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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
(A) SOME FORTHCOMING EVENTS

Wednesday 14 July 1993 at Brown's Hotel (Dover and
Albemarle Streets, London SW1):- first, at 4 p.m., the
Society's Annual General Meeting [also tea – for which
a booking form is being sent to members in Britain];
second, at 5.30 for 6 p.m., Mrs Margaret Newsom
(formerly the Society's Honorary Librarian) on "The
Dog Hervey" [collected in A Diversity of Creatures].
Wednesday 15 September 1993 at 5.30 for 6 p.m., at Brown's
Hotel, Professor Margaret Macpherson (formerly
Professor of English at Makerere University, Uganda)
on The Rhythms of Rudyard Kipling.
Wednesday 17 November 1993, an evening event at the
National Army Museum, Royal Hospital Road,
Chelsea, London SW3. Details will be in the next issue
of the Journal.
Although the precise dates and details of the Society's
meetings planned for February and April 1994 are not yet
available, we have a firm date for next year's Annual
Luncheon. It will be at the Royal Over-Seas League (Park
Place, off St James's Street, London SW1), at 12.30 for 1
p.m. on Wednesday 4 May 1994.
(B) A PARTICULAR BACK ISSUE

The loss in the post of a consignment of the Kipling Journal
of June 1992 has left us acutely short of spares of that issue,
which is unfortunate since we like to be able to sell back
numbers on request. I know many of us keep our copies of
the Journal indefinitely, but some of us don't; if anyone with
an unwanted issue of June 1992 would kindly send it to me
(at the Society's address, opposite) I would be very grateful.
June 1993
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"I'M – I'M NOT SO COMFORTABLE AS I WERE . . ."
A drawing by Reginald Cleaver for "My Sunday at Home", as republished in 1931 by
Macmillan in Humorous Tales from Rudyard Kipling. The emetic, mistakenly
administered, is just beginning its work; the navvy suspects the American doctor of
criminal designs, perhaps body-snatching; the doctor is reaching with his right hand for
a gun that is not there; and the narrator is about to withdraw to a vantage-point on the
overhead bridge, whence he will observe the sequel.
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"THEN NAG'S HEAD CAME THROUGH THE SLUICE . . ."
" . . . and his five feet of cold body followed it." A drawing by Roger Reboussin for
" 'Rikki-tikki-tavi' " in Le Livre de la Jungle (an undated but early translation by Louis
Fabulet and Robert d'Humières for the Librairie Delagrave, Paris). It reads: "Puis il vit
la tête de Nag sortir du conduit, suivit [sic] des cinq pieds de long de son corps écailleux
et froid." [In the new Pléiade edition – see opposite – the same passage reads: "Puis
la tête de Nag émergea du conduit, suivie des cinq pieds de long de son corps froid."]

June 1993

KIPLING JOURNAL

9

EDITORIAL
There have been French translations of Kipling for many years, but an
ambitious breakthrough in scholarly standards, and in scope, is now
being made in the Pléiade series under the general editorship of
Professor Pierre Coustillas. In last December's editorial I referred
briefly to the existence of the first two volumes, part of a project
which aims to introduce objectively, to translate elegantly and to
annotate helpfully most of Kipling's major prose works, in a
distinguished edition worthy of their author.
I had intended to enlarge in March 1993 on what I had said in
December, but problems of time and space arose, so I am now doing it
belatedly. Below are specifications of the volumes that have so far
appeared; while a 'Letter to the Editor' on page 37, from Pierre
Coustillas himself, interestingly describes some of the factors facing a
conscientious translator of Kipling into French.
If I had to condense my remarks into what is left of this page I
should make some terse but sweeping observations. Viz.: Kipling
translates rewardingly into French; Coustillas's team do an exceedingly
good job; the price is reasonable if you consider the number of pages;
the better you know the works in English, the more insights emerge
from them in translation; and if your French, like mine, is rusty, what
more enjoyable way of burnishing it?
OEUVRES, Rudyard Kipling, Volume I (the 1st of 4 volumes of Kipling's principal
prose works, translated into French). Éditions Gallimard, 1988; Bibliothèque de la
Pléiade No 348; ISBN 2-07-011154-7. General Editor, Pierre Coustillas, with the
collaboration, for this volume, of Jean-Paul Hulin, Sylvère Monod, Daniel Nury & Jean
Raimond. Contains Simples contes des Montagnes [Plain Tales from the Hills]; Trois
Hommes de Troupe [Soldiers Three & Other Stories including The Story of the Gadsbys
and In Black and White]; Wee Willie Winkie et autres récits [Wee Willie Winkie and
Other Stories, including Under the Deodars and The Phantom 'Rickshaw]; La Lumière
qui s'éteint [The Light that Failed]; and Les Handicaps de la vie [Life's Handicap].
Includes an overall introduction & acknowledgments; introductions & explanatory notes
for each component book; chronology, glossary & maps. lx + 1833 pp, India paper.
Hardback & slipcase. F/francs 390.
OEUVRES, Volume II [as above], 1992, Pléiade No 387, ISBN 2-07-011229-2. General
Editor, Pierre Coustillas, with the collaboration, for this volume, of Joseph Dobrinsky,
Jean-François Gournay, Marie-Claire Hamard & Philippe Jaudel. Contains Tours et
détours [Many Inventions]; Le Livre [et Le second Livre] de la jungle [The Jungle
Books]; Capitaines Courageux [Captains Courageous]; La Tâche quotidienne [The
Day's Work] and Stalky et Cie [Stalky & Co.]. Includes introductions, full notes, etc, as
in volume I. lxii + 1643 pp, India paper. Hardback & slipcase. F/francs 450.
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However, the subject deserves more space, at least enough to scan a
sample or two, and to see how the translators have tackled the
mannered style of one well known short story. "My Sunday at Home"
(in The Day's Work) reflects a variety of perceptions. One of these is
a lyrical appreciation of rural Wiltshire, as glimpsed from the
narrator's detached viewpoint on the overhead bridge at the little
railway station near Framlynghame Admiral:
The bell of a church invisible clanked softly. There was a rustle in
the horse-chestnuts to the left of the line, and the sound of sheep
cropping close. The peace of Nirvana lay upon the land . . . It was
the very point of perfection in the heart of an English May-day.
The unseen tides of the air had turned, and all nature was setting
its face with the shadows of the horse-chestnuts towards the peace
of the coming night. . .
[La cloche d'une église invisible sonna doucement. Un
bruissement se fit entendre dans les marronniers, à gauche de la
voie ferrée; des moutons tondaient l'herbe ras. Une paix digne du
nirvana régnait sur la contrée . . . C'était l'heure la plus
délicieuse d'une journée de mai en Angleterre. Les flux invisibles
de l'air s'étaient apaisés, et la nature entière se préparait, grâce aux
ombres des marronniers, à la venue de la paix du soir . . .]
Then there is the narrator's ironic view of the predicament of the
well-intentioned New York doctor, Julian B. Emory, impulsive victim
as he was of one verbal misunderstanding –
that unhappy man of another nationality, who had chosen to
thrust an inexpert finger into the workings of an alien life . . .
Now, if there was one thing more than another upon which the
doctor had dwelt in his conversation with me, it was upon the
essential law-abidingness, not to say gentleness, of his muchmisrepresented country . . .
[ce malheureux individu d'une autre nationalité qui avait cru bon
d'introduire un doigt inexpérimenté dans les rouages d'une vie
étrangère . . . Or, il y avait une chose, plus que toute autre, sur
quoi le médecin avait insisté dans notre conversation: le respect
scrupuleux des lois, pour ne pas dire la douceur des moeurs qui
règne dans son pays si calomnié . . .]
Contrasting with these moods are episodes of full-blown farce, as
when the enormous drunken navvy, whom the doctor has mistakenly
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dosed with a powerful emetic, vomits volcanically upon the deserted
station platform, observed from the overhead bridge –
and – that fell which fell. I thought of the blowing-up of Hell
Gate; of the geysers in the Yellowstone Park; of Jonah and his
whale; but the lively original, as I watched it foreshortened from
above, exceeded all these things . . . It was colossal – immense;
but of certain manifestations the English language stops short.
French only, the caryatid French of Victor Hugo, would have
described it; so I mourned while I laughed, hastily shuffling and
discarding inadequate adjectives. . .
[et . . . arriva ce qui devait arriver. Je songeai au dynamitage de
Hell Gate, aux geysers du parc de Yellowstone, à Jonas et à sa
baleine, mais l'image originale et vivante que j'avais sous les yeux,
ramassée sous l'effet de la perspective, surpassait tout cela . . . Le
spectacle était colossal, grandiose, mais la langue anglaise est
impuissante à décrire certains événements. Seul le français, le
français cariatidique de Victor Hugo, eût été adéquat. D'où mon
dépit et mes rires tandisque je recensais à la hâte, pour les écarter
aussitot, les épithètes impropres . . .]
These are mere samples – fragments of just one short story of
relative simplicity – but I think their quality shows how well the
essence – certainly the pace and atmosphere – of so individual a
stylist as Kipling can survive translation if it is deftly and sensitively
done. In my judgment, the translators have been equally successful,
coping with the insider language of Stalky & Co., the
anthropomorphic virtuosities of the Jungle Books, and the
psychological tensions of The Light that Failed; also in producing
veritable verse echoes of the poems which, as epigraphs, accompany
Kipling's prose.
However, there is much more than skilled translation in this
scrupulously and compendiously equipped edition. There is also an
admirable apparatus criticus – a panoply of factual and objective
introductions to Kipling's books and to the stories embodied in them,
with plenty of supporting notes. For example The Day's Work gets 20
pages of introduction and 60 pages of notes; The Light that Failed, 30
of introduction, 6 more for the notorious 'alternative happy ending',
and 30 of notes. In all, more than a quarter of the 3500-odd pages in
these two volumes are devoted to explanatory matter; very useful and
informative it is.
For example, every important reference in "My Sunday at Home",
anything liable to baffle a modern or a foreign reader, is elucidated –
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from the meaning of Nirvana to the location of Framlynghame
Admiral, and the significance of the telegram from Woking. Some of
the explanations are fascinating. How many of us knew about Hell
Gate? This, we learn, was a hazardous stretch of New York City's East
River, till (in 1885) a particular reef, Flood Rock, the main obstacle to
safer navigation, was blown up with dynamite.
Let not those who from their cradles have enjoyed Kipling
unannotated despise the case for notes. He was a continually allusive
writer. Some of his references no doubt escaped many even of his
contemporary readers – yet they pressed on, as we do, beguiled by his
style, pleased at being taken as it were into the confidence of so
knowing a writer (a point well made by Professor Bayley at our recent
Annual Luncheon, covered in this issue). But of course a large
proportion of those same contemporaries were sufficiently au fait –
much more than we are – with the geography of the North-West
Frontier, the idiom of the armed services of the period, the schoolboy
argot and assumptions that were current at Westward Ho!, and even
the realities of North Atlantic fishery in sailing ships – to name but a
few of Kipling's specialisms.
Therefore many readers of his day would unhesitatingly decode
allusions that have since become obscure. Hence, as the sundering
years went by, an increasing problem arose. What could modern
readers make of Kipling's increasingly outmoded slang, his
technicalities of a former age, the exotic but once-topical place-names
that littered his writing, and the no-longer-familiar literary and
political references that he so abundantly employed? Fortunately,
since Kipling came out of copyright in 1986, for anyone Englishspeaking and curious enough, annotated editions of all his betterknown works have become available. For the French-speaker,
Coustillas and his team are now providing the solution.
Indeed, I am far from suggesting that only those whose first
language is French will find these books rewarding. Paradoxical it may
seem, but I think the tactfully informative notes in this edition,
likewise the succinct and authoritative introductory essays, are the
more revealing precisely because of the foreign angle from which they
are composed and the francophone public for whom they are intended
– and for whose benefit Kipling's life and times, his packed, layered
and allusive style, and even the complex bibliographical provenance of
his works, are here exposed to root-and-branch appraisal.
Such thoroughness is logical: the typical French reader must be
presumed to stand at a somewhat further remove from Kipling than
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we in Britain do today. But one need not be French to find these books
valuable and stimulating.
"A somewhat further remove", I said; yet even so cautious a phrase
needs qualification. In terms of information encountered in Kipling's
texts, most French readers have always been at some disadvantage visà-vis British counterparts; in terms of empathy with his ethos, no such
handicap applies. Unlike some of us, they have not had their view of
his merits as a story-teller distorted by that kind of spiritual undertow
(imperial guilt-complex, or withdrawal-symptom) which has here
affected literary judgments on Kipling since long before his death.
In a masterly general introduction to Volume I, Coustillas describes
the steady affection in which Kipling, himself a lover of things French,
was held in France during his lifetime, and especially after the Entente
Cordiale of 1904. For over forty years he was in the forefront of the
English literary scene, and his doings were followed in France ' 'avec
une vive attention et une profonde sympathie" unmatched among
English writers since Dickens. In 1935, the last year of his life, he was
as much read by the French as he had been fifteen or even thirty years
before. The vision of life – "l'idéal de vie" – that he projected was
felt to be in harmony with an important sector of thoughtful French
opinion. Moreover, his popular reputation was never exposed in
France to the vagaries of politics and literary fashion – which was
very unlike what he experienced in his own country. Indeed, writes
Coustillas, until the Second World War, one felt that he was no longer
the same man to the French as he was to the British – "Kipling
n'était plus le même homme pour les Français et pour les Anglais".
Significantly, his traditional image in France was, and remains,
"largement apolitique" – broadly non-political.
Given those advantages, continues Coustillas, and the fact that the
later critical debate over Kipling's place in literature was largely fought
in the English-speaking world, Kipling is still a name familiar to the
French-speaking public, who can find a fair proportion of his titles in
their bookshops.
As to the quality of the translations they will find there, Coustillas
pulls his punches, but clearly views most earlier French versions of
Kipling with reservations. His new edition sets high standards indeed:
it is a monument that Kipling deserves and that French readers will
enjoy. So will many of us anglophones – given a modicum of French.
I for one await Traffics and Discoveries with impatience, remembering
in particular "The Bonds of Discipline". •

THE LATE J.S.I. McGREGOR
The creator and meticulous organiser of a large and splendid collection of Kiplingrelated books, documents and other items, which he donated to the University of Cape
Town, and which is the subject of the accompanying article by Sue Ogterop.
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THE KIPLING COLLECTION,
CAPE TOWN
by SUE OGTEROP

[Mrs Sue Ogterop is a librarian, among whose responsibilities is the supervision of the
magnificent Kipling Collection located in the Library of the University of Cape Town.
As such, she made me welcome there and handled my many enquiries with patience and
skill, when I visited South Africa in 1990. I was much impressed by the documentary
resources of the Collection; by the meticulous standard to which its perfectionist creator,
Mr John McGregor, had built it up; and by the continuing care with which the
University was now maintaining it. Here was a world-class assemblage of Kipling-related
books and papers, kept in immaculate order – and rather under-used.
Before I left Cape Town, I asked Mrs Ogterop to write an account of the Collection
for the Journal. In early 1991 she duly did so. I fear 1 have ill requited her by taking so
long to print it, but (for better and for worse) the volume of material awaiting
publication makes some delays inevitable. – Ed.]

Our Kipling Collection, in the Special Collections Department of the
University of Cape Town Libraries, is one of the largest and most
complete collections of published Kipling material in existence. It is
most appropriate that this fine donation to the University should have
found a home so close to "The Woolsack", the house where Kipling
lived during his visits to South Africa, and where, among much else,
he finished writing two Just So Stories, "The Cat that Walked by
Himself" and "The Butterfly that Stamped".

JOHN SCOTT IVAN McGREGOR

The Collection was assembled by J.S.I. McGregor, who donated it to
the University in 1959. He had been born in London in 1887, and was
educated first at the Merchant Taylors' School, then at Dover College,
and subsequently at Jesus College, Cambridge, where he graduated in
1909. In the first World War he was on active service from 1915, in the
Dardanelles and France; later he obtained a commission in the Indian
Army Reserve of Officers, and he remained in India until 1921, when
he came to South Africa with the intention of farming, but turned to
teaching instead.
While teaching, and with very limited means, he started to collect
books of twentieth-century poetry. That collection, which eventually

A boat deck group on the Kenilworth Castle, Cape Town to Southampton, April 1907. In front of Kipling is his wife, in furs;
behind him is the architect Herbert Baker (who built Groote Schuur and The Woolsack for Rhodes); seated on the deck are
Elsie and John Kipling. [With acknowledgements to the Kipling Collection, University of Cape Town Libraries]
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exceeded 5,000 volumes, he presented to the University of Cape Town
in 1945. His interest, however, turned increasingly to Kipling; and over
the years he built up a Kipling collection which admirably reflects the
richness and variety of a remarkable man and writer.
McGregor approached his task with enormous enthusiasm, coupled
with a good knowledge of literature. Something of this is conveyed by
the following extract from the Citation of June 1958 when the
University of Cape Town awarded him an honorary degree of Master
of Education:
Few who have known him have escaped the infection of his
enthusiasm. Mr McGregor has wooed and won books as only a
great book-lover can – with discriminating passion. But he is no
jealous, possessive lover. Husbanding the modest stipend of his
calling, he has built up several collections of outstanding merit
primarily for the benefit of others.
McGregor did indeed collect with thoroughness and zeal. He
acquired items through booksellers' catalogues; he studied
biographies and bibliographies, and placed "wants lists" of desired
items with antiquarian booksellers. As a keen member of the Kipling
Society, he established contacts with numerous other Kipling
enthusiasts, resulting in a voluminous correspondence about
individual items or aspects of the writer's work which interested him.
He acquired material advertised in the Kipling Journal, and through
the Kipling Society was able to purchase scrapbooks containing
magazine and newspaper cuttings dating back to the 1880s.
Autographs on certain items indicate that they originated from the
collections of such people as J.H.C. Brooking, Colonel C H . Milburn
and Reginald Harbord — names very well known to the Society.
However, he did not indulge in book collecting for its own sake. In
R.F.M. Immelman's detailed account [The Kipling Collection in the
University of Cape Town Library, Cape Town, U.C.T., 1961, now
unfortunately out of print], McGregor is well described as having
"read and studied, digested and pored over his books, annotated them
and provided cross-references from one book to others". For instance,
his annotations reveal references to Kipling in such books as Mark
Twain in Eruption by Mark Twain, R.D.B.'s Diary 1887-1914 by R.D.
Blumenfeld, and All and Sundry by ET. Raymond, to mention but a
few. A note on the flyleaf of Scrutinies (by various writers, collected
by Edgell Rickword), links that book to a review and comment which
appeared in the Kipling Journal at page 24 of its issue of April 1928 as
well as to a review in Punch on 4 April 1928.

"THE ABSINTH UNDER-MINED BEGGER"
From the original sketch in the Kipling Collection, Cape Town University Libraries.
Richard Caton Woodville (1856-1927), celebrated painter of battle scenes, had a few
weeks earlier illustrated Kipling's "Absent-Minded Beggar". Here, in lighter mood, he
shows a less estimable soldier whom alcohol renders oblivious both of African fauna
and of President Paul Kruger of the Transvaal.
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THE COLLECTION

The Collection contains books by and about Kipling, as well as books
in which there are references to Kipling and his writings, or which
provide background to his work. In addition, there is a great deal of
'ephemeral' material including photographs, music, letters, newspaper
cuttings and programmes; and a complete set of the Kipling Journal.
The books are organised according to a classification system
specially devised by the Library. Kipling's works are arranged in
categories – of collected works, selected works, single publications,
editions, translations, parodies, musical settings, and doubtful or
spurious works.
Books about Kipling are arranged in such categories as "biography
and criticism"; "autobiography, family, letters, journals"; "relations
to contemporaries"; "literary associations" (i.e. works which
influenced Kipling, and those showing his influence); "association
books" (i.e. books dedicated to Kipling, or containing a preface by
him, or his signature); "bibliographies and catalogues", etc.
The scrapbooks were exhaustively indexed by McGregor, as was the
ephemeral material, stored in a collection of up to 600 folders.
BOOKS AND PERIODICALS

Among the collected works is a set of the Sussex Edition, signed by
Kipling, which was purchased by the Library after McGregor's death.
Other rare items include a copy of Quartette: the Christmas Annual of
the Civil & Military Gazette "by Four Anglo-Indian Writers" – a
compilation of sixteen items in prose and verse produced by the
Kipling family in 1885. This copy was inscribed in 1886 by A.E.H.
Harkness (and it was apparently this owner who indicated at the end
of each contribution which member of the Kipling family had been
responsible): it is in original wrappers, and includes 13 pages of
advertisements. Also in original wrappers are issues of the Indian
Railway Library series, as published in 1888 by A.H. Wheeler & Co,
Allahabad.
There are over 200 biographies and critical works in the Collection,
including dissertations on such topics as Kipling's youth, Kipling in
South Africa, Kipling and imperialism, and Indian characters in
Kipling's books.
Amongst the bibliographies is the recently acquired Catalogue
intimate and descriptive of my Kipling Collection, books, manuscripts
and letters, with reproduction of rarities, how I got them, why I prize
them and what I failed to get, with inferences and opinions solely my
own and probably wrong, by Ellis Ames Ballard (privately printed,

MR. PUNCH'S CHRISTMAS BAZAAR AND FANCY FAIR
THE CAFE CHANTANT AND VARIETY ENTERTAINMENT.

This item (here reduced) is in a scrapbook in Cape Town's Kipling Collection. It came
from Punch's 'Almanack' for 1914. Kitchener, Kipling and Shaw need no introduction;
nor perhaps Grey, the ornithologist and Foreign Secretary who in 1913 was prominent
in keeping the European peace after Serbia defeated Turkey. Harley Granville-Barker
(1877-1947) was the theatrical producer who helped to make Shaw's reputation. Hall
Caine (1853-1931), now forgotten, was a prolific and popular novelist. Clement Shorter
(1857-1926) founded the Sketch, Tatler and Sphere magazines, and edited the Sphere
from 1900 till his death.
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Philadelphia, 1935). In this remarkable catalogue the American
collector presents a description of his collection with personal
comments about Kipling and his work. It is shelved with the 1942
Parke-Bernet Catalogue of the sale of Ballard's collection, which runs
to 110 pages.
Other catalogues include Sotheby's ones of the 1921 sales of E.W.
Martindell's library, and of the 1960 sale of Max Beerbohm's books.
Incidentally, our copy of Martindell's Bibliography of Kipling's works
contains a manuscript letter to McGregor from Kipling's daughter
Elsie Bambridge, in which she suggests that "Martindale's [sic]
statements are quite incorrect and should not be trusted."

MANUSCRIPT MATERIAL

Original letters in the Collection are few, and come from the period
between 1894 and 1934. Several of the letters concern South Africa,
including those to Maitland Park (who became Chief Editor of the
Cape Times) and his wife. One of these, written in 1902, contains a
rich description by Kipling of the political and social concerns of
turn-of-the-century Cape Town, where Park was soon to take up his
appointment. [See pages 24-29.]
Letters by people other than Kipling include one from Hugh
Walpole to Arthur Symons, written on Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer paper
while Walpole was working on the film script of Kim –
I am a little dizzy from having been in the mountains over the
New Year with Jean Harlow, Maureen O'Sullivan and Benita
Hume – a bevy of Angelic beauties . . . I have to write the
"Kim" script all the afternoon . . .
Other manuscript items are recipe books which belonged to
Kipling's mother and sister (respectively inscribed "Alice Kipling,
Lahore, Dec 1891" and "Trix Fleming – Simla, November 1892");
and his sister's commonplace-book, entitled "A little book of loves
and likings, Trix, Calcutta, Sep. 1907."

SCRAPBOOKS

The scrapbooks, of which there are 31, contain clippings from
newspapers and magazines, and are indexed in catalogues compiled by
McGregor. The first 10 volumes contain most of the early reviews of
Kipling's work which appeared in such magazines as the Athenaeum,

A.J. BALFOUR, JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN AND RUDYARD KIPLING
The original of this triple caricature is in the Kipling Collection, Cape Town University Libraries. The artist was Ernest Webb; there are signs on
the back and front (an editor's stamp, and the words "all one block ½ scale") suggesting it was printed; if so it has not been traced. It would date
from 1902-05 when Balfour was Prime Minister. (Chamberlain was Colonial Secretary, 1895-1903.)
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the Literary World a n d the Bookman, etc. Volume 16 contains
Kipling's stories of the S o u t h African War as originally published in
such newspapers as the Daily Mail, the American Express and the
People's Friend: most of these were never reprinted, except in the
Sussex and Burwash Editions.
Other scrapbooks include Rudyard Kipling in the pages of Punch,
1890-1936, and a volume of parodies of "If – " . Amongst the Punch
items are cartoons by such notables as Sir John Tenniel, Edward
Tennyson Reed and Bernard Partridge; as well as reviews of, and
references to, Kipling's work.

MISCELLANEOUS MATERIAL

There are in the Collection approximately 200 musical settings of
Kipling's verse, by such composers as Percy Grainger, Edward German
and Gerard F. Cobb. "The Absent-Minded Beggar" appears in several
guises, including a folding programme on heavy satin which reads:
This souvenir is presented by Mrs Langtry on the occasion of the
100th performance of The Degenerates at the Garrick Theatre . . .
The programme is signed in pencil by Lillie Langtry, using both her
stage name and the name acquired through her second marriage in
1899, (Lillie De Bathe).
The walls of the Kipling Room are hung with portraits of Kipling,
including photographs from the Elliott & Fry studio, and a woodcut
by R. Bryden which is one of a series of portraits of nineteenthcentury men of letters. A portfolio of cartoons by Max Beerbohm
entitled The Second Childhood of John Bull (published by Stephen
Swift, 1901) includes Kipling, captioned "De Arte Poetica".
An original triple caricature by Ernest Webb, depicting Balfour,
Joseph Chamberlain and Kipling, has an editor's rubber stamp on its
verso, which would seem to indicate approval for publication; but no
trace of a published version has been found. [See opposite.]

CONCLUSION: USE OF THE COLLECTION

We welcome opportunities to make material available to researchers,
and others with an interest in Kipling. The Collection is accessible to
visitors, by arrangement with the Special Collections Librarian
[University Libraries, University of Cape Town, Rondebosch 7700,
South Africa]; and postal queries are welcomed. •

Page 1 of a 4-page letter from Kipling to Maitland Park (by courtesy of the Librarian,
Kipling Collection, University of Cape Town Libraries).
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A LETTER TO MAITLAND PARK

Text of an autograph letter, signed, from Kipling to Maitland Park,
written on paper headed 'The Elms, Rottingdean, Sussex', dated July
11, 1902,1 and marked 'Private'. (By courtesy of the Librarian,
Kipling Collection, University of Cape Town Libraries.)

Dear Park2
Doing business by cable in three continents has its drawbacks but
your affairs are sorted out at last. Newspaper offices are alike the
world over. The assistant Editor who is also I believe assistant
Manager of the Cape Times chose this time to leave. He was the man
with local knowledge & experience. Therefore the direction of the
paper got nervous at the prospect of putting you in alone: there being
no one to show you the ropes. (For myself I don't believe you'd want
much showing but that was none of my business.)
Then they began cabling — at large and generally — all over the
place. As some of the people concerned were in [Ireland?] and others
in Wales, not to mention others in Cape Town, life was fairly hectic for
a time. But obviously, one could not change the whole personnel of a
paper and leave no one in the office who understood the traditions of
the business. Therefore, as you know, by this time, the London
Manager, Ledger, has cabled you offering you the billet with three
months instruction under Mills the present editor to put you fairly
into the saddle and I have cabled advising you to accept. I didn't
suppose you'd need any advising as Mills' help though not likely to be
very great, will at least come in handy – if only to give you wrinkles
about lodging and accommodation. Mills is a good little chap but
with a vehement admiration for officialdom in all shapes – the kind
of man who is flattered by the confidence of Gordon Sprigg!3 I don't
think he can edit worth a damn but you might make a deal with him
for his house and furniture as he is a family man, with a baby.
I think you will find the three months rather an advantage in letting
you find your feet and I shall be out all being well in December and we
can discuss things and situations as they arise then. I fancy there will
be the deuce and all of a row in Parliament next session and that you
will find yourself moving amid all manner of weird Bond4 intrigues,
rebellion and corruption. The constitution has not been suspended
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and that means that the rebel will do his best to come in & govern
Cape Colony. Here, Mills' advice, checked by the advice of others, will
be worth having. You will find Sir David Gill5 the astronomer royal a
nice man to know. I shall also write to Barraclough, Reuter's agent,
who is a good man with a nice wife and he may be useful to you.
Things are in such a state of flux at Cape Town now that I hardly
know who'll be there and who won't. If you like, I'll give you letters to
Hely-Hutchinson6 &c but I'd sooner they took you on your own
merits. I expect we'll see Milner7 down some time in December or
January. I want you to meet him quietly at dinner. There are others
like Girouard8, Goold-Adams9 and Lyttelton10 that I want you to meet
also. It wouldn't be a bad thing if you used some of your three months
preliminary in going up-country to J'burg and Bloemfontein. With
your knowledge of administration in India you could see even better
than most New English, the sort of work that is actually being done
up there, and I feel here all would make you welcome.
I note in your last letter to me you ask for information of a kind
that would interest the Memsahib. She will find living dearer than
India but the shops almost as good as London and improving yearly.
The climate, as I have said, is pretty near perfection. That is why we
take our kids out each winter. The schools are good and the prospects
for children growing up with the Colony are splendid. You had better
all go to the Mount Nelson Hotel till you can turn round and get a
house – say Mills' house. The hotel is dear but it is the only good one
in the place and you had better begin well. The society is mixed,
various and interesting, the servants are bad and I don't think you can
get Indians as you can at Natal.
Everything is delivered from the shops in the Cape Town suburbs
and the tramways take you everywhere. It's a lazy land; given to
picnics and junketings on slight provocation and the coloured menials
won't work too hard. I believe white servants come expensive but they
can be got raw from England & used till they go to Johannesburg
which is their Mecca. Mrs Barraclough who is a born housekeeper is
the person to assist Mrs P. with advice. Doctors and dentists are good.
Horses and horse forage are hideously dear. No one keeps a trap if he
can help it. Bicycles are useful. Everyone lives in the suburbs. The
place where Mills lives is a sunny but bracing suburb on the Atlantic
Ocean. Suburbs on the Indian Ocean side are [?better] and more
relaxing. The clubs are very decent. One club is loyal & one is rebel —
or was before the War.
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I very much wish we were on the spot to welcome you but in all
things life is a heap easier, I think, than India. There is no hot weather;
no one goes to the Hills and the people are kind and helpful and
hopeful.
I understand that you sail on Aug. 11th. Good luck be with you for,
all being well, it's a big career that you have entered upon and you
should go far.
There were no applicants for the post of Editor, because that post is
not open to public application any more than the Editorship of the Pi.
The direction said that they wanted a man to face a new & strange
situation – a strong persevering man11 who could work and organize
and control. I said you were that man.
Ever yours
Rudyard Kipling.
RS. Jameson12 will be out before me. He is the man who asked me to
get you. He represents Rhodes13 and Rhodes was Africa.

NOTES
1. By 11 July 1902 Kipling had bought Bateman's but not yet moved in. On the
previous day he had sent off the final proofs of Just So Stories. He had landed in
England from South Africa in May 1902, and he embarked again for Cape Town in
December.

2. Maitland Hall Park (1862-1921, knighted in 1914): Scottish journalist, on the staff
of the Pioneer, Allahabad, 1886-1902 (including Kipling's period with that paper,
1887-89). It was largely at Kipling's instigation that he went as Chief Editor of the
influential Cape Times in 1902. According to Renée Durbach, author of Kipling's
South Africa (Chameleon Press, Cape Town, 1988), Park "vindicated Kipling's
confidence to the full" and "silenced all critics with the speed and thoroughness of
his assimilation of the South African scene".

3. Sir John Gordon Sprigg (1830-1913), in 1902 Prime Minister of Cape Colony for the
fourth time.

4. The political grouping known as the Afrikaner (or Afrikander) Bond, which in 1903
adopted the title of the "South African Party".
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5. Sir David Gill (1843-1914) had an international reputation in astronomy and
surveying; he was "H.M. Astronomer at the Cape of Good Hope", 1879-1907.

6. Sir Walter Francis Hely-Hutchinson (1849-1913), a colonial administrator of very
wide experience, who held prominent positions in South Africa from 1893 and was
Governor of Cape Colony, 1901-10.

7. Sir Alfred (since 1901, Lord) Milner (1854-1925), administrator and statesman,
profoundly and controversially involved in South Africa at this period. He was
Governor of the Cape of Good Hope, 1897-1901; Governor of the Transvaal and
Orange River Colony, 1901-05; and meanwhile High Commissioner for South
Africa, 1897-1905.

8. Colonel Sir Percy Girouard (1867-1932), who had had experience in the construction
and administration of railways in Egypt and the Sudan, added greatly to his
reputation as a successful wartime Director of Railways, South Africa, 1899-1902,
and later as Commissioner of Railways, Transvaal and Orange River Colony,
1902-04. He went on to be Governor of British East Africa.

9. Major Sir Hamilton Goold-Adams (1858-1920), soldier and colonial administrator;
Lieutenant-Governor, Orange River Colony, 1901-07.

10. General Sir Neville Lyttelton (1845-1931), who served in South Africa through the
war, 1899-1902, and commanded the Forces in South Africa, 1902-04.

11. Undoubtedly a quotation from Surtees's Mr. Facey Romford's Hounds, ch. 19.
(Facey had advertised for a "strong persevering man, to clean horses".)

12. Dr (later Sir) Leander Starr Jameson (1853-1917). At this time he was Member for
Kimberley in the Cape Legislature, and a Director of De Beers and of the British
South Africa Company. He went on to be Prime Minister of Cape Colony, 1904-08.

13. Cecil Rhodes (1853-1902) had died on 26 March, 3 ½ months before the date of this
letter. (However, the MS word "was" in the P.S. looks uncertain.)

Page 4 of the letter from Kipling to Maitland Park.
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ANNUAL LUNCHEON, 1993

The Kipling Society's latest Annual Luncheon, on 5 May 1993, was
again successfully held at the Royal Over-Seas League in Park Place,
London. The occasion was, as always, greatly enjoyed by a wellassorted company of members and guests, including: —
Colonel J.R. Archer-Burton; Mrs R.S. Archer-Burton; The Countess Baldwin of
Bewdley; Miss C. Ballinger; Dame Iris Bayley; Professor J.O. Bayley; Mr B.J. Bolt; Mrs
G.J. Bolt; Mr F.H. Brightman; Mrs J. Brightman; Mrs E.H. Brock; Dr M.G. Brock; Dr
W.N. Brown; Mrs B. Caseley Dickson; Mrs J.W. Clayton; Mr S.J. Clayton; Mr R.J.W.
Craig; Sir Ian Critchett; Lady Critchett; Mr G.V. Coles; Ms E. Deacon; Miss M.J.
Eiloart; Mr N. Entract; Miss S. Foss; Mrs E. Galyer; Mr M. Grainger; Mrs W.H.
Greenwood; Dr F.M. Hall; Mrs V. Hall; Ms S. Johnson; Mr M.W.R. Lamb; Mr D.
Leeper; Mrs J. Leeper; Dr J.D. Lewins; Mrs L.A.F. Lewis; Mr P.H.T. Lewis; Mrs A.W.
Lister; Mrs D. McGrath; Mr J. McGuirk; Mr D. McMichael; Mrs G.H. Newsom; Sir
Derek Oulton; Mr G.C.G. Philo; Mrs F. Robinson; Mr O.H. Robinson; Mrs T. Schreiber;
Dr G. Sheehan; Mrs A.J. Smith; Mr J.W.M. Smith; Mr J. Spencer; Mrs A. Sydenham;
Mr C. Sydenham; Mr B.H.C. Sykes; Mrs M. Sykes; Mr M.H. Twigg; Brigadier C.
Vyvyan; Mrs E. Vyvyan; Mrs F. Wade; Mr S. Wade; Mr G.L. Wallace; Mr A. Weale; Mrs
A. Weaver; Mr G.H. Webb; Mrs J. Webb.

When the company were assembled in the India & Pakistan Room,
and before the luncheon itself began, the Chairman (Mr Frank
Brightman) addressed them briefly, describing the Society's Annual
Luncheon as the climax of its year. He cordially welcomed all
members present, and their guests, and not least the Guest of Honour,
to whom he would be referring again later. He also announced the
following 'apologies', from members unable to attend:The Lord Annan; Mr H. Brogan; Sir Geoffrey Ellerton; Dr C.M.R. Hennessy; Mr J.H.
McGivering; Canon P.C. Magee; Mr M.J. Moynihan; Mr D.J. Peters; Mrs D.E. Pharaon;
Ms M. Saunders; Miss S. Steel.

Mr Brightman went on to report on the state of the Society, which was
healthy. In that respect it owed much, he said, to the indefatigable
efforts of its Secretary (Mr Norman Entract) and the good work of
other office-bearers, who maintained exemplary standards in all the
various activities for which they were responsible. He added, however,
that membership numbers were at present static or even falling; he
therefore urged everyone to try to enlarge the membership, by bringing
in newcomers, and so to ensure the Society's robust survival into the
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future. Next, he invited the President (Dr Michael Brock) to say Grace.

Later in the proceedings, after the Loyal Toast, the Chairman warmly
introduced Professor John Bayley. It was a pleasure and privilege, he
said, to have him as Guest of Honour. He added that since everyone
was looking forward to hearing the main speech, he would not
prolong his own introductory remarks by reiterating the biographical
summary of Professor Bayley's distinguished career: most if not all
present had read it on the form giving notice of the Annual Luncheon.
Accordingly he would now invite the Guest of Honour to speak.
[For the record, the notification of this event, sent to members in the
United Kingdom, contained the following passage: "Our Guest of
Honour will be Professor John Bayley, FBA, until recently Warton
Professor of English Literature at Oxford. After an Eton and Oxford
education, with four intervening years in the Grenadier Guards, he
made a successful and distinctive career as a writer and academic. He
is widely known and very highly respected both as an outstandingly
effective teacher and as a penetrating though unpretentious critic, who
has written comprehensibly and persuasively across a wide range of
literary study – Shakespearean tragedy, Romantic poetry, the art of
short story writing, and the works of Pushkin, Tolstoy, Housman,
Henry James, Hardy and others. Those "others" certainly include
Kipling, who has a section in The Uses of Division (1976), and a
chapter in The Short Story: Henry James to Elizabeth Bowen (1988).
Professor Bayley's wife is the novelist Dame Iris Murdoch, who has
also accepted our invitation to attend the Luncheon." – Ed.]

ADDRESS BY PROFESSOR JOHN BAYLEY

[Professor Bayley spoke without notes; but he later kindly supplied the following text of
what he had said. – Ed.]

Ladies and Gentlemen:
During lunch, your Chairman asked me an interesting question:
"What story of Kipling did you first read? Or what started you off on
him?"
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Quite by accident, it was "The Drums of the Fore and Aft". Wee
Willie Winkie, in its well-worn jacket of limp scarlet leather, happened
to be sitting between cookery books and romances in the kitchen of
our London flat, and I passed up the title story for the last one in the
book. The cook, a Danish girl to whom I was very attached,
sometimes consulted a recipe, or worked her way laboriously (this was
sixty years ago) through a Warwick Deeping or an Ethel M. Dell. I
used to sit with her after tea, and read the Kipling tales. So "The
Drums of the Fore and Aft", which fascinated me totally, is mixed up
in memory with childhood pleasures of after school, a peaceful
evening with bed in the offing – and those terrifying and wonderful
scenes on the North-West Frontier. They now seem all part of the same
life, and the same consciousness.
And that is the way Kipling works, I think: becoming a part of his
reader's experience, so that we can hardly tell what is his and what is
our own – both seem in a sense equally real, both magical and
commonplace.
The notion of the real meant a great deal to Kipling. Many
novelists, especially nowadays, don't believe in it at all. Either in
statement or by implication, they suggest that the novelist works not
with things and people but with words and language; and that his task
is to create a world of his own – a world which belongs to him and is
like no other writer's world.
Kipling has no world of his own. Like his own Saint Paul, he is too
busy being all things to all men, seeking new traffic and discovery,
finding out what really goes on. He is an artist to his fingertips –
perhaps even too much so at times – but he always puts the facts
before the art; and, as is the nature of facts, these are too disparate,
too contingent and contradictory, to form anything as coherent as a
novelist's world.
In creating Bloom's day – that twenty-four hours in the Dublin of
his memory and imagination – James Joyce was performing a
miracle of the magical and the commonplace; but essentially, like
most great novelists, he was creating something that had not existed
before. That is not how Kipling works. Kipling makes you think that
what he discovers and reveals has always been there, in all its solidity
and its ordinariness; and that he is handing you a perfectly adjusted
lens, so that you can look through and see the real world leap into
focus and into significance.
In her history of her family house, Bowen's Court, Elizabeth Bowen
tells how, in the time of the troubles, the young guerillas on both sides
in the Irish civil war, who temporarily commandeered it, read with
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fascination the Kipling stories in the library where they slept. I doubt
they would have read Joyce, even if he had been available. Kipling,
paradoxically, was more like life – full of space and aspiration,
muddle, accident and community, triumph and disaster. And, like life,
he neither begins nor ends. I doubt Kipling could ever have written a
real "novel", though he often thought about it, wistfully.
My wife, Iris Murdoch, is a great Kim fan, and would I am sure
defend Kim as a novel in some ways like her own; but my own feeling
is that Kim has in fact neither beginning nor end – both things which
the art of the novel must supply. As Henry James, who often
pondered the matter, observed, living stops nowhere, but the artist
must draw the circle "in which it shall happily appear to do so".
This Kipling never did, or could have done. Kim just stops:
something else starts. Like The Light that Failed, Kim has an ending
which would do for a romance of a very inferior sort, but which is
quite unworthy of the masterpiece of living that it is. In both cases we
discount story and ending: what counts is what is revealed. Balzac's
Comédie humaine was never finished either – it is an unending
sequence of investigation and experience, now in one department and
place of working, now in another. Balzac's is the reverse of those
majestic romans fleuves by Proust or Anthony Powell, which are
artfully constructed to a metaphysical pattern, shaped and
harmonised. And Balzac was Kipling's master.
And so what used to be called "realism" was his natural medium.
Realism for Kipling meant something like impressionism: among
other things it meant never being quite able to find things out, to be
certain of what occurred.
What happened to that circlet of gold set with turquoises, which the
man who would be King showed the narrator? It disappeared; it was
not about him when he died, for death produces and allows no
ending. "And there the matter rests."
Kipling's cleverness about reality was always on the increase. The
later stories, sometimes thought to be of an extreme complexity and
artificiality, are surely in fact masterpieces of the real, as in daily living
we have to experience it. The notorious "Mrs. Bathurst" [in Traffics
and Discoveries] is just such a case. Many ingenious attempts have
been made to give it an ending, a solution, a "meaning". Professor
Bodelsen of Denmark [in Aspects of Kipling's Art] has done
particularly thorough and interesting work on it. But, really, the story
is all there as we read it. Kipling has been very ingenious in disguising
the fragmentary nature of experience by his understanding of the
human hankering for an explanation. There never is or can be an
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explanation. But appearances and hopes and heartbreaks and
apparitions continually lead us to think there must be. "Mrs.
Bathurst" is a portent in the life of Everyman: a symbol both of
evanescence and of solidity, of the entirely real and of the absolutely
phantasmal. That is all we have in life, but Kipling makes us feel it is
more than enough.
Indeed it is a mixture which satisfies us wholly in his art, even when
we can spot him playing games with it. (Indulgence towards the foibles
of a favourite author is one of the pleasures of reading.) " 'The Finest
Story in the World' " [in Many Inventions] shows us Kipling at his
most whimsical, even though the story is graphic, thrilling and in a
sense tragical, for the bank clerk will never again be in touch with
"reality" as he was when he recalled events from a previous existence.
Kipling is teasing us of course, as he does with the sea-monster in "A
Matter of Fact" [in Many Inventions]. All you have to do is to see, and
to know, and to remember. ("Oh yeah?", as they used to say.) Kipling
knows quite well that seeing is an art, which the writer must learn
from his daemon, before it can be possessed and transformed for the
reader. But it suits him to pretend otherwise. The ordinary man, the
worker, the chap on the spot – soldier, bridge-builder, plumber,
lighthouse-keeper – all have a vivid awareness of things, which
Kipling pretends that the writer only has to respectfully record and
transmit, as the narrator recorded the memories of the bank clerk who
was once a galley-slave.
And sometimes one man's sense of fact can be tested against
another's. The bank clerk remembers the moment when the galley,
holed in a sea-fight, sank with her rowers still at the oars. The narrator
asks what it was like when the sea rose over its side, and — "I had my
reasons for asking." The narrator has heard an account by a man who
had been in a boat when it sank, and – curiouser and curiouser – it
tallies exactly with what the bank clerk recalls. A line had seemed
stretched taut along the bulwark, "and I thought it was never going to
break." So does the phenomenon of surface tension enter art, which
for Kipling can only be the world of reality.
The knowingness that comes from all this is a most endearing trait
in Kipling. Indeed I should say that the higher knowingness, if one
might call it so, is the most important weapon in his armoury. For it
enables his reader both to believe and to disbelieve, to be dazzled and
sceptical at the same time: and that, in a curious way, is surely what
happens to us at the most vividly experiencing moments of our own
lives. We are, so to speak, engrossed and absorbed by life; and yet in
the very midst of living we can't quite believe in it! It is the penalty we
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pay for being thinking creatures, as well as creatures in the grip of
existential experience. And, on the level of art, something rather
similar happens to us in reading Kipling.
We are enthralled by what we read, but the very act of reading seems
to make us more watchful and observant, as if Kipling were a conjuror
whose legerdemain and expertise sharpened our own faculties.
Kipling's own tireless curiosity seems lent to us by the act of reading
him. We can feel both totally involved and slightly embarrassed – as
Kipling in Something of Myself says he was at Bateman's by the
doctor friend who wanted, one Boxing Day, to verify by experiment
that if you put a hen to your ear you can hear the clicking noise of the
stones in its gizzard.
Invention and verification are both part of his act, so that we can
hardly see sometimes where one ends and the other begins. When
Parnesius the Roman centurion, whose rank is quite junior but whose
powers are considerable, tells us how in the great battle for the Wall
they sank the longships of the Winged Hats, we at first listen
mesmerised as if to a true story, and then we reflect afterwards, with
an added enjoyment, how brilliantly and convincingly Kipling has
made it all up. The Roman catapults can jerk a bag of stones into the
belly of the sail as the crew furl it when they come in to land: this
neatly capsizes the ship. But don't shoot iron bolts, as this only cuts
the cloth. (Naturally . . . of course . . . we'll keep it in mind . . .) And
we listen, as absorbed as the young people for whom Puck of Pook's
Hill was written; but also, and later on, as appreciative of Kipling's
tricks as the grown-ups for whom it was also written.
It is often said, and rightly, that Kipling's feeling is for the people
who actually do the work. The nature and necessities of work allow
no room for fiddling about principle: someone has to get out there
and do the job. And I can think of no other writer who more
graphically conveys what it is like to be the people who have to do the
job.
The contrast becomes apparent if we compare Kipling with a
novelist who was highly conscious of him, and I suspect even
sometimes envied him – E.M. Forster. Forster knew all about what
we should now call "Political Correctness", and so do his characters.
But they can never actually get on with doing anything. Men of action
in Forster, like Mr Wilcox in Howard's End or Ronnie in A Passage to
India, are almost totally non-existent as human beings.
Kipling's men of action, from Stalky to the Bridge-Builders, from
administrators and doctors and evangelists to Soldiers Three and the
Roman centurion, are entirely at home not only in what they do but in
the tales in which Kipling recorded it. And he understood, as perhaps
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no other writer has done, the odd and vivid linkage between the
dreams and projects of childhood and the achievements and purposes
of later life. Hypnotised by catapults, we come closer to a deep
sympathy and understanding with riveters and engineers, designers
and planners, the people who do things; and for whose celebration
Kipling felt that writers existed.
I think I began to understand this dimly sixty years ago, as I sat
reading "The Drums of the Fore and Aft" at the tea-table with the
Danish cook.

VOTE OF THANKS BY THE PRESIDENT, DR MICHAEL BROCK

Today we have had a splendid feast, in the intellectual as well as in the
material sense. For me it is an honour to be allowed to express our
thanks for an outstandingly fine Address.
Kipling stood 'at right angles' to the world's traffic as it passed.
That idea — which I owe to Professor Bayley, and which is inherent in
his account of Kipling's 'realism' — seems to me to catch the essence
of Kipling's writing. In Something of Myself he wrote that he had
dealt with "large, superficial areas of incident and occasion". He was
ever a voracious observer.
There is always a telling detail which the master craftsman shares
with the reader. For instance, the English soldiers at Agincourt, as we
know, noticed that Henry V was not wearing spurs. That was unusual.
In defeat, kings rode from the battlefield rather than be captured,
because a king's ransom was impossibly large. So a king who wore no
spurs meant to win or to die with his troops. Kipling would have had
us looking at Henry's heels in no time.
Kipling seems to have gone to spend those formative years from
sixteen to twenty-three in India chiefly because his parents wanted to
protect him from 'music-hall ditties' and temptations of philandering.
By deciding that he should join them in Lahore, they helped to give
him the best view 'at right angles' of any in the world. He persuades us
to stand there at right angles with him, and to suspend our disbelief
immediately, if briefly. For finally, how can we doubt Professor
Bayley's judgment, that the mature Kiplingite comes to relish the
moment when disbelief is not suspended?
I ask you to join me in a truly heartfelt vote of thanks for one of the
most illuminating Addresses ever heard by this Society.
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
[I am glad to receive letters intended for publication. However, since more
are received than can in practice be printed, I must be selective, and
reserve – unless expressly told otherwise – the usual right to shorten a
letter. In some cases it may be possible for the text, and/or enclosures, to
be summarised under "Points from Other Letters". – Ed.]

KIPLING IN FRENCH
From Professor Pierre Coustillas, 10 rue Gay-Lussac, 59110 La Madeleine, France
[This interestingly informative letter, from the general editor of a superb new series of
Kipling's works, elegantly translated into French in the Pléiade edition (strictly the
Bibliothèque de la Pléiade, Editions Gallimard), should be read in conjunction with my
editorial on page 9. Professor Coustillas, an expert translator, has an impressive
scholarly output: since 1964 he has produced in edited translations a great swathe of
books by Gissing, George Moore, Conrad, Hardy, Jack London and other writers.
When in the letter below he speaks of being "busy with other authors", or of Kipling
being "the most difficult author I have had to translate", that is the background against
which such observations are made. — Ed.]

Dear Sir,
I write in case you would like to hear from me about my adventures
in editing and translating Kipling's main prose works, before you
express your own views on what my colleagues and I managed to do in
the volumes I and II of the Pléiade edition, which I understand have
duly reached the Kipling Society.
I do not claim to be more than an outsider in Kipling studies. Of
course since I became involved in this mammoth work (four volumes
will be published and I am hard at work on the third) I have become
familiar with Kipling's personality, opinions and artistic
achievements, but I don't claim to be a specialist of the Thomas
Pinney calibre. I am very busy with other authors and am likely to
remain busy with them for the next decade — if fate kindly wills it so.
I have lectured on Kipling in my own university and elsewhere –
dealing mainly with The Light that Failed and Plain Tales from the
Hills. I spoke about him on three occasions on the French radio but, I
repeat, as an academic who has been outside the magic circle of
Kipling studies.
Years before I chose to accept the offer of the Editions Gallimard I
remember having inquired into Kipling's reputation in France at the
request of Helmut Gerber, the editor of the American journal English
Fiction in Transition 1880-1920, later retitled English Literature in
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Transition. And this enquiry, which took place in the mid-1960s,
confirmed what I had suspected from my student days, namely that
the French view of Kipling, fostered by his early translators and by
men like André Chevrillon, Marcel Brion and André Maurois, was a
simplified view, altogether depoliticized, which did not tally with that
which an impartial English or American commentator might feel
bound to offer.
In my introductions to Volumes I and II, I tried to show that
Kipling's personality and achievements could not be exclusively
equated with such simple basic notions as a lifelong cult of energy, a
colourful rendering of human and animal life in India, and, say, a
passion for the technicalities of a great many professional worlds.
Some readers of the Pléiade edition obviously find it difficult to
adjust their view of Kipling – based on a selection of stories which
they read years ago in inadequate translations — to that which any
present-day English or American reader, thoroughly acquainted with
the works from the early Indian tales to Something of Myself , may
have.
The third point I venture to make concerns the difficulties the
translators – including myself, of course – have come across. A
detailed catalogue of all the obstacles in our way would fill a big book
if it included explanations about the techniques we resorted to so as to
overcome them.
Naturally the amount and nature of the difficulties vary a good
deal. By and large it is easier to translate the Jungle Books than any of
the soldier stories or most of Captains Courageous or The Day's
Work or Traffics and Discoveries. The reality described by Kipling –
active life in India or the world of machines — is always a source of
potential trouble, as is his transcription of frequently colloquial or
vulgar language. Also his own way of using his native language – a
very Anglo-Saxon, extremely terse, unlatinate brand of English –
complicates the French translators' task. Some American
commentator of the inter-war period once declared that Kipling's
English lends itself particularly well to rendering into French. This
man must have been a wag, quite unaware of his comic potentialities!
Nothing could be more untrue. Kipling is the most difficult author I
have had to translate.
Some problems simply could not be solved in a fully satisfactory
manner — especially those connected with the varieties of nonstandard English spoken by the three soldiers. We could reproduce the
colloquial and slangy language levels, but not the peculiarities
characteristic of Cockney, Yorkshire and Irish English. There could be
no question of choosing some French equivalents — say, Breton,
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Marseillais or Alsatian varieties of French. This would have been
arbitrary, and altogether unconvincing at that.
Translating is an extremely complex task, which requires an
excellent knowledge of both languages, linguistic and artistic
sensibility as well as a good ear and an uncommon capacity for selfcriticism. Anyone in his senses is bound to admit that, however good
a translation may be, there is always room for improvement; and not
infrequently, some room as well for minor disagreements among
specialists when it comes to assessing the rendering of an especially
difficult passage, or of one of those puns Kipling was so fond of.
All this may well not be the sort of informal comment on some
aspects of my work as general editor which you may have expected
from me. If I have been wide of the mark, do not hesitate to ask
questions which might trigger more appropriate replies.
Yours sincerely
P. COUSTILLAS

KIPLING AND HAGGARD
From Professor L. Siemens, 74 Highsett, Hills Road, Cambridge CB2 1NZ

Dear Sir,
In the Kipling Journal of December 1991 ["Points from Other
Letters", page 50], Mr M. Jones invites clarification "of whatever was
or was not agreed . . . about the posthumous editing [and publication]
of Haggard's private diaries". He refers readers to a review of D.S.
Higgins's The Private Diaries of Sir H. Rider Haggard, in which Nigel
Dennis states that Kipling had been favourably impressed with the
diaries, and had offered to edit them and arrange for their publication
after Haggard's death in 1925.
I have recently completed a bibliographical study of writings about
Haggard (English Literature in Transition, Special Series No. 5, 1991),
but I do not recall discovering anywhere whether Kipling and Haggard
ever came to a formal agreement; or why, if Kipling indeed made the
offer, he failed to carry through with the project. (Mr Dennis surmises
that Lady Haggard vetoed it.) I can, however, shed light on the
provenance of the diaries themselves, in the event that another editor
should wish to improve upon what Dennis characterises as the
"skimpy little thing that Mr Higgins has provided".
Although the heavily abridged edition that Higgins prepared for
Cassell includes extracts from the twenty-two diaries covering the
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period after July 1914 (in the possession of Commander Mark
Cheyne, executor of the Haggard estate), Higgins appears to be
unaware of an earlier – and highly significant – Haggard diary,
namely the volume entitled "Diary of an African Visit". Mr Dennis,
in his review of Higgins's Private Diaries, similarly betrays
unfamiliarity with the diary, for he writes that the reader finds
Haggard "when the diaries begin, touring Canada and Australasia
soon after the beginning of the First World War" [Sunday Telegraph,
1 June 1980, page 12].
Unlike the later diaries, many of which reveal the holograph
evidence of on-going revision, "Diary of an African Visit" is entirely
in typescript and in final "fair copy" form. The assigned title (with its
possible echo of Olive Schreiner's Story of an African Farm) further
suggests that the manuscript had been readied for imminent
publication. Commander Cheyne speculates that the volume was
presented to the Local Studies Branch of the Norfolk Public Library
by Haggard's daughter, Lilias.
This 265-page bound diary records the details of Haggard's fourmonth tour of Africa as a member of the Dominions Royal
Commission during the months immediately preceding the War. It will
be of special interest to Haggard scholars because it registers
Haggard's re-assessment of European colonial policies in Africa
nearly thirty-five years after his return to England from a youthful
stint as a colonial administrator in Africa. Perhaps because the tour
was at least partly a "sentimental journey" to the locales of his early
manhood (some of the journey in the company of his wife and
daughter), the diary tends to be more personal and reflective than are
the later diaries. Consequently Dennis's complaint that The Private
Diaries of H. Rider Haggard "contains little that is private" does not
apply with equal validity to this hitherto unexamined Haggard diary.
Yours truly
LLOYD SIEMENS

POINTS FROM OTHER LETTERS
STEAM IN THE NAVY
From Mr J.H. McGivering, 32 Cheltenham Place, Brighton, Sussex BN1 4AB

Mr McGivering expresses delight at two letters that Kipling wrote to
Commander R.T. Gould (reproduced in our issue of March 1993, at
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pages 10-12), reflecting as they did the breadth of Kipling's interests as
well as his concern for the Royal Navy.
He casts light on a comment in the first letter, when Kipling,
referring to the Admiralty's prolonged reluctance to face the advent of
steam propulsion for warships, had said, "I have some
recommendations of the year 1828 which are very comic."
The allusion, says Mr McGivering, must be to a much-quoted
minute by Robert Dundas, the second Viscount Melville (1771-1851),
for many years First Lord of the Admiralty. Regarding a proposal to
station a steam packet at Malta in 1828, Melville had written:
Their Lordships feel it their bounden duty to discourage to the
utmost of their ability the employment of steam vessels, as they
consider that the introduction of steam is calculated to strike a
fatal blow at the naval supremacy of the Empire.
In Mr McGivering's view, Melville "may have had a point – much
as those who opposed Fisher's Dreadnought saw that the rest of our
fleet would at once become obsolete when she was ready for trials in
1906".
He has also noted – pace Kipling – some shrewd comments by
Christopher Lloyd in Mr Barrow of the Admiralty (Collins, 1970), to
the effect that Melville's dismissive minuting was not so silly as it now
seems; it was natural that a navy of sailing-ships, enjoying total
dominance of the seas, should view revolutionary technical innovation
with misgiving. "Moreover," wrote Lloyd, "paddle-steamers were
thoroughly unsatisfactory as warships.' ' The paddles precluded a full
broadside of guns, and were themselves highly vulnerable to gunfire.
Also, before the advent of tubular boilers, paddle-steamers consumed
coal in enormous quantities; as it burned away they "rose higher in
the water, so that the paddles became increasingly ineffective." Not till
screw propellers were developed in the 1840s did steamships come of
age.

KIPLING AND BADEN-POWELL
From Mr J. Michael Berry, Director, Healey & Wise, Stamp Dealers, P.O. Box 7,
Tadworth, Surrey KT20 7QA

Mr Berry helpfully told us about an unpublished letter of 22
September 1992 from Kipling to Sir Robert (later Lord) Baden-Powell;
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and its owner, Frau Ulla Frenzel (of Reichsstrasse 69, 14052 Berlin)
kindly conveyed through him her permission to reproduce it. [See the
opposite page.]
The event to which it relates is interestingly described in Mowgli's
Sons, Hugh Brogan's account of the connections between Kipling and
the Scouting movement (Jonathan Cape, 1987), at pages 45-49.
Kipling had been invited by N.D. Power (then Chief Wolf Cub
Commissioner), and seemingly by Baden-Powell as Chief Scout, to a
'Posse of Welcome' at Alexandra Palace, to greet the Prince of Wales
(later King Edward VIII) on his return from a world tour. The Prince
had evidently wished to meet Kipling, whom the Scout Headquarters
in any case wanted to invite as a tribute to the fact that Cub lore had
been derived from the Jungle Books; moreover, as Baden-Powell told
Kipling in a subsequent letter of 14 October thanking him for
attending the 'Posse', "I look upon you as the inspirer of a lot of the
spirit that exists in Scouting to-day."

"THE WAY AV U T "
From Mr G.V. Coles, 14 Tanilba St., Werribee, Victoria 3030, Australia

Mr Coles writes about Kipling's uncollected 'barrack-room ballad',
"The Way av Ut", which featured in our issue of September 1992 at
pages 50-52. He makes two points.
(1) He thinks that "bullswools" in verse 5 means Army-issue socks
(and was not the slang for boots as stated in my notes); he adduces in
evidence a passage from " 'Love-o'-Women' " [Many Inventions],
where the doctor tells Mulvaney, "If iver you feel that you've got a felt
sole in your boot instid av a Government bull's-wool, come to me
. . . " [Professor Andrew Rutherford in his Early Verse by Rudyard
Kipling, annotating "The Way av Ut" at pages 431-2, says the term
means leather boots; however, Eric Partridge in A Dictionary of Slang
and Unconventional English says it is soldiers' slang for "the coarse
wool used in Army socks". – Ed.]
(2) Mr Coles notes that the last line of verse 4 of "The Way av Ut"
("A Freeman's Journal Supplemint was all my uniform."), in
common with the substance of the two preceding lines, is reproduced
in verse 3 of Kipling's much better-known poem, "Belts"
(Barrack-Room Ballads, 1892).
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BOOK REVIEWS
JUST SO STORIES by Rudyard Kipling – a new edition, in

Everyman's Library's new Children's Classics series
(David Campbell Publishers, London, 1992); ISBN
1-85715-906-3; author's illustrations; hardback, £5.99.
[Though it would be pointless to review most new issues of Kipling's original works, if
one seems noteworthy we will find it space – whether in an editorial (as in December
1992) or via a reader's letter (as at page 36 in March 1993) or in a brief review (as in this
case, by our Librarian). – Ed.]

Much thought has gone into the design and production of this
attractive book.
The unrevised contents of the 1902 Macmillan edition, including
Kipling's own illustrations, are presented here. A good short
introduction to Kipling's life, and to the Just So Stories, is printed at
the end of the book.
The original generously proportioned layout has been preserved
within a 10% reduction in size from that of the 1902 volume.
Although the Caslon type-face is smaller than that of the original
print, the clarity of the type and the excellent quality of the
cream-wove paper make the pages a pleasure to read and to handle.
The illustrations are well reproduced.
The purple cloth binding is nicely decorated; a bookplate is
included in the patterned endpapers; and the silk marker provides a
luxurious touch. This book is a classy buy, and at £5.99 is
exceptionally good value.
TRIXIE SCHREIBER

TRUE TALES OF BRITISH INDIA AND THE PRINCELY STATES

compiled by Michael Wise (In Print Publishing, Brighton,
1993); x + 292 pp; illustrated; glossary, chronology and
index; ISBN 1-873047-06-1; paperback, £11.95
[This is an anthology of some 80 items of travel-writing about India, dating from the
period between the Mutiny of 1857 and the attainment of Independence (and Partition)
in 1947. The writers were westerners, mostly British, mostly now forgotten. There are
exceptions: pieces by William Howard Russell, Winston Churchill, Mark Twain and
Aldous Huxley are included, and a passage from Kipling's Something of Myself. But the
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compiler went less for literary merit than for a wide and vivid cross-section of
miscellaneous descriptive writing — conveying in some cases as much about the
prejudices of the observer as about the exotic scenes observed. The publishers explicitly
recognise that some sentiments expressed are now open to criticism for racial
condescension or intolerance; of course, the whole institution of the British Raj in India
now incurs criticism of that sort – some of it justified, some not. Anyway I thought I
would not ask an old India hand to give his or her impressions of the book, but someone
of a later generation. – Ed.]

After reading "The Mutiny", the first section in this book, I laid it
down for a few days to try and work out why I wasn't enjoying it. The
reason came to me slowly. It was somehow as if a group of
middle-aged Memsahibs in the late 19th century, perhaps taking tea in
Simla, were relating their experiences of the Mutiny – none of them
really listening to the current speaker, but all anxious for her to finish
so that they in turn could tell their own, ever more grisly, story.
And I'm sorry to say, that was how the book carried on. The stories
were altogether too short, seemed to have no beginning or end –
some, no reason for being there. More than a few could have been
'fattened out' a little, and would have been very readable; most of
them were taken from other, longer works.
Perhaps my main reservation is that I doubt if there is a future for
this kind of book. The reaction of anyone reading it without prior
knowledge of the history of British India would range from mild
confusion to outright disbelief. (Would anyone today under thirty
believe that one nation sent to another country such relatively few
people, who there behaved as if they owned it?)
As for their attitudes, one has only to read the long quotation on
page 138 from Phil Robinson's Chasing a Fortune (1884) – " . . .
And, reader, never forget this if you find yourself among dark-skinned
races, that dominion is your birthright . . . " Today's 'politically
correct' young student would have a fit.
Indian history is fascinating, but it needs to be studied in depth: and
I cannot but wonder if it will be possible to publish this kind of book
in fifty years' time, when the last Sahib and Memsahib have long gone
to that great Hill Station in the sky.
MICK GRAINGER
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THE SOCIETY'S LIBRARY
We are periodically finding space in the Journal (as in our last issue) to
note at least some of the Library's recent acquisitions. It is a valuable
Library, and it owes much to the generosity of individual members of
the Society who have kindly donated many of its books and other
items. We are always grateful for additions to our holding of relevant
books, photographs, magazine articles, etc. All enquiries should be
made through the Honorary Librarian, Mrs B.C Schreiber, 44 The
Green, Ewell, Surrey KT17 3JJ (telephone 081-393 4459).
Recent acquisitions have included the following: –
JUST SO STORIES by Rudyard Kipling (a new edition in Everyman's Library: for
specifications see a book review in this issue of the Journal).

TRUE TALES OF BRITISH INDIA AND THE PRINCELY STATES (1993): see a
book review in this issue of the Journal.
KNIHY DŽUNGLÏ by Rudyard Kipling (paperback, Albatros, Prague, 1965, ISBN
80-00-00045-8), i.e. The Jungle Book translated into Czech by Aloys and Hana
Skoumalovi; 287 pp; illustrated with many fine woodcuts by Zdeněk Burian (see
examples in our March & September 1992 issues).
PISEŇ MUŽŮ – KDYŽ. . . by Rudyard Kipling (fine large presentation edition, 8 pp,
hardback, Prague, 1990), i.e. A Song for Men: "If –"translated into Czech, rendered
calligraphically by Ladislav Kolařik, with facsimiles of supporting signatures of
President Vaclav Havel and other notables. (See our editorial of March 1992 for a fuller
account of this interesting document.)

MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome the following: –
The University Library, University of Alberta (Edmonton, Alberta, Canada); Mrs S.G.
Broad (London); Herr Werner Bruckner (Dusseldorf Germany); Mrs E.J. Galyer
(London); Herr Rolf Rameder (Vienna, Austria); Mr H. Eustis Reily (California,
U.S.A.); Mrs Elvi Rhodes (Sussex); Lady Sinclair (Sussex).

THE KIPLING JOURNAL
AN EXPLANATORY NOTE
The Kipling Journal, house magazine of the Kipling Society, is sent
quarterly to all members. Its contributions to learning since 1927 have
earned it a high reputation. It has published many important items by
Kipling not readily found elsewhere, and a vast 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, soon to be
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, it is not an austerely
academic production. It aims to entertain as well as to inform. This is
both necessary and easy. Necessary because our membership is as
representative of the ordinary reader as of the university researcher.
Easy because there exists an inexhaustible reservoir of engrossing
material – thanks to the great volume and variety of Kipling's
writings; the scope of his travels, acquaintance and correspondence;
the diversity of his interests and influence; the scale of the events he
witnessed; the exceptional fame he attracted in his lifetime; and the
international attention 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 wide, from erudite correspondence and
scholarly criticism to such miscellanea as 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 or bibliographical significance.
Authors of prospective articles should know that length may be
crucial: 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 often have to wait. Naturally,
as with other literary societies, contributors are not paid; their reward
is the appearance of their work in a periodical of repute.
The Secretary of the Society arranges distribution of the Journal,
and holds an attractive stock of back numbers for sale. However, items
submitted for publication should be addressed to The Editor, Kipling
Journal, Weavers, Danes Hill, Woking, Surrey GU22 7HQ, England.

THE KIPLING SOCIETY
AN EXPLANATORY NOTE
The Kipling Society exists for anyone interested in the prose and verse,
and the life and times, of Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936). When founded
in 1927 by J.H.C. Brooking and a few enthusiasts, it met with
vehement and 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. Moreover, 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 all receive the quarterly Kipling Journal (subject of a
note on the previous page).
As an essentially non-profit-making literary organisation run on a
voluntary basis to provide a service to the public as well as to its
members, the Kipling Society is a Registered Charity in Britain. Its
overall activities are controlled by its Council, though routine
management is in the hands of the Secretary and the other honorary
officials. However, its large membership in North America is mainly
co-ordinated from Rockford College, Illinois, and there is also 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, and which is located in City
University, London; 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, usually but
not exclusively in London, and a formal Annual Luncheon with a
distinguished Guest Speaker; fourth, publishing the Kipling Journal.
Kipling, phenomenally popular in his day, 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 skill in
narrative. These unacademic readers, as well as professional scholars
of English literature, find much to interest them in the Society and its
Journal. New members are made welcome. Particulars of membership
are obtained by writing to the Secretary, Kipling Society, P.O. Box 68,
Haslemere, Surrey GU27 2YR, England (or, for those living in North
America, to the address at the foot of page 4).
The annual subscription rate is £20 – both for individual and for
corporate members, whether in Britain or abroad. This remains the
'minimum' rate: many members very helpfully contribute more.

