crown to gain;
His blood-red banner streams afar!
Who follows in his train?
The footnote (somewhat abbreviated) reads:—
"The hymn, written in 1812 by Bishop Heber (1783-1826), well
known for his books on India, is an interesting example of Kipling's
concern for sound. It was sung in the Anglican Church to two pieces
of music, the "Old 81st" (1562) and more commonly the "St Anne"
(1708). The latter is familiar today as "O God our help in ages past",
and was probably familiar to Anglo-Indian readers, who would not
have used the music that an American, H. S. Cutler (1824-1902)
composed in 1872. The film (1975) uses music composed for it by
Maurice Jarre — as stirring as "St Anne" but less appropriate
because Kipling intended readers to hear the accustomed tune.
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In early editions of the story, the first line reads, "The Son of Man
[not of G o d ] " but Kipling corrected it in later editions. [The second
line has "golden", later corrected to "kingly". — Ed.] Moreover he
probably assumed that his readers knew that the question in the first
stanza (all we hear Carnehan sing) is answered in the second:
Who best can drink his cup of woe,
Triumphant over pain,
Who patient bears his cross below,
He follows in his train."

LETTERS FOR SALE
From Henry Sotheran Limited, 2 Sackville Street, London W1X 2DP

A catalogue of Autograph Letters for Sale, assembled by the firm of
Sotheran, and dated January 1989, has been sent to me. Among many
items of interest are five letters by Kipling. Here are my notes on three
of these items, each priced at £275:
1. One page 8vo, addressed from Arundell House, Tisbury, dated
15 June 1894, to the Editor of the York Monthly, declining to give an
interview. "I have just survived one interview which leaves me faint
and prostrate; and I would much rather be left severely alone". But he
suggests the use of "a remarkably beautiful photograph which is
supposed to be me. It was taken some four or five years ago and
resembles no one with whom I am acquainted."
2. Two pages 12mo, headed Bateman's, 19 November 1916, to the
Revd E. C. Selwyn, Headmaster of Uppingham, thanking him for a
translation into Latin of Kipling's poem " F r a n c e " . "Goodness
knows I am no judge — my Latin verse at school was of a quality
unspeakable and a quantity unscanable — but I do like the rendering
of 'that extorted word of praise etc.' — gutture ab invido."
3. One page 8vo, on paper headed Ritz Hotel, Madrid, to the
children of Sir Charles Marling, Minister at The Hague, mainly about
llamas. "I am not at all sure about llamas. When I lived in South
Africa, there were two in a field next door to my house, and my
children were told not to make them angry because, then, they would
spit. So I should not worry about the h u m p if I were you. I should
watch the llama's Ups."
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H.M.S. KIPLING
From Mr J. H. McGivering, 32 Cheltenham Place, Brighton, Sussex BN1 4AB

Mr McGivering has been in touch with former members of the
complement of H.M.S. Kipling, who in May 1987 organised a
Reunion Dinner to mark the 45th anniversary of the sinking of the
ship in the Mediterranean. The dinner was attended by fifty-two
people of whom thirty were ex-Kiplings, including their captain,
Captain Sir Aubrey St Clair-Ford, Bt., D.S.O. It was clearly a model
reunion, enjoyed by all. A decorated commemorative folder,
presented to Mr McGivering, has been lent by him to the
Administrator at Bateman's.
As many of our members will be aware, Kipling was a K Class
destroyer, built at Yarrow. She was launched in January 1939 by
Kipling's daughter, commissioned in late 1939, and later saw
considerable service in European and near Eastern waters. On 11
May 1942, while on the way to intercept an Axis convoy bound for
Libya, she was sunk off Crete by Junkers JU88 dive-bombers.

THE TANK MUSEUM
Various members have referred to an article in The Times of 23 June
1988, "Mr Kipling's Cavalry Show". It described the Tank Museum
at Bovington Camp in Dorset, and said visitors to it "have Rudyard
Kipling to thank" for its existence. "In 1923, he watched the rusting
old tanks being broken up and suggested they should be saved."
A check with the Museum reveals that this is true: at least, that on
seeing some old tanks lying around deteriorating at Bovington
Kipling "suggested that they should be preserved for posterity". This
advice ran counter to conservative military thinking at that period,
which quaintly desired no more than to be allowed to get on with the
"real soldiering" of peacetime, without the undignified intrusiveness
of tanks. (A hint of this attitude was still discernible in wistful mess
talk when I was serving in a cavalry regiment after the Second World
War.) "However, the Royal Tank Corps did not see things this way;
Kipling's advice was taken, and a selection of vehicles from the First
World War were housed", at first, "under a lean-to shed". The
present assemblage of two hundred armoured fighting vehicles
superbly displayed in modern accommodation at Bovington is
directly traceable to that improvised origin.
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THIS MAD ITALIAN HORNET
TORRIGIANO: "A MASTER IN HIS CRAFT"

by JOHN SHEARMAN

[John Shearman will be well remembered by our readers as the former Secretary of the
Kipling Society and as an occasional contributor to this Journal. Nor is his subject,
Pietro Torrigiano (1472-1522), an altogether unfamiliar name; in the Economist of 14
January 1989, he is referred to as still suffering today from "a bad press, just because of
a moment of impetuosity" — the notorious occasion when he "decked the arrogant
Michelangelo and broke the master's nose".
That incident will recall the reminiscence of Harry Dawe in "The Wrong Thing"
(Rewards and Fairies). "I've seen our Torrisany lay a 'prentice down with one buffet
and raise him with another — to make a mason of him. I worked under him at building
a chapel in London . . . " Torrisany is indeed the great Torrigiano, strongly and
memorably drawn in that Kipling story of Henry VII's reign — intolerant, irascible,
violent, contemptuous of anything but first-rate work, but a supreme artist and an
inspiration to those who worked for him, even while he abused them, driving them
"like pigs at Brightling Fair. He called us English all pigs . . ."
John Shearman here outlines much of what is known of Torrigiano, and in doing so
helps the reader to see "The Wrong Thing" against historical background which
cannot but enhance the story — Ed.]

Pietro Torrigiano de' Torrigiani plays an important part in Kipling's
story "The Wrong Thing". He was born in Florence in 1472 and was
one of the young artists who studied and worked under the patronage
of Lorenzo de' Medici, 'the Magnificent' (1449-92). He was also
called Peter Torrisany, as Kipling knew. Ascanio Condivi, writing in
1553, describes him as a brutal and proud fellow, who came to a bad
end; in Kipling's story Harry Dawe calls him "a hectoring, hardmouthed, long-sworded, Italian builder, as vain as a peacock and as
strong as a bull, but, mark you, a master workman. More than that

ENTRANCE TO HENRY VII'S TOMB
This is copied from Historical Memorials of Westminster Abbey, by Dean Stanley
(London, John Murray, 1867). It is taken from a drawing by George Scharf, and shows
the entrance to the tomb, as revealed when the vault was opened in the 1860s.
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—he could get his best work out of the worst men."
Benvenuto Cellini (1500-70) says he was "singularly handsome,
with a bold bearing, and the air of a great soldier rather than of a
sculptor, especially having regard to his commanding gestures and
his fine-sounding voice; while his frown was enough to scare the
bravest".
When they were both young men Torrigiano quarrelled with
Michelangelo Buonarroti (1475-1564) in the Brancacci chapel of the
Carmelite Church in Florence, where they both studied drawing from
Masaccio's frescoes. Cellini reports Torrigiano's account of the
incident: "Buonarroti had a habit of teasing all the rest of us who
were drawing there; and one day in particular he was annoying me,
and I was more vexed than usual; so I stretched out my hand and dealt
him such a blow on the nose that I felt the bone and the cartilege yield
under my fist as if they had been made of crisp wafer (cialdone). And
so he'll go with my mark upon him to his dying day."
Michelangelo was carried home "like one dead"; Torrigiano was
smartly exiled from Florence, and did indeed serve as a soldier in the
Papal army under Cesare Borgia, and fought at the battle of
Garigliano in 1503. He then returned to Florence and resumed his
career as an artist, travelling widely in Europe.
In January 1503 Henry VII of England began the building of his
Chapel at Westminster. Torrigiano was persuaded by some
Florentine merchants to come to England to seek employment from
the King. He took up his residence in the precinct of St Peter's,
Westminster, and the execution of the royal shrine was entrusted to
him. Henry VII died in April 1509; his son Henry VIII kept
Torrigiano employed till 1518, completing the tomb of Henry VII
and his wife Elizabeth of York (1465-1503) and that of the King's
mother, Lady Margaret Beaufort. During this time Torrigiano also
made a "matchless altar" for the Chapel. This masterpiece was
destroyed by the Puritans in 1641.
While he was in England Torrigiano made portrait busts of Henry
VII (perhaps from a death-mask) and of a young, beardless Henry
VIII; these are now respectively in the Victoria and Albert Museum,
London, and the Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York. He also
made a bronze relievo bust of Sir Thomas Lovell (d. 1524) which is in
Westminster Abbey close to Lady Margaret Beaufort's tomb.
Torrigiano made a trip to Florence to recruit craftsmen for the
work at Westminster, and offered the young Cellini a job in England,
saying that he would make him "both a skilful artist and a wealthy
man". He boasted of his "ruffling it with these beasts of
Englishmen", and of his earlier punch-up with Michelangelo. Cellini,

TORRIGIANO'S 'MATCHLESS ALTAR'
This is the masterpiece which was destroyed by the Puritans in
1641. The engraving comes from an old work, Sandford's
Genealogical History, and was reproduced in Dean Stanley's
Historical Memorials of Westminster Abbey. The altar formerly
stood at the head of Henry VII's tomb, in his Chapel at
Westminster.
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a devoted admirer of Michelangelo, not only refused to go to England
with Torrigiano but also "could not bear the sight of the man".
Back in England, Torrigiano at length fell out with his patron
Henry VIII, quitted the King's service, and went to Seville. Here he
made a superb group of the Madonna and Child in marble for the
Duke d'Arcas. The Duke sent two servants ostentatiously loaded
with money-bags to fetch the work. But the bags contained only small
coins, amounting in all to thirty ducats. Torrigiano, downright as
ever, took a mallet and smashed the statue to smithereens. The Duke
at once denounced him to the Inquisition for sacrilege; the
Inquisition clapped him in gaol, and there he died.
His surviving master-works are "the first Renaissance tombs of
Northern Europe" in the Chapel at Westminster which commemorates Henry VII, that King of whom Francis Bacon in 1622
wrote that he "lieth buried at Westminster, in one of the stateliest and
daintiest monuments of Europe, both for the chapel and for the
sepulchre. So that he dwelleth more richly dead, in the monument of
his tomb, than he did alive in Richmond or any of his palaces."
As Harry Dawe has it, "building a chapel in London — a chapel
and a tomb for the King . . . None finer in England. This Torrigiano
had the contract for it, as you'd say."

[References cited include: Bacon's History of the Reign of King Henry VII; Condivi's
Life of Michelangelo; Cellini's Memoirs; A. P. Stanley's Historical Memorials of
Westminster Abbey; Official Guide to Westminster Abbey, 1977, Torrigiano's entry in
the Dictionary of National Biography; J. H. Plumb & Huw Wheldon, Royal Heritage;
The Penguin Book of the Renaissance, ed. J. H. Plumb; The Readers' Guide to Rudyard
Kipling, ed. R. H. Harbord.]

[Footnote. But was Kipling (and is John Shearman) right in inferring that Torrigiano
came to England in Henry VII's reign? My understanding — very possibly mistaken —
is that he came after Henry VII's death, and worked exclusively for Henry VIII. — Ed.]

"MY GOOD FOOL," THE ENGLISHMAN DRAWLED . .
" . . . Go back to your carriage." Or rather, "Remontez dans votre wagon." For this is one of some
less-than-convincing drawings by Charles Fouqueray in a handsome 1933 edition of Kim rendered
into French by Louis Fabulet and Charles Fountaine-Walker (Delagrave, Paris). The artist,
depicting the Delhi station scene in Chapter XII, draws Strickland, the "tallish, sallowish District
Superintendent of Police", in attire reminiscent of a London bobby.
E.23, "all but naked, ash-smeared, ochre-barred, dusty-haired", who under cover of vernacular
abuse passes a message to Strickland, is credible: less so the incongruously mature Kim (right),
though at least Kim looks puzzled; he will soon ask E.23 if Strickland is "one of Us?" and will be told
he is indeed — "Rien moins que le plus grand."
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MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome to the Society the following new members:
Lady Clarke (Surrey); Mr C.J. Driver (Hertfordshire); Mr G.R. Ewing (London); Mrs
M.V.A. Kahn (Bedfordshire); Dr J. W. Lowe (Missouri, U.S.A.); Miss C.A. Macdonald
(Glasgow); Ms C. McCutchan (Virginia, U.S.A.); Mr L.F. Sander (Pennsylvania,
U.S.A.); Mr J.W.M. Smith (Sussex); The Hon Mrs Julia Stonor (London); Mr J.E.
Swift (South Yorkshire).

OBITUARY: MRS M. BAGWELL PUREFOY
We regret to announce the death on 28 January of one of our Vice-Presidents, Mrs
Peggy Bagwell Purefoy. Until a few years ago when ill health made it increasingly
difficult for her to come in from the country, she was well known to many members of
the Society, particularly those who attended our London meetings, where her benign
presence was agreeably familiar. Though she had her own independent mind and well
developed literary judgement, she will be remembered particularly as a devoted
supporter of her husband, our Secretary for many years, the late Colonel A.E. (Bob)
Bagwell Purefoy. In that role she earned the gratitude of the Society, and when in 1980
she joined him in the list of Vice-Presidents, the appointment was a tribute to her
enthusiastic share in the past administration of our affairs. Our sympathy goes to her
family. — Ed.

OBITUARY: BRIGADIER W.J. JERVOIS, M.C.
We announce with regret the death of 13 February of possibly our oldest member,
Brigadier Wilfrid Jervois. A lifelong devotee of Rudyard Kipling, and a few years
senior to John Kipling at Wellington, he was well informed on matters relating to
Burwash, where he lived for some time, and he was an occasional contributor on a
number of topics to the Kipling Journal. His varied military career, spanning both
World Wars, was covered in detail in a Telegraph obituary (4 March 1989) and is
outside our purview, but since he corresponded regularly with me until just before his
death, I will add a personal word. Widowed since 1979, and latterly confined to a
nursing home, he was fortunate in retaining to the end a clear mind, a strong
personality, a good sense of humour and an attractive ability to evoke vividly
remembered vignettes of the remote past. In his ninety-seventh year he was still
writing elegant and charming letters, tackling the Telegraph crossword with zest,
and taking lively interest both in the affairs of this Society and in the state of the
wider world. —Ed.
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THE KIPLING JOURNAL
AN EXPLANATORY NOTE
The Kipling Journal is the house magazine of the Kipling Society and
is sent quarterly to all members. Its significant contributions to
learning since its foundation in 1927 have earned for it a high
reputation. It has been able to publish important items by Kipling not
readily found elsewhere, and much valuable historical, literary and
bibliographical commentary, in various shapes, by authorities in
their field. In the academic study of Kipling, no serious scholar
overlooks the journal's wealth of data, which is about to be
comprehensively re-indexed. Over two hundred libraries and English
Faculties, in a dozen countries, receive it as corporate members.
However, though scholarly in general tendency, it is far from an
austerely academic production. It aims to entertain as well as to
inform. This is both necessary and easy. Necessary because the
Society's membership is at least as representative of the ordinary
reader as of the university researcher. Easy because there exists an
inexhaustible reservoir of engrossing material — by virtue of the
great volume and variety of Kipling's writings, the scope of his
travels, acquaintance and correspondence, the diversity of his
interests and influence, the scale of the events that he witnessed, the
fame that he attracted in his lifetime, and the attention that he
continues to attract.
The Editor is glad to receive, from members and non-members
alike, articles and letters bearing on the life and works of Kipling. The
range of potential interest is great, from erudite correspondence and
scholarly literary criticism to such miscellanea as may merit
attention, e.g. reports of new books or films; press cuttings; sales
catalogues; unfamiliar photographs; fresh light on people or places
that Kipling wrote about; and of course unpublished letters by
Kipling himself.
Authors of prospective articles are advised that length may be
crucial, because the volume of material coming in exceeds the space
available. A page holds under 500 words, so articles of over 5000
words, often requiring a preface, notes and illustrations, may be hard
to accommodate. Even short pieces often have to wait. Naturally, as
with other literary societies, contributors are not paid; their reward is
the appearance of their work in a periodical of repute.
The Secretary of the Society arranges distribution of the Kipling
Journal, and has an attractive stock of back numbers for sale.
However all items submitted for publication should be addressed to
the Editor, at Weavers, Danes Hill, Woking, Surrey GU22 7HQ.
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THE KIPLING SOCIETY
AN EXPLANATORY NOTE
The Kipling Society is for anyone interested in the prose and verse,
and the life and times, of Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936). When
founded in 1927 by J. H. C. Brooking and a few enthusiasts, it was
met by disapproval from Kipling himself; but it quickly gained, and
thereafter retained, a substantial membership. It remains today one
of the most active and enduring of the many literary and historical
societies in Britain. Being the only one in the world that focuses
specifically on Kipling and his place in English Literature, it also
attracts members from many other countries, who duly receive the
quarterly Kipling Journal (subject of a note on the previous page).
As a non-profit-making cultural organisation, run by volunteers to
provide a service to the public as well as to members, the Society is a
Registered Charity in Britain. Its activities are controlled by its
Council, but routine management is in the hands of the Secretary, at
its London office. However, its large membership in North America
is mainly coordinated from Rockford College, Illinois, and there is an
active branch in Melbourne, Australia.
For fuller particulars of organisation, and a list of impending
meetings, see pages 4 and 5 of this issue. The Society's main London
activities fall into three categories. First, maintaining a specialised
library which scholars may consult, and answering enquiries from the
public (e.g. schools, publishers, writers and the media) and providing
speakers on request; second, arranging a regular programme of
lectures, and an Annual Luncheon with a Guest Speaker; third,
publishing the Kipling Journal.
Kipling, in his day a phenomenally popular writer, appeals still to a
wide range of 'common readers' attracted by his remarkable prose
and verse style, singular ability to evoke atmosphere, and sheer skill
in narrative. These unacademic readers, as well as professional
scholars of English literature, will find much to interest them in the
Society. Particulars of membership may be obtained by writing to the
Secretary, Kipling Society, 18 Northumberland Avenue, London
WC2N 5BJ. Current annual subscription rates are:
Individual members
Junior members (under 25)
Corporate members (libraries etc)

(Britain)
£12
£5
£20

(overseas)
£14
£5
£20

