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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS

FORTHCOMING EVENTS, 1989/90

Wednesday 18 October 1989 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the Naval &
Military Club (the "In & Out"), 94 Piccadilly, London W1,
the Society's Annual General Meeting. Note that there will
also be a display of illustrated editions of war journalism
from Rivista Militare of Italy, and a related slide show by Mr
P.H.T. Lewis, O.B.E., the Society's Treasurer.

Wednesday 15 November 1989 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the Naval &
Military Club, Mr D.J. Peters on Kipling and the Navy.

Wednesday 14 February 1990 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel
(Dover & Albemarle Streets, London W1): speaker and
subject to be announced.

Wednesday 18 April 1990 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel:
speaker and subject to be announced.

Wednesday 2 May 1990 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 Sir Derek Oulton, G.C.B., Q.C. Members in
Britain will receive application forms with the December
1989 issue of the Kipling Journal.

Wednesday 18 July 1990 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel:
speaker and subject to be announced.

August 1989 NORMAN ENTRACT



THE WE'RE HERE

Actually the Sommes Ici, this being from the French version, Capitaines Courageux
(translated by L. Fabulet and C. Fountaine-Walker, Librairie Hachette, 1921). The
artist is not named. Others of his drawings accompany an article in this issue.
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A SNAKE-WOMAN GETTING HER COME-UPPANCE

A drawing by J.L. Kipling for "The Snake-Woman and King Ali Mardan" in Tales of
the Punjab (Macmillan, 1894), folk-myths collected by Flora Annie Steel. The lady may
look serene, but was being roasted in an oven, a lengthy process since she was resistant
to heat. She was really a serpent of malevolent inclination, enabled to assume human
shape. The heart symbolises her hold over the king's affections until he heard that
despite appearances she was a snake.
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EDITORIAL

I have just received from Professor Pinney in California a book he has
edited to mark the centenary of Kipling's arrival in America from
Japan in 1889. It is Kipling in California, a paperback privately
published by the Friends of the Bancroft Library (University of
California, Berkeley) which staged the exhibition described at pages
40-41 in this issue.

The book admirably sets out what Kipling wrote in California,
including previously unpublished letters, with enough background to
give perspective. The despatches from San Francisco to the Pioneer in
India are in their full original text. When the newspaper reports on his
six-month voyage to England were later collected in From Sea to Sea
they were shortened: the original texts, though accessible in
microfiche in libraries that possess the Pioneer of 1889-90, are today
almost unknown.

Not till I edited the ones from Japan into book form last year did I
realise how extensive were the cuts; the missing passages — in one
case an entire despatch — cried out to be restored. That has now been
done for the twelve despatches from Japan and for these four from
San Francisco: I hope Professor Pinney will edit and annotate all
sixteen from North America. Then someone ought to complete the
series by resuscitating the original accounts of Rangoon, Moulmein,
Penang, Singapore, Hong Kong and Canton. We should be able to
read From Sea to Sea as readers of the Pioneer read it a century ago. It
is travel journalism of a high order, vivid, observant, provocative,
mirror of many moods.

Even from the narrative of the fleeting visit to Singapore, for
example, some 2500 words were cut. I cannot do justice here to the
missing text, but a scrap or two will give the flavour. Kipling set out
by rickshaw after dark, to "settle the immigration question" and
"investigate a coolie depot" for indentured Chinese labour, but on
the way he ran into various distractions. One was an unplanned
encounter with a garrulous German madame, which led to his sitting

. . . drinking beer with Bertha Blumm under the stars. "Does I not somedimes feel very
wearied and sick? Mein Gott yes: boot it is my piznes, und in der daytime I takes my
work upon which I sews mit a needle und sit here — quiet. It is nefer quiet in der night
here, und der heat is enof to kill. You see my house. I pay for dot one thousand dollars
to Ernestine — she haf gone to Russia mit seven thousand dollars — one thousand for
the good will that you call of der place. Und I could sell tomorrow for twelf hondred
dollars. Joost so mooch. Yes: I will be one day also rich — if I do keep alife, but of dot I
am not so sure."

In pursuance of the enlightened policy of the people who live in seventy-five pound.
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houses not more than four miles from Charing Cross the large and remarkably mixed

por t of Singapore is of course entirely unprotected . . . If a few of the members who

voted in the House on a recent memorable division could have sat . . . and listened to

Bertha Blumm discussing the laws of demand and supply in her "p izness" I think they

would have shuddered . . .

The last paragraph refers to the repeal of the Contagious Diseases
Prevention Acts, under which since the 1860s brothels in garrison
towns in Britain had been medically regulated to reduce the incidence
of V.D. in the forces. In 1888, regulation in India also had been
stopped in consequence of a Commons motion (but in 1897 it would
be re-established after a huge increase in disease). Kipling vehemently
favoured medical inspection, and reverted to the subject years later in
chapter III of Something of Myself.

But I leave little space for the deleted text on Singapore by night
—for "a new and glorified town a-twinkle with multitudinous
'rickshaw lights, enlivened by the tolling bell and ruby headlamp of
the steam tramway"; for Chinese prostitutes, "expressionless women
who might have been dead and stuffed for any sign that they made
while I watched", while "unholy music that set the teeth ajar burst
from shuttered houses, and the air was choking with Chinese
tobacco"; for the "very rude and drunken sailors who considered a
cheroot unjustifiable side, but staggered too much to give chase"; for
dark alleys where "the crowd gathered round the traveller who
stopped . . . dropped from walls, poured from under the crevices of
doors.. . were spawned by the stinking pavement under foot . . ." The
unceremonious and public eating in the street amazed him —

I counted three hundred and fifty eaters in about a quarter of a mile. One man whom I
timed took rather less that five minutes over a big bowl of something mercifully hidden
in milky juice, some fowls' insides with three sauces, some bread and jam, a mass of rice
and a drink of syrup . . . Then he tossed down his money, lit a cheroot. . . and departed
without ceremonial ablutions . . .

Kipling eventually found the "coolie depot" he was looking for,
and "after hammering at closed doors with golden flowers on them
was received by a small boy who appeared to be the head of the
depot". He inspected a dormitory and was impressed by the almost
prison-like atmosphere and the seeming docility of the Chinese.
"Eighty-four going tomollow in a ship to Sumatra", the boy told him.
Next day he wrote it up for the Pioneer, with ever an eye to Indian
comparisons: "Can't you imagine the shriek of indignation that
would follow on the news that Assam coolies were locked up for the
night?"

It is vivid reporting, and not commonplace: when he returned from
his "midnight ramble" a police officer said, "You have been where
not one Englishman in five hundred ever thinks of going."



"ON TO THE SMOOTH LIP OF THE TURTLE-BACK"

For the provenance of this picture, and others accompanying this article, see page 6.
Harvey Cheyne, stupefied by the Wheeling 'stogie', went overboard in two stages:
he is at the first, just before "a low, grey mother-wave swung out of the fog" to
complete the process.

CAPTAINS COURAGEOUS

AND AMERICAN EMPIRE

by DANNY KARLIN

[Dr Daniel Karlin, who has a wide range of literary interests, is Lecturer in English at
University College, London. In the field of Kipling, he has come to notice more than
once for his penetrating and persuasively written critical presentations. His edition of
The Jungle Books in the Penguin Classics series is one example, his all-too-short essay
on Plain Tales from the Hills in a new volume of essays edited by Phillip Mallett (Kipling
Considered, Macmillan, 1989) is another.

In April 1988 he addressed a meeting of the Kipling Society, when his account of
Captains Courageous struck all of us who heard him as something to be preserved. I am
glad now to present it in written form. Although it has here been considerably reduced
from its original spoken length, there is a good prospect of the whole text appearing in
print eventually, since Dr Karlin plans to include it in a volume of essays on Anglo-
American subjects.
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It is a truism, justified again and again, that much of Kipling can profitably be read
at a more than literal level of interpretation. Anyone who has not discovered that
beneath the outer layer there often lurk inferences of deep significance is missing a lot,
and is failing to recognise the subtle complexity of Kipling's craftsmanship — and the
extent to which he was often tempted to be covertly didactic.

There can be hazards, of course, in the detective approach. In prejudiced hands it
may be carried to silly extremes, of which examples are not wanting. Critics
unfortunate enough to have a firmer grasp of the 'structuralist' tenet that every word is
worth weighing than of the realities of a writer's life and times may dredge up
'evidence' that is ludicrously misleading.

However Dr Karlin can certainly not be accused of that; his perceptive
interpretation of Captains Courageous endows it with a legitimate new dimension,
which is well in keeping with two factors that must bear on whatever inner meaning the
book possesses. These are Kipling's own emotional and somewhat confused view of
Americans — not least while he was writing the book in 1896, that year of domestic
disaster in Vermont — and the explosive dynamism of the United States in the 1890s, as
the country turbulently came of age.

Kipling himself wrote in Something of Myself, "I wanted to see if I could catch and
hold something of a rather beautiful localised American atmosphere that was already
beginning to fade". That he succeeded is generally acknowledged, not least in the
technicalities of deep-sea fishing on the Banks. (Ten years ago, in Gloucester, at a
restaurant called "Captains Courageous", I met a woman whose father had served in
the fishing schooners of that port not long after the book was written; she said he
always averred that Kipling got it right.) That the book's message went beyond fishery,
beyond Harvey's redemption, into a political dimension, is Dr Karlin's theme. — Ed.]

Kipling wrote Captains Courageous in 1896, during the last year of his
four-year residence in America. Let me briefly recapitulate the story
of the book.

Harvey Cheyne, a spoilt, offensive, fifteen-year-old brat, the only
son of an American multi-millionaire, is travelling on a big ocean
liner to Europe with his neurotic mother, to "finish his education".
He is washed overboard and rescued by the fishing schooner We're
Here, whose captain, Disko Troop, refuses to take Harvey straight
back to New York on the grounds that the fishing season has only just
begun. Harvey, forced to spend the fishing season on board the We're
Here, forms a friendship with Disko Troop's son Dan, and becomes
an accomplished sailor and fisherman, proud to belong to the crew
and accepted by them. The voyage cures him of his brattishness, and
he returns to port and to his family literally and figuratively a new
man.



"'H'M', SAID THE SHAVEN MAN, QUITE UNMOVED"

Disko Troop, stolidly unconvinced by Harvey's ill-judged initial bluster aboard the
We're Here. In the foreground is Dan, "pretending to be busy" by the mast.
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My theme is one of Empire. Captains Courageous, in my reading of
it, is about the rite of passage of a nation as well as an individual.
Harvey's fall from the liner is a fortunate fall; it aborts a regressive
and degenerative voyage from the New World to the Old, and
replaces it by a voyage from the old world of luxury and over-
refinement to the new one of effort and integrity. Harvey's adolescent
boast at the beginning of the book, that he is "an American — first,
last and all the time", is made good at the end, when he is compared to
"a Red Indian of the story-books".

Captains Courageous, then, tells of the making of an American; but
it is a story riven with ambiguous implications about the destiny of
modern America. Kipling saw clearly that America was becoming, as
Sellers and Yeatman put it in 1066 and AH That, 'top nation'. The
question was, what kind of imperial power would America exercise,
what values and traditions would it enshrine, what vision would it
offer? "The White Man's Burden" is his best known trumpet-blast on
the matter; Captains Courageous offers a more complex and troubled
reading.

There are two principal American communities in the book. The
first, and the one which occupies most of the foreground, is that of the
New England fishing fleet, idealised in the crew of the We're Here.
The name of the vessel itself indicates the values of this community
—solidarity, self-knowledge, sense of place (symbolised by Disko
Troop's infallible navigational skill); and the name is also a
metaphysical affirmation, the reply to a challenge or summons by the
impersonal forces of Nature and Necessity.

Although the members of the crew are distinguished by Kipling in
terms of their individual eccentricities, the keynote is of collective
effort and collective discipline. The conflict between individualism
and the need to work with and for others — the great political debate
in industrial societies, and especially in America — is resolved in the
image of the dories setting off to fish from the We're Here, each
manned by an individual, yet each returning with its catch to the
mother ship, where individuals become a "working gang of men" in
order to perform the collective tasks of gutting, salting and packing.

Again the hierarchy of the ship is clear, from Captain to ship's boy
— none of the lawless democracy which Kipling despised — but it is
the hierarchy of the family, or patriarchal tribe (Captain and ship's
boy are father and son), and it has the ideal family's close-knit
harmony of purpose. At the same time, within the limits imposed by
the discipline of shared labour, the tribe is not conformist: it is not
subject to that deadening orthodoxy, in Tocqueville's famous phrase
"the tyranny of the majority", which is the great vice of democratic



"ON THE HEAVING DECK IN THE MOONLIGHT"

The scene in chapter II where (left to right) Uncle Salters, Long Jack, Harvey, Manuel
and Penn are systematically slitting and preparing the cod before pitching them down
the hatch to Tom Platt and the Troops. "At the end of an hour Harvey would have
given the world to rest. . . But he felt for the first time in his life that he was one of a
working gang of men, took pride in the thought, and held on sullenly."
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societies. It is composed, like America itself, of different
nationalities and religions, each treated with affection and respect. It
represents society as Kipling dreamed of it: skilled, coherent,
functioning.

In the Captain and ruling spirit, Disko Troop, it has a craftsman
who is 'inward' with his craft, and an upright, humane and generous
lawgiver — the father, in other words, whom Harvey Cheyne has so
conspicuously lacked in his life so far. The We're Here answers the
Pequod in Melville's Moby Dick (also a microcosm of America) with
Disko Troop as benign Ahab, pursuing his prey with the same
determination, dominating his crew with the same authority, but with
the opposite of Ahab's sublime and barren monomania. Disko's
purpose is naturally and unselfconsciously to make a living, "earnin'
my bread on the deep waters".

The second community, which occupies our attention in the latter
part of the book, is that of Harvey Cheyne's father. He, like Disko
Troop, is a 'captain courageous', but of a different kind. The title
phrase comes from an Elizabethan ballad, "Mary Ambree", and in
one sense it refers to the courageous men who risk their lives in the
deep-sea fishing industry. But in 1892 Kipling had used it as the title
of one of the sections in his travel book From Tideway to Tideway, and
there it had referred to the imperial adventurers who were opening up
the American, African and Australian continents.

"Cortes is not dead," Kipling affirms, "nor Drake, and Sir
Philip Sidney dies every few months if you know where to look.
The adventurers and captains courageous of old have only
changed their dress a little and altered their employment to suit
the world in which they move." They are "selling horses,
breaking trails, drinking sangaree, running railways beyond the
timber-line, swimming rivers, blowing up tree-stumps, and
making cities where no cities were."

So the title Captains Courageous applies not just to the ordered,
communal life of the We're Here, but to the heroic individualism of
imperial expansion and adventure. But in From Tideway to Tideway
the tone is admiring and undiscriminating: personal exploits and
imperial exploitation, profit and progress, are mixed with unabashed
indifference: Kipling's modern Cortes is a decade and a world away
from Conrad's Mr Kurtz. In Captains Courageous itself, however, the
image and the rhetoric of the latter-day conquistador are a good deal
more complex. This is how Harvey Cheyne senior, an emblem of
capitalism rampant, tells his son the story of how he made his money,




