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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
SOME FORTHCOMING EVENTS

Wednesday 17 October 1990 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the
Naval & Military Club (The 'In & Out', 94
Piccadilly, London W1), the Society's Annual
General Meeting. Members are aware of current
uncertainty over tenure of our London office and
our Library space, owing to Commonwealth House
development plans: see recent Kipling Journals
(March, pp 9-10; June, p 50). The situation is slowmoving but should be clearer in October. Room hire
in central London is costly and I hope the A.G.M.
will be well attended.
Wednesday 14 November 1990 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the
Naval & Military Club, Miss Caroline StanleyMillson, a leading authority on the working
elephants of Asia, on Kipling's Elephants. [N.b.,
with great regret we have had to cancel the talk
previously arranged for this date, owing to the sad
and untimely death of the intended speaker, Mr
Roger Appleton.]
Wednesday 13 February 1991 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at
Brown's Hotel (Dover & Albemarle Streets,
London W1), Dr Gillian Sheehan on Kipling and
Gardening.
Wednesday 17 April 1991 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's
Hotel, (programme to be announced).
Wednesday 1 May 1991 at 12.30 for 1 p.m. at the Royal
Overseas League (Park Place, off St James's,
London W1), the Society's Annual Luncheon. The
Guest of Honour will be Professor Andrew
Rutherford, one of our Vice-Presidents. Members in
Britain will receive further information, and an
application form, with the December 1990 issue of
the Kipling Journal.
August 1990

NORMAN ENTRACT
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"BUT IT'S MY MAGNUM OPUS!"
A little-known illustration by Léon Bailly for Simples contes des collines (CalmannLevy, Paris, 1915), copied by Ted Willett of City University. It depicts the climax of a
tragedy, "Wressley des Affaires étrangères". Empty-headed Tilly Venner, presented
with Native Rule in Central India, "the best book of Indian history ever written", gives
her crushing verdict. "It's all about those howwid Wajahs. [Vous n'y parlez que de ces
hollibles lajahs.] I didn't understand it."
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"AN AWKWARD SCENE — MOST AWKWARD"
Another of Bailly's pictures for a French version of Plain Tales from the Hills. Here is
the ironic dénouement of "Les flèches de Cupidon". where Barr-Saggott, "the ugliest
man in Asia, with two exceptions", was "trying to pretend that he enjoyed snapping
the bracelet on the snubby girl's raw, red wrist".
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EDITORIAL
Charles Edmund Carrington, M.C ., 1897-1990
The list of those who have written memorably about Kipling's life
and works is not short, and many of the names are eminent; but if a
single one had to be selected as outstanding, for wise balance,
scholarly authority, historical perspective and common sense, a
strong contender would be Charles Carrington.
He was one of our Vice-Presidents, and his death last June, aged
93, was briefly reported, stop-press, in our June issue. At the same
time he was paid warm tributes in lengthy and well-informed
obituaries in quality papers such as The Times, the Guardian and the
Sunday Telegraph.
That recognition would have pleased him. All his friends knew he
occasionally felt disappointment at not quite attaining the
conspicuous career to which his brilliant ability and great energy had
once pointed. Smaller contemporaries with lesser principles,
begetting inferior books, enjoyed more palpable success. On this
subject he was more whimsical than bitter; he knew the chanciness of
human reputation — accepted, too, that a field where he had
particular standing, British imperial history, was out of fashion
(except for the demolitionists, whom he regarded with scholarly but
scathing contempt). It amused him to wonder if he could be described
as "a wild colonial boy who had made good", or a more
"establishment" figure who had not.
Yet his achievement was great. His Rudyard Kipling after 35 years
robustly survives the test of the new evidence — letters, memoirs and
material of every sort, factual, descriptive, critical — which the
interval has yielded. It remains an indispensable source of sound
information and judgment. Together with his more narrowly
focussed studies such as Kipling's Horace and The Complete BarrackRoom Ballads, and many contributions to the Kipling Journal and
Readers' Guide, it permanently puts all later research on Kipling in his
debt.
Yet Carrington deserves praise for much more than that. His
achievement was wider and more extravert. He was no backroom
scholar, but a public figure with a powerful personality. As a master
at Haileybury in the 1920s he was an inspiring teacher of history, who
is still fondly remembered by his surviving pupils. As Educational
Secretary at the Cambridge University Press for twenty years he
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undertook assiduous travel overseas, gaining an uncommon groundlevel grasp of imperial and international affairs. As an active
Professor of Commonwealth Relations at Chatham House from
1954-62 he developed a range of influential contacts. Even in his
eighties he readily discussed on radio and television subjects of
current interest; when he felt deeply he was an assertive speaker, with
whom it was imprudent to take liberties.
For ten years he was a soldier — which marked him indelibly and
inspired some first-rate writing. He had come to England from New
Zealand in mid-1914, a clever if wilful boy due for a sixth-form year at
Clifton, when war broke out. Though under age he promptly
volunteered, and served the next four years in the infantry. His view
of the Great War, including the Somme and Passchendaele, was
grippingly vivid, but sane and unsubversive. It came over effectively
in A Subaltern's War, written in 1929 under the pseudonym 'Charles
Edmonds'; and again in 1965 with maturer emphasis and broader
sweep in a remarkable retrospect, Soldier from the Wars Returning. In
1939 he rejoined the Army, and spent that war in staff appointments
which turned out neither uneventful nor unimportant. His
distinctively readable account of it, Soldier at Bomber Command, not
published till 1987, has not attracted the attention it deserves.
He wrote many books, never a bad one. What he saw as his chef
d'oeuvre was a superb history, The British Overseas — subtitled
'Exploits of a Nation of Shopkeepers' to reflect its theme, which
brought out the largely mercantile, missionary or otherwise
peaceable nature of our imperial expansion as compared with merely
militaristic self-aggrandisement. It is the best one-volume history of
the British Empire in existence — the best that can ever now be
written, permeated not only by knowledge and passion but by the
three-dimensional vision of a writer with unusually close and direct
experience of the Empire of which he wrote, still at its zenith in his
youth. He was a great traveller, who like Ulysses might reflect how
...always roaming with a hungry heart,
Much have I seen and known; cities of men
And manners, councils, climates, governments....
which for any historian is an inestimable advantage.
Carrington could be acerbic and impatient — generally with
inefficiency or slipshod thinking. However, this was merely a
manifestation, endearing when one was admitted to his confidence
and friendship, of his commitment and idealism. His friends were
very fond of him: I am glad to have been one of them.
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MEMORIES OF CARRINGTON
by MERRIE CAVE

[Mrs Cave, managing editor of the Salisbury Review, was one of several valued friends
and neighbours who kept in close touch with Charles Carrington during his closing
years in his Canonbury home where he lived until his death. Even while he slipped
gradually into the physical disability and mental imprecision of extreme old age he
kept his dignity. These latter years, when he had ceased to write and lecture, had a
character of their own and deserve some commemoration, which I asked Mrs Cave to
provide. — Ed.]

I knew Charles Carrington well only in his last seven years when,
desolate after the death of his wife, he needed support from
neighbours. He soon regained his engaging zest for life, and
encouraged it in others. His participation in the most mundane
excursions, even a trip to Sainsbury's, would invest it with a sense of
occasion. He retained his hospitality to the very end, and a meal or an
evening drink might change into a party.
Charles was an enthralling raconteur, with a fund of anecdotes and
adventures from his long and colourful life. He was proud of his New
Zealand background, and always maintained that Cook Strait was
the most beautiful sight in the world; but as a teenager at school he
tried to run away, to have adventures. Taking ship from the South to
the North Island, he shared with Dr Crippen the doubtful distinction
to being apprehended by wireless. His father did not chide him, but
sent him to England to be coached for Oxford. It was 1914, and he
joined Kitchener's Army instead. As he put it, "I stopped being a
juvenile delinquent and grew up."
Among his immediately postwar memories were visiting
Hemingway in Venice, canoeing in Canada (and suddenly realizing
he was off the map), and, in Calgary, thinking of becoming a cowboy;
but eventually he took up his place at Oxford. Later he was something
of a pioneer traveller — not many people in the thirties travelled
about Africa in small planes, or had driven by car in four continents,
sometimes in perilous circumstances as when he ran out of petrol in
lion-infested country — and he liked to recount his experiences.
Above all, he enjoyed discussions on likely and unlikely topics,
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always enriched by his originality and strong sense of paradox. At
eighty-eight he still had ideas for books and articles — the Bible as
literature, beards, the history of cats... How I wish I had recorded
some of his impromptu poetry recitations! "Gunga Din", his Kipling
favourite, was word-perfect for a long time; enormous chunks of
Shakespeare came easily, and the long poems from Lyra Heroica.
Music must have been the only interest we did not share — though he
had a good knowledge of music-hall songs which he liked to sing in a
cracked, tuneless voice. "Pack up your troubles" was reserved for
gloomy occasions.
In later life Charles found a new metier in television. His beautiful
speaking voice and clarity of expression produced some fine
performances. He appeared in several of John Terraine's Great War
series in the 1960s. More recently he contributed to the BBC series,
"Soldiers", the very best being "Men who came back". In 1985 I
drove him to France, where he delivered a short lecture in front of
Gommecourt Wood for a TV programme about the first day of the
Somme. It lasted twelve minutes, without notes. As he said
afterwards, "I stole the show".
Like most creative people, Charles was charmingly vain, and he
occasionally worried about his reputation. He did not want to be
remembered only as "the Kipling man", and he would seek
reassurance about his other achievements, and was sometimes
depressed that the glittering prizes had eluded him. I used to remind
him that what really mattered in a man's life was to be true to himself
and his ideals, and leave happy memories. This Charles did. To quote
four 'Horatian' lines of Kipling which he helped to preserve by his
edition of Kipling's Horace,
Gods, what a breath I have blown
Through the wide world for all ages.
What does it matter. My soul is my own
And that is my work and my wages.
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"RECESSIONAL" AND
"THE WHITE MAN'S BURDEN"
by GEORGE NEWSOM

[Mr G.H. Newsom, QC, is the author of an interesting article we published in March
1984 about the story "Sea Constables" and its legalistic background of naval blockade,
contraband cargoes and neutrals' rights — a subject of which he had had professional
experience. The article was based on the text of a lecture he had delivered at a meeting
of the Society in 1983.
We are now pleased to publish the text of a further lecture, heard by an appreciative
audience in 1989; so a further, but briefer, introduction is called for. Mr Newsom's
name will identify him to many members of the Society as the husband of our former
Honorary Librarian. To a wider world he is known as a distinguished lawyer, who,
apart from a period of war work in Whitehall, practised at the Chancery Bar for some
45 years from 1934.
Among numerous appointments and posts to which he attained in a busy career
were Bencher of Lincoln's Inn, 1962; Deputy Chairman of Wiltshire Quarter Sessions,
1964-71; a Recorder of the Crown Court, 1972-74; Treasurer of Lincoln's Inn, 1980;
and Chancellor of three dioceses (St Alban's; Bath and Wells; London). He is also
author or part-author of several books on legal subjects. — Ed.]

In his book, Images of the Raj, which was recently reviewed in the
Kipling Journal, Professor Goonetilleke at page 31 describes
"Recessional" as "a major poem about the Empire. It is a locus
classicus for an examination of Kipling's maturest view in poetry of
imperial matters, including race relations." And in his biography of
Kipling, at page 224, Sir Angus Wilson calls "The White Man's
Burden" a "clarion call to America".
I propose today to examine these two comments, to put the verses
into their historical context and their context in Kipling's own life,
and to consider whether the conventional views of either set of verses
can be correct.
Both were originally drafted in June 1897, the month of Queen
Victoria's Diamond Jubilee. The evidence for this proposition is to be
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found in Professor Carrington's notes (now in the Society's Library)
of the contents of Mrs Kipling's diary. The notes are not entirely
satisfactory as a document, because it is not always clear whether the
words are the actual words in the diary or are Carrington's
paraphrase or gloss. But I think that they leave no doubt as to the
original date of composition. The relevant entries in 1897 are as
follows:
15 June
R. starts some verses on the White Man's Burden.
19 June
More verses which do not come off.
21 June
Works at verses.
22 June Jubilee day, dull and foggy morning. Rud does verses.
We see bonfires. 'Recessional'.
I shall analyse these entries further as I proceed.
Afterwards, the two sets of verses were treated differently.
"Recessional" was the subject of considerable revision in the middle
of July 1897, on Kipling's return from a fortnight with the Channel
Fleet: the revision is fully set out in both Birkenhead and Carrington.
The revised version was sent to The Times, which published it on
17 July 1897.
"The White Man's Burden"does not appear again in the diary till
22 November 1898, seventeen months later, when we find simply the
words 'White Man' verses. It was published in The Times early in
February 1899, headed "An address to America", and was also
published at the same time in America. There is a whole sheaf of
drafts in the Library of Magdalene College, Cambridge, most of them
almost illegible, all of them undated, none of them having any words
about America so far as I can decipher, and certainly with no heading
connecting them with America.
We are inclined to think of the last few years of the 19th century as a
period of profound international calm, though ending in October
1899 with the relatively minor incident of the second Boer War, in
which no other major power took part. On the contrary, the whole
period was most disturbed internationally. Lord Salisbury took
office for the last time on 25 June 1895 and won the immediately
ensuing general election. He was settled in power, both as Prime
Minister and Foreign Secretary, by the first week of August. His
biographer, A.L. Kennedy, remarks (page 254) that he was soon
"overwhelmed by a veritable thunderstorm of foreign affairs. Britain
came within the reach of war with four of the six other greatest
nations within the next three years."
The first major explosion, after sundry preliminary exchanges, was
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that on 17 December 1895 President Cleveland of the United States
sent a message to Congress, threatening this country with war about a
longstanding dispute concerning the boundary between British
Guiana and Venezuela. In the end the sagacity of Lord Salisbury
avoided war and proved this country's case to be quite right. This
move by the President, says Sir Robert Ensor,1 was "certainly one of
the most unexpected, least warranted and least excusable steps ever
taken in modern times by a Great Power...The message evoked a
frenzy of Jingoism throughout the United States." The message was
received with tremendous applause in Congress, and next day
Senators streamed into the White House to offer their congratulations to the President.2
It is important to our story to note that throughout this
disturbance Kipling was living at his house in Vermont. According to
Carrington, Mrs Kipling noted on Christmas Eve that "Rud" was
unsettled by the War news. It must have been a most unpleasant
experience, for a young man of just thirty, to be caught in a hostile
country at such a time.
Immediately after the beginning of this episode, on 29 December
1895, came the Jameson Raid, an incursion from Bechuanaland into
the Transvaal Republic of armed filibusters, organised at the instance
of Cecil Rhodes, hoping to overthrow the government of President
Kruger.3 The putsch failed ignominiously, and the episode led to the
German Emperor Wilhelm II sending President Kruger a telegram of
congratulation in terms most offensive to this country. The furore
here was such that the American crisis was largely forgotten.
The aftermath of the Raid consisted of the trial in London in 1896
of Dr Jameson and several other raiders, followed in 1897 by an
inquiry by a Select Committee of the House of Commons, which
played to full houses from February to July, with a short interval in
June for the Diamond Jubilee. This inquiry was remarkable for the
lying and evasions by Rhodes and others of the principal witnesses,
and the Report was equally notable for copious applications of
whitewash. Quite wrongly, Rhodes was exonerated; Chamberlain
also escaped nearly unscathed. One loyal and unfortunate civil
servant, Sir Graham Bower, was chosen to be scapegoat.
In the spring of 1898 an American battleship blew up in the
harbour at Havana in Cuba.4 It was not at all clear whose fault the
explosion was; but it was made the pretext for America to go to war
with Spain, which then owned Cuba. An American fleet, starting
from Hong Kong, arrived in the Philippines, which then belonged to
Spain, destroyed a Spanish fleet which it found there, and landed
troops. There was also some fighting in Cuba. By August 1898 the
war was over.
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In the peace negotiations the United States arranged to annex the
Philippines, where a leader called Aguinaldo, previously in revolt
against Spain, was now in revolt against the American occupying
forces. The United States Senate was to vote on the treaty annexing
the Philippines on 6 February 1899: it did ratify it, by a small margin
over the needful two-thirds majority. On the eve of this vote, "The
White Man's Burden" appeared in the British and American press.
The conventional view is that it was written as an incitement to
America to annex the Philippines. That is wrong. In June 1897, when
Mrs Kipling records that it was written, no question of the Philippines
had arisen, and the Spanish-American War had not started.
Before I develop this point, however, I had better mention some
other foreign crises in 1898. In the middle of this year it was found
that the gallant French Captain Marchand with some armed
Senegalese had managed to ensconce himself at Fashoda, south of
Khartoum on the White Nile. Everyone knows about the Fashoda
incident and I need not go into it;5 but it was generally believed at the
time that we should have a war with France about it. Meanwhile, the
Foreign Office had seen the trouble coming, and when there was a
serious incident with Russia in March and April, Lord Salisbury was
conciliatory to Russia because he did not want a war with Russia and
France simultaneously. The Cabinet wanted to fight Russia, but Lord
Salisbury, from his sick bed, sent a message:
Of course the Russians have behaved abominably, and if it
would be any satisfaction to my colleagues I should have no
objection to fighting them. But I don't think we carry guns
enough to fight them and the French together.6
Finally, in May 1898 the German Government published its
proposed Naval Law which challenged the naval supremacy on which
all our affairs depended. Before that, Germany was supposed to be a
friendly power (apart from such vulgar episodes as the Kruger
telegram). Such was the atmosphere in London in the late 1890s.
Kipling's experience, however, had not been metropolitan. Before
he arrived near Torquay in the autumn of 1896, he had mostly been
away from England, except for a short period around 1890 when he
was in London, busily getting his career as an author off the ground.
His longest period, after he left school, had been as a journalist in
India, screened from international affairs by the structure of the Raj.
Of course, there was always the fear of Russian interference from
beyond the north-west frontier. But that frontier was securely held,
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and the Penjdeh incident, about encroachments in 1884 on the far
side of Afghanistan, had ended successfully with a Russian
withdrawal.
From India he went on an extended tour of the Far East and across
the Pacific, with Professor and Mrs Hill, ending in America.
Somewhat later he made a trip to New Zealand, from which he
returned rather precipitately. My wife says that he returned to get
married, and I accept her reasoning. After only a short interval,
including the disastrous honeymoon expedition to Japan, where he
found that he had lost his money, he went back to his wife's family's
neighbourhood in Vermont, where he was for some four years.
Practically all his experience was essentially provincial, in places
which either were or had been parts of the British Empire, shielded
from the facts of European life — in the last analysis by the Navy.
In the autumn of 1896, still not quite thirty-one, he arrived in
England as a literary celebrity, but also, in all but name, as a refugee
from America. I need not, of course, go through his squalid quarrel
with his American brother-in-law: the facts are well known. But its
relevance is that, in effect, it drove him out from house and home.
Even before that, Kipling's opinion of leading Americans was
jaundiced. Thus he stayed in Washington in the spring of 1895, before
the Venezuela affair, and did some visiting, in the course of which he
made friends with Theodore Roosevelt. But on 5 April 1895 there is
an entry in Mrs Kipling's diary which is, unusually, in Kipling's own
hand, and it says:
R. goes to Lamont at the W[ar] O[ffice], sees the cabinet and talks
with President. He is not impressed but very sorrowful. It is a
colossal agglomeration of reeking bounders – awful; inexpressible; incredible.
After that, and before the trouble with his brother-in-law, he had had
to endure the "frenzy of Jingoism" over Venezuela, stemming from
the actions of this same President.
Such was the personal context in which he fled — circumstances
wholly provincial: it must have been what is now called a "culture
shock" to come to England almost for the first time in his adult life
and to be received as a literary celebrity, elected to the Athenaeum,
and for almost the first time in his life to meet sophisticated people
based on London, a European capital. He must have been astonished
and unnerved: he was thirty-one at the end of 1896, and was
politically quite inexperienced.
In the spring of 1897, the Kiplings left the house near Torquay and,
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after a spell in London, moved into the house at Rottingdean of the
Burne-Joneses. Mrs Kipling was expecting a third child, who was
born on 17 August. It is uncertain whether this event took place at the
Burne-Jones house, North End House, or at the house to which they
next moved, The Elms, also at Rottingdean. Carrington says this
move took place in September (page 326), while Birkenhead (page
188) says it was "shortly before Carrie's confinement". The diary says
on 25 September, We pay £3.3.0 a week for The Elms, which suggests
the later date.
However that may be, they were at North End House from 2 June
to at least the end of July. Kipling evidently went to London once or
twice in June — he wrote to Stanley Weyman that "London in
Jubilee is unspeakable Tophet."7 Tophet was an Old Testament hell.
Apart from all the tourists, foreign and colonial deputations, crowds
and so on, the main thing in London in this month was the Select
Committee on the Jameson Raid.
In this general and personal context we find in Carrington's notes
of Mrs Kipling's diary the entries which I have already quoted. Here
they are again:
15 June
19 June
21 June
22 June

R. starts some verses on the White Man's Burden.
More verses which do not come off.
Works at verses.
Jubilee day, dull and foggy morning. Rud does verses.
We see bonfires. 'Recessional'.

Until the word 'Recessional' on the 22nd, it looks as if all this work
was on "The White Man's Burden". Further, 'Recessional' must be
Carrington's word, because both he (page 321) and Birkenhead (page
184) agree that the verses were still called "After" as late as 16 July (as
is borne out by the photograph of the completed version, published
by Birkenhead).
It is thus by no means certain that "Recessional" was written at all
at the Jubilee time. On 24 June the diary states that Kipling went to
the Spithead naval review. On the 28th he starts to do explorer verses.
On the 30th he set off on a cruise with the Fleet, and returned on 14
July. By this time a young American lady, Sallie (or Sally) Norton,
had arrived, and Lady Burne-Jones (Aunt Georgie) arrived on the
14th. (It was, of course, her house.) The following entries say that on
15 July:
Rud reads Sallie his hymn called Recessional, later reads to Aunt
Georgie. Decides to polish it off and send it to The Times.
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And on the 16th,
Aunt Georgie and Sally take a fair copy up to town. The Times
were delighted and will publish tomorrow.
And on the 17th, Times gives it a leader.
The biographers enlarge on these notes by explaining that Miss
Norton found the draft in the waste-paper basket, at which she had
looked with Kipling's leave, and protested successfully against its
being thrown away. The waste-paper basket reference reminds one of
a passage in "The Vermont Period: Rudyard Kipling at Naulakha",
some reminiscences of Mary Cabot, a friend of theirs in Naulakha
days:8
Mr Kipling's obligation to his genius became his religion as the
realisation of its possibilities dawned on him. He did not attend
church services in Brattleboro, but devoted Sunday mornings
to writing hymns which, read to the favoured few, found
oblivion in the waste-paper basket by Monday.
Similarly, in Howard C. Rice's Rudyard Kipling in New England
(1936) we read (page 18):
On Sunday he often spent part of the day composing hymns, for
he disliked going to church where he knew he would be stared
at. Before he destroyed these verses he would read them to his
Monday guests.
What happened to "Recessional" follows this pattern. It was in the
metre of a hymn — it actually features in the hymn book of the
Established (Presbyterian) Church of Scotland. The hymn was
thrown away. I suggest that Miss Norton was not rummaging at large
in the waste-paper basket but that it had been read to her, a guest who
was there just after Kipling returned, and that it was then thrown out
in the normal way. Miss Norton had thought, however, that it should
not be destroyed, and asked leave to rescue it. With Aunt Georgie's
assistance, she persuaded Kipling to "polish it off, as the diary puts
it. I am inclined further to suggest that Kipling's habit of writing
hymns was an ebullience, a mere letting-off of steam, and that he did
not take them very seriously. Hence the waste-paper basket.
None of this evidence suggests that "Recessional" was in Kipling's
mind a major pronouncement about the Empire or about anything
else, but a passing comment on the end of a period of celebration
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which in itself he had not much liked — "Tophet". But he had
enjoyed his cruise with the Fleet, and I suggest that if there was a draft
at all on 22 June, Kipling had it with him, and put in the bits about the
Navy — "Far-called, our navies melt away". They had all gone off
now, about their normal business after the review, and he went with
them. And likewise we have the naval guns, "reeking tube and iron
shard", which protect us. Alternatively, "Recessional" may have
been originally drafted during the cruise.
All the rest of the verses can, I suggest, be given an equally
pedestrian signification. "On dune and headland sinks the fire" —
writing after 22 June, Kipling remembers the bonfires that evening;
but they are now out. "All our pomp of yesterday/Is one with
Nineveh and Tyre" — all the processions, reviews and the like are
over now, in the past, just as Nineveh and Tyre are. (Why Nineveh
and Tyre, except that they rhymed and scanned? Why not Imperial
Athens or Imperial Rome?) Either way, the party is over.
Then there is the much criticised line about the Gentiles boasting,
or "lesser breeds without the Law". Some other nations do a lot of
boasting; but we don't. As Kipling wrote to his cousin's husband
J.W. Mackail (Carrington, page 325),
I've been round with the Channel Fleet for a fortnight and any
other breed of white man [note "white"], with such a weapon to
their hand, would have been exploiting the round earth in their
interests long ago. This is no ideal world but a nest of burglars,
alas; and we must protect ourselves against being burgled. All
the same, we have no need to shout and yell and ramp about our
strength...
The discovery that, seen from London and England, the world was
not an ideal one, such as Kipling could easily have imagined in the
secure tranquillity of India, but a nest of burglars, must have been
decidedly traumatic.
Who, then, are the boasting Gentiles? Some, including Orwell (see
Birkenhead, page 361), have thought Kipling meant the Germans
"and especially the pan-German writers" (not to mention the Kaiser
and his telegram). I am inclined to think not; if the lines had been
written after the Naval Law of May 1898, it would be different. But
that direct threat to our security was still about a year in the future.
Kipling is, of course, looking down on these boasters as people not
like us but to be despised, as the Hebrews despised the Gentiles.
My present view is that Kipling meant the Americans. In the very
next issue after the publication of "Recessional", The Times had a
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most scathing leader about American diplomatic bad manners,
evidently viewed by The Times as chronic, but in particular as shown
in current negotiations about a treaty to control sealing in the Bering
Sea. That was the current London attitude to them, Moreover, as we
have seen, he had suffered much from them, and they had made
insolent and preposterous threats against England on Venezuela.
And there was little substance behind the threats. I omitted to
mention that Sir Robert Ensor commented that, apart from the
sagacity of Lord Salisbury, what brought President Cleveland to an
accommodation was a "catastrophic fall in American stocks" on the
New York stock exchange. Boasting shown up, indeed. All this was
within Kipling's recent personal experience in June and July 1897.
What the much criticised phrase cannot possibly refer to are the
subject peoples, black or brown: they did not boast, for they had no
military power to boast about. And anyhow the Mackail letter shows
that Kipling was thinking of whites as the boasters. So much for
Kipling's "maturest view in poetry of imperial matters, including race
relations". Anyhow, who ever heard of a man who lived to be seventy
expressing his "maturest view" of anything at thirty-one?
I have not mentioned the refrain, "Lest we forget". This phrase has
become associated, through prolonged misuse, with our duty not to
forget what we owe to those who fell in the two World Wars,
especially the first one. Of course that was not what Kipling could
have meant in 1897. It seems to me that this refrain is part of the
structure of the hymn, and is an exhortation not to forget our duty to
God when we consider the events of our history and daily life. It is not
a pronouncement in favour of empire, or of any race, but a prayer
against hubris. I shall not go further into this point: to do so would be
to open up the question of Kipling's religion, or his lack of it: that is
not what this paper is about.
I now pass to "The White Man's Burden". We last heard of it being
drafted in June 1897 — certainly on the 15th, and perhaps on the 19th
and 21st. It is popularly supposed to have been written to encourage
the United States to annex the Philippines. But in June 1897 no issue
had arisen about the Philippines. Such an issue did arise out of the
Spanish-American War. But that war started only in the spring of
1898, nine months later. These verses disappear from the diary after
the Jubilee until November 1898, seventeen months later. By that
time, there was an issue about the Philippines. All that the diary says
this time is 'White Man' verses, on 22 November.
It seems that at this stage Kipling must have hitched these verses on
to the Philippines: hence the heading, "An address to America" in
The Times. There are also the facts that Kipling sent a copy of the
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verses to Theodore Roosevelt, then Governor of New York (one of
the Americans that he approved of), in mid-winter, and that he timed
publication here and in the United States for just before the Senate
voted.
But the verses do not really fit into the idea of a "clarion call" to an
imperial destiny. If one reads them carefully they strike one as an
intensely gloomy retrospect to Kipling's days in India, where the
I.C.S,. and the Army laboured to keep order, successfully but getting
no thanks or credit from anyone. (And the same trend was shown by
the Select Committee on Jameson, making a scapegoat of a civil
servant.)
Nor do the phrases, "fluttered folk and wild" and "new-caught,
sullen peoples/Half devil and half child", fit the Filipinos. They had,
after all, been subjects of Spain for three centuries and were mainly
Roman Catholics. Further, they were sufficiently advanced to have
run first a rebellion against Spain, and then one against the American
annexation.
These references must surely be to some primitive tribes in an
out-of-the-way part of the Indian Empire. And if anyone, reading
these verses, thought it would be a pleasant career to become an
Empire-builder he would surely have needed to see a doctor. (It is a
pity Kipling felt like this. There were places — Malaya to my
knowledge being one — where the civil service was an altogether
agreeable job before Pearl Harbour.) I can only think that, like his
hymns in Vermont, and like "Recessional" if I am right, these verses
too were written to relieve Kipling's feelings of gloom in June 1897.
He had regarded London in Jubilee time as Tophet, and look what all
those pompous processions had really cost the fine people on whom
the great Indian Empire depended.
Kipling evidently put the draft away while he went on his cruise,
then he was busy polishing "Recessional" and despatching it, then
there was the birth of his son John, and no doubt after that Kipling
was feeling better than he had felt in June. So he did not get round to
"polishing" these verses, unlike "Recessional". Conversely he did
not put them in the waste-paper basket. They lay among his papers
till the Jubilee context had gone beyond recall. So the verses were
homeless.
At some stage he did quite a lot of work on them. There are 20
sheets of scribblings to be seen in the Pepys Library at Magdalene
College, Cambridge, and I shall present to the Society my copy of
them. A few of them are fairly finished, none is dated, many are little
better than a mess, and none has any heading or other indication that
they are concerned either with America or with the Philippines. These
papers may represent his work some time in 1898. There is nothing to
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show. The only variant of interest is the "iron" rule of kings, not the
"tawdry" one which I have always thought puzzling.
I suggest that what happened was that Kipling fished them out of
his file when he saw that they might be used as they were used, put the
heading and sent them off. According to letters published by
Carrington (page 337), these verses were not received with much
enthusiasm either by Roosevelt or by his friend Cabot Lodge, to
whom Roosevelt sent them. Birkenhead (page 191) goes so far as to
say that these verses so enraged men and women of liberal habits of
thought, as to have been the main cause of the steep decline in
Kipling's reputation. It is perhaps worth noting that, while the verses
were first published in the ordinary American newspapers including
the Boston Evening Telegraph, they also appeared as a reprint from
that paper on 18 February 1899 in a pamphlet put out by a body
calling itself the Boston Anti-Imperial League. On my reading of
"The White Man's Burden", it was not an advertisement for Empire
but quite the reverse.
Those are the reasons why I suggest that these two sets of verses are
not, and were never meant to be, pronouncements by a sage on great
matters. On the contrary, I view them as occasional papers, written to
relieve the young author's feelings by putting them on paper, in the
same sort of way as many people put their feelings on paper, send
them in a letter to The Times, and feel better, whether or not the letter
is published.
But Kipling was, even at thirty-one, among the select few whose
letters on any subject The Times does normally publish. Of course,
one is not paid for a letter to The Times, so Kipling's statement in
Something of Myself (page 148) that he did not take any payment
from The Times for "Recessional" loses some of its suggestion of his
own virtue. But he made a lot of money out of its publication
elsewhere, the right to do so having been carefully reserved in his
covering letter to the newspaper (see Birkenhead, pages 185, 186).
The royalties indeed may have begun almost at once: there is in the
Society's Library a little book, got up like a small prayer book,
containing nothing but "Recessional". It was published in New York
by Mansfield and Wessels in March 1898. (Of course, this may be a
pirated edition: Kipling often had occasion to complain of American
literary piracy.)
To conclude, it is perhaps worth noting what Kipling himself said,
and did not say, of "Recessional" and "The White Man's Burden",
when he came to write Something of Myself at the end of his life.
He never mentions "The White Man's Burden" at all, though he
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does refer four times (pages 123, 124, 196, 197) to the American
acquisition of the Philippines. Surely if his verses had contributed, or
had been intended to contribute, to this acquisition he would at least
have hinted at it.
As to "Recessional", he says (page 147) that at the time of the
Diamond Jubilee there was
a certain optimism that scared me. The outcome, as far as I was
concerned, took the shape of a set of verses called 'Recessional',
which were published in The Times in '97 at the end of the
Jubilee celebrations. It was more in the nature of a nuzzur-wattu
(an averter of the Evil Eye)...
This comment fits well with what I have suggested, namely that it was
an occasional piece, reflecting Kipling's feelings in June and July
1897, and not anything in the nature of a State Paper.
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[The two poems which are the subject of the preceding article are here reprinted for
the convenience of our readers, in the form in which they appear in the Definitive
Edition of Kipling's Verse.']

RECESSIONAL
1897
God of our fathers, known of old,
Lord of our far-flung battle-line,
Beneath whose awful Hand we hold
Dominion over palm and pine —
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget — lest we forget!
The tumult and the shouting dies;
The Captains and the Kings depart:
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,
An humble and a contrite heart.
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget — lest we forget!
Far-called, our navies melt away;
On dune and headland sinks the fire:
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!
Judge of the Nations, spare us yet,
Lest we forget — lest we forget!
If, drunk with sight of power, we loose
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe,
Such boastings as the Gentiles use,
Or lesser breeds without the Law —
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget — lest we forget!
For heathen heart that puts her trust
In reeking tube and iron shard,
All valiant dust that builds on dust,
And guarding, calls not Thee to guard,
For frantic boast and foolish word —
Thy mercy on Thy People, Lord!
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THE WHITE MAN'S BURDEN
1899
(The United States and the Philippine Islands)
Take up the White Man's burden —
Send forth the best ye breed —
Go bind your sons to exile
To serve your captives' need;
To wait in heavy harness
On fluttered folk and wild —
Your new-caught, sullen peoples,
Half devil and half child.
Take up the White Man's burden —
In patience to abide,
To veil the threat of terror
And check the show of pride;
By open speech and simple,
An hundred times made plain,
To seek another's profit,
And work another's gain.
Take up the White Man's Burden —
The savage wars of peace —
Fill full the mouth of Famine
And bid the sickness cease;
And when your goal is nearest
The end for others sought,
Watch Sloth and heathen Folly
Bring all your hope to nought.
Take up the White Man's burden —
No tawdry rule of kings,
But toil of serf and sweeper —
The tale of common things.
The ports ye shall not enter,
The roads ye shall not tread,
Go make them with your living,
And mark them with your dead!
Take up the White Man's burden —
And reap his old reward:
The blame of those ye better,
The hate of those ye guard —
The cry of hosts ye humour
(Ah, slowly!) toward the light:"Why brought ye us from bondage,
Our loved Egyptian night?"
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Take up the White Man's burden —
Ye dare not stoop to less —
Nor call too loud on Freedom
To cloak your weariness;
By all ye cry or whisper,
By all ye leave or do,
The silent, sullen peoples
Shall weigh your Gods and you.
Take up the White Man's burden —
Have done with childish days —
The lightly proffered laurel,
The easy, ungrudged praise.
Comes now, to search your manhood
Through all the thankless years,
Cold-edged with dear-bought wisdom.
The judgment of your peers!

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
[I am glad to receive letters intended for publication. However, since
more are received than can in practice be printed, I must be selective,
and reserve — unless expressly told otherwise — the usual right to
shorten a letter. In some cases it may be possible for the text, and/or
enclosures, to be summarised under "Points from Other Letters".—Ed.]

BOOTS ON SCREEN
From Mr J. Shearman, Garden Flat, 29 Buckland Crescent, London NW3 5DJ

Dear Sir
Kipling's letters to Earl Bathurst about "Thy Servant a Dog" in the
Journal of June 1990 at pages 33-40 are very interesting.
In the second letter, dated 24 November 1929, Kipling writes, "It
will never be a film, I fear — though it would make a beauty."
A film entitled "His Apologies", substantially based on the poem
of that name among the items collected in Thy Servant a Dog, & Other
Dog Stories, was made by a characterful and astute producer, Widgey
R. Newman, who had secured the film rights for five years, paying
Kipling 'No Advance Royalty'. It was 18 minutes long; it appeared in
October or November 1935; Laidman Browne read the poem offscreen; Moore Marriot played a Colonel, and Violet Hopson his wife.
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The hero, Boots, was played by a prize-winning Scottie from Reading
called Penroath Drop o' Scotch.
Whether this film was "a beauty" or not I cannot say without
possible injustice to an old friend; but 32 years later, in 1967, a Mr
D.W. Young, in a letter quoted in the Journal, recalled "blubbering
like a kid" when he saw it.
I have derived this information from Journals 34, 35 and 163; the
Kipling Papers (University of Sussex) SX MS 38, passim; the British
Film Institute Library; Charles Carrington's Notes from Mrs
Kipling's Diaries; and personal experience.
Yours faithfully
JOHN SHEARMAN

'DAY-SCHOOLS' IN SUSSEX
From Mr J. W.M. Smith, Tree Cottage, 2 Brownleaf Road, Brighton,
East Sussex BN2 6LB

Dear Sir
May I seek the hospitality of the Journal to advertise an event which
could interest members of the Society who live within reasonable
distance of Brighton? The Centre for Continuing Education at the
University of Sussex is offering a day-school entitled "Kipling's
Sussex" on Saturday 27 October 1990. The speakers are to be you, Sir,
and myself.
We hope that the day will include an opportunity to see the Kipling
Archive held at the University. The fee for the day is £12 (£6 for old
age pensioners), but there may be a discount for members of the
Society. The programme starts at 10 a.m., ending at about 5 p.m.
I shall be happy to provide details in response to a telephone call
to Brighton (0273) 303719.
Advance notice of another day-school might also be of interest.
The Society, the National Trust and the Centre for Continuing
Education are combining to offer "Kipling and Sussex" on
Wednesday 20 March 1991, at Bateman's. This day-school will be held
just before the house opens for the season. Speakers will include Lisa
Lewis and Norman Entract from the Society's Council, and Ronald
King from the National Trust who, weather permitting, will lead a
walk to the sites used for the Puck stories. Again, full details will be
supplied in response to requests by phone or by letter to the above
address.
Yours sincerely
MICHAEL SMITH

PETER BELLAMY
The well known singer, one of our Vice-Presidents: his extensive repertoire of songs
from Kipling, in attractive and original settings, is available on cassette, as advertised
on page 3.

30

KIPLING JOURNAL

September 1990

POINTS FROM OTHER LETTERS

"THE KIPLING WALK" [2]
From Mr Shamus O.D. Wade, 37 Davis Road. London W3 7SE

Mr Wade has provided a comprehensive answer to the main question
raised by Mr Patrick Leigh Fermor's letter published on pages 42-43
of our June 1990 issue. Mr Leigh Fermor had asked "if any reader can
remember the words and music of a syncopated ragtime song-anddance tune called 'The Kipling Walk' ". Mr Wade has found us an
original copy of the printed vocal score. It has been duly photocopied
— one copy for Mr Leigh Fermor, another for the Society's Library.
"The Kipling Walk" was evidently one of the many songs in The
Bing Boys are Here, a 1916 Alhambra musical by George Grossmith
and Fred Thompson. The words were by Clifford Grey (1887-1941)
— who made his West End name with the lyrics for this musical, and
went on to a string of successes including "The Lambeth Walk". The
music (Tempo di Marcia) was by Nat Ayer. The soloist was Violet
Loraine — who in the same show, with George Robey, sang the much
better known song, "If you were the only girl in the world".
Taken cold, "The Kipling Walk" reads uninspiringly:There's a land far beyond the foam
Where the tigers roam in their Jungle home,
But it's miles and miles from here,
We guess it's nowhere near.
Take my word, though it sounds absurd,
Ev'ry singing bird that you've ever heard
Is whistling a song so queer;
It's the one you ought to hear.
It's plain, it's a cute refrain on the brain
Of the animals there;
Brings smiles to the crocodiles and for miles
Makes the elephants stare.
I declare that the grizzly bear will leave his lair
To a ragtime air
That's absolutely grand;
And they call it "Just-so-Land".

"THE KIPLING WALK"
See "Points from other Letters". Features, much reduced, from the cover of the sheet
music for this once popular song, one of many lyrics in Grossmith's 1916 musical.
The Bing Boys are Here. Though the drawing of George Robey (right) and Alfred
Lester adorns the cover, the song was actually sung by Violet Loraine.
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Chorus:

Oh, that fascinating Just-so glide,
It's a captivating Just-so slide;
There's a rumour that the Puma / Does it now,
Monkeys have taken to it, / Leopards and lions do it.
All the elephants wear dancing shoes,
They keep hopping with the Kangaroos;
Hear them chatter, / It's a matter / For some talk;
Now the Jungle's got the Kipling Walk.
You should see how the foxes trot
And the panther's hot while the otter's got
A craze to walk just so;
To see them you should go.
The camel jumps as the music thumps,
In dancing pumps they cure their humps,
It's a life that is far from slow;
A land you ought to know.
The stag likes to bend and drag, it's a rag
You will hear about soon,
The lynx to the music slinks, and he thinks
It's a wonderful tune.
In the trees all the chimpanzees
Sing their melodies in a hundred keys
To the Jungle Big Brass Band;
Out there in Just-so-Land.
[Chorus]

KIPLING AND THE HOUSING MARKET
From Mr Walter Greenwood, 26 Great Bounds Drive, Southborough, Tunbridge Wells,
Kent TN4 0TR

Mr Greenwood has sent two house advertisements. One, from the
Kent & Sussex Courier, giving details of Durhamford Manor,
Sedlescombe, Battle, on offer with 26 acres at £850,000, says its owner
in 1630 was Thomas Pook — "a good old Sussex name used by
Kipling in Puck of Pook's Hill...it is almost certain he knew the
house". The other, billed as RUDYARD KIPLING'S HOUSE, is a
handout showing Spring Cottage, a small tile-hung dwelling in
Burwash, going for £119,000; it was (we are told) "once owned by Sir
Rudyard Kipling". Estate agent jargon, as Mr Greenwood says,
carries undertones that excite derision; yet it seemingly works, and
Kipling's name is evidently a marketing point.

"THE KIPLING WALK"
The last page of the score: the end of the Chorus.
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"THE ONE-NOTE MAN"
From Mr Brian Mattinson, 6 Herisson Close, Pickering, Yorkshire YO18 7HB

Mr Mattinson, our Music Correspondent, tentatively identifies the
instrument referred to by Sir Derek Oulton in his Address at our
Annual Luncheon last May [see Journal of June 1990, page 14; and
note on page 24]. He suggests it was a shawm, considering not only its
shape in the Bateman cartoon [opposite] but also the penetrating
sound a shawm emits, which might imaginably induce a composer to
select it to provide a memorable single note at a dramatic moment in
an orchestral performance.
Some of our readers will be familiar with the shawm. Others may
need reminding that it was (to cite Mr Mattinson) the "wildest and
most extrovert of all medieval instruments" and "until the 17th
century the chief double-reed instrument" — its tone described by
one authority as "piercingly brilliant". In Turkey the itinerant
shawm-player can still make a living by it.

"THE SCHOLARS"
From Dr R.A. Morriss, National Maritime Museum, London SEW 9NF

Dr Morriss, Head of Naval and Mercantile History at the National
Maritime Museum at Greenwich, has written about "The Scholars".
This was Kipling's commemoration, in decidely effective verse, in
January 1919, of the news that some hundreds of Royal Navy officers
whose education had been interrupted by wartime service were to
resume their studies at Cambridge.
The Museum possesses a finely decorated manuscript of the poem,
in the form of a large sheet of illuminated calligraphy, signed 'E.
Hope Lucas, 1919', with an added date, 31 January 1919. It was
acquired in 1983 along with other papers relating to Admiral Sir Eric
Fullerton, K.C.B., D.S.O., who had died in 1962. Captain Fullerton, as
he then was, had been appointed to oversee the naval officers at
Cambridge in 1919-21; apparently the manuscript poem was
presented to him.
Dr Morriss enquired whether "The Scholars" was in Kipling's
published canon: I have replied in the affirmative.
It would be of interest to know if Kipling knew Fullerton and was

THE ONE NOTE
See "Points from other Letters". This cartoon by H.M. Bateman, from Punch of 14 December 1921, is from a 4-page series of 58
drawings, mostly of smaller size. They depict in amusing detail a day in the life of the One-Note Man, from his uprising in the
morning till he retires to bed at night. They centre on his participation in a concert: he has to blow precisely one note, once, while
the rest of the orchestra fall silent. His demeanour throughout the series expresses total self-satisfaction in this limited role.
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associated with the presentation. His wife's diary shows that he was
writing the poem on 1 January 1919; it was published in the Daily
Telegraph on 29 January. If E. Hope Lucas only then saw it, to
produce something so ornate in two days, by 31 January, was
remarkable.
Another point to note is that the presentation manuscript, like the
version published in 1929 in Songs of the Sea, was of only 42 lines, not
48. When did the extra six lines, published in the Definitive Edition,
originate?
Soft, blow soft on them, little East Wind! Be smooth for them,
mighty stream!
Though the cams they use are not of your kind, and they bump,
for choice, by steam.
Lightly dance with them, Newnham maid — but none too
lightly believe.
They are hot from the fifty-month blockade, and they carry
their hearts on their sleeve.
Tenderly, Proctor, let them down, if they do not walk as they
should:
For, by God, if they owe you half a crown, you owe 'em your
four years' food!

"CHARTRES WINDOWS"
From Mr P.H.T. Lewis, O.B.E., Cappaslade Cottage, Brightwell-cum-Sotwell,
Wallingford, Oxon OX10 ORQ

Mr Lewis has sent a photocopy of Kipling's fine sonnet about the
windows of Chartres, in the very setting in which it originally
appeared — the Daily Telegraph of 15 April 1925. The interest of this
context is that it draws attention to two items not widely known — (1)
a long article on "Stained Glass in Western France" by Perceval
Landon, which accompanied Kipling's poem and to an extent is a
commentary on it; (2) a leader in the same paper, simply entitled
"Rudyard Kipling" but largely focussing on the sonnet, and deducing
from it what readers today might well feel was a questionable final
inference, one which runs counter to the evident spirituality of the
poem. We here reproduce parts of (1) and all of (2), with
acknowledgment to the Daily Telegraph.
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"CHARTRES WINDOWS"
by Rudyard Kipling

Colour fulfils where Music has no power:
By each man's light the unjudging glass betrays
Each man's surrender, each man's holiest hour
And all the lit confusion of our days,
Purfled with iron, traced in dusk and fire,
Challenging ordered Time who, at the last,
Shall bring it, grozed and leaded and wedged fast,
To the cold stone that curbs or crowns desire.
Yet on the pavement that all feet have trod —
Even as the Spirit, in her deeps and heights,
Turns only, and that voiceless, to her God —
There falls no tincture from those anguished lights.
But Heaven's one light behind them, striking through,
Blazons what each man dreamed no other knew.

[Comment. Between this text and that in the Definitive Edition of Verse there are slight
differences in layout, punctuation and words: e.g. "Each man's" (beginning of line 3)
became "All men's"; "But" (line 13) became "And".
The visit to Chartres Cathedral, on Saturday 14 March 1925, was during a five weeks
tour of France, partly to inspect cemeteries for the War Graves Commission. His
friend Perceval Landon (1869-1927), traveller and journalist of note, was with him at
Chartres. Writing that evening to Rider Haggard (1856-1925), Kipling described the
impact of the place:"Got into the Cathedral on the very last fading of the twilight and it was as though one
moved within the heart of a Jewel of the Faith. You know the inexpressible colourglories of Chartres — all the windows superb and some without flaw or blemish in any
aspect. Last time I'd seen it the glass was all out, because of bombings by the Hun. Now
all the glories were returned — rose window and all and in that last few minutes of
darkness overcoming day, the windows burned and glowed like the souls of martyrs.
Don't know when I've been more touched in the deeps. I do wish you could have
seen it."
Writing again to Haggard, from Biarritz on 31 March, he said of this poem, "I've
done a Sonnet. A real 14-line Sonnet — only it breaks a lot of rules that apparently
William Shakespeare laid down for the fabrication of sonnets so, you see, tisn't a real
sonnet. But, I swear, it reads all right."]
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"STAINED GLASS IN WESTERN FRANCE"
Extracts from the article by Perceval Landon
One climbs up from Maintenon, with her stone palace and slippery green waterways,
and soon afterwards the two high spires of Chartres Cathedral jet up above the wide,
flat domain of Neustria; above the low dun town that nuzzles its mother-church; above
the whale-back of the exalted nave. Another Lincoln breaks the horizon.
Yet the builders of the Angel Choir of England were in one sense happier than the
men of France who set up, painfully and in perfection, these magnificent Gothic
stones. For Le mieux est l'ennemi du bien, and at Chartres, glass eclipses alike ashlar
and carving, roof and tower and wall. Were it not for the dominating glory of her
windows, the fabric of the Cathedral of Chartres would be reckoned the rival in
nobility of Rheims or Amiens or Rouen, and superior, perhaps, to them for the solemn
restraint that leaves no portal, no arch, no single stone the right to attract attention to
its own grandeur. The splendour of Chartres is vast, even, and unselfish. Yet the
strange fact remains that, putting aside the architect and the expert, no man who has
been inside Chartres Cathedral remembers or cares to remember anything but her
stained glass. She is the outstanding proof of the ultimate triumph of colour over
form...
We arrived in the cathedral in the afternoon with a strong five o'clock sun drawing
westwards a seine of white mackerel clouds that filled the northern and the southern
sky. Going into it was like an entrance — almost an intrusion — into a dark and high
cavern lit by jewels. To see Chartres for the first time is a shock that one remembers till
one's dying day; and most of those who come are content for a long time to sit in
silence. The magic that assembled these windows no writer has explained, no artist has
imitated...
The men who designed and put up these pictures of phosphorescent azure had
faith...More than this, these men, who lived in the fighting days of Christianity,
understood that suggestion was a greater matter than exposition. The last thing that
the master glazier of the thirteenth century thought about was the telling of a tale...In
the presence of this, the uncanniest of all the arts — the art that gets in, as a man once
said, "between me and myself — one can only bow the head and be thankful to those
men of old who understood that illumination and enlightenment come forth rather
from mysticism than from logic...
[Of certain windows at Le Mans,] that to the east illustrates one of the infallible tests
of ancient glass. Despite the imaginations of poets and others — Keats is a notorious
offender — old glass throws no colour. It keeps the light interplaying within its own
thickness, and therein lies the secret of its strength. This very old window casts but a
greyish patch upon the floor of the cathedral where once its colours fell; even the
shadow of the leading is now lost...
[Of the east window at Poitiers,] "Colour" — sheer colour, not form, nor reason,
nor a story — "fulfils where Music hath no power."...
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If a man wishes to have his soul swept away in a torrent of intangible devotion; if he
wishes humbly to recognise that the Dark Ages had secrets that modern days will never
recover, let him go to Chartres...and there in the nave of the cathedral worship the
Maker of an art that has no rival, if it be true that the moving of a man's soul is the end
and the test of all the greater craftsmanship of this world.

"RUDYARD KIPLING"
A leader from the Daily Telegraph, 15 April 1925

Nothing that Kipling writes is without a curious interest of its own.
All literary values put apart, the work of no other author of our day
has in such measure the quality that drives the reader into a deeper
study of that of which he writes. The literary schools of today — a
reaction from the war — may well satisfy the ear, and often the mind,
by a deft and successful play with the treasures of the English tongue.
Kipling — the Kipling that we know — never plays with either words
or thoughts.
To him had been given the work, the bleak work, of helping to
shepherd a people through inconstant weather to its fold. There were
no beribboned crooks or pipings in the shade for him; and when for a
moment he leaves his task it is more and more towards the symbolism
of life that he turns. No one would disclaim more abruptly than he the
title of a mystic; yet no one knows better that without vision — which
is only another word for mysticism — the people perish.
In the verses which we publish today — verses which are the more
significant because they reflect his mind under no impulse from
without — there is once more that quality of insight and human
sympathy that is of more value to us than his unrivalled sense of the
right phrase and the inevitable word. We are tempted to look, as the
reason of the unfailing effect of his work, to the same gift of
earnestness to which the writer of the article which accompanies his
verses attributes the magic of the old masters of stained glass. In such
an analysis as this he is not an easy author to understand at sight
— like Browning, he has never wished that his work should be the
substitute for an after-dinner cigar — and another writer might gladly
have expanded the few lines into almost as many poems.
But "Chartres Windows" will probably remain among the fullest,
if not the most frequently quoted, interpretations of his mind — a
mind to which the soul as well as the character of Englishmen has in

40

KIPLING JOURNAL

September 1990

general looked up with confidence for thirty years as its best
interpreter. For, as in most of Kipling's work, underneath these lines
we may read a parallel, perhaps a parable.
Like ancient glass, the race that is responsible for us, and for which
we are in turn responsible, may one day be too old to thrust her lights
abroad. But we at home are fulfilling our work so long as the workers
in our wide fields still look silently to us for that help and inspiration
which no words can properly express, and still find it, glowing,
constant, and always there.

BOOK REVIEWS AND NOTICES
KIPLING'S MYTHS OF LOVE AND DEATH by Nora Crook

(Macmillan, 1990), xix + 210 pp including
appendices, full notes and index; 8 pp of plates; ISBN
0-333-45482-0; hardback, £35.

[In a brief review note in our June 1990 issue I described this as a scholarly and original
book, directly relevant to appreciation of the literary undercurrents of Kipling's work.
When I asked the present reviewer to describe it more fully for the September issue, he
hesitated, feeling that to do justice to such an erudite and provocative study he would
need to produce something longer than he had time to prepare, or I space to
accommodate.
He offered to write some general first thoughts, though — i.e. what had occurred to
him as he initially read this unusual and ingenious book. I agreed: our former Secretary
John Shearman — who has sometimes adorned our pages disguised as "I.L.
Penseroso" or the Hampstead Thinker, and who now, as a great-grandfather and a
sage, chooses to look back on his evolution as a "Kipling enthusiast" — is always
readable. — Ed]

The typical Kipling enthusiast perhaps began in childhood, as I did,
with Mowgli, Quiqern, Dan and Una and Puck, and the 'Isle of
Gramarye' characters from English history — at first read aloud by
Daddy, then raced through by eye. Kim led to the Indian stories
—unknown and incomprehensible country to a deep-rooted
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Londoner. Mulvaney, Learoyd and Ortheris began to become real at
detested O.T.C. camps; later I found their counterparts in wartime
barrack-rooms.
A period of anti-imperialist socialism just before the Second World
War gave Kipling a hot-potato quality; but by then no fashionable
intellectual stance could obscure the fact that he was a great genius, a
figure of real stature (toes of clay and all) in the whole gallery of
English prose and verse.
Thus, in the four post-war decades, the Kipling enthusiast admired
Carrington for his biography, idolised Joyce Tompkins for her
criticism, became a loyal member of the Kipling Society, and re-read
the favourite stories every three or four years. It became more and
more obvious that what appeared on the surface was — superficial;
that there was more to Kipling, in his youth and a fortiori in his
maturity, than could at once be seen on the page.
The same enthusiast, at first as a chore or penance, then with a
rather perverse pleasure, would read The Light that Failed and even
The Naulahka. Back, with deep relief, to Kim and Kotick and
"Dayspring Mishandled".
Then, in our very own day, the new discoveries began — works
from newspaper files, and letters, cunningly brought back to life by
Andrew Rutherford, Tom Pinney, Elliot L. Gilbert and Hugh
Cortazzi and George Webb. Having hoisted a moiety of this rich
burthen aboard, the enthusiast complacently — nay, arrogantly —
takes pride in having got Rudyard Kipling taped.
Not a bit of it! Along comes Nora Crook with Kipling's Myths
of Love and Death.
The enthusiast, who, till this day, knew almost nothing about the
deeper interstices of the favourite author's work, is in for a salutory
shock. Cruising comfortably along on Tompkins and Carrington, the
relevance of Dante, Chaucer and Swinburne had hardly risen above
the Kipling horizon. Well, now they have.
The enthusiast's cosy world is revealed in a number of new ways,
each startling, each enlivening. At some, the enthusiast mutters, "Oh,
come on!" At some, "Well, I never thought of that!" At many, "I wish
I had thought of that!"
In short, thanks to Nora Crook, we can see Kipling in yet another
new light. It is rather like those pictures of the earth from space — at
once so challenging, so mysterious, so revealing.
But.. £35? Honestly!
JOHN SHEARMAN
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Paffard

(Macmillan, 1989); xiii + 150 pp including
appendix, notes and index; 8 plates; ISBN 0-33346469-9; hardback, £29.50.
In chapter 5 of this short book, about "Kipling and the EighteenNineties", the author observes, quite correctly, that there has been a
tendency amongst critics to ignore the historical context of Kipling's
work and to read it "in terms of his personal life and political
convictions [p 103].
Mr Paffard attempts to restore this imbalance in his discussion of
the uses Kipling made of his Indian theme, and the ways in which this
was affected by previous literary images and English cultural
expectations.
As with other recent books about Kipling, this is a project which
has been influenced by Edward Said's injunction in his book,
Orientalism (1978), to explore the relations between the metropolitan
and the periphery — between the coloniser and the colonised — in
order to discover ways in which the former re-invents the latter so
that its subordination is perpetuated. (See, for example, Kipling and
"Orientalism" by B.J. Moore-Gilbert (1986), which I reviewed in the
Kipling Journal in March 1987.)
Consideration is given to the fiction which Kipling wrote between
1884 and 1889, with emphasis on "Beyond the Pale" [Plain Tales from
the Hills] and the racial attitudes that can be adduced from it. This
theme is taken up again in later chapters which devote attention to
"Without Benefit of Clergy" [Life's Handicap] and to Kim. While
readers can be assured of the author's knowledgability in relating
Kipling to previous fictional attempts to portray inter-racial liaisons,
there is a sense in which this literary context remains narrow and
limited. One might feel that the author has fallen victim to that
tendency to ignore the historical context that he identified in others.
Racial attitudes in the work of Kipling take on an urgency and
potency, even perhaps an inflammatory and deliberately provocative
tone, when seen in relation to Ripon's period as Viceroy ( 1880-84); to
the fears created by the meeting of the Indian Congress; and to the
disturbances and riots that began in the 1880s and were to continue
throughout the 1890s — even during the day of the Diamond Jubilee
celebrations in 1897.
Mr Paffard, no doubt, feels justified in stressing the primacy of
determining Kipling's place within a literary tradition because he
believes [p 80] that Kipling "wilfully ignores Indian politics, as
represented by the Indian journalism of Bombay and Calcutta, and
by the newly formed Indian Congress". A reading of Kipling's Early

September 1990

KIPLING JOURNAL

43_

Verse (1879-89) collected by Andrew Rutherford, and of the
journalism (1884-88) collected by Tom Pinney in Kipling's India,
might suggest otherwise; it is disappointing that a book which
bemoans the previous lack of attention paid to Kipling's contexts
cites only one work by an historian in its Select Bibliography.
However, the general lack of political/historical underpinning is
adjusted in chapter 3, "Soldiers in India", where sound use is made of
Kenneth Ballhatchet's work Race, Sex and Class under the Raj. Here,
there is a real attempt to incorporate literary and socio-historical
contexts, with the result that there is a stimulating discussion about
the roles played by Ortheris and Mulvaney, and useful comments
about the story, " 'Love-o'-Women' " [Many Inventions].
Chapter 5 explores Kipling's affinities with those contemporaries
whom he so vociferously despised — the so-called decadents. Beyond
the Indian themes, and the popular forms he used, Mr Paffard
suggests that there are parallels between Kipling's work and that of
writers such as Ibsen, Moore and Gissing. There are interesting, but
rather terse, suggestions that the tension, even desperation, in
Kipling's writing is particularly identifiable in his portrayal of
women; that the working class always appears as a "caged minority"
[p 117]; and that the community of workers and engineers around the
Kashi bridge in "The Bridge-Builders" [The Day's Work] might be
seen as a metaphor for the modern City. The reader would, however,
require some textual evidence from the works mentioned, for these
assertions to be fully substantiated.
Mr Paffard concludes that, as in other fin-de-siécle writing, the due
proportions are missing from Kipling's fiction. The reader
encounters a world that [p 127] is "off-centre". But again, one might
reflect that this impression is at least partially the result of the overall
context of Kipling's and other writers' work being ignored, perhaps
even obscured, by undue concentration on literary history, and the
necessity to provide a rank order of the writers who people it.
Essentially this book remains concerned with the literary problem
Mr Paffard identifies [p 130], of remaining sympathetic to Kipling
while confronting the charges made by critics such as Henry James,
Q.D. Leavis, C.S. Lewis and others. It is, of course, legitimate and
necessary to confront this issue, but it will be best done through a
realisation of a fully 'historicised' context. Such a task is difficult, and
parts of this book will provide an important perspective for those
scholars who in the future attempt to do so. The text is clearly, and
generally well, presented.
ANN PARRY
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Some other books brought to our attention and meriting notice here (without
prejudice to a possible fuller review in a later issue) are:-

1. A KIPLING CHRONOLOGY by Harold Orel (Macmillan, 1990);. xiii + 127 pp;
including introduction, chronology (77 pp), notes on people 'who knew Kipling'
(28 pp), bibliography and index; ISBN 0-333-45915-6; hardback, £29.50.
This is one of the 'Macmillan Author Chronologies' produced under the aegis of
Professor Norman Page of Nottingham University — himself editor of A Kipling
Companion (1984). A Kipling Chronology is the work of Professor Orel of Kansas
University who, among numerous 19th/20th century literary studies, edited that very
useful two-volume collection of eighty-odd records of other people's memories,
Kipling: Interviews and Recollections (1983). He is also responsible for the book listed as
No 4 below.
Thus this book comes from a recommendable stable; the student of Kipling will
want to use it for its compendiousness and ready-reference quality. That said, no one
can reasonably expect from so slim a volume anything like a full and definitive
chronology, as well as a comprehensive portrait gallery of Kipling's relatives, friends
and connexions. Both features of this book are necessarily sketchy, both in the choice
of subjects to include and in the apportionment of due detail, while the price is a little
discouraging.

2.

SUSSEX: A KIPLING ANTHOLOGY compiled by Rosemary Mitchell and Joan
M. Vann, illustrated by Leslie C. Benenson, RE (Padda Books, Bexhill-on-Sea,
1990); 56 pp; ISBN 0-9515786-0-X; hardback, £9.50.

This attractive book, though slim, is spaciously produced on 230 x 235mm pages which
provide a pleasant setting for a selection of Kipling's Sussex-related verse and prose. It
also does justice to forty pencil drawings and wood engravings and a dozen pictures in
colour, by a talented artist who has succeeded in capturing the atmosphere of timeless
and unpolluted Sussex which still survives in substantial parts of that county.
The book is what it says, an anthology: pictures apart, it does not contain previously
unpublished items, or new slants on Kipling — nor does it purport to. But the familiar
material, set off by unfamiliar illustrations, makes an agreeable ensemble, which the
Christmas market is unlikely to overlook. The compilers, and Ronald King who wrote
the foreword, are voluntary National Trust stewards at Bateman's; Miss Vann is due to
address our meeting in London on 19 September — just before this issue of the Journal
is printed.

THE DOWN COUNTREE
A wood-engraving by Leslie C. Benenson, one of many illustrations in Sussex:
A Kipling Anthology. This one accompanies "A Three-Part Song", from Puck of
Pook's Hill.

3. MOON OF OTHER DAYS: M.M. Kaye's Kipling edited by M.M. Kaye (Hodder &
Stoughton, 1988); xiv + 162 pp; numerous sketches by the editor and 12 paintings
by George Sharp; ISBN 0-340-40302-0; hardback, £14.95.
Mention of Christmas calls to mind this highly presentable book. M.M. Kaye is well
known as the author of The Far Pavilions, Shadow of the Moon and Trade Wind. Here
she has produced an impressive anthology of some 75 poems by Kipling — a writer for
whom she clearly has profound admiration.
She has eloquently annotated the text with her own opinions and reminiscences —
conveyed in an unusual manner by 'handwritten' comments down the margin of the
large (195 x 260mm) pages and by a pleasant style of sketching at which she seems
adept. To this Kipling/Kaye combination is added an extra element — a dozen vivid
paintings by an artist with a talent for strikingly romantic depiction inclining to
fantasy. All this, one is likely to conclude, is legitimate garnish to Kipling's verse. Since
his copyright ended in 1986 there has been some opportunistic re-publication of
Kipling; but his readers will hardly complain on finding M.M. Kaye, with her own
public, her own talent, and something to contribute, doing it too.
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4. CRITICAL ESSAYS ON RUDYARD KIPLING edited by Harold Orel (G.K. Hall
& Co, Boston, Mass., 1989); v + 237 pp including introduction and index: ISBN
0-8161-8767-3; hardback, $38.50.
To be reviewed more fully. Here it is sufficient to say that this valuable collection of
essays brings together fifteen pieces of sophisticated literary criticism — including
Orel's scene-setting Introduction — not easily, certainly not conveniently, found by
combing through the various periodicals and books in which they first appeared
between 1965 and 1986. The authors range from the very well known like Andrew
Rutherford and J.I.M. Stewart and a few others, to writers of lower profile whose
commentaries are not less interesting or welcome for that.

5. KIPLING CONSIDERED edited by Philip Mallett (Macmillan, 1989); xii + 163 pp
including preface and index; ISBN 0-333-39425-9; hardback, £29.50.
To be reviewed more fully. Here is another readable and valuable collection, of nine
essays. They differ from the Critical Essays above, in that with one exception they were
written for this book. The editor, a Lecturer in English at St Andrews, quotes Noel
Annan as saying years ago that criticism had "not yet come to terms with Kipling".
Suspecting that this was still true, and that the full range and complexity of Kipling's
art still waited to be set in satisfactory perspective, he has orchestrated and assembled
the comments of eight fellow-academics to help redress the balance, touching on many
aspects and implications of Kipling's style.

6. ELIXIR OF EMPIRE: The English Public Schools, Ritualism, Freemasonry and
Imperialism by P.J. Rich (Regency Press, London & New York, 1989); 152 pp
including substantial annotation, bibliography and index; 17 illustrations; ISBN
0-7212-0754-5; hardback, £9.95.
This is an unusual and interesting book, by a member of the Society. Its subtitle
conveys much of its subject-matter, which is largely concerned with the 'symbiosis'
between the traditional British public school system (with its highly developed
ritualistic culture) and the 19th century British Empire (with its ethos of paternalism on
one side, tacit consent on the other). There is much about the alleged pervasiveness of
Freemasonry. There is not much directly about Kipling — but indirectly the book is
relevant to the team values and imperial institutions with which he tends to be
associated.
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LONDON STORIES & Other Writings by Henry James, edited by David Kynaston
(Encore Series, Tabb House, 1989); 279 pp; hardback ISBN 0-907018-75-0, £12.95;
paperback ISBN 0-907018-67-X, £4.95; obtainable at bookshops; or from T a b b
House Ltd, 7-11 Church St, Padstow, Cornwall PL28 8BG, adding £ 1.40 (h/back)
or 65p (p/back) for p. & p. in U.K.

We recently reviewed Kipling's Lost World— a book to be warmly recommended. We
now note a twin volume, James's London Stories. Though late 19th century London
has obvious links with Kipling's world, and James was a friend, it would need sophistry
to call this a 'Kipling-related' book. But it is good value, assembling little-known,
powerfully vivid James items on the London he loved —"Brooksmith", "Lady
Barberina", "In the Cage" and others. The format is attractive, the price moderate.

8.

SOMETHING OF MYSELF and Other Autobiographical Writings by Rudyard
Kipling, edited by Professor Thomas Pinney (Cambridge University Press, 1990)
xxxi + 294 pp, including introduction, some illustrations, substantial notes and
index; ISBN 0-521-35515-X; hardback, £19.50.

This is a commendably useful book — predictably, since its editor is Tom Pinney
(whose already solid contribution to Kipling studies will soon be enhanced by his
impending edition of the letters). Apart from being attractively produced at a very
moderate price, it is a valuable and welcome compilation on various grounds.
First, its admirable 29-page Introduction sets out the certainties and uncertainties
that hover over Something of Myself, in a manner that only someone steeped in the
subject could achieve; it has some felicitous phrases, such as "the rich current of
allusion that flows strongly just below the surface of Kipling's prose". Second, it
provides 44 pages of notes to Something of Myself, which help materially in
understanding that tantalising, yet obliquely revealing, book.
Third, it includes the text of "Baa Baa, Black Sheep", which of course can be found
in Wee Willie Winkie but is here augmented by notes and by some extraordinary,
Lear-like drawings by Kipling, out of the Berg Collection in New York. Fourth, it
includes " M y First B o o k " and " A n English School", which can admittedly be found
elsewhere but not, as here, with a commentary.
Fifth, it publishes for the first time Kipling's diary for nine months of 1885, from the
Houghton Library in Harvard. The entries, some cryptic, some illuminating, relate to
work, society, travel, health and sickness, both under Lahore's exacting routine and
amid the headier relaxations of Simla. Helpfully annotated, the diary is a small but
fascinating autobiographical fragment, and Tom Pinney puts us in his debt by making
it available.

AUNTY ROSA
The appalling Mrs Holloway, the young Kiplings' bigoted and tyrannical Southsea
foster-mother. The drawings, by Kipling, are among previously unpublished ones in a
manuscript of "Baa Baa, Black Sheep" in the Berg Collection, New York Public
Library; they are in Thomas Pinney's new book, reviewed on p 47. The upper drawing,
Aunty Rosa and a devil, was inscribed by Kipling, "a case of Greek meeting Greek".
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MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome to the Society the following new members:Mr K.J. Barnes (Berkshire); Nr N. Brade (Somerset); Mr M.H. Couchman (Kent);
Mr O. Heim (West Midlands); Mrs L.G. Lee (Kent); Mr W.J. Mason (Middlesex);
Mr M. Parkes (Hampshire); Mrs A.S. Patterson (Surrey); Mrs H. Rafter (California.
U.S.A.); Mrs D. Ross (Buckinghamshire); Mrs P.A. Van Lemmen (West Yorkshire).

NEW VICE-PRESIDENTS
We announce with pleasure the appointment of two well known and distinguished
members of the Society to be Vice-Presidents:- Mr Philip Mason, C.I.E., O.B.E., and
Professor Andrew Rutherford, M.A., B.Litt., D.Litt.
Philip Mason was in the Indian Civil Service from 1928-47, working both in district
administration and in the Defence Department of the Government of India. On
retirement he created an active second career in race relations and other aspects of
public affairs.
Meanwhile, under his own name or under the pseudonym of Philip Woodruff which
he first used with Call the Next Witness in 1945, he produced an impressive number of
outstanding books. The Men who Ruled India, which in two volumes (The Founders and
The Guardians) commemorates the administrative and social perspectives of the
British achievement in the sub-continent, and A Matter of Honour, which is a history of
the old Indian Army, are outstanding examples.
In the context of Kipling, his Kipling: The Glass, the Shadow and the Fire is an
excellent and perceptive critical biography. Philip Mason has also been an occasional
and appreciated contributor to the Kipling Journal, and Guest of Honour at one of our
Annual Luncheons: his thoughtful Address on that occasion was recorded in our issue
of June 1988.
Andrew Rutherford, formerly Regius Professor of English and Senior Vice-Principal
in the University of Aberdeen, since 1984 Warden of Goldsmiths' College, University
of London, has an eminent record of scholarship and teaching in English Literature.
From distinctions won as a student, to later appointments as a lecturer, professor
and administrator at Scottish and English universities, his academic career has been
one of substantial achievement — variegated as a young man by service with the
Seaforth Highlanders and Somaliland Scouts, later by lecture tours abroad, by
experience on bodies advisory to the BBC and the British Council, and by the
Presidency of the International Association of University Professors of English. He
has recently been appointed an Honorary D.Litt. by the State University of New York.
Andrew Rutherford's notable contribution to Kipling studies began with Kipling's
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Mind and Art, an assemblage of critical essays which he edited in 1964; continued with
two volumes of Short Stories selected for Penguin in 1971; and has included other
carefully edited and introduced collections such as Plain Tales from the Hills in 1987. Of
particular interest was Early Verse by Rudyard Kipling, 1879-89 — a most valuable
compilation of largely unpublished and uncollected work which he brought out in
1986. We are glad to say that he has consented to be Guest of Honour at our Annual
Luncheon in 1991.

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, last fixed in 1985, are:
Individual members
Junior members (under 25)
Corporate members (libraries etc)

(Britain)
£12
£5
£20

(overseas)
£14
£5
£20

