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[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 NORMAN ENTRACT



"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.]
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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 hind-
quarters"; 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 " . John Kipling, aged three and a half, working on

Sullivan with the dandy-brush, "same as they brush horses with . . . a good hard one" .
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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".


