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Ricketts, M.A., on Kipling's Place in Modern Literature.
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Chatterjee, M.A., on Mowgli and the Jungle.

Wednesday 2 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 Sir Derek Oulton, K.C.B., Q.C. Members in
Britain will receive application forms with this issue, and the
next, of the Kipling Journal.

Wednesday 18 July, at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel, the
Society's Secretary for North America, Professor Enamul
Karim, on "The Miracle of Purun Bhagat".
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NORMAN ENTRACT

THE GOLDEN GATE. This fine photograph, by Ansel Adams (acknowledgments to Museum Graphics, Redwood City),
shows the entrance to San Francisco Bay, as seen from the Pacific, before the bridge was built in the 1930s. The waterside fort
which Kipling derided on arrival from Japan in 1889 is clearly visible, just right of centre: San Francisco harbourage is round
past it on the right, out of sight. (See Editorial.)
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"Bien fait! Un autre temps de galop comme celui-là, et ils sont joliment lancés." — or,
in the original (" 'Tiger! Tiger!' ", The Jungle Book), "Well done! Another charge and
they are fairly started." [From Le Livre de la Jungle, Delagrave, Paris, 1930; traduction,
L. Fabulet et R. d'Humières; illustrations, R. Reboussin.]
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EDITORIAL
KIPLING AND AMERICA'S DEFENCELESS COASTS
My Editorials are seldom more than two pages in length, so I ought to
explain how it comes about that this one is so shamelessly expanded.
There were two fortuitous, perhaps whimsical, reasons:- namely an
occasion and a subject.
The occasion suggested itself when, arranging this issue, I noticed
that it was my fortieth, and realised that I must be completing ten
years as editor. A celebratory urge arose in me — to kick over the
traces, ignore the constraints of space and make room for something
larger than the usual editorial.
The subject suggested itself soon afterwards with equal facility. It
will take much longer to explain, but the explanation is part of the
subject.
While on holiday lately in San Francisco, I went across the Bay to the
University of California, Berkeley, to see a fine exhibition of Kipling
items at the Bancroft Library. The theme of the display, as
announced in our last issue, commemorated Kipling's arrival in San
Francisco from Japan a hundred years ago. It brought to mind some
of his outspoken comments on America, and prompted me to delve
back through the files of two leading San Francisco newspapers, the
Examiner and the Chronicle, for May and June 1889, to read the very
issues that he would have read.
The Library holds them all on microfilm, and I spent hours
engrossed in them, transported back a century in time, finding on
every page pointers to the turbulent local scene that fascinated both
Kipling (as he recounted in From Sea to Sea) and Stevenson (whose
The Wrecker was partly set in San Francisco at that same time). In
particular, I came across a political/military topic that could hardly
have escaped Kipling's eye. This was the inadequacy of America's
coastal defences, typified by the fort built at the Golden Gate thirty
years earlier to command the approach to San Francisco Bay. Today
it is a museum, nestling under the south end of the Golden Gate
Bridge.
That gigantic bridge dominating the entrance of the Bay has served
for over half a century as a superb symbol: it has become the Golden
Gate. John van der Zee, in The Gate, rightly ranks it with the Statue
of Liberty as "one of the two structures that in and of themselves
suggest the breadth and promise of America: the western half of the
American ellipse". In 1889 however, the gap it straddles was still
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unbridged, was deemed unbridgeable; the first man-made object to
catch the attention of a traveller sailing in from the Pacific was the
severe outline of Fort Winfield Scott, commonly called Fort Point.
A quadrangular structure of brick and granite, it had been built to
sound specifications in 1853-61. In the Civil War its armament of 55
cannon was considered a formidable deterrent to possible
Confederate privateers; in the 1870s provision was made to augment
its firepower with a similar number of cannon on higher ground just
behind the fort; but in the 1880s it was recognised that the whole
position was rendered obsolete by the enhanced capability of modern
naval gunnery, which now necessitated, on the part of coastal defence
works of any pretension, more massive emplacements of earth and
concrete to protect better-concealed guns — rifled breech-loaders of
far greater weight and range, preferably raised and lowered on
"disappearing" mountings.
When Kipling saw it from the sea on 28 May 1889, while the City of
Peking sailed in from Yokohama to her San Francisco mooring, Fort
Point retained a few guns but was no longer manned, and had been
out of commission since 1886.
Whether he actually gave the fort any critical attention at that
moment, beyond the hungry scrutiny a first sight of land evokes after
a long sea voyage, is doubtful — even if he did know enough to assess
its vulnerability to bombardment. A fortnight later, however, writing
up first impressions of America in his 24th travel despatch to the
Allahabad Pioneer, he picked on Fort Point in derisive and
belligerent terms:
When the City of Peking steamed through the Golden Gate I
saw with great joy that the block-house which guarded the
mouth of the "finest harbour in the world, Sir" could be
silenced by two gunboats from Hong-Kong with safety,
comfort and despatch.
One might well wonder why he chose to utter so hostile a comment.
As I will show below, it is partly explained by clues, edited out of his
text. However, in my darkened room at the Bancroft Library, staring
through a scanner at disembodied ghost pages from the issues of the
Examiner and Chronicle that Kipling read, I found further clues
—which not only put in perspective his throwaway piece of antiAmerican bellicosity about Fort Point but illuminate the longer,
more measured but less well-known comments that he wrote weeks
later, in Buffalo, about what he perceived as the general and
dangerous insufficiency of America's defences.
I felt the topic, thus broadened, deserved to be recorded. It would

FORT POINT, 1880s. View across the Golden Gate, the Pacific to the left, the Bay to the right. Where the photographer
stood now lies under one end of the Bridge. The lightkeepers' cottages (foreground) have been demolished.
(Acknowledgement: National Maritime Museum, San Francisco.)
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be a fragmentary account, partly speculative, but it would offer a
historical context previously lacking.

Before describing the textual evidence missing from that despatch
to the Pioneer from San Francisco, let me dispose of a question of
tone or style.
It is possible to argue that Kipling's offensiveness about Fort Point
had no significance, was merely comparable with other brash sallies
that he perpetrated as a young man; that he relished being an enfant
terrible, enjoyed shocking or disconcerting with deadpan British
humour. By that argument, his rudeness to the Americans resembled
the fantasy or hyperbole he often indulged in — as when, in From Sea
to Sea, noting the ant-like industriousness of Hong Kong's Chinese,
he wrote, "Let us annex China"; or, bewildered by the swarming
population of Canton, "This people ought to be killed off because
they are unlike any people I ever met"; or, at a disadvantage with an
immaculate shopkeeper in Nagasaki, "I hate you because I feel
myself your inferior, and you despise me and my boots because you
know me for a savage".
However, the parallel is not accurate. The tone is different.
Regarding China and Japan, he was resorting to jokes expressive of
cultural perplexity. Regarding America, he felt less discomfiture,
more antagonism; the joke, though still a joke, was nearer the bone,
had acerbity in it. Actually, as I have said, there is textual evidence for
this.
Kipling's longhand despatches to the Pioneer in 1889, written as he
travelled eastward home from India, were initially edited by its staff
in Allahabad (often hastily, creating tiresome errors). Then, in 1899,
Kipling himself— or an agent, the details are unknown — put those
ten-year-old newspaper texts into book form, as From Sea to Sea. At
this stage innumerable changes were made, including drastic cuts
which ranged from single words to lengthy passages, and twice to an
entire despatch.
Therefore on checking back in the Pioneer, as I have done, it is
revealing but not surprising to find two sentences immediately after
the remark about the gunboats from Hong Kong — sentences which
were omitted in From Sea to Sea. They read as follows:
. . . Also there is not a single American vessel of war in the
harbour. This may sound blood-thirsty: but remember I have
come with a grievance upon me — the grievance of the pirated
English books.
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That 'grievance' was an incident in Japan, not long before Kipling left
on the City of Peking. He had been enraged — it is not too strong a
word — to find in a Yokohama bookshop a variety of pirated English
books on open sale without regard to copyright. They were, he noted,
the literary works of a dozen contemporary British writers, published
by an enterprising United States firm, the Seaside Library. One of his
own books from India was among them, which intensified his fury:
(incidentally the fact that this unauthorised Kipling has never been
identified is a puzzle for bibliographers). For Kipling, book piracy
was a lifelong irritant which he was chronically incapable of
tolerating.
Anyway, his detailed account of the incident, part of a despatch
from Yokohama duly published in the Pioneer, was intemperate. It
veered from vituperation against the offending bookshop and the
"loathsome library" to a rage about American spelling — "When
Thackeray is made to talk about 'travelers' and 'theaters' it is time for
England to declare war." It ended in a long and heated "curse"
against the whole United States.
In 1899, when the texts were edited into book form, the
embarrassing account of the Yokohama incident was deleted. So was
the cross-reference to "pirated English books" cited above. But the
allusion to Fort Point was left in, bereft of the explanation that had
made it inoffensive. Was this an oversight? Or perhaps, in Kipling's
mood of 1899, deliberate? The comment, after all, had stated a
military fact; also there had recently been enough Anglo-American
tensions — especially the Venezuelan boundary affair, only settled in
1899 — to show that war was not impossible.

The question why this or that textual cut was or was not made in
1899 is now past any likelihood of solution; but the question why it
originally occurred to Kipling to vent his réchauffé wrath about book
piracy on the vulnerable fort at the Golden Gate will admit of
speculation — and, in short, can be explained by the topicality of
coast defence in the San Francisco press.
In what follows I make a confident assumption. It is that Kipling, a
newspaperman to his fingertips, landing in San Francisco after a
seventeen-day Pacific crossing in the era before wireless, read with
avidity all the papers he could lay his hands on — at least glancing at
the issues covering his period at sea. Access to newspapers was no
problem; he stayed alone for over two weeks in town at the
sumptuous Palace Hotel, and enjoyed temporary rights at the
Bohemian Club with its library. He had many conversations with
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journalists, and was himself interviewed at least three times by local
reporters, who published accounts in the Examiner and the Chronicle.
These were reasonable papers, carrying world news, though — as we
know from what he wrote to the Pioneer — he deplored their
provincial and anti-British interpretation of events. I have said
enough: my case rests. Kipling read much of what I scanned on film
and much of what I missed; in the fortnight preceding that despatch
of his first impressions he had become thoroughly familiar with the
local press.
What he would have read included three topics all tending to
colour what he wrote from San Francisco on about 12 June 1889 and
what he wrote from Buffalo two months later. They were first, the
possibility of war with Britain over sealing rights in the Bering Sea;
second, America's vulnerability to naval attack by other powers
including, amazingly, China; third, the specific inadequacy of Fort
Point to withstand bombardment from the sea.

The Bering Sea dispute had been a delicate issue since 1886, when
the Americans had impounded three British sealing schooners for
infringeing what the U.S.A. claimed as exclusive rights in the eastern
Bering Sea. In 1893 an arbitration tribunal would decide in favour of
Britain, but in 1889 the matter was open and sensitive, and came to a
crisis. On 28 May, the very day that Kipling reached San Francisco,
the Chronicle carried a leader blaming both governments for acting
"foolishly and even childishly"; urgent arbitration was required since
"War we do not want and must not have, and yet every step now
being taken leads us exactly in the direction of war".
Next day, the Examiner had a front page article headed 'DOES IT
MEAN FIGHT?', with news of Royal Navy ships heading "under sealed
orders" for the Bering Sea: "should American cruisers attempt to
seize British sealers a rupture is imminent". The immediate crisis
soon receded, but it was a chronic dispute, liable to emotional revival.
The Examiner on 22 May had declared that America "will not flinch"
from asserting her rights "in spite of [Britain's] bellicose attitude",
and that the USS Iroquois, "a modern vessel . . . 1575 tons . . . six
smooth-bore guns, with a forward and after pivot, consisting of a
six-inch muzzle-loading rifle . . . will be the equal of any British vessel
likely to open fire on her".
Bravado apart, it was recognised that Britain's overall naval
superiority was overwhelming. A major article in the Examiner of 26
May listed three grounds of tension with Britain — sealing in the
Bering Sea, fisheries in the Atlantic, and transcontinental freight
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rivalry with the Canadian Pacific Railway — "any one of which is as
aggravating... as was the cause of the war of 1812". However, it went
on, "What is our condition? Within three days", the British could
"have a fleet in this bay powerful enough to compel our
unconditional surrender".
Incidentally the same page carried a two-column article bitterly
attacking the British record in India, telling how the natives "toil for
English taskmasters" whose "palaces and luxurious residences dot
the face of the country". Kipling's reaction to that may be imagined.
To return to naval matters, the perceived threat was not only from
Britain. A leader in the Examiner of 12 May described San Francisco
as "absolutely at the mercy of any of the third-rate naval powers of
the world": it possessed "a thousand millions of property" which
"could be laid under contribution by the navies of Chile or Spain".
On another page, China and Japan were added to the list of possible
enemies: fanciful though that might seem, the excitement aroused by
the 'Chae Chang Ping case' lent credibility to a threat from China.
Kipling, if not already aware of this case with its ugly xenophobic
undertones, would have learned of it from the Chronicle of 1 June,
reporting that Chae Chang Ping, hero or villain of the affair, was
hiding in San Francisco, defying a court order for his deportation.
His case had attracted much attention in May, when the Supreme
Court upheld the judgment of a Californian court against Chae
Chang Ping, a Chinese of San Francisco who, having returned to
China on a visit, had been denied a right of re-entry to the U.S.A. As
the law now stood, an alien's certificated previous residence conveyed
no right of return. "A great victory", trumpeted the Examiner on 14
May, "absolutely closing the door against all Chinamen".
Predictably, China's official reaction had been resentful, and the
Examiner article of 26 May which assessed the naval threat from
Britain also spared an anxious thought for the offensive capacity of
China. Two armoured and six unarmoured Chinese warships were
listed with their weaponry: even that "comparatively insignificant
fleet could be concentrated in this harbor in from sixty to ninety
days", carrying "eighteen of Krupp's breech-loading guns, each
capable of shelling San Francisco from outside the Heads".
That was the nub. Up-to-date coastal fortifications capable of
deterring warships equipped with modern ordnance were nonexistent on the Pacific coast of the United States, as also on the
Atlantic. Until a powerful modern U.S. Navy came into being — as it
did in the next decade — the position described in 1889 by the San
Francisco press was accurate. Four years earlier, President Cleveland
had appointed a Board headed by his Secretary of War, W.C.
Endicott, to examine and report on the country's entire coastal
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defences; it would be another year or two before the Endicott
recommendations — for the adequate system in fact created in the
1890s — began to show results. Meanwhile America's coasts were
fearfully vulnerable: it only took a maritime squabble with Britain or
a political tiff with China (its navy not yet discredited by Japan's
crushing defeat of it in 1894/95) to induce a mood of panic which the
press were not reluctant to exploit.
Fort Point, conspicuously sited at the Golden Gate, not yet old but
technologically a relic and anyhow deserted, was a natural focus for
local discontent. What Kipling said about it was hurtful to
Americans, but was no more critical than what they said themselves if
they had the knowledge. Several major articles in the Examiner
(notably on 10,12 and 26 May, after a devastating inspection of Fort
Point by a Senate Committee connected with the Endicott Board, and
by the veteran General Miles) had described in detailed terms,
supported by a map with arcs showing ballistic ranges, the hopeless
inadequacy of the defences.
Among other criticisms, Fort Point was "a splendid work of its
day, but useless now"; its walls were "but six feet thick, and thirty feet
of solid masonry is now required"; the sixteen rifled cannon that
remained in position "were of no use . . . could only be fired with
effect 2,000 yards, and a man-of-war could, by keeping out of range,
rattle the old building into a pile of bricks in a few minutes".
The newspaper expressed indignation that a harbour with such
natural attributes for defence "should be allowed to remain so utterly
and absolutely helpless". San Francisco occupied a key position: "It
is to this coast more than New York is to the Atlantic; and as
Carthage in her prime was mistress of the Mediterranean, so San
Francisco should be mistress of the Pacific". Yet she lay "at the mercy
of a hostile battle-fleet". It was not all lamentation and rhetoric: the
articles also detailed the number and kind of guns, and other
requirements, urgently needed to outface any threat from the sea.

The local news of May/June 1889 thus casts a relevant light on
Kipling's cheeky comment about Fort Point — indeed on much else
that he wrote from California. (His comments on crime, on traffic
accidents, on the Cronin murder mystery, on American politics, were
plainly influenced by items in the San Francisco press.) Later,
heading across America, he retained those early insights, even while
his view of the country changed and matured.
In Buffalo in August he wrote another of his despatches, which, for
reasons that are unclear, was not published by the Pioneer nor placed

December 1989

KIPLING JOURNAL

17

in From Sea to Sea. After appearing in 1891 in various newspapers it
was reprinted that year in New York as the final chapter of a pirated
book, American Notes — selections from Kipling's various accounts
of travel in the United States.
That chapter, "America's Defenceless Coasts", was principally a
tourist's view of Buffalo, but one passage described in lurid though
not unfriendly terms the openness of coastal cities to a hostile navy's
military blackmail by threatened bombardment — "ransom at long
range . . . cash or crash". These thoughts were occasioned, he said, by
the "beautifully unprotected condition of Buffalo" on Lake Erie,
facing Canada — "a city that could be made to pay up five million
dollars without feeling it"; but he would also have in mind the
phobias of San Francisco; the Senate Committee's utter
condemnation of Fort Point; even perhaps the Examiner's cartoon of
12 May showing a foreign warship, standing out at sea, lobbing shells
into the Palace Hotel, whence the residents tumbled in ludicrous
disarray.
"From five miles out at sea", he wrote in Buffalo, "(I have seen a
test of her 'fortified' ports)", a single modern battleship "would wipe
out any or every town from San Francisco to Long Branch [New
Jersey]; and three first-class ironclads would account for New York".
Why, the country lacked even the resources to see off the Chinese:
"China's fleet to-day, if properly manned, could waft the entire
American navy out of the water".
As a sample of modern naval force he cited HMS Collingwood, a
battleship of new design with the latest twelve-inch guns. But — his
passion over copyright in temporary abeyance — he ruled out any
British threat to the United States. To be sure, Americans had
provocative habits like "chevying Canadian schooners" in the Bering
Sea, but it was "perfectly impossible to go to war with these people".
They were "of our own blood" and "too nice" to be enemies, even if,
as a Republic, they were bound to be unstable friends.
Kipling had affected, at the Golden Gate, to see America as a foe.
Now he could envisage her — armed, shorn of complacency — as an
ally. She was "supposed to be building a navy now. When the ships
are completed her alliance will be worth having."
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" 'PROOFS OF HOLY WRIT' "
MYTHS OF THE AUTHORISED VERSION:
KIPLING AND THE BIBLE
by DAVID NORTON
[Mr David Norton, M.A., M. Litt., read English at Cambridge, and is now a Senior
Lecturer in English at Victoria University of Wellington. He has published articles on
D.H. Lawrence, on New Zealand short stories, and on an eighteenth-century Bible
translator and critic of the language of the King James Bible; and for ten years has been
working on a book to be entitled The Bible as literature: a history of criticism and
opinion.
Given this unusual degree of exposure to the subject, it is not surprising that he is
impressed by Kipling's late story, " 'Proofs of Holy Writ' ", the details of which he is
much better qualified than most of us to grasp and appreciate. He has read with
interest two articles we recently published about it: one by John Coates in September
1987 subtitled "Kipling's valedictory statement on art", the other by Philip Mason in
March 1988. He later wrote to ask if we were now "surfeited" by the story, since, if not,
he had something to contribute. My reaction, after reading his article, was that
" 'Proofs of Holy Writ' " was certainly deep enough — despite the slightness of its
narrative frame — to take another critical study, particularly from the new angle that
Mr Norton adopts.
That the story itself — though Buchan thought it Kipling's best — has been
neglected is not surprising. It was written too late for inclusion in standard editions. It
appeared in the Strand Magazine of April 1934 (and again in December 1947), and the
Kipling Journal republished it in December 1965. Though it is in the expensive Sussex
and Burwash editions it only began to be widely accessible when reprinted in
anthologies starting with R.L. Green's Rudyard Kipling: Stories & Poems (Dent, 1970).
The story largely consists of a conversation between Shakespeare and Ben Jonson in
about 1610, set in the orchard of New Place, Stratford. It emerges that Shakespeare has
been consulted by Miles Smith, one of the translators working on the Authorised
Version, to improve the quality of its English. Thereupon Shakespeare and Jonson
work over some verses of Isaiah which have been sent to Shakespeare in proof. Their
discussion of the aptness of words, and the interplay of their personalities, are the basis
of the story, but a wider philosophical theme is also apparent.
To Mr Norton's notes I would add two of my own — in case his readers are initially
misled by an interesting passage on page 23. [1] The title, "Proofs of Holy Writ", is
from Shakespeare's Othello: "Trifles light as air/Are to the jealous confirmations

JONSON (1573-1637)
This picture shows Jonson before the fatness and physical deterioration of his later
years became noticeable. One of our learned readers can perhaps supply a date for it
and name the artist.

SHAKESPEARE (1564-1616)
A woodcut derived from Martin Droeshout's engraving which formed part of the
title-page to the First Folio.
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strong/As proofs of holy writ." [2] Mr Norton was working from the Sussex edition,
wherein the presentation of this story differs slightly from the way most readers will
have seen it elsewhere. In that edition, the story has an epigraph, consisting of five
verses of Isaiah 60, as eventually published in the Authorised Version; as Mr Norton
observes, that final text does differ slightly from the text the fictional Shakespeare sent
back to Miles Smith. The deliberate difference is a subtle touch. — Ed.]

Kipling's " 'Proofs of Holy Writ' " has a double interest: beyond its
fascination for Kipling scholars as "a study of the nature of art and
the artist" 1 (whether Kipling or the ideal artist), it is a uniquely lively
contribution to one of the central myths about the Authorised
Version of the Bible, and so of equal fascination for anyone interested
in that paramount English Bible.
The myth I have in mind was a century and a half old when Kipling
wrote his story. Almost as soon as the Authorised Version (the AV)
began to be praised as a fine — or even the finest — work of English
prose, critics began to attribute artistry to its creators. This was
natural enough — achievement implies an achiever — but it had
almost as little basis in fact as another of the myths that arose at the
same time, that the AV was an instant success. If we set aside the
perception of achievement — a perception that was not shared by
critics and commentators in the first century and a half of the AV's
existence — and attend only to the direct evidence of how the
translators worked, 2 then the picture is overwhelmingly of a quest for
often literal truth to the originals.
There is only the slightest evidence of artistic care for the quality of
their English as English, and one must conclude that literary
considerations weighed as nothing in the balance with scholarly
considerations. Kipling himself would have found such a conclusion
very difficult to accept, even if it did not run counter to 150 years of
received wisdom: Philip Mason reminds us of his care for "the
manner of telling a thing, the sound and the rhythm", and he sees the
story as Kipling's explanation of how "one of the greatest glories of
the English language", apparently put together by a committee of
men without literary talent, could have been created. 3
Yet, to develop the limitations of the myth for a moment, it is
possible to account for much of the achievement of the AV in terms of
Tyndale's decision to use as far as possible English a ploughboy could
understand; the translators' desire that their work "may bee
understood even of the very vulgar"; 4 the nature of the originals the
translators worked from; their constant quest for faithfulness to
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them; and — to turn from factors contributing to the creation to a key
factor affecting the perception of achievement — the effects of
generations of familiarity with the text.
A literary consciousness of the business of English Bible
translation (as opposed to verse paraphrase) is largely the creation of
the latter part of the eighteenth century. There we can find the kind of
evidence that is so conspicuously lacking from any of the major
English translators, from the Lollards to the AV translators, lacking
even from that towering figure William Tyndale.
Nathaniel Scarlett, in the preface to his obscure and unsuccessful
translation of the New Testament, commends his version of Matthew
22: 21, "render therefore the things of Caesar to Caesar, and the things
of God to God", in precisely the kind of terms one imagines the AV
translators might have used — terms that imply the kind of conscious
attention to style that is central to Kipling's story: "this closes with a
double iambic preceded by an anapaest, all which are allowed to be
the best concluding feet".5
"God! That so much should lie on a word!" — Shakespeare
exclaims in something like this spirit.6 We can imagine the horrified
response of the real Miles Smith had he heard this from the fictional
Shakespeare: "Is the kingdom of God become words or syllables?"
—and these are Smith's own words in the preface to the AV. The gulf
between the two remarks is the gulf between the myth and the reality.
Adulation of the AV was at its height in the half century following
the publication of the Revised Version (1885). It was a commonplace
to declare it "an English classic" or "the noblest monument of
English prose". Its "super-excellence" was an incontestable article of
faith,7 and more often than not a source of "wordy affirmations and
turgid generalities". 8
Among the critics who repeated such lavish praise of the AV in the
aftermath of revulsion towards the Revised Version, few went further
than George Saintsbury who "gave me [Kipling] such inestimable
help i n . . . 'Proofs of Holy Writ', which without his books could never
have been handled". 9 Whatever else Kipling may have read, 10 the
one indispensable source for the story was Saintsbury's own
egregiously self-centred History of English Prose Rhythm (London:
Macmillan, 1912), pp. 141 ff.
If the link I suggested between Kipling's Shakespeare and the terms
Scarlett used for his version of Matthew seemed at all tenuous,
Saintsbury makes it inescapable, for the bulk of his discussion of the
rhythm of the AV is in the identical terms of classical prosody. And
the verses Saintsbury takes as the centrepiece for his full-blown
bibliolatry, or rather AV-olatry, are precisely those Kipling uses.
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They are, he proclaims, "one of the highest points of English prose"
(p. 142). After scanning the AV, the Vulgate and the Septuagint — to
the advantage of the AV, of course — he goes on to compare the AV
with the English versions Kipling also uses. This discussion both
directed Kipling's critical attention and presented him as nearly as
possible with some of the points he has Shakespeare make.
Saintsbury writes of the "clarion sound" of the i in the opening
words (p. 145), and trumpet imagery comes several times in the story.
Saintsbury has "the long o's of 'Glory of the Lord' " (p. 145),
Shakespeare "the long roll of 'the Lord' " (p. 348). Saintsbury has
"wearisome am's and um's of the Latin" (p. 147), Shakespeare
"blocking ets and urs" (p. 352); Saintsbury, scornfully, "the repeated
up-upon" (p. 150), Shakespeare, stuttering profanely, "Up-pup-up"
(p. 346). The debt is obvious, yet it is just as obvious, reading the story
and Saintsbury together, that Kipling, furnished with the hints,
worked over the biblical passages for himself and made his own
observations. The story is not Saintsbury dressed up as Shakespeare.
John Buchan's contribution to the original idea takes us a stage
further. The context was redolent of the myth I have outlined, a
conversation on the rhythms and assonances of the AV:
Buchan said it was strange that such splendour had been
produced by a body of men learned, no doubt, in theology and
in languages, but including among them no writer. Could it be,
he wondered, that they had privately consulted the great writers
of the age, Shakespeare perhaps and Jonson and others?
'Kipling said to Buchan: "That's an idea" and away he went to
turn it over.' 11
Buchan's sense of the strangeness of the achievement is reasonable12
but, as I have suggested, he looked in the wrong direction for an
answer. To suppose consultation with Shakespeare, or Jonson, is of a
piece with something Kipling was well familiar with: the laughably
earnest passion of 'scholars' such as Nathaniel Holmes and Delia
Bacon in their refusal to believe that the "sorry poetaster" 13 could
have written the immortal plays and poems that went by
Shakespeare's name — and the consequent discovery of their true
author in Francis Bacon. The form Kipling gives to the myth of the
conscious artistry of the AV is — though in no bad sense — the
biblical counterpart to the Baconian theory.
There is one particularly happy accident about the supposition that
Shakespeare helped make the AV, and Kipling has the wit to draw it
out. Shakespeare and the AV translators were all, in a sense, revisers.
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Where Shakespeare botches together his plays out of common old
plots, the AV translators were seeking to make of many good old
translations "one principall good one, not justly to be excepted
against". 14 As with so many of the story's ideas, this is understated
but explicit as Shakespeare observes the parallel texts of the
manuscript in front of him and remarks, "And you call me a botcher
of old clothes?" (p. 344)
The banter between Shakespeare and Jonson is more than mere
authentication of the scene and establishment of character, and more
than the kind of clue to meaning that John Coates brings out: 15 it
suggests a parallel between Shakespeare's work and the Bible that no
one else had thought of. Moreover, the idea is handled with sufficient
tact, in the context of the whole story, to prevent it appearing a
version of the occasionally expressed idea that the AV was only a
revision of language: 16 even Shakespeare and Jonson are shown
translating as well as "rubbing and polishing". 17
" 'Proofs of Holy Writ' ", then, appears as the engaging extremity
of myth about the AV. Yet, in another sense, it functions not as myth
but as criticism. Here he departs from Saintsbury's AV-olatry. The
story is not only a lucid, perceptive demonstration of literary quality
but also a gentle question-mark set beside the adoration of the verbal
form of the AV. That it begins by juxtaposing Shakespeare, as author
of the title, with the AV is nice, but it is crucial to the story that the
epigraph should give the relevant verses from the AV, for the version
Shakespeare makes is sometimes different.
Moreover, Kipling quietly invites the reader's attention to this by
having Shakespeare muse, "But what will they let stand of mine at
long last? Which? I'll never know." 18 Shakespeare contributed to,
but is not responsible for, the final form of the AV: that is the story's
fictional premise. As criticism rather than as fiction, this delicately
draws us back from full-blown adulation of the AV, for it suggests
that even in so fine a passage some things could have been done better
still.
The challenge to the adorer of the AV who reads closely comes with
the very first word of the epigraph, "Arise". Is Shakespeare's "Rise"
better? This is perhaps no more than a challenge, for the question has
no definitive answer. But, with the reader alerted, Kipling presents
two kinds of criticism of the AV, criticism of its rhythm and criticism
of its meaning.
Criticism of rhythm the translators could perhaps have attended
to, where the form of the Hebrew did not impose a particular word
order on them; but criticism of meaning — except as criticism of their
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understanding of the Hebrew, which is not what the story offers
—they could not have attended to.
There are two criticisms of this sort, perhaps so slight that one
might make nothing of them if the story did not invite attention to
such minutiae: "the Moon", in "neither for brightness shall the Moon
give light unto thee", is changed to "thy Moon", because "it is the
Lord who is taking the Moon's place over Israel" (p. 351). The
proposed reading does underline this sense, but there is a curiosity,
the first of several to be observed, which makes one doubt how
carefully, at the last, Kipling worked over this story. "Thy" with
"Moon" needs to be matched by "Thy" with "Sun" at the beginning
of the verse: this is how Shakespeare gives the verse initially, but in his
italicised final suggestion "Thy" has reverted to "The". This smacks
of carelessness, but whose? Kipling's printer, Kipling himself or,
deliberately on Kipling's part, Shakespeare? If the last, one wonders
what effect so small a detail was intended to convey.
The second correction of meaning seems more playful — "neither
shall thy moon withdraw itself becoming in Shakespeare's hand
"neither shall thy moon withdraw herself (p. 353). In effect Kipling
has said to the reader, this phrase in the AV is really stage language,,
and has underlined the point by personifying the moon.
There is one other improvement of meaning suggested before this
change is adopted. Shakespeare thinks of "go down", but then thinks
further, " 'Set' would have been better — as a sword sent home in the
scabbard — but it jars — it jars" (p. 353). Here rhythm is more
important than image. An artist might make such a choice, but a
faithful translator 19 could not. Now, rhythm was the key quality that
led Saintsbury to choose Isaiah 60, and this makes the other criticisms
of rhythm particularly important.
First, "darkness shall cloke the earth" is preferred to "the darkness
shall cover the earth", specifically because the short sound of "cloke"
is better. Second, a transposition of word order has an obviously
happy effect, making the awkward rhythm and syntax of "The sun
shall be no more thy light by day" into "The sun shall no more be thy
light by day". Shakespeare's explicit scorn is reserved for the Bishops'
Bible's "Thy Sun shall never be —": "No! Flat as a split viol." (p. 350)
But the effect is to suggest a similar criticism of the AV. This is as far
as Kipling will go in criticising the AV, and it is no more than a mild
corrective to the prevailing view. For the most part, of course, the
story is an able demonstration of "Shakespearean" power in the AV.
One other aspect of the story needs commentary, what we may call
its close scholarship, as opposed to its larger mythicising. Much of the
detail is impressive, and a thorough conviction of authenticity is
established. But there are some aspects that are inaccurate.
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The most obvious is the use of the Vulgate; equally obvious is that
this is a deliberate mistake. The translators worked from the Hebrew,
and they had in front of them a multitude of versions in other
languages and in English. It would be impractical to represent this in
a story, especially as neither of the protagonists possessed the
requisite scholarship. Moreover, few if any of Kipling's readers
would have had this scholarship (even the erudite Saintsbury had
not) 20 , but many of them would have been able to follow the Latin,
and so enter more closely into the idea of translating as well as
revising; they might even be able to share Jonson's admiration, so
evident in the story, for the power of Jerome's language.
A second necessary error is to suppose a synoptic presentation of
English versions, but into this creeps an unnecessary error: the
translators did not see or use the Douai Old Testament (Isaiah was in
volume 2, published in 1610). 21
I have already suggested one other piece of carelessness, the lapse
with "Thy", and there seem to be two more lapses. On p. 346, Miles
Smith's supposed version reads, "On thee shall his glory be manifest.
So that all peoples shall walk in thy light and the Kings in the glory of
thy morning." Later, Shakespeare reminds himself of this — "How
goes that in the smithy?" — and reads, "The Gentiles shall come to
thy light, and kings to the brightness that springs forth upon thee."
This is Coverdale's version bar one slight change; Kipling is clearly
unaware of the error, for Shakespeare, still looking at the manuscript,
observes, "The same in Coverdale and the Bishops' — eh?" (p. 349)
Odder is Shakespeare's resolution of verse 20, "Lay the tail of
Geneva to the head of Coverdale and the last is without flaw",
(p. 353) — since this description in no way fits the version, exactly
that of the AV, which he gives immediately. Such lapses are
unfortunate, for the quality of most of the story is such that it not only
invites but amply rewards the kind of close attention that reveals
them — rewards this attention not only as an insight into Kipling, but
as an insight into both the quality of the Authorised Version and one
of the major myths about it.
NOTES
1.

John Coates, ' " 'Proofs of Holy Writ' ": Kipling's valedictory statement on art',
Kipling Journal, September 1987, p. 14. Of necessity I must repeat some of the
information given by Coates — and by Mason (in the article cited later).

2.

Evidence such as the preface to the AV, both as a specimen of the translators'
conception of eloquent English and as a statement of intentions; the notes on the
final revision of the epistles made by John Bois; the earlier manuscript of the
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epistles circulated for commentary; and the original instructions to the
translators; to say nothing of the long history of discussion of how a translation
should be made — from the fulminations of Hugh Broughton back through the
controversies between William Fulke and Gregory Martin, and between William
Tyndale and Thomas More, to the preface to the second Wycliffite translation.
All this evidence, bar Bois's notes and the manuscript of the epistles, was readily
available, if little studied, in Kipling's time.
3.

Philip Mason, ' " 'Proofs of Holy Writ' ": an introduction', Kipling Journal,
March 1988, p. 37.

4.

'The translators to the reader', prefaced to the 1611 AV, unfoliated.

5.

A Translation of the New Testament from the Original Greek, (London, 1798),
p. viii.

6.

Sussex Edition (London: Macmillan, 1937-39), vol. XXX, pp. 349-50. I am
indebted to Harry Ricketts for his help with this article, not least for telling me of
the story and finding me a copy of it (not easily done in New Zealand).

7.

Preface to the Revised Version; title of an article by John Livingston Lowes,
reprinted in his Of Reading Books (London: Constable, 1930), pp. 47-77;
Alexander Geddes, General Answer (London, 1790), p. 2.

8.

Coates, loc. cit., p. 14.

9.

Kipling, Something of Myself'(London: Macmillan, 1937), p. 86.

10.

There are too many possible sources for the minor biblical information in the
story to make even the most tentative conclusions possible, let alone profitable.

11.

Mason, loc. cit., p. 33, quoting Hilton Brown's prefatory note to the Strand
Magazine reprint of 1947.

12.

Saintsbury, so often the cavalier, pays no attention to this, writing of "the artist",
and adding in a footnote, "a composite one; but, again, no matter for that" (op.
cit., p. 147).

13.

Kipling, "The Propagation of Knowledge" (Debits and Credits). The latter part of
this story turns on the Army Class's discovery, through Beetle, of the Baconian
Theory as put forward by Judge Nathaniel Holmes in The Authorship of
Shakespeare (New York, 1866; reprinted as late as 1894). Kipling also refers to
Delia Bacon's earlier exposition of the theory.

14.

Preface. One can hardly avoid seeing another parallel, Kipling himself crafting
together Saintsbury's thunderous hints and the other resources of his books.

15. Loc. cit., pp. 14-16.
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16.

For instance, Matthew Pilkington argues that the earlier translators "appeared
so well to have understood the Scriptures that little more than the language of it
was altered by the translators in King James's time" (Remarks upon Several
Passages of Scripture [Cambridge & London, 1759], p. 114).

17.

When the preface to the AV mentions rubbing and polishing, though, the
translators probably have in mind the final perfecting of the accuracy of their
work, not the kind of stylistic polishing Shakespeare applies.

18.

p. 354. This builds on two earlier suggestions in the story — "If they hold by this
. . . they'll not go far astray" (p. 350), and, "If those other seven devils in London
let it stand on this sort, it serves" (p. 354). Kipling did not want the point to be
missed.

19.

The phrase goes back to Horace (Ars Poetica, 11: 331-2). Horace is disparaging,
but the AV translators stand in the long tradition of translation he scorns.

20. See p. 142.
21.

The preface to the AV is explicit: "for wee have seene none of theirs of the whole
Bible as yet." The mistake is Saintsbury's (op. cit., p. 151).

'BOBS'
by ELIZABETH TALBOT RICE
[This is the second article in a series which is planned by Miss Talbot Rice, T.D., M.A.,
to bring to our notice some connections between what may be read in Kipling and what
may be found, on display or in the reference archives, in the National Army Museum
where she works. The first article, on 'Thomas Atkins' and the 'Queen's Shilling',
appeared in our last issue at page 22.
The National Army Museum in Chelsea is strongly recommended to all who are
interested in the history of the British Army. Its Friends, of whom Miss Talbot Rice is
Secretary, play an important and privileged part in supporting it. I hope some of our
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readers will enrol: they should write to her at the museum, Royal Hospital Road,
London SW3 4HT.
The present article is about Lord Roberts (1832-1914), who became a close friend and
associate of Kipling's, particularly in the years leading up to 1914, when both
campaigned without success for compulsory military service as a precaution against
war. After the old Field-Marshal's death in France in 1914 Kipling wrote, in a fine
elegy ["Lord Roberts"]:
Never again the war-wise face,
The weighed and urgent word
That pleaded in the market-place —
Pleaded and was not heard!
Better known is an earlier poem [" 'Bobs' ", 1893], jauntily celebrating the man whom
Kipling had known as Commander-in-Chief in India in the 1880s:
What 'e does not know o' war,
Gen'ral Bobs,
You can arst the shop next door —
Can't they, Bobs?
Oh, 'e's little but he's wise,
'E's a terror for 'is size,
An' — 'e – does – not – advertise –

Do yer, Bobs?
Roberts's connection with Kipling is only one incidental feature in a notable and
varied life, filled with well earned honours: it is good to know that the National Army
Museum possesses such a copious archive on him. — Ed.]

On 19 January 1971 a lorry drew up to the rear entrance of the
National Army Museum and disgorged a score of trunks, cardboard
boxes and cabinets, containing one of the most complete private
archives of any British commander.
At the beginning of this century the soldier who was held in the
highest regard throughout the British Empire and by all classes of
society was Field-Marshal Earl Roberts of Kandahar, Pretoria and
Waterford, V.C. Throughout his military life, from the time that
'plucky wee Bobs' won the Victoria Cross in the Indian Mutiny to
dignified old age, in a career as distinguished and varied as any
Victorian soldier could have hoped for, he was known for his
courtesy, physical and moral courage, and devotion to duty. Less

AS A LIEUTENANT
A photograph by Vandycke of Croydon, reproduced by permission of the National
Army Museum, showing Lieutenant Frederick Sleigh Roberts, V.C., Bengal Horse
Artillery, in 1859, aged 26. After the Indian Mutiny he had returned to England and
Ireland on leave, and was married before going back again to India in mid-1859 to a
post in the Quartermaster-General's Department.
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obviously, he was a man of clear vision, lucid thought and constancy
of method.
Lord Roberts kept an astonishing proportion of the paper which he
received, and on which he drafted or copied his outgoing
correspondence. His brilliant biographer, David James [Lord
Roberts, published in London by Hollis Carter in 1954, with the
Kipling epigraph, "Whom neither ease nor honours moved/An
hair's breadth from his aim"] culled and destroyed a considerable
quantity of documents of no permanent value, while sorting through
the Roberts archive. What remains is a panoramic literary view of the
life-work of one man.
Carefully filed and indexed are some thousands of letters to and
from the leading personalities of his day. In the calendar of his
correspondence with royalty and commoner, soldier and civilian,
Baden-Powell is followed by Louis Botha, Joseph Chamberlain by
H.E. Childers who was Home Secretary in 1886. Letters from Lord
Randolph Churchill share a file with those of Winston, with whom
Roberts was in dispute more than once. On a different plane, his
correspondents included C.B. Fry, Nellie Melba and the explorer
Nansen.
His attention to literary detail would earn the respect of most
historical researchers. During the fifteen years in which Roberts held
high office in India his telegrams, official memoranda and outgoing
correspondence were printed and bound in thirteen quarto, morocco
bound volumes, each of some 300 pages. The texts of speeches he
made during the last fifteen years of his long life are also carefully
bound, complementing wonderfully an important series of
scrapbooks, maps and plans, and a unique collection of prints,
photographs and bioscope cards of his later years. With these the
Museum received copies of his published works, and other books
covering most of the subjects which interested him professionally.
Almost no correspondence with Kipling survives among the papers
in the Museum. An amusing jingle, written in pencil on the back of a
sheet of writing paper from Almond's Hotel, Clifford Street, Bond
Street, though not in Kipling's hand, is signed by him [NAM 7101-2347-9]:
There once was a nation that warred
With two men, one horse and no sword.
From Colenso to Cressy
Their methods were messy
But when Haldane reformed it — Oh! Gawd!

AS A FIELD-MARSHAL
A crayon drawing by E.J. Lenard in November 1900 — a month before Roberts left
South Africa (under the forgivable but, as it proved, mistaken impression that the Boer
War was now effectively over) and returned to England to be Commander-in-Chief.
Reproduced by permission of the National Army Museum.
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The only surviving letter to Roberts from Kipling, dated 3
November 1912, congratulates him on a speech made at Manchester
proposing the introduction of National Service. Kipling continues
with a suggestion; "Would it not be possible now", he asks, "for the
N S League to issue a very simply worded single sheet giving the ages
between which the young men might be expected to come up for
training and the amount of time yearly that they should devote to
training?" [NAM 7101-23-47-90]
The introduction of National Service had long been advocated by
Roberts. In the particular speech to which Kipling's letter refers,
delivered on 22 October 1912 [reprinted in NAM 710123/125/2/117] and one of several given that year on this subject by
the Field-Marshal, Roberts foretells that
war will take place the instant the German forces by land, and
sea are, by their superiority at every point, as certain of victory
as anything in human calculation can be certain.
However he first addressed Kipling on the subject in December 1901,
at a late stage in the Boer War. The only letter in the Museum from
Roberts to Kipling reads in part:
If you are in favour of compulsory service for home defence
would it be possible to write some stirring lines to bring home to
the public the danger of allowing ourselves to be a second time
in the same risky position without any properly trained troops
in the country . . .
Roberts concludes this letter with an invitation to discuss the matter
further over lunch.
This information dovetails in with precise references in
Carrington's summary of Mrs Kipling's diaries. The entry for 3
December 1901 reads, "A letter from Lord Roberts on conscription."
On 4 December, together with "The Crab that Played", is the note.
"Conscription verses". On 9 December Kipling "Goes to London to
see Roberts". It can be no coincidence that "The Islanders" was
published soon afterwards, on 3 January 1902.
The Roberts Collection was presented to the Museum by the
Trustees of Lord Roberts's daughter, the late Countess Roberts.
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THE FIGURE BY THE FIREPLACE [2]
SOME LITERARY GOSSIP, 1890-93
A further instalment by LISA A.F. LEWIS

[This is the second and final part of an article which sheds some interesting light on the
"three dear ladies" of Warwick Gardens, known and loved by Kipling in his youth. My
preface to the first part, in our last issue, provides the general background.
Basically the article consists of excerpts from five letters in the Bodleian Library, and
Mrs Lewis's accompanying comments. The letters were written by Mrs Walter May
(who before her marriage had been Georgiana Craik, youngest of the three ladies —the
"quiet figure by the fireplace" mentioned in Something of Myself). They were
addressed to Rebeccah Owen, a literary friend in New York.
Part One took us selectively through three of the letters: the rest are discussed below.
Some of the excerpts relate directly to Kipling. Others say something notable about
literary figures of the day, or convey a whiff of that lively cultural interest that all three
ladies shared. The overall relevance for Kipling is that during his schooldays in Devon
the three had given him and his sister a holiday home in London, "a house filled with
books, peace, kindliness, patience and what to-day would be called 'culture' ". Their
influence on him was profound. — Ed.]

PART TWO

In the fourth of her letters in the Bodleian collection, dated 19
February 1892, Mrs May writes from Shackleford, Godalming,
Surrey:
. . . we are giving up London more and more: in this last year we
have hardly spent as much as three or four weeks there. . . in
scattered bits out of which we get no good at all — for dashes
into London simply suffice to take one's breath away . . . and
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not to give one any satisfaction. Since I wrote to you last we
have mainly been in Scotland, in Yorkshire, and here . . .
They have again been travelling; she excuses herself for being
accordingly unable to find some promised autographs.
. . . My sister and Miss Winnard have been going to a new house
too lately, and their papers also are in a submerged condition.
Miss Winnard's sister, however, Mrs Hooper, has sent us two or
three notes for you that I think you may care to have — and as I
have said, more will turn up. These lines of Ruddy Kippling's
[sic] I send now — he being one of the latest of the celebrities.
Bound in with the letters are three manuscript poems in Kipling's
handwriting: "Amours de Voyage", "A Murder in the Compound" 12
and "The Recall".13
He used to send me quantities of verse during the first years
after he went out to India. These were written at about eighteen.
Of his boyish letters I had many too, but I am afraid I have
destroyed them all. They were clever letters, and very
characteristic, but yet rarely, I should say, characteristic of the
best side of him. I never liked them much myself — any more
than I ever liked a great part of him. He is a creature whom it
would be very hard for anybody, I should think, to like through
and through — and yet there are such likeable and even such
fine things in him that as soon as you have begun to express
detestation of the unlovely side of him your heart smites you for
it. — We were interested in the brief report you sent of his wife. I
have not seen her, but what you write agrees with what we have
heard in other quarters. The fact of the approaching marriage
was kept very secret: we knew nothing about it — and I don't
know whether they mean to come back to London yet.
My sister sends you a page of the M.S. of Carlyle's Frederic
the Great . . .
After a description of the Carlyles and a eulogy of Barrie, she
concludes:
Should you be in London my sister and Miss Winnard's new
address is 23 Avonmore Road, Kensington.
Listed at this address in Kelly's Suburban Directory for 1894 is a Miss

23 AVONMORE ROAD, KENSINGTON
A photograph by Mrs Lewis, author of the accompanying article, showing the present
appearance of the house where two of the "three ladies" — Georgiana May's sister
Mary Craik and their friend Hannah Winnard — lived in 1893. The front door of No
23. partly obscured from this viewpoint by leafage, is at the top of the steps. Mrs Lewis
suggests that Kipling may have here first met Mary Kingsley — a meeting the date and
location of which have been learnedly debated in this magazine.
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Hooper. Perhaps it was here that the tea-party attended by Kipling
and Mary Kingsley took place. A postscript reads:
No, the Carlyle makes my letter too heavy, so I have kept it
back, and put in two little notes from Leigh Hunt and Dinah
Mulock instead . . .
Dinah Mulock14 was in later life Mrs George Lillie Craik.15 Her
husband was not Professor G.L. Craik, the friend of Carlyle and also
related to the Misses Craik, but a younger cousin of theirs who was a
partner in Macmillan's; in that capacity Kipling had written to him
from Embankment Chambers on 8 November 1890, asking for a
meeting to discuss a "delicate" matter of business.16

The final letter from Mrs May in the Bodleian (written on 28 January
1893 from Shackleford) is evidently in reply to one that Miss Owen
had written during a visit to England, where she too had been
consorting with the great:
. . . I almost think you have done well to remove yourselves now
for a while from that intoxicating atmosphere of Hero worship
in which you have been living to the cooler air of Oxford . . .
though indeed I have great sympathy with Hero worship too,
and have sat at the feet of many heroes of my own, although
(from ignorance!) Mr Hardy does not happen to be one of them
. . . I don't mean that I think you overrate him, but only that my
attention has not been sufficiently turned in his direction. And I
haven't read Tess even yet! .. . you must have had a delightful
time in Mr Hardy's country — and I don't wonder that he liked
you, and introduced you to all kinds of other pleasant people...
Unfortunately Miss Owen's account is not included in the
collection. Hardy records their meeting in his letter to Stuart Reid of
12 February 1893, finding her "a very intelligent observer". He
describes a further visit in letters to Mrs Florence Henniker on 10 and
13 September 1893.17 He has taken her and her elder sister to see the
sites of The Trumpet Major, and admired her expertise with a
"Kodak": in the second letter, however, he sounds less enthusiastic,
and has refused to take them to the Turberville tombs. They would
continue to write to him for many years, receiving little notes in
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return;18 in 1912 they found a place in Hardy history by calling on the
first Mrs Hardy for tea two days before she died.
Mrs May continues:
You certainly seem to have come across very interesting people
in Dorsetshire. Through whom does the Mr Sheridan whose
wife you speak of trace his descent? When we were in Ireland we
used to have a good deal to do with some of the Sheridans. We
were a few miles from Lord Dufferin's place, Clandeboye, and
we used to see a good deal of him and his Mother, and later on a
little of his wife. We also met Mrs Norton once or twice.
The older Lady Dufferin and Caroline Norton [1808-77] were sisters,
granddaughters of the playwright Sheridan.
She [Mrs Norton] was a woman I suppose between 50 and 60,
but the face was still very beautiful, especially seen in profile:
she had lost her figure, however, altogether, and looked like
nothing but a bundle of old clothes. I remember her telling us
that she had arranged with Mrs Gaskell [1810-65] to write her
life — but Mrs Gaskell, as it turned out, died before she did —
and in fact I don't recollect that anyone has ever written her life
at all19 — unless it may be said that George Meredith did in his
"Diana of the Crossways". (An unjustifiable proceeding, I
think.)
Diana of the Crossways [1885] was the book that made Meredith
famous. He acknowledged in a letter to R.L. Stevenson20 that his
heroine was "partly modelled" on Mrs Norton, but he was compelled
by Lord Dufferin to print a note at the front of his novel, declaring
that the "calumny" was "baseless" and the book was "to be read as
fiction". Its plot was based on two scandals in which Mrs Norton's
name had been involved. In 1836 her husband tried unsuccessfully to
divorce her, citing Lord Melbourne. Later she was rumoured to be
responsible for the Cabinet leak that allowed The Times to announce
prematurely the Government's intention to repeal the Corn Laws.
This had caused Peel's resignation.
Mrs Norton, a famous beauty of the 1820s and 1830s, also wrote
fashionable novels and poems. These have failed to survive, except
for the quotation, "Not lost, but gone before". She is now something
of a feminist heroine, because her constant battles for access to her
children and for financial support helped to reform the law as it
affected married women.
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Of more relevance to Kipling is Mrs May's description of the
Dufferin family:
Lady Dufferin was very charming, far less beautiful in face than
Mrs Norton, but far more lovely in figure, and with a large
share of the Sheridan wit and brightness — and Lord Dufferin
was most delightful, and in the young days extremely
handsome. His wife I only knew very slightly, and she didn't
strike me as interesting compared with the other two. In fact in
more early days she was rather looked upon as a nobody,
though she has proved herself since to have quite a character of
her own. But she was not a Sheridan, and had not their special
charm.
Lockwood and Alice Kipling had become friendly with Lord
Dufferin in India, when he came out as Viceroy in 1884. A common
acquaintance with the Winnard and Craik ladies probably helped,
and certainly cannot have hindered, this relationship. The Kiplings
and their son and daughter were placed on the official list and invited
to parties at the Viceregal residence at Simla — scene of "A GermDestroyer" (Plain Tales from the Hills). Rudyard was also invited to
the Dufferins' villa at Sorrento when visiting Italy in the autumn of
1890.
The letter goes on:
I suppose Swinburne will be offered the Laureateship, but it
seems to be understood that no appointment will be made yet. I
was dreadfully sorry about poor Watson. Personally I care for
him more than Swinburne, but of course I think it would be
absurd to pass over Swinburne for anybody — and Watson,
well as he writes, has hardly yet won his spurs. He is too much as
yet under the Tennysonian influence for one to be quite sure as
to the extent of his original gift.21 Doesn't it seem strange to
think that Tennyson is actually gone?22
In the event, the Laureateship remained vacant for four years, after
which Alfred Austin was appointed. According to Lord Birkenhead,23 Kipling was considered for the position, but turned it down.
However the rumour persists that Queen Victoria had taken offence
at his poem, "The Widow at Windsor". Mrs May, at least, does not
seem to have considered him a possible contender.
She goes on to give an account of the involvement of "my cousin
George Craik" 24 in arrangements for Tennyson's funeral. She also
describes an encounter of her own with Hallam Tennyson.
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It is not only their literary connections that make the Ladies a
memorable trio. Their culture and gentility apparently impressed
everyone they met, but so did their kindness. Georgiana could
sympathise with rebellious youth:
. . . we went for a happy seven weeks to St Andrews . . . we had
the amusement of seeing the newly admitted "sweet girl
graduates" flying about the streets in their trencher caps and
scarlet gowns. The committee of ladies appointed to watch over
them rather pursed their lips at the scarlet gowns, but the girls
stood on their rights, and — the ladies had to give way. And
indeed, it is a pretty dress — though conspicuous . . .
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BOOK REVIEW
RUDYARD KIPLING by Martin Seymour-Smith (Macdonald/Queen Anne Press, 1989); 374pp; illustrations &
index; ISBN 0-356-15852-7; hardback; £16.95.

[Early in 1989 a new book on Kipling, by M. Seymour-Smith, attained a certain
notoriety, since it set out to show that contrary to all orthodox opinion Kipling had
been a closet homosexual, a condition which had warped his life. This notion provoked
a predictable flutter, though most reviewers heavily discounted it and were sceptical
about the author's whole approach. To be sure, the book contains silly passages and
conspicuous lapses of taste; its central theme, about sex, is irresponsibly speculative; its
author seems ridden by an unwholesome obsession — a state of mind not to be envied;
his fantasies are unpersuasive. However the book, purporting to be a serious and in
places sympathetic study, and based on a good deal of research, deserves a serious
review in these pages. I was glad to be able to persuade Philip Mason to provide one.
What follows falls into two parts: (I) a reprint of his review published in the Tablet on
8 April 1989 — the Editor's kind permission to use it is gratefully acknowledged;
(II) some supplementary comments written by Philip Mason for us. — Ed.]

PART I
[The review as it appeared in the Tablet]

This is the age of the super-store, and everything must be labelled and
put on its proper shelf. It was inevitable that this book should be
labelled as doing one thing only, exposing Rudyard Kipling as a
homosexual. This is doubly misleading; there are other themes in the
book, and human reactions are much more complex than the crude
labels imply.
How much is physical in the attraction that springs up between two
friends — of whatever sex — is often hard to determine. Kipling liked
the company of women; at school he posed as an expert on women; in
all his early life he wrote affectionate letters to an aunt and a girl
cousin; he arrived in India at seventeen thinking he was engaged to
Flo Garrard and quickly became captive to a succession of women
friends older than himself— like Mrs Hauksbee — who were partly
mother-substitutes and partly 'platonic mistresses'. Flo repudiated
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his first engagement and he became engaged to Caroline Taylor —the
younger sister of one of these ladies. Then by chance he met Flo again
and broke it off with Caroline; he dangled after Flo for several
months and was repeatedly turned down.
To me, all this suggests a lonely young man who wanted a lifelong
attachment and was not very attractive to girls of his own age. To
Martin Seymour-Smith, it proves that he was oriented towards men
and trying to escape from what he believed to be evil. I cannot believe
that this was true of the man who wrote "Without Benefit of Clergy"
(Life's Handicap], one of the saddest of love stories.
But there is a puzzle. While still moping after the icy Flo, he met
Wolcott Balestier, who persuaded him against all his instinct and
practice to collaborate with him in The Naulahka. Wolcott was an
attractive personality, as many people testified, including Henry
James, and Kipling was undoubtedly obsessed by his friendship.
When Wolcott was ill, Kipling came back from a world tour too late
to see him alive and within a few days married his sister Carrie
Balestier. No one could quite see why.
Seymour-Smith speculates that on his death-bed Wolcott told
Carrie that he had led Rudyard astray sexually in order to exploit his
literary genius, and begged her to make amends by marrying him and
giving him children. She was after him already, and though distressed
at his 'evil' tendencies, she took him, never let him forget his
wickedness, and 'had a hold' on him for life. (This of course is highly
condensed.)
Seymour-Smith thinks the explanation of these puzzling events in
my book (Kipling; The Glass, the Shadow and the Fire] is "too polite
and delicate"; his seems to me crude, violent and improbable. He
thinks Kipling was hiding a guilty secret for the rest of his life. I think
his affection for Wolcott was very strong, like that affection "passing
the love of women" that David the son of Jesse felt for Jonathan
—and no one thinks there was anything queer about King David. I do
not think there was any guilty secret.
Seymour-Smith however is confused about sex; he thinks it is a
duty to expose the sexuality of an author because "sex is dangerous",
but approves of a sexual anarchy, an opinion he rams home by the
pungent phrase, "If only Mrs Thatcher had been to bed with Meryl
Streep, or, failing that, Arthur Scargill, or even better both!" But why
is sex dangerous if it doesn't matter? He would say, I suppose, that it
is repression that is dangerous — but he concedes that repression is
often the driving force behind artistic achievement — indeed all
achievement.
The phrase about Mrs Thatcher is meant to shock, and I hope there
are still people it does shock. Nonetheless, there are things here that
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deserve credit. Seymour-Smith does see that Kipling was several
different people, and that while many of his public attitudes were
odious he was also a writer of genius; he comes near to admitting that
towards the end of his life Kipling came to a deep understanding of
the redemptive power of suffering, a Christian value, though he
would jib at Christian dogma. I can forgive Seymour-Smith much for
what he says about "The Wish House", "A Madonna of the
Trenches" and "The Gardener" [Debits and Credits].
But it is hard to forgive such carelessness as repeated references to
the well known story "Mary Postgate" [A Diversity of Creatures] as
"Mrs. Postgate", still more his unscrupulous treatment of "The
Explanation". This early poem is a light-hearted pastiche of
seventeenth-century verse, professing to explain the observed facts
that "Old men love while young men die". Seymour-Smith prints this
poem with several copying mistakes and several changes — once
pointlessly ruining a rhyme — and nine quite new lines of his own
which purport to prove that Kipling already knew he was sexually
oriented to men. There is no hint of this in the original. The new lines
do not scan and don't sound like Kipling, but are not otherwise
distinguished from the original. A few pages later, this doctored
poem is quoted as proving his point. What a way to argue!

PART II
[The supplementary text written for the Kipling Journal]

I finished this review with a feeling that I would have liked space to
say more. Eight months later, when the dust has settled, I feel that in
the Tablet at least, Seymour-Smith's book deserves no more
attention. But it will be convenient for the reader if I summarise here
my own explanation of Kipling's sudden marriage, which SeymourSmith rejects.
I think Rudyard Kipling was sore at his rejection by Flo; he met an
attractive young man of immense energy and pleasing personality
who flattered him; they formed a close and affectionate friendship.
Then they disagreed; that seems probable since Rudyard went off on
a long sea-voyage by himself. But what was at the root of this
disagreement we do not know. Wolcott wanted to put a happy ending
on The Light That Failed; indeed in the magazine version he got his
way. This was against Kipling's artistic conscience; when The Light
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appeared in book form, he changed the ending back to its original
conception. That was enough ground for a quarrel by itself.
But behind that, there was a deep discordance of aim and
temperament. Wolcott was essentially a literary entrepreneur,
frankly out for money and fame, while Kipling was an artist. Kipling
wanted to break away from London and the network of publishers
and literary geniuses and go round the world collecting impressions.
Wolcott felt that literary London was at his feet; it would be madness
to go away now.
Kipling went off by himself, heard the news that Wolcott was dead,
hurried home and married his sister. He had known that this was
what Wolcott had wanted. I suspect that he had been hesitating.
There was an element of reparation to his dead friend — a touch of
remorse for the disagreement. Carrie was not his dream girl — as Flo
had been. Nevertheless she made him a very good wife, as the saying
goes. There is no need at all to imagine sexual aberrations and guilty
secrets. That is an unnecessary hypothesis.
It is also inept and improbable. It fails to understand Kipling
himself and the spirit of his times. This book left me irritated beneath
the skin at what to me seems the shallow arrogance of writing about a
man without making the effort to understand the moral and mental
standards of his period. No one who has read Kipling at all widely can
doubt that he was on the side of order against anarchy; further, he
believed in some Supernatural Power. There are many mysteries,
much that cannot be understood, but there is what Meredith called
"the army of unalterable law". Things have to be paid for; nature
cannot be flouted. A man wills certain acts and is responsible for
them; he does not necessarily yield to every desire or every current of
circumstance.
Now you may not share these beliefs yourself— and clearly Martin
Seymour-Smith does not; they were not a preoccupation of the sixties
— but if you write about a man who does, you must, I believe, make
the effort to understand his views and to see how they will influence
his actions and writings. Then, having understood his views and
stated them, by all means refute them. But to judge purely by the
standards — or lack of standards — of your own day, ignoring your
subject's convictions or dismissing them as laughably old-fashioned,
is a critical and historical failure, as much an anachronism as making
Julius Caesar puff meditatively at a cigarette.
PHILIP MASON
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WOLCOTT BALESTIER
by EDMUND GOSSE
(1849-1928)
[In any biographical study of Kipling, the enigmatic figure of Wolcott Balestier will be
encountered. Though not even of the second rank as a writer, he was accepted by
Kipling as joint author of The Naulahka. When Wolcott died, Kipling dedicated
Barrack-Room Ballads to him, prefacing that volume with a poem that was fulsome,
indeed embarrassing, in its extravagant eulogy of "my brother" (he was now happily
married to Wolcott's sister Carrie) and of his qualities of "simpleness and gentleness
and honour and clean mirth".
To search, however, for a scandalous element in the Balestier/Kipling friendship is
perverse; it not only depends on no evidence but runs counter to what is known. It is
sensational, but wholly speculative, saying more about the speculator than about the
subject. This is discussed in a book review by Philip Mason in the present issue.
Undoubtedly, Kipling did for a while fall under the spell of Balestier; we today,
knowing so little about that obscure young American, may well wonder why.
Balestier's well attested magnetism and the precise nature of so apparently attractive a
personality now seem highly elusive.
However, a helpfully clear and sensitive description by a contemporary does exist,
making the personal friendship, even the literary collaboration, easier to understand.
Accordingly, it seems a convenient moment to reprint Edmund Gosse's essay on
Wolcott Balestier, written in 1892 and collected in his Portraits and Sketches
(Heinemann, 1912). Here it is. — Ed.]

It was early in 1889 that, on an evening which must always remain
memorable to some of us, two or three English writers met, at the
house of Mrs. Humphry Ward, a young American man of business
who had just made her acquaintance. Among those who then saw
Wolcott Balestier for the first time were Mr. Henry James (soon to
become his closest and most valued friend in England) and the writer
of these pages. As I look back upon that evening, and ask myself what
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it was in the eager face I watched across the table-cloth which could
create so instant a thrill of attraction, so unresisted a prescience of an
intimate friendship ready to invade me, I can hardly find an answer.
The type was not of that warm and sympathetic class so familiar in
our race; neither in colour, form, nor character was it English. In later
moments one analysed that type — a mixture of the suave colonial
French and the strained, nervous New England blood. But, at first
sight, a newly presented acquaintance gained an impression of
Wolcott Balestier as a carefully dressed young-old man or elderly
youth, clean-shaven, with smooth dark hair, thin nose, large sensitive
ears, and whimsically mobile mouth.
The singular points in this general appearance, however, were
given by the extreme pallor of the complexion and by the fire in the
deeply-set dark blue eyes; for the rest, a spare and stooping figure,
atonic, ungraceful, a general physique ill-matched with the vigour of
will, the extreme rapidity of graceful mental motion, the protean
variety and charm of intellectual vitality, that inhabited this frail
bodily dwelling. To the very last, after seeing him almost daily for
nearly three years, I never could entirely lose the sense of the
capricious contrast between this wonderful intelligence and the
unhelpful frame that did it so much wrong.
Charles Wolcott Balestier had just entered his twenty-eighth year
when first I knew him. He was born at Rochester, New York, on
December 13, 1861. His paternal great-grandfather had been a
French planter in the island of Martinique; his maternal grandfather,
whom he is said to have physically resembled, was a jurist who
completed commercial negotiations between the United States and
Japan. Of his early life I know but little. Wolcott Balestier was at
school in his native city, and at college for a short time at Cornell
University, but his education was, I suppose, mainly that of life itself.
After his boyhood he spent a few years on the outskirts of literature. I
learn from MrW.D. Howells that at the age of seventeen he began to
send little tales and essays to the office of the Atlantic Monthly. He
edited a newspaper, later on, in Rochester; he published in succession
three short novels; and he was employed in the Astor Library in New
York.
All these incidents, however, have little significance. But in the
winter of 1882 he made an excursion to Leadville, which profoundly
impressed his imagination. The Colorado air was more than his weak
chest could endure, and he soon came back; but two years later he
made a second trip to the West, in company with his elder sister, and
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this lasted for many months. He returned, at length, through Mexico
and the Southern States. The glimpses that he gained in 1885 of the
fantastic life of the West remained to the end of his career the most
vivid and exciting which his memory retained. The desire to write
earnestly seized him, and it was in Colorado that the first crude sketch
of the book afterwards re-written as Benefits Forgot was composed.
Soon after his return to New York he became known to and highly
appreciated by men in business, and in the winter of 1888 he came
over to England to represent a New York publisher and to open an
office in London.
Of his three full years in the latter city I can speak with some
authority, for I was in close relation with him during the greater part
of that time. He arrived in England without possessing the
acquaintance of a single Englishman, and he died leaving behind him
a wider circle of literary friends than, probably, any other living
American possessed. He had an ardent desire to form personal
connections with those whose writings in any way interested him —to
have his finger, as he used to say, on the pulse of literature — and the
peculiarity of his position in London, as the representative of an
American publishing-house, not merely facilitated the carrying-out
of this ambition, but turned that pleasure into a duty.
He possessed a singularly winning mode of address with strangers
whose attention he wished to gain. It might be described as
combining the extreme of sympathetic resignation with the selfrespect needful to make that resignation valuable. It was in the nature
of the business in which Balestier was occupied during his stay in
England that novels (prose fiction in all its forms) should take up
most of his thoughts. I believe that there was not one English novelist,
from George Meredith and Mr. Thomas Hardy down to the most
obscure and "subterranean" writer of popular tales, with whom he
did not come into relations of one sort or another, but sympathetic
and courteous in every case.
He was able to preserve in a very remarkable degree his fine native
taste in literature, while conscientiously and eagerly "trading" for his
friends in New York for literary goods which were not literature at all.
This balance of mind constantly amazed me. His lofty standard of
literary merit was never lowered; it grew, if anything, more exacting;
yet no touch of priggishness, of disdain, coloured his intercourse with
those who produce what the public buys in defiance of taste, the
honest purveyors of deciduous fiction.
Balestier's ambition on landing, an obscure youth, in an England
which had never heard of him was no less than to conquer a place of
influence in the centre of English literary society. Within three years

WOLCOTT BALESTIER
Many readers will be familiar with this engraving. It would be helpful if someone could
let us know its date and place, and name the artist.
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he had positively succeeded in gaining such a position, and was daily
strengthening it. There has been no such recent invasion of London;
he was not merely, as we used to tell him, "one of our conquerors",
but the most successful of them all.
What was so novel and so delightful in his relations with authors
was the exquisite adroitness with which he made his approaches. He
never lost a shy conquest through awkwardness or roughness. If an
anthology of appreciations of Wolcott Balestier could be formed, it
would show that to each literary man and woman whom he visited he
displayed a tincture of his or her own native colour. Soon after his
death I received a letter from the author of John Inglesant, to whom in
the winter of 1890 I had given Balestier a letter of introduction.
"The impression he left upon me", says Mr. Shorthouse, "was so
refined and delicate in its charm that I looked back to it all through
that terrible winter with a bright recollection of what is to me the most
delightful of experiences, a quiet dinner with a sympathetic and
intelligent man."
Our notices of the dead tend to become stereotyped and
featureless. We attribute to them all the virtues, all the talents, but
shrink from the task of discrimination. But the sketch which should
dwell on Wolcott Balestier mainly as on an amiable young novelist
cut off in the flower of his literary youth would fail more notably than
usual in giving an impression of the man. Of his literary work I shall
presently speak: to praise it with exaggeration would, as I shall try to
show, be unwise. But all men are not mere machines for writing
books, and Balestier, pre-eminently, was not.
The character was far more unique, more curious, than the mere
talent for composition, and what the character was I must now try to
describe. He had, in the first place, a business capacity which in its
degree may not be very rare, if we regard the whole industrial field,
but which as directed to the profession of publication was, I am not
afraid to say, unique. He glanced over the field of the publishinghouses, and saw them all divided in interests, pulling various ways,
impeding one another, sacrificing the author to their traditions and
their lack of enterprise.
Balestier dreamed great dreams of consolidation, at which those
who are incapable of the effort of dreaming may now smile, if they
will. But no one who is acquainted with details to which I must not do
more than allude here will deny that he possessed many of the
characteristics needed to turn his dreams into facts. He held in his
grasp the details of the trade, yet combined with them an astonishing
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power of generalisation. I have never known anyone connected with
the art or trade of literature who had anything like his power of
marshalling before his memory, in due order, all the militant English
writers of the moment, small as well as great. There they stood in
seemly rows, the names that every Englishman honours and never
buys, the names that every Englishman buys and never honours.
Balestier knew them all, knew their current value, appraised them for
future quotation, keeping his own critical judgment, all the while,
unbent, but steadily suspended.
To reach this condition of experience time, of course, had been
required, but really very little. Within twelve months he knew the
English book market as, probably, no Englishman knew it. Into this
business of his he threw an indomitable will, infinite patience, a
curious hunting or sporting zest, and what may be called the
industrial imagination. His mind moved with extreme rapidity; he
never seemed to require to be told a fact or given a hint twice. When
you saw him a few days later the fact had gathered itself a cluster of
associate supports, the hint had already ripened to action.
I may quote an instance, which has a pathetic interest now. In the
autumn of 1889, fresh from reading Soldiers Three, I told him that he
ought to keep his eye on a new Indian writer, Rudyard Kipling.
"Rudyard Kipling?" he answered impatiently; "Is it a man or a
woman? What's its real name?"
A little nettled, I said, "You will find that you won't be allowed to
go on asking questions like those. He is going to be one of the greatest
writers of the day."
"Pooh, pooh!" Balestier replied, "Now you are shouting!" And no
further reference was made to the subject. But three days later I found
a pile of the blue Indian pamphlets on his desk, and within a week he
had added the future collaborator in The Naulahka to the troop of
what he used to call his "personal conquests".
No striking qualities, as we know, are without their defects. The
most trying peculiarity of Wolcott Balestier was the result of his
rapidity in decisive manoeuvring. He had cultivated such a perfect
gift for being all things to all men, discretion and tact were so requisite
in his calling, that he fell, and that increasingly, into the error of
excessive reticence. This mysterious secrecy, which grew on him
towards the last, his profound caution and subtlety, would doubtless
have become modified; this feature of his character needed but to
become a little exaggerated, and he would himself have perceived and
corrected it. There was perhaps a little temptation to vanity in the
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case of a young man possessed of so many secrets, and convinced of
his worth as a confidential adviser.
He "had the unfortunate habit of staring very hard at his own
actions, and when he found his relations to others refining themselves
under a calcium light, he endeavoured to put up the screen". These
words from a story of his own may be twisted into an application that
he never intended. In the light of his absolute and unshaken
discretion, of his ardent loyalty to his particular friends, of his zeal for
the welfare of others, this little tortuous foible for mystery dwindles
into something almost too small to be recorded.
For the ordinary relaxations of mankind, especially for the
barbarous entertainments of us red-blooded islanders, he had an
amused and tolerant disdain. He rode a little, but he had no care for
any other sort of exercise. He played no games, he followed no species
of sport. His whole soul burned in his enterprises, in his vast
industrial dreams. If he tried golf, it was because he was fond of Mr.
[W.E.] Norris; if he discussed agriculture and Wessex, it was because
that was the way to the heart of Mr. Thomas Hardy. Nothing came
amiss to him in conversation, and he was so apt a learner that he
would talk charmingly of politics, of wine, of history, even of the fine
arts. But only three things really occupied his mind — the picturesque
procession of the democratic life of today, the features and fortunes
of his friends, and those commercial adventures for the conduct of
which he had so extraordinary a genius.
It is by design that I have not spoken hitherto of his own literary
productions. It would be easier, I think, to exaggerate their positive
value than to overrate the value of the man who wrote them. The
three novels which he published in America (A Patent Philtre, 1884; A
Fair Device, 1884; A Victorious Defeat, 1886) were the outcome of an
admiration for the later novels of Mr W.D. Howells, but they had not
the merit even of being good imitations. Balestier was conscious of
their weakness, and he deliberately set himself to forget them.
Meanwhile the large issues of life in the West and its social
peculiarities fascinated him. The result of his study of the Leadville of
1885 will be found in a novel called Benefits Forgot, which was
finished in 1890, and published in 1892.
During the last year of his life Wolcott Balestier took to
composition again with much fervour and assiduity. There is no
question that his intimate friendship with so eager and brilliant a
writer of tales as Mr. Rudyard Kipling, who, as is known, became his
brother-in-law, was of vast service to him. The short stories of his last
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year showed a remarkable advance. There remains the part of The
Naulahka which he contributed, but on this it is impossible here to
dwell. What he might have done, if he had lived ten years longer, none
of us can conjecture.
The melancholy task remains to me of telling how so much of light
and fire was extinguished. He habitually overworked himself to such
a degree, the visible mental strain was so obvious, that his health had
long given us the deepest anxiety. I, for one, for a year had almost
ceased to hope that he could survive. Yet it now appears, both from
the record of his family and from the opinion of his German doctors,
that there was no organic mischief, and that he might, in spite of his
weakness, have lived to old age. He was overworked, but he never
worried; he was exhausted, but he did not experience the curse of
sleeplessness.
In November 1891, however, after some days of indisposition,
looking all the while extremely ill, he left London for business
reasons, and went to Berlin. We heard of him a few days later as laid
up in Dresden. His mother and sisters immediately went to him from
Paris. The disease proved to be typhoid fever in a most malignant
form, and on the twenty-first day, Sunday, December 6, he died,
having not quite completed his thirtieth year. He lies buried in the
American cemetery at Dresden, and our anticipations lie with him:
For what was he? Some novel power
Sprang up for ever at a touch,
And hope could never hope too much
In watching him from hour to hour.
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
THOMAS ATKINS
From Mr Hugh Brogan, 14 Park Road, Wivenhoe, Essex CO7 9NB

Sir,
Anyone interested in "Thomas Atkins" would greatly enjoy a
squib by Robert Graves, of which Elizabeth Talbot Rice's article
[September 1989, p. 22] reminded me.
In his "The Search for Thomas Atkins" — which may be found
in Occupation: Writer (Cassell, 1951) — Graves argues that Atkins
was probably the batman of Lieutenant-General Sir Harry Calvert
[1763-1826] when, like Graves himself some 140 years later, he was a
subaltern in the 23rd, which later became the Royal Welch Fusiliers.
Graves was no admirer of Kipling, but he was always loyal to his
old regiment, and "The Search" is a fine, urbane piece of work that I
am sure Kipling would have enjoyed had he lived to read it — except
that it is rather anti-French.
Yours sincerely
HUGH BROGAN

BEERBOHM AND KIPLING [4]
From Mr Hugh Brogan, Department of History, University of Essex, Wivenhoe Park,
Colchester CO4 3SQ

Sir,
I was startled to see the Kipling Journal accept so easily the
suggestion [Letter from Mr B. Diamond, September 1989, p. 37] that
Max Beerbohm was the hidden author of "The Old Volunteer". Max
never hesitated to attack Kipling openly when the spirit moved him; it
seemed to me unlikely that he would stoop to a witless practical joke,
and then never admit to it. So I wrote to consult Sir Rupert HartDavis, who knows more about Max than anyone else alive, and is the
custodian of his papers. Sir Rupert's reply more than confirms my
doubts, and he has authorised me to pass on his views to the Journal.
"Nobody who knew anything of the writings of Kipling or Max
could possibly imagine that either of them wrote this limping
parody", says Sir Rupert. John Felstiner, in his The Lies of Art [cited
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in Mr Diamond's letter] mis-states the facts. In the Beerbohm archive
is a large sheet of paper on which is pasted:
(1) The Times masthead for 27 May 1918, "not Max's drawing of
it but the actual thing itself;
(2) a cutting from The Times of that date containing "The Old
Volunteer";
(3) another cutting from The Times, containing the paper's
apology to Kipling, who had instantly disowned the verses. In
the margin Max has written the date of the apology, 28 May
1918.
"This is the only manuscript on the page," writes Sir Rupert, "though
Felstiner positively states that everything on the page was drawn or
written in handwriting by Max . . . I think he pasted these extracts
from The Times out of mischief."
Indeed, given Max's love of the ridiculous and great dislike of
Kipling's art, it is easy to see how the incident might amuse him. But
there really is no evidence that he was behind it; Felstiner's grounds
for the allegation would equally throw suspicion on everyone who
has ever kept a scrapbook.
Yours sincerely
HUGH BROGAN
[Note by Editor. This significant correction of the implication of Felstiner's 'evidence'
is valuable. The actual perpetrator of the hoax will presumably not now be uncovered
(though Kipling himself, in Chapter VIII of Something of Myself, suggests rather
bitterly and unpleasantly that he had an idea who did it). The verses in question, which
are crude enough to render their attribution to Kipling particularly wounding, read as
follows:

THE OLD VOLUNTEER
I can hear the bugle calling
And it don't want me
While the superannuation-chap
O' Germany
'S a-fighting for the Kaiser in
His Fatherland;
But our order's for the young 'uns
O' the old Brass-Band.
We were ready in the 'nineties
When the call rang clear
For the yeoman and the gentleman
To volunteer,
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Awaiting for the enemy
On nine days' drill;
But the Army wants recruities.
Not the old Free-Will.
We can stay a long duration
Though the doctor said
How " 'The Office' would be worried when
You drop down dead";
But there'll be a better Judgment for
The Last Relay:
I shall hear the bugle calling,
And I'll march that Day.
This is a sorry jingle, even if not, in Kipling's condemnatory phrase, "wholly
unintelligible". It was placed conspicuously enough, at the foot of the Leaders, on page
9 in The Times of 27 May 1918. When one looks through that day's issue, and enters
into the atmosphere of war news with which it was largely filled, one must sympathise
with Kipling's irritation at being publicly parodied in such doggerel at such a time.
The following day, an apology was printed, and an explanation that the verses had
"reached us by post from Brighton, signed 'Rudyard Kipling' by some one familiar
with Mr. Kipling's signature, with which we compared the manuscript before
publication". In Something of Myself— where he seems to have recounted the episode
from memory, for instance dating it as 1917 — Kipling said his disclaimer had been
published "none too conspicuously". This is hardly fair: it was adjacent to the Leaders,
precisely as the offending verses had been.]

POINTS FROM OTHER LETTERS
THE HARBOUR WATCH
From Mr J. Brooman, Spearman Books, Mellstock, Saxonwood Road, Battle,
East Sussex TN33 0EY [tel. (04246) 3300]

Mr Brooman writes to announce that his firm (particulars above) will
be publishing Kipling's one-act play, The Harbour Watch, in
paperback in February 1990, at £3.95.
Though typewritten copies of the text were deposited in the British
Museum and the Library of Congress, this play was not otherwise
published and remains virtually unknown. It is briefly described in
the late Mrs Elsie Bambridge's Epilogue to Charles Carrington's
Rudyard Kipling: she was evidently part-author of the play, with her
father. Pyecroft was its hero. It was first produced in 1913 in a series
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of matinées at the Royalty Theatre, London, by the two well known
theatrical managers who were then its joint lessees — John Vedrenne
(1867-1930) and Dennis Eadie (1875-1928) — and according to
Livingston's Bibliography it was revived in London in 1920. Elsie
Bambridge said this "only attempt at play-writing" was "not a great
success", but its publication today is of considerable interest.

KIPLING AND ROTTINGDEAN
From Mr J.W.M. Smith, Tree Cottage, 2 Brownleaf Road, Brighton,
East Sussex BN2 6LB [tel. (0273) 303719]

Mr Michael Smith, a member of the Society with a number of books
to his credit, mainly in the field of geology and geography, has sent us
a copy of an attractive booklet which he has written and privately
published, Rudyard Kipling: the Rottingdean Years.
It was primarily intended for local consumption, since many
people who live in Rottingdean, or visit it, are aware that there is a
Kipling connection, and that he lived at The Elms, but few know in
any detail what brought him there, what he wrote and did there in
1897-1902, and why he left. Predictably, it is selling well in the village;
actually, it deserves wider readership, and many of our members will
find it interesting, with its map, family tree, chronology,
contemporary photographs, and prose and verse references, linked
by Mr Smith's own commentary. Incidentally, he authorises me to
say that, given the scope of the subject and the close knowledge some
members of the Society possess, he is open to any suggestions for
amendment or expansion in the event of a second edition.
The booklet, of 28 pages, is available from the author at £2, plus
30p for postage and packing in the United Kingdom.

KIPLING AND BRAZIL
From Dr Paul Waters, P.E. Waters & Associates, Consulting Engineers & Publishers,
105 Highland Road, Bromley, Kent BR1 4AA [tel. 01-464 3850]

Dr Waters has sent us a new edition of Brazilian Sketches by Rudyard
Kipling, in the form of a booklet which he has edited and introduced,
and which his firm published in 1989.
Evidently it was a close personal interest in Brazil — particularly in
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its railway history — which initially brought Dr Waters to a
realisation that Kipling had visited that country in 1927, had
incidentally travelled on one of its more remarkable short stretches of
railway, between Sao Paulo and Santos, and as a tourist had written a
series of articles about Brazil for the Morning Post — moreover, that
these, though interesting in content, characteristic in style and at one
time collected in book form, were now long out of print and hard to
come by. (They can be found as an addendum to Letters of Travel in
both the Sussex and the Burwash editions, and they were produced as
a self-standing volume by Doubleday, New York, in 1940, but in
practical terms they are almost unobtainable.)
The result of Dr Waters's interest in the matter has been this nicely
produced booklet, containing both the prose articles and the
accompanying verses, helpfully illustrated with fifteen contemporary
photographs of Brazilian scenes. It may be bought from Dr Waters,
at £3.95 (post free, in the United Kingdom).

KIPLING SUNG AND ACTED
From Mr P. Bellamy, 16 Agnes Street, Keighley, West Yorkshire BD20 6AE

Peter Bellamy is one of the Society's Vice-Presidents but is known to a
wider world for his stylish skill as a professional performer of
traditional songs, notably English folk-song, which he projects
memorably, with all the brio of one-man theatre.
He has sent two items of news about himself — in effect about
Kipling too, since he commands a tremendous repertoire of Kipling's
verse which, sung in the Bellamy manner, to traditional or original
melodies, acquires new and striking dimensions.
First, another Peter Bellamy LP record, his fifth on Kipling, is out:
RUDYARD KIPLING made exceedingly good SONGS (readers may
recognise the play on an advertising slogan for "Mr Kipling" cakes).
Its fourteen pieces range in scope from "Thorkild's Song" to
"Gethsemane", "The Dutch in the Medway" to "Heriot's Ford",
"The Anvil" to "The Prodigal Son". I have been listening to it, and
can warmly commend it. (Published by Dambuster Records [DAM
019]; enquiries to C.M. Distribution, 2-4 High Street, Starbeck,
Harrogate, North Yorkshire).
Second, a new play, Soldiers Three, will be performed next spring
(11/12/14 April; 14-19/21/25/26 May) at the New Victoria Theatre,
Etruria Road, Newcastle-under-Lyme, Staffordshire. It has been
written by Tony Perrin, but the principal actor will be Peter Bellamy,

PETER BELLAMY
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singing all the songs set for his record, Barrack-Room Ballads (Free
Reed, 1977), and six more set specially for this production. Despite
this strong ingredient of singing, however, Soldiers Three is not a
'musical' throughout, but will be acted by "Ortheris", "Learoyd",
"Mulvaney" and a substantial supporting cast, male and female,
representing a heterogeneous range of characters derived from
Kipling's early Indian prose and verse.
Peter Bellamy has sent me the text, which is now in the Society's
Library. It is a bold and ingeniously contrived pastiche of material
which one might have supposed insusceptible of being moulded into
coherence; that it should be stirred into this amalgam for the theatre a
hundred years on is a tribute to the vitality of the original work; what
purists will see as liberties and distortions abound in it; but it is an
interesting exercise, and Peter Bellamy is a talented accession to it.

AN INDIAN ARMY OFFICER'S PAINTINGS
From C.M.A. Ltd., 1 Cornet Street, St Peter Port, Guernsey

Though there is no direct Kipling connection, readers may care to
note the recent publication of a slim book, An Artist on the March:
Paintings of India, Abyssinia and Kashmir, published by C.M.A. and
obtainable from them at £7.50. It largely consists of 63 coloured
reproductions, reduced in size but still rewarding, of sketches by an
Indian Army Officer, Colonel C F . James (1838-89), of the Prince of
Wales' Own Bombay Grenadiers. They convey vivid impressions of
people and places observed in India and on the Abyssinian
Expedition of 1868. Though the artist was an amateur his pictures
attained considerable reputation; many are in the National Army
Museum, Chelsea.

"FIVE DAMNED TRAWLERS"
From Mr Walter Greenwood, 26 Great Bounds Drive, Southborough, Tunbridge Wells,
Kent TN4 0TR

Mr Greenwood writes by way of 'postscript' to a recent excellent
Society lecture by Mr D. J. Peters on "Kipling and the Royal Navy".
His point relates to the origin of the euphonious ship-names in the
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poem "Mine Sweepers", which appeared in Fringes of the Fleet (1915)
and became famous for its unforgettable refrain:
Sweepers — Unity, Claribel, Assyrian, Stormcock and Golden Gain.
He says the Navy Lists of 1915-16 show that Unity was a destroyer;
Stormcock a name shared by a tug and a trawler; and Golden Gain a
trawler. Kipling's celebrated list of names would have been partly
derivative from real ones. Most of us would agree that their rhythm
and variety are most felicitous. To Mr Greenwood they also convey
an echo of
Berryman and Baxter,
Prettiboy and Penn
And old Farmer Middleton
— that landlubberly (and ineffectual) quintet from A.A. Milne.

THE EYES OF ASIA
From Mr J.E. Swift, 24 Chapel Street, Epworth, Doncaster, South Yorkshire DN9 1HQ

Mr Swift enquires about the bibliographical provenance of The Eyes
of Asia [Doubleday, New York, 1918], a little-known book by
Kipling. It consists of four quasi short stories set in 1915/16 — in fact
two 'letters' ["A Retired Gentleman" and "The Fumes of the Heart"]
purporting to be addressed to their families by wounded Indian
soldiers — a Rajput and a Sikh in hospital in England; another 'letter'
home ["A Trooper of Horse"] from an unwounded Punjabi soldier in
France; and a scene set in dialogue ["The Private Account"], showing
an Afghan family who are involved in a blood-feud, discussing a
letter from a son on the Western Front.
All four items appeared as articles in the American Saturday
Evening Post in May/June 1917, which makes their authorised
publication as a book in the U.S.A. logical enough. What is
surprising is that though three of them also appeared in the Morning
Post in London there was no British book publication for over twenty
years, when they were collected in the posthumous Sussex edition.
This though they were sensitively and touchingly written, and on a
subject of greater interest to British than to American readers.
Perhaps one of our members can explain this discrepancy.
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"SIX HONEST SERVING-MEN"
From the Letters Editor, The Sunday Telegraph, Peterborough Court at South Quay,
181 Marsh Wall, London E14 9SR

In reply to a letter from me, the Sunday Telegraph has kindly given
permission for the Kipling Journal to reproduce the agreeably
vigorous and sprightly picture opposite. It was on the front page of
the Appointments Section of that newspaper on 10 September 1989,
accompanying an article by Geoffrey Tyrrell headed "Action men
learn lesson in teamwork".
The article began with an epigraph from Just So Stories:
I keep six honest serving-men
(They taught me all I knew);
Their names are What and Why and When
And How and Where and Who . . .
Geoffrey Tyrrell, a management development consultant, gave an
account of his recent attendance on a course offered by the Coverdale
Organisation, London, on "teamwork", described as "the
opportunity to develop and practise the skills necessary to get things
done with other people in a team". He evidently found it beneficial,
and it moved him to comment that "Rudyard Kipling's distinctive
philosophy of teamwork has been proved successful by many Blue
Chip companies adopting training" to develop it.

KIPLING AND TRESPASSERS
From Mr T.L.A. Daintith, Candide, 15 Whitehall, Watchet, Somerset TA23 0BD

Mr Daintith writes about a hostile reference to Kipling in a book
called The Old Country by Jack Hargreaves (Dovecote Press, Dorset,
1988). Hargreaves, a former editor of Lilliput and of Picture Post, is a
journalist and television broadcaster who has appeared in a series of
programmes with the same title as the book, dealing with rural
matters. It is not suggested that he met Kipling or had direct
knowledge of him, but he mentions that Kipling at Bateman's used to
sit "at a top window with field glasses, scanning his boundaries in fear
of invasion, yet hoping that someone might cross the border who
could be prosecuted".
Mr Daintith wonders if this unsubstantiated allusion relates to a

I

PYRAMID OF COMPATIBLE SERVING-MEN. See the letter opposite.
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recorded incident. Certainly the Kiplings attracted local gossip and
speculation during their years at Bateman's: his love of privacy and
her uncompromising manner would make that likely, and their fame
ensured it. But this particular anecdote, though conceivably
derivable from a genuine comment or incident, or from being seen
with binoculars at a window, lacks general plausibility. Anyway, as
Mr Daintith says, "one cannot prosecute merely for trespass".

THE SUSSEX EDITION
From Sotheran's, Booksellers, 2 Sackville Street, London W1X 2DP

Sotheran's have sent their autumn 1989 catalogue, 'Piccadilly Notes',
in which the Sussex Edition of Kipling is offered at a new peak price,
£7,985.

MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome to the Society the following new members:
Colonel J.S. Bennett (East Sussex); Mr P.F. Duerdon (Cheshire); Mrs M.H. Duncan
(London); Mr R.H. Everard (Hampshire); Mr K.M.L. Frazer (Hertfordshire); Mr C.K.
Grimes (West Sussex); Mr D.S. Hunter (Wellington, New Zealand); Mr I. Jeans
(Victoria, Australia); Mr R.H. Kennedy (Somerset); Mr R.B. Magor (East Sussex); Sir
John Paget, Bt. (Somerset); Mr J.R. Pippet (West Sussex); Ms Jane Reeve (New York,
U.S.A.); Brigadier A.R. Roberts (A.C.T., Australia); Mr M. Silverman (London); Mr
R.C. Southwell (London); Mr J. Stidolph (Wiltshire); Mr R. Sutherland-Smith
(London); Mrs M.M.D. Tuson (Cumbria); Revd J.C. Venus (Surrey); Mr E.L.T.
Westman (Isle of Skye); Mr J.M. Wiltshire (Wiltshire).

THE LATE G.C.K. DUNSTERVILLE
We are sorry to announce — and to announce belatedly — the death in South America
in November 1988, at the age of 83, of G.C.K. Dunsterville, son of Kipling's
schoolfriend General 'Stalky' Dunsterville. Our sympathy goes to his family. A fuller
obituary will be in our next issue.

THE KIPLING JOURNAL
AN EXPLANATORY NOTE
The Kipling Journal, as the house magazine of the Kipling Society, is
sent quarterly to all members. Its significant contributions to learning
since its foundation in 1927 have earned it a high reputation. It has
been able to publish many important items by Kipling not readily
found elsewhere, and an immense quantity of 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 soon to be
comprehensively re-indexed. Over two hundred libraries and English
Faculties, in a dozen countries, receive it as corporate members of
the Society.
However, though scholarly in general tendency, the Journal is not
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
tremendous 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
exceptional fame that he attracted in his lifetime, and the fascinated
attention that he continues to attract.
The Editor is glad to receive, from members and non-members
alike, articles or 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 justify
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, particularly ones of any biographical significance.
Authors of prospective articles should know that length may be
crucial, because the volume of material coming in steadily exceeds the
space available. A page holds under 500 words, so articles of 5000
words, often requiring preface, notes and illustrations, may be hard
to accommodate quickly. Even short pieces usually 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 holds a very attractive stock of back numbers for sale.
However items submitted for publication should be addressed to The
Editor, Weavers, Danes Hill, Woking, Surrey GU22 7HQ, England.

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 it was
founded in 1927 by J.H.C. Brooking and a few enthusiasts, it met
with predictable 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 (which is the 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 its members, the Kipling
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 its organisation, and a list of impending
meetings, see pages 4 and 5 of this issue. The Society's main London
activities fall into four categories. First, maintaining a specialised
Library which scholars may consult; second, answering enquiries
from the public (e.g. schools, publishers, writers and the media), and
providing speakers on request; third, arranging a regular programme
of lectures, and an Annual Luncheon with a Guest Speaker; fourth,
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, his singular ability to evoke atmosphere, and his sheer
skill in narrative. These unacademic readers, as well as professional
scholars of English literature, will find much to interest them in the
Society and its Journal. New members are made welcome. 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

