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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
SOME FORTHCOMING EVENTS

Wednesday 19 April 1995 at 5.30 for 6 p.m., at Brown's
Hotel (Albemarle Street, London W1), Raymond
Watkinson of the William Morris Society, speaking on
"The Art of John Lockwood Kipling".
Wednesday 3 May 1995 at 12.30 for 1 p.m., at the Royal
Over-Seas League (Park Place, off St James's Street,
London SW1), the Society's Annual Luncheon. The
Guest Speaker will be Philip Howard of The Times.
Admission will be by ticket. For members in the U.K.,
application forms were enclosed with the December
1994 issue of the Journal. Other members, including
those who have just joined, will of course be welcome,
but it is essential that they contact me as soon as possible
(the address and telephone number are opposite), saying
that they intend to apply.

Wednesday 19 July 1995 at 4 p.m., at Brown's Hotel, the
Society's Annual General Meeting (which all members
are entitled to attend), followed by tea (booking forms
will be sent to members in the U.K.), followed at 5.30 for
6 p.m. by Dr Gillian Sheehan speaking on "Kipling's
Medicine' '.
Wednesday 13 September 1995 at 5.30 for 6 p.m., at Brown's
Hotel, Mrs Eileen Stamers-Smith (a former headmistress
of Bermuda Girls' High School) on "Kipling, Bermuda
and 'A Naval Mutiny' [Limits and Renewals]".
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"One gets used to the flying fishes, but that bloody dawn coming up like thunder is
driving me crackers." [With grateful acknowledgments to the late Charles Addams
(1912-88) of the New Yorker, and to Heinemann, publishers of the collection, Creature
Comforts (London, 1981), in which this appeared; and to a member, Sir Ian Critchett,
for bringing it to our attention.]
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EDITORIAL
With his series of "Barrack-Room Ballads", which began to appear
one by one from early 1890 in W.E. Henley's Scots Observer, Kipling,
in London at twenty-four, suddenly won the public and critical
acclaim to which he had aspired since arrival from India the previous
autumn. The impact of his punchy, highly original verse style was
terrific.
His reading public, including many people who were far from
regarding themselves as 'literary', were struck by the bluntness,
audacity and originality of these vivid vignettes of military life; and
even the most academic critics were forced to recognise, as the stream
of highly individual ballads poured out, that a new and vigorous
dimension was being added to English verse.
James Masson, Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature at
Edinburgh since 1865 and an authority on Milton, was notably quick
off the mark. Clutching a Scots Observer of 22 February, which
carried the first of the series, "Danny Deever", he exclaimed to an
undergraduate audience: "Here's literature at last!"
Masson was right: "Danny Deever", with its macabre theme and
prosodic virtuosity, was a masterpiece. And so were many of the
ballads that followed – not least "Mandalay" in June 1890, which
still retains a powerful allure (and has incidentally generated a spate of
letters in the present issue of the Kipling Journal).
However, as the years pass, the "Barrack-Room Ballads" have
suffered from two eroding influences. One, ironically their very
familiarity and quotability, may leave the reader more conscious of
their rhythm than of their meaning. The other erosion is more explicit:
the slang and the technical terms natural to a British soldier in India a
century ago may well be incomprehensible to an international
readership today.
The relevance of the advertisement opposite, announcing two new
books produced by one of our members, John Whitehead, will now
be apparent. See also, at pages 21 to 25, an illuminating article by the
same John Whitehead, about the research that went into his new
edition of Barrack-Room Ballads, and into the closely related chapter
on Kipling in his appraisal of seven English poets, Hardy to Larkin. I
warmly recommend both books.
Hardy to Larkin, addressed to the intelligent general reader, is free
from any tiresome prejudice or preconceived psychological theory,
and displays none of the opaque jargon that disfigures much
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academic criticism today. The seven poets selected have in common
what the author calls "Englishness"; and were all – though variously
innovative – traditionalists in their craft, rather than proponents of
free expression. Whitehead is an engaging writer, with an impressively
discerning eye and endless curiosity to unravel obscure allusions and
problematical sense. His aim, which he achieves, is to enhance
understanding of the poetry he scrutinises, and to render it more
interesting and rewarding for the reader. I particularly enjoyed his
studies of Hardy and Housman, but, this being the Kipling Journal, I
will confine myself to the excellent chapter about Kipling.
Actually that chapter does not relate to Kipling's enormous general
poetic output, but focuses exclusively on Barrack-Room Ballads (as a
body of verse of great intrinsic interest, coherent enough to be treated
as a unit). Indeed, the Kipling chapter in Hardy to Larkin, somewhat
shortened, has been adapted into an Introduction to the new edition
of the ballads – an advance copy of which reached me as I drafted
this Editorial. Sight of the book confirms my expectations: Whitehead
has put us in his debt. This edition, helpfully introduced and
annotated, may need the odd addition or correction in later printings,
but is unlikely to be superseded.
Whitehead's painstaking research confirms that the authentic
atmosphere, the historical accuracy, of these verses, written as they
were by a young civilian, was a towering achievement. Also, George
Orwell's hurtful criticism, that Kipling's use of dialect was an error of
taste, and that the ballads would have read better in standard English,
is persuasively rebutted. "Let the reader try it o u t . . . the process kills
the poems stone dead. Orwell had somehow got it into his head that
Kipling was 'making fun of the working man's accent', which shows a
complete misunderstanding of the ballads. He further informed his
readers that by adopting the persona of a private soldier Kipling was
'looking down a distorting class perspective', when in fact he was in
far closer sympathy with the 'working man' than ever Orwell was and
had a much deeper understanding of his attitudes and concerns.' '
Whitehead is convincing in his case for the ballads, and his
assertion that though some of their terminology needs elucidation,
their essential impact is undated. Only compare them, he writes,
"with the work of the poets usually associated with the fin-de-siécle
decade — Davidson, Dowson, Johnson, Le Gallienne, Francis
Thompson, Wilde and the rest – and one realizes just how far ahead
of its time was the poetry of this precocious youth newly arrived from
India to make his name by his pen."
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KIPLING'S ' "WIRELESS"'
FURTHER THOUGHTS ON THE INDIVIDUAL NATURE
OF POETIC INSPIRATION
by PHILIP MASON

[It is always a pleasure to hear from Philip Mason, who is one of our Vice-Presidents
and who wrote the article on "Cold Iron" in our last issue.
Having read with interest John McGivering's article of September 1994 on Kipling's
strange story, ' "Wireless"' [Traffics and Discoveries], and Eileen Stamers-Smith's
supplementary piece, published in December 1994, he has now sent us his own further
reflections on the subject. – Ed.]

The Kipling Journal has contained in its last two numbers two
contributions about " 'Wireless' ". The first was technical, the second
literary, stating the basic hypothesis of the story — that there is
something in the imagination which has some analogy with the
electric rays that were then (by 1904) beginning to be used in
signalling.
According to this suggestion, in a person whose pattern of life
resembles that of a great poet, some fragments of that poet's work
may reproduce themselves without any conscious knowledge of his
work. I venture to make two further points.

First, and much the less important, the points of resemblance between
Keats's life and Shaynor's – such as that they were both tuberculous
– might arguably be supposed to predispose Shaynor to write
fragments from Keats's "The Eve of St. Agnes". But Kipling's story is
sprinkled with details from that poem which are of quite a different
order. These remind the reader of "The Eve of St. Agnes", but are
hardly pre-disposing circumstances of anyone's life; the dead hare is
one example.
Since Shaynor did not know that they came from "The Eve of St.

12

KIPLING JOURNAL

March 1995

Agnes", they cannot be supposed to have influenced him. They do
add to the artistic force of " 'Wireless' ", but they don't in any way
make the hypothesis more reasonable. I suspect that these details,
though adding enormously to the effect of the story, are mere
distractions from the intellectual argument.

It is a much more important point that comes second. Joyce Tompkins
[The Art of Rudyard Kipling, 1959] said that Kipling was the least
materialist of men. This is true in respect of his deepest beliefs; but, as
I have argued elsewhere, he was a very complex person, and he toyed
with ideas that were really contrary to his own deepest convictions.
This is a case in point. He would have liked to find that creative
imagination worked like electricity; but this is on the materialist side
of the argument in which he was engaged all his life. He would make a
story of the idea; but it was not one of his profound beliefs.
Indeed, it was contrary to his deepest beliefs. He surely always
believed in the individuality, the complexity, the diversity and the
responsibility of man. He did not really believe in rays that put words
into a man's mouth; he never believed that man was an automaton,
obedient to every impulse of circumstance.
Of course, in his own life he had been influenced by the 'House of
Desolation', by Westward Ho!, by the Club in Lahore; but he had
remained as a very unusual and individual person, with his own
individual Daemon. He might wonder why he wrote verse, and where
it came from; but he did not think it was because someone else had
had similar experiences a hundred years before. Nor did he think that
someone else a hundred years later would write fragments of verse like
his. It was his own special pet particular Daemon.

Perhaps this does not need saying. Kipling did not believe in
reincarnation because of " 'The Finest Story in the World' " [Many
Inventions]; nor in astrology because of "Unprofessional" [Limits
and Renewals]. On the other hand, it sometimes seems as if he fell
under a different heresy with every story he wrote. However, in my
opinion there was a core of deep belief which he never forswore.
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THE KIPLING BIRTHDAY BOOK
AND THE IDENTITY OF MR FINN REVEALED
by THOMAS PINNEY

[Professor Tom Pinney is well known to the Society — of which he is a Vice-President
– and to all who are involved in 'Kipling Studies': he is the editor of the invaluable series
of volumes, now in gradual process of publication, of Letters of Rudyard Kipling.
Here he provides some illuminating comments on one of the odder items in the
Kipling canon: The Kipling Birthday Book. A 'birthday book', at its simplest, is a kind
of permanent calendar with a space for each date in the year – spaces in which the
owner can, by way of memorandum, inscribe the names of persons whose birthdays fall
on those dates. A less simple version, such as The Kipling Birthday Book, may provide
texts and illustrations to enliven the volume; and it is noteworthy that Kipling's standing
in the 1890s was such that the publishers successfully marketed this birthday book with,
on average, two quotations from his prose or verse to garnish every day. They also
included twelve original drawings by John Lockwood Kipling, one for each month.
Incidentally, in describing the origins of this book, Tom Pinney makes a surprising
disclosure: he convincingly identifies the mysterious Joseph Finn, who was named on the
title-page as the compiler. – Ed. ]

In November 1896, Macmillan, Kipling's regular English publishers,
brought out in London and New York a small volume [demy 16mo; 2s
6d] entitled The Kipling Birthday Book, compiled by Joseph Finn. It
was not the sort of book to excite any particular interest. Macmillan
duly advertised it as among the firm's new publications, in the
Athenaeum through November and December of 1896, but the only
contemporary notice of it that I have found is in the Literary World of
27 November 1896.
The book is simply a calendar, accompanied by extracts from
Kipling's writings; it is called a 'birthday book' because, I suppose,
every day is someone's birthday. Such gift books were a familiar part
of the literary commerce of the day, as they continue to be. The
Stewart-Yeats Bibliographical Catalogue of Kipling's works lists [at
pages 368-70] eleven Kipling "calendars" published between 1898 and
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1938, all on the same plan of providing extracts from Kipling to
accompany each day of the year.
The Kipling Birthday Book perhaps has a modest claim to attention
as the first of a parade of such books. It also had a more persistent life
than one might expect. An edition was published by Doubleday,
McClure in New York in 1899, not long after that firm had taken over
as Kipling's American publishers. Macmillan published a "second
edition" (unchanged from the first) in England in 1906; and the book
was included in the "Pocket Edition" of Kipling's works brought out
by Doubleday, Page & Co in 1914. There is nothing remarkable in all
this, though one may wonder why the book was revived some eighteen
years after its first appearance.
A closer look at the book, however, at once reveals three striking
points. In the first place, the title-page affirms that the book is
"Authorised by Rudyard Kipling". Kipling did not lightly give his
authority; and of course the publisher would not have dared to
advertise the claim if it were not true.
In the second place, and even more remarkable, the extracts contain
many items identified only as coming from "Uncollected Matter".
These "uncollected" items are mostly drawn from early work that
Kipling had written as a journalist in India, and had not only allowed
to remain "uncollected" but had never even acknowledged as his. In
other words, Kipling has not only authorised the compiler to do his
work, but has assisted him by identifying and making available work
practically inaccessible to anyone but the author.
In the third place, the book is illustrated with drawings made by
Kipling's father, John Lockwood Kipling, then living in retirement in
England. Lockwood Kipling did a number of illustrations for his son's
work in these years (notably for the Outward Bound Edition and for
Kim); he was, however, reluctant to accept commissions from other
authors or, in this case, a compiler. The twelve illustrations – one for
each month – that he contributed to The Kipling Birthday Book were
evidently made expressly for it; and so represent a considerable labour
on the part of a man not much disposed to work.
Who, then, was this Joseph Finn, who could secure Kipling's
authority for his work; who could induce Kipling to identify his
anonymous work, and to allow its use; and who could, besides all
that, persuade the father in England to produce a set of twelve
illustrations? The bibliographies and library catalogues offer no help:
Joseph Finn has no identity there beyond his name, and he seems not
to have produced anything after the effort that yielded the Birthday
Book.

The design of the title-page [slightly enlarged] of the 1900 printing of the
Birthday Book, showing Joseph Finn as the authorised compiler of the book.
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The bibliographers, though, have spotted the bibliographical
significance of the book: both Stewart-Yeats and Mrs Livingston note
that certain works quoted in the Birthday Book are thereby
established as Kipling's for the first time. They are able to identify
only a handful of the "uncollected matter", however; nor do they ask
any questions about the identity of Joseph Finn.
The lead provided by Stewart-Yeats and Livingston is followed up
with his usual zeal by R.E. Harbord in The Readers' Guide to
Rudyard Kipling's Work, volume II (1963), pages 1006-12. Harbord
shows that the case is far more complicated than the earlier students
had realised. In addition to the items identified as "uncollected",
many of the extracts taken from acknowledged sources were derived
from the original published texts in India, rather than from the revised
texts published in England and America.
Thus, even where Joseph Finn seems to be using sources known to
the general public he is working with quite out-of-the-way forms of
them. Altogether Harbord succeeds in identifying 55 "uncollected"
excerpts, though only 45 are so identified in the Birthday Book itself.
But even Harbord has nothing to say about Joseph Finn. Nor do
any of Kipling's biographers. So who was he? Since The Kipling
Birthday Book has never attracted any attention, apart from the quiet
scrutiny of the bibliographers, this question does not rank among the
major Kipling mysteries. But it is puzzling when one thinks about it. I
am happy, then, to be able to offer the solution to this modest
mystery.
In the papers of the Dunham family, now in the custody of Wolcott
Balestier Dunham, Jr, of New York, there are a number of letters and
documents once in the possession of Josephine Balestier Dunham, the
younger sister of Kipling's wife, Caroline. Josephine Balestier, who
was born in 1870 and died in 1939, married Dr Theodore Dunham in
1897. She stayed in touch with her sister Caroline throughout her life;
Dr Dunham was one of those who attended Kipling during his illness
in New York in 1899; and the Dunham family were several times
visitors to the Kiplings at Bateman's.
Kipling had first met Josephine in 1890, when she was in London
assisting her brother Wolcott in his life as a busy publisher and host.
Josephine was also in London at the time of Kipling's marriage in
January 1892. And the Kiplings would have seen her regularly during
the four years of their residence in Vermont, when Josephine, yet
unmarried, was living with her mother in New York City.
Josephine is known to have had literary ambitions: a letter from her
sister Caroline dated 31 December 1890 teases her about her wish to

Two typical pages of The Kipling Birthday Book [Macmillan, 1900].
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write, and suggests that literary women are not very agreeable.
Josephine published a children's story called Life and Sylvia: A
Christmas Journey [New York, 1892], through the United States Book
Co, the successor to the firm of Lovell that her brother Wolcott had so
effectively represented in London. She also published a short story
called "The Voice of Fame" in Harper's Weekly of 8 April 1893. Both
of these were under her own name.
Knowing these things about Josephine, then, it is interesting to find
among her papers the contract between Rudyard Kipling and Joseph
Finn for The Kipling Birthday Book. The contract is dated only
15 June; no year is given; but since Kipling is identified in it as "of
Naulakha", and since the Kiplings did not move into Naulakha until
August 1893, it is probably later than 1893; by June 1896 Kipling had
left Naulakha, so the contract probably belongs either to 1894 or 1895,
though it is just possible that Kipling identified himself as "of
Naulakha' ' in anticipation of his moving into the house, so the year is
1893. There is no evidence to determine the question, but my guess is
1894.
The Birthday Book went back earlier than that, however; for a letter
from Kipling to a Miss Boddington, dated 19 September 1893,
explains that he cannot approve her request "to issue a birthday book
compiled from my stories etc." The reason, he says, is that "such a
book under my authorization, has been in progress for some months,
and will be shortly published" [ALS, Harvard]. The statement that the
book "will be shortly published" turned out not to be true; but there
is no reason to doubt that it had "been in progress for some months".
The contract is drawn between the two parties Rudyard Kipling,
Esq., of Naulakha, Vermont, and Joseph Finn, Esq., of New York
City, and is signed by both parties. In it, Finn undertakes to compile
the book "from the published and unpublished works of the said
Rudyard Kipling", and Kipling undertakes to make all the
arrangements for publication: "the general management of the
production, publication, re-printing and sale of the said 'Kipling
Birthday Book' shall be left entirely to the judgment and discretion of
the said Rudyard Kipling." The two are to split the profits.
The contract is certainly unusual, since Finn seems to be acting as
an agent for Kipling in compiling a book, the commercial part of the
business being left entirely to Kipling. The contract carries the name
of no lawyer, and I suppose that it was drawn up by Kipling himself.
A second item from the Dunham Papers makes all clear. It is a
postcard addressed to "Miss Balestier" in New York City, undated but
postmarked at Brattleboro on 27 April 1895. It reads thus:

One of twelve characteristic drawings by John Lockwood Kipling for his son's Birthday
Book. This one, slightly enlarged, depicts Cancer, the Crab, associated in astrology with
the period 22 June to 22 July. As with all the drawings in this series, the setting is Indian.
The symbol carved on the stone in the left foreground is the 'sign' traditionally
associated with the Crab.
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Urgent. Have you got the two Pall Mall Budgets or proofs, of
How Fear Came to the Jungle and The Miracle of Purun Bhagat.
I remember you taking them for the birthday book and now I
want 'em bad for the other Jungle book. If you can't lay your
hands on 'em go round till you do. I must have 'em at once. R
Putting two and two together, one now sees that Joseph Finn must
be Josephine; Joseph Phine / Joseph Phinn / Joseph Finn.
"Joseph" and its variants is a powerful name in Kipling's history. It
was his own first name; it was his grandfather Kipling's name, and
that of one of his Kipling uncles; it was the name of his first-born; and
now we see that it was the name of the compiler of The Kipling
Birthday Book. The conjecture is confirmed by a third item in the
Dunham Papers, a letter from Caroline Kipling to her mother, dated
8-9 June 1904, in which she asks her mother to request from Josephine
"a note of the last payment made to her in her character of Joseph
Finn".
It was the family tie that persuaded Kipling to allow access to his
unacknowledged early work, an access that he strictly denied to all
enquirers otherwise. And I suppose that he was sympathetic to
Josephine's literary ambitions, and was thus further disposed to
indulge her in the matter of The Kipling Birthday Book. The disguise
adopted was just the sort of joke he liked.
Probably he allowed Josephine to go through those scrapbooks of
cuttings of his early work that are now among the Kipling Papers at
Sussex University. He would also, as the frantic postcard of 1895
shows, have allowed her to study the proofs and other copy-texts that
he kept of his writings. The freedom that he gave Josephine in the
matter of his early unacknowledged work is one that, so far as we
know, he never allowed again. Instead, as he grew more and more
annoyed by the pressure of eager enquirers seeking to identify his early
work, and by successive unauthorised reprints, he refused to give
any information at all. In his later years he even came to deny that he
had written some early items that we know to be his.
We can now correct one item in the Kipling bibliography, to read
The Kipling Birthday Book, compiled by Joseph Finn [pseud.
Josephine Balestier, afterwards Dunham], London, 1896, etc. Behind
that correction we can also see a young Kipling far less defensive,
much more casual, about allowing the public a knowledge of his early
work.
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THE 'BARRACK-ROOM BALLADS'
AS TREASURE-TROVE
by JOHN WHITEHEAD

[John Whitehead, a member of the Society, first came to our readers' notice with his
interesting letter about Kipling's Barrack-Room Ballads (pages 48-50, September 1994)
– interesting as revealing a questioning mind involved in a timely and methodical search
for clarification of many terms in that once-so-demotic assortment of verse, terms which
with the passage of over a century have become obscure, or virtually incomprehensible.
He is about to publish two books, which are advertised at page 8 of this present issue
and are mentioned in my Editorial. One of them, of which I have a review copy, contains
an excellent chapter on the Barrack-Room Ballads; the other will be a new edition of the
ballads, introduced by John Whitehead and with copious annotation which owes much
to what he has called the "fascinating exercise" of researching the meaning behind those
outmoded or technical terms.
I invited him to write an article for us, outlining the parameters of his research, and
mentioning some of the problems he had encountered. Here it is.
As a literary critic, John Whitehead has already written extensively on twentiethcentury poets and novelists: his Literary Essays & Reviews, his Maugham: The Critical
Heritage and his A Traveller in Romance won laudatory reviews. And as a historian and
biographer, he has published several books concerned with the north-east frontier of
India in British days.
Educated at Winchester, he served in the Second World War as a Gunner officer with
the Indian Army in Burma, where he remained until mid-1948; and also published
several volumes of youthful poetry. He later practised as a lawyer in Chittagong and New
Delhi; and on returning to England became legal adviser and director of a major
American oil company. In retirement in Shropshire, he is devoting his time to the literary
pursuits for which he had no leisure during a busy professional life. – Ed.]

It has been said that Kipling's 'Barrack-Room Ballads' share with
Edward Fitzgerald's Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam and A.E.
Housman's A Shropshire Lad the distinction of being the most
enduringly popular poems ever published in England. Studying the
ballads in preparation for writing a chapter on them for my Hardy to
Larkin: seven English poets (Hearthstone Publications, 1995), I soon
came to realise that they contain literally scores of expressions and
allusions – besides many echoes from the Bible, the English Hymnal
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and the plays of Shakespeare – which have long since passed out of
general knowledge. Explanations of some of these forgotten terms
and references are to be found in Ralph Durand's A Handbook to the
Poetry of Rudyard Kipling (1914) and, to a lesser extent, in the
Explanatory Notes in Charles Carrington's The Complete BarrackRoom Ballads of Rudyard Kipling (1973). (Nearly half the poems
included in that volume, incidentally, are not 'Barrack-Room Ballads'
at all.) But for the rest, the present-day reader has nowhere to turn for
elucidation of the many passages he cannot be expected to
understand. So I began to put out enquiries.
Soon I had amassed a file of correspondence with experts in the
fields of English literature and linguistics, not only in this country but
also in India, Ireland and America, who (with one exception) had
responded warmly to my request for help. Even more importantly, I
was able to put my questions to old soldiers long since retired who had
served with the Indian Army in the old days, and whose memories
preserve intact the answers to some of my more recondite military
queries.
The problems for the modern reader posed by the ballads fall into
several categories. For the most part the colloquial Hindustani
expressions scattered throughout them, for some of which Kipling
himself provided rough translations in footnotes, presented little
difficulty, although two of them – "hog darn" and "hokee mut" –
proved on investigation to have features of special interest. Since
Kipling had no occasion to learn the Burmese language, it came as a
surprise to realise that the girl's song in "Mandalay" (which she sang,
improbably, to her own banjo accompaniment) – "Kulla-lo-lo" –
was not just a variation on the traditional "tra-la-la". The ballads also
contain a number of masonic terms, most of which are explained for
the benefit of the uninitiated in Durand's handbook. A knowledge of
the derivation of several unusual English words Kipling uses – such
as "penk", "snigged", "slingers", "a-crawlin' " (of the sound of the
fifes), "clubbed" (in relation to field parades) – lends colour and
definition to the lines in which they appear. Coming upon a piece of
soldiers' slang, "Fixed Bay'nets" for the rotgut they bought from
Indian grog-sellers, the curious will wonder how widespread its
currency was. It was sheer serendipity by which I came upon it again
in The Burman, His Life and Notions (1882; 1896) by "Shway Yoe"
[Sir George Scott] in his description of the deplorable habits of some
Burmese men:
It is deplorable, because it is drinking for the sake of drinking, and is never done
in moderation. The tippling Burman goes to the 'toddy-shop' for his liquor, and
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he does not know when to stop. Brandy of the fiery description known to the
British soldier as 'fixed bayonets,' or 'chain-shot,' is often drunk, but the usual
tipple is 'Old Tom' [strong gin]. A particularly heady mixture of this with cheap
beer is affected by confirmed topers.

The passage is not without relevance to the life of the British soldier in
India towards the end of the nineteenth century.
It sharpens the reader's response to the ballads to have some
understanding of the Indian background to many of them; to be able,
for example, to identify "that dam' brain-fever-bird" and "them
feather-'eaded trees". But it is essential for him to acquire a reasonable
knowledge of their military context, for that is their very woof and
warp. With regard to the battle-pieces – " 'Fuzzy-Wuzzy' ", "That
Day" and "Ford o' Kabul River" in particular – he must know in
which battle or campaign the incidents concerned took place; for they
are not generalised descriptions, but refer to actual historical events. In
a few cases, such as " 'Snarleyow' " and "The Jacket", some
familiarity with Horse Artillery procedures is desirable if the reader is
to grasp fully what is going on in each poem. Again, he should know
the significance, in "Belts", of the insults hurled at one another in a
Dublin street by soldiers from an Irish regiment and some English
cavalry troopers stationed there, which led to a memorable brawl and
ultimate tragedy.
Much will be lost, too, if the reader misses many other references to
old-time military lore. Which regiment earned the nickname "The
Onion Guards", and why? Which of them wear "a suit o' riflegreen"? What, in army terms, were "special chrysanthemums"? Why
in relation to Lord Roberts did a Blue Light signify temperance?
Another of Roberts' sobriquets, "the Dook of Aggy Chel" used in
the same ballad, " 'Bobs' ", is of even greater interest, because it
implies much more than the mere translation of the Hindustani words
as "Get ahead". Why are the Royal Marines called "the Jollies"?
What form did the Queen's "nick on the cavalry 'orses" and " 'er
mark on the medical stores" take? What is meant, in " 'Soldier an'
Sailor Too' ", by soldiers being "fond of an 'arness-cut"? Why in later
editions of "Ford o' Kabul River" did Kipling alter "bugle" in each
stanza to "trumpet"? To all these questions and many, many
more I was able with the help of my correspondents to come up with
the answers.
Once or twice we caught Kipling out. I'm not referring to
"Mandalay" which, as has been objected to it ever since that ballad
was first published, is as full of solecisms as a colander is full of holes
– and yet manages to be a strangely moving poem. But in "The
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Young British Soldier", stanza 12, he uses the expression "open
order" when he meant "deploy"; and in "Route Marchin' " he
repeated the same phrase "open order" when the context requires
"march at ease". But these are minor blemishes in a body of poetry
which is remarkable for the breadth and general accuracy of its
understanding of soldiers and soldiering, at privates' level, in the lateVictorian era.
For the ballads preserve the very essence of the small imperial wars
of those days. Sometimes Kipling would conjure up a whole campaign
in a single phrase: the various expeditions against the Naga and Lushai
hill tribes on the north-east (not north-west, as Carrington has it)
frontier in the advice to the enemy "Jest send in your Chief an'
surrender"; the flotilla chugging up the Irrawaddy in the Third
Burmese War, in the glimpse of ''our sick beneath the awnings when
we went to Mandalay". Kipling was always a master of the telling
detail. In other ballads he presents an entire episode of war; how
accurately may be judged by comparing "That Day" with the account
of the British defeat at Maiwand as told by Roberts in his Forty-one
Years in India (1897), or "Ford o' Kabul River" with the description
of that tragic accident in the regimental history of the 10th Hussars.
As for the charges so often brought against Kipling by those
insufficiently familiar with his work, a mere jingoist could never have
Written " 'Fuzzy-Wuzzy' " or "Gunga Din", which reveal a deep
admiration for the courage of the native fighting man and of the noncombatant follower. Nor was it a racist who wrote, in "The
Mother-Lodge":
There ain't such things as infidels,
Excep', per'aps, it's us.

Even now, a hundred years after the ballads were first published,
proper recognition has not been accorded to Kipling's supreme
artistry as a poet, of which two examples may be given here. In
" 'Snarleyow' " – the derivation of the horse's name is interesting,
too – a battery of Horse Artillery is galloping into action:
They 'ad nipped against an uphill, they was tuckin' down the brow.

Why "nipped" and "tuckin' "? Well, nip-and-tuck is an
Americanism dating from the mid-1850s meaning neck-and-neck, so
the line describes the gun teams trying to keep in line as they gallop
into action. In his short story "The Walking Delegate" in The Day's
Work (1898), which has animals for characters, Kipling called two
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racehorses Nip and Tuck, and I have a hunch – though no evidence
for it — that those may have been the names of two rival American
racehorses, real or fictitious, which gave rise to the expression nipand-tuck.
The other example of Kipling's artistry comes from the most
famous ballad of all, "Gunga Din". In the last stanza the narrator
calls the bhisti "You Lazarushian-leather", a portmanteau word
consisting of two elements. Russian-leather obviously refers to Gunga
Din's "dirty 'ide", but the other element, Lazarus, is more important.
Readers must often have experienced a slight shock when told that
Gunga Din, having been killed while bringing water to a wounded
British soldier, had found himself among the damned in hell. The key
to this apparent injustice, and to the entire poem, lies in that very
portmanteau word. For Lazarus was the beggar full of sores in
Luke 16 who desired to be fed with the crumbs which fell from the rich
man's table and, when he died, was carried by angels to Abraham's
bosom. When the rich man died he went to hell and, lifting up his eyes
and seeing Lazarus afar off, cried: "Father Abraham, have mercy on
me, and send Lazarus, that he may dip the tip of his finger in water
and cool my tongue for I am tormented in this flame." The point
Kipling is making is that Gunga Din has been sent down from heaven
to perform among the damned in hell the same merciful function he
had been doing among the soldiers in battle when he was alive.
Having, then, with the help of my correspondents, been able to
throw light on the dark places in the ballads, I was in a position to
write my chapter on them; but after doing so I found I had a mass of
material on my hands I had been unable to use. That is the origin of
the 'Centenary Edition' of The Barrack-Room Ballads which,
including a long descriptive Introduction (based on the Kipling
chapter in my book) and nearly forty pages of textual Notes, will be
published by Hearthstone Publications in the early summer of 1995.
[Hearthstone's publications are distributed by
Bailey Distribution, New Romney, Kent TN28 8XU.]
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FREIGHT-CAR KIPLING
RIDING THE RAILS TO MEDICINE HAT
1889 TO 1910
by JAY JOHNSON

[Dr James Francis (Jay) Johnson, a member of the Kipling Society, is a Canadian
scholar and teacher. He took his B.A. degree at York University, Toronto, Ontario; then
his M.A. at Acadia University, Wolfville, Nova Scotia; and gained his Ph.D. back at
York. In the last twenty years he has contributed numerous articles and essays to
Canadian literary periodicals.
He is an Instructor in English and also a Co-ordinator of Professional Development
at Medicine Hat College, Alberta, though at present he is on an extended visit to
England engaged in research which it is hoped will result in a full-scale study of Kipling's
interest in, and associations with, Canada. We have been glad to see him at recent
London meetings of the Kipling Society; and a letter from him appeared at page 49 of
our December 1994 issue.
In the following article he presents a lively picture of Kipling's warm relationship with
the curiously named city of Medicine Hat. – Ed.]

Bombay, Cape Town, Brattleboro, Sussex: the list of places around the
world that had special meaning for the globetrotting poet of Empire,
Rudyard Kipling, is impressive. But among these better known ports
of call is a small Canadian community that deserves a significant, if
relatively minor, place on the list – Medicine Hat, Alberta.
Though Kipling's relationship with "the town that was born lucky"
is not unknown, the connection has never been fully documented.
From his first view of the town in 1889 until his last visit in 1907 and
even after, Kipling felt an attraction and an affection for Medicine
Hat. Situated on one of the frontiers of the Empire, and blessed both
with some special luck and a special name, Medicine Hat became for
Kipling a symbol of British civilisation recreating itself in an alien
environment with energy, imagination and humour.
Details of Kipling's visits are to be found in newspaper articles, in
correspondence and in his autobiography; but the main source is the
travel letters – short topical essays written while travelling for
immediate publication in newspapers or magazines, and later
collected in book form.
These letters, which allowed him to focus his observations while

March 1995

KIPLING JOURNAL

27

paying some of his expenses, do not give a chronological, day-by-day
account of his trips; rather they provide a subjective impression of a
place or an experience, and convey vivid atmosphere and texture. All
three of Kipling's trips that took him to Medicine Hat were written up
in travel letters that tantalise with their implications and frustrate with
their lack of detail.1

Kipling's first visit to Medicine Hat, in 1889, is for several reasons the
most mysterious and interesting of his visits. In March 1889 the
twenty-three year old Kipling had decided to leave India, where he had
been working as a journalist for seven years, and to move to London
to begin his literary career in earnest. Not being in any hurry, he
planned an itinerary that took him via China and Japan, and then
across North America; and he described this trip in 37 letters that
appeared in the Indian newspapers for which he had worked – the
Civil & Military Gazette and the Pioneer.
From San Francisco, his North American port of entry, Kipling
travelled north to British Columbia, where he stayed for a week before
returning to the United States to take an American train across the
continent. This brief side-trip to Canada is covered in From Sea to
Sea, Letter XXVIII, which "Takes me from Vancouver to Yellowstone
National Park". According to this account, his visit to British
Columbia was relatively calm and restful, at least in comparison with
the constant hustle and scurry south of the border.
In this letter, he describes his impressions of the defences of
Vancouver harbour (dangerously inadequate); and of the Canadian
Pacific Railway's "cross-Continent cars, which are cleaner and less
stuffy than the Pullman"; and he tells how he got involved in a real
estate deal; but there is no mention of a trip to Medicine Hat.
Yet it is almost certain that Kipling did make a trip to Medicine Hat
during this week, and make it under somewhat unusual circumstances.
The sum of our knowledge about this trip is contained in two brief
references, dropped casually and without expansion into the travel
letters written about his later visits to Medicine Hat. The first
reference occurs at the end of the description of his 1892 visit:
This is that place which later became a town; but I had seen it
three years before when it was even smaller and was reached by
me in a freight-car, ticket unpaid for.2
The second reference is found at the beginning of his description of
his 1907 visit:

MEDICINE HAT, 1889 [courtesy of Medicine Hat Museum & Art Gallery Archives]. Note the station, right;
part of the business area, centre and left; Nancy the bear, just recognisable in the fenced enclosure, left foreground.
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There was a town down the road which I had first heard
discussed nigh twenty years ago by a broken-down prospector in
a box-car. "Young feller," said he, after he had made a
professional prophecy, "you'll hear of that town if you live. She's
born lucky."3
These two tantalising hints conjure up a colourful and romantic
scene, of railroad hobos riding the rails through western Canada, with
Freight Car Kipling making one of the group. This image, however, is
difficult to correlate with the picture of the young writer that emerges
from an article in the Vancouver Daily Province. There he appears,
slim, graceful, shy, and deferential. He stands smiling, with his
bowler hat raised in a gloved hand, and his moustache still has an
elegant curl which was to disappear in his maturity. He stands
alongside his friend, tall and stately, the city solicitor, the late
A.St.G. Hamersley . . .4
This elegant young dandy seems far removed from the world of the
railroad hobo; but when we consider Kipling's ability to relate to men
of every stripe from king to commoner, his thirst for experience,
together with his frequently expressed admiration for the Outside
Men, the image of the bespectacled young writer, bouncing in boxcars, trading stories with an old prospector-prophet, seems less
unlikely.
Nothing more is known about this episode except the time of year:
the week that Kipling spent in Canada in 1889 was the last week in
June – a good time to be "on the bum" in British Columbia and
Alberta. Whatever the circumstances in which Kipling met the brokendown prospector and agreed to accompany him – freight-car class –
down the line, it is unlikely he needed much persuasion.
What Kipling would have seen from the door of his freight-car in
June 1889 was a raw, frontier community just newly born. Its reason
for being was the railroad. The C.P.R. line, moving west, had reached
this location on the South Saskatchewan River in 1883, and had
designated it a divisional point. By 1889, Medicine Hat had a
population of only about 250, but it had potential. By 1892, when
Kipling made his second visit, this potential was beginning to be
realised, and the community was starting to develop a personality.

Kipling's second visit to Medicine Hat was somewhat more

MEDICINE HAT, 1889 [courtesy of Medicine Hat Museum & Art Gallery Archives]. The C.P.R. garden, flagstaff and station.
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conventional than his first. This time he was travelling with a new
wife on a honeymoon trip around the world. In his autobiography
Kipling refers to this trip in such a way that it seems as if the entire
route across North America went through Canada:
And a few days afterwards [after their wedding] we were on our
magic carpet which was to take us round the earth, beginning
with Canada deep in snow.5
However, it is clear from the travel letters for this trip that the newlywed Kiplings arrived in New York, spent a few days with Mrs Kipling's
family in Vermont, and then travelled by train across the north-eastern
and mid-western United States as far as St Paul, Minnesota. From
there they went north to Winnipeg, and then west to Vancouver, where
they took ship for Japan.
The travel letters for this trip, like the previous ones, were published
in India; but unlike them, these also appeared simultaneously in New
York and London, an indication of Kipling's rising reputation. In
"Across a Continent", the second letter of the 1892 set, he describes
the monotony of the winter-bound prairie – "and the tedium of it
was eternal." This tedium was broken, however, by the sharp, almost
surrealistic image of the little town with the strange name, that he had
seen three years earlier:
At twilight – an unearthly sort of twilight – there came another
curious picture. Thus – a wooden town shut in among low,
treeless, rolling ground, a calling river that ran unseen between
scarped banks; barracks of a detachment of mounted police, a
little cemetery where ex-troopers rested, a painfully formal public
garden with pebble paths and foot-high fir trees, a few lines of
railway buildings, white women walking up and down in the
bitter cold with their bonnets off, some Indians in red blanketing
with buffalo horns for sale trailing along the platform, and, not
ten yards from the track, a cinnamon bear and a young grizzly
standing up with extended arms in their pens and begging for
food. It was strange beyond anything that this bald telling can
suggest – opening a door into a new world. The only
commonplace thing about the spot was its name – Medicine
Hat, which struck me instantly as the only possible name such a
town could carry. This is that place which later became a town;
but I had seen it three years before when it was even smaller and
was reached by me in a freight-car, ticket unpaid for.6
Two of the more striking elements that Kipling observed in 1892
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were particular sources of civic pride: the "painfully formal public
garden" and the bear in the pen. The garden, complete with apple
trees and full-time gardener, was started by J.N. Niblock, the second
divisional superintendent – to prove, one suspects, that civilised
things could grow in the flat, dry Palliser Triangle – and it still exists
today in the form of a small, well-treed park.
The bear – and history has recorded only one bear, and it a black
bear rather than a grizzly or ' 'cinnamon' ' bear – was a fixture at the
Medicine Hat train yard for a number of years. "Nancy", as she was
known, had been captured in Banff by some Indians and brought to
Medicine Hat. She became the property of the Hospital Board, and
was exhibited in a cage at the train station as a fund-raising device.

Kipling's final visit to Medicine Hat occurred fifteen years later, in
October 1907. Like the other visits, this one was made by rail, but in
every other respect it differed completely. In 1907, Kipling, now fortyone years old, was at the very peak of his success; later this same year,
after returning home from Canada, he would be awarded the first
Nobel Prize for Literature ever given to an English writer.
His celebrity status is well indicated by the level of rail
accommodation he enjoyed on this trip. A far cry from the freight-car
of 1889, the journey was made in a private Pullman coach bestowed
on the Kiplings by Sir William Van Horne [1843-1915] , Chairman of
the C.P.R.:
At Quebec we met Sir William Van Horne, head of the whole
C.P.R. system, but, on our wedding trip fifteen years before, a
mere Divisional Superintendent who had lost a trunk of my
wife's and had stood his Division on its head to find it. His
deferred, but ample revenge was to give us one whole Pullman car
with coloured porter complete, to take and use and hitch on to
and declutch from any train we chose, to anywhere we fancied,
for as long as we liked. We took it, and did all those things to
Vancouver and back again. When we wished to sleep in peace, it
slid off into still, secret freight-yards till morning. When we
would eat, chefs of the great mail trains, which it had honoured
by its attachment, asked us what we would like. (It was the season
of blueberries and wild duck.) If we even looked as though we
wanted anything, that thing would be waiting for us a few score
miles up the line. In this manner and in such state we progressed

March 1995

KIPLING JOURNAL

33

If his previous visits to Canada had been side-trips or passingsthrough, the one in 1907 was a purely Canadian journey, a triumphant
excursion from coast to coast, with Kipling giving a series of public
lectures along the way. Although, over the years, he gave a great many
talks on a variety of subjects, both in England and abroad, this was
the only occasion in his life when he made an organised speaking tour;
and he only did it in this case because of the seriousness of his
message.
He wanted to speak to Canadians about Canada's crucial role in the
Empire. As eldest daughter of the imperial family, Canada must lead
the way towards the new imperial order; because the forces that
opposed the Empire were making dangerous headway, it was up to
Canada to take the lead, as she had done in 1897 with the Preferential
Tariff. This was the burden of the speeches Kipling delivered across
the country, as well as of the travel letters, called "Letters to the
Family" 8 , that he wrote about this tour.
He did not deliver one of his public lectures in Medicine Hat. He
did not even plan to stop there. In fact, as he travelled westbound
towards Calgary and Vancouver, he rode right through without
stopping. The city fathers of Medicine Hat, sensing an opportunity
which was almost, though perhaps not quite, lost, sent the following
telegram down the line after him:
Medicine Hat, October 4, 1907
RUDYARD KIPLING, C.P.R. car "Dalton"
On behalf of the City Council, Board of Trade and Citizens of
Medicine Hat, we beg to extend to you a hearty invitation to visit
our city upon your return trip. Kindly wire at our expense if you
can honor us.
THOS. HUTCHINSON, Acting Mayor9
This telegram caught up with the Kiplings' private car at Banff; and
he replied the following day:
Many thanks for invitation. Hope to visit your city on return east
but dates not yet settled. (signed) KIPLING

On their return journey, the Kiplings did stop in Medicine Hat. They
arrived on the morning of Sunday 13 October, and spent the day as
guests of the city. As part of the programme, an automobile tour of
the city and district was organised, that Kipling must have enjoyed
immensely.
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The anonymously written newspaper account, "Kipling and the
Motorists" 10 , though long, is quoted in full here because it has never
been published since 1907. It gives this episode something of the same
sense of life, and of motor cars, that is expressed in some early Kipling
stories, such as "Steam Tactics" [Traffics and Discoveries], that tend
to glorify and romanticise the recently invented automobile:
The individual who originated the expression, "Hope springs
eternal in the human breast", must have been possessed of the
human instinct, and had the automobilists in mind, for they
surely are a hopeful tribe.
They are also consistent Methodists in at least one respect, for
they all have a firm and sincere belief in the existence of a
personal devil. On the thirteenth the motoring fraternity, who are
always the "Johnnies on the spot" when there is any entertaining
to be done, gathered to do honor to our distinguished visitor.
Brown with the "Chinook", the Judge with the "Ladies'
Friend", Harry Tweed with "Everybody's", the Pingle Brothers
with the "Mud Turtle" and the "Scarlet Runner", and Dr. Smith
with "Skidoo", all were there.
First a visit to the round house, then a trip to Zahnizer's, where
dry farming was investigated, then a drive through the city.
A supply of lubricant having been laid in, the procession
started for the ferry, en route to Stonerville. It was then that the
little imps, who preside over the destinies of the chauffeurs,
began to work overtime. The prospective ornament on the bench
was the first one to go up against it. The "Ladies' Friend"
stepped on a nail and damaged her hosiery to such an extent that
she retired blushing to the seclusion of the garage. The
vocabulary of the legal gentleman not being equal to the
occasion, Mr. Kipling was asked to assist, which he kindly did,
and the judge is happy in the possession of a few new ones, which
will undoubtedly prove valuable in future emergencies.
The ferry was crossed without incident. "Chinook" and
"Skidoo" made the brick plant without trouble, but
"Everybody's", carrying the guest, was overburdened with the
honor conferred on her, and laid down on the hill, "het up", as
Mr. Kipling expressed it. "Chinook" went out to bring in the
load, when, owing to a water connection breaking, the water
supply drained away, the cylinders got red hot and the engine
refused to stop. However, by cutting off the gasoline supply of
the "Chinook", the engine was stopped, and the other car having
by this time regained its equilibrium, the passengers were brought
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safely into camp, where the excitement of an impromptu dog
fight made them forget their troubles.
Mr. Kipling has been a motorist ever since the game
commenced, and was greatly delighted at the happenings of the
trip, having, as he told the writer, "been stuck in front of every
saloon in Sussex".
Coming home he elected to ride in the "Skidoo", and the little
machine being on her best behavior, was put over the trail at a
gait that would make the "Strange Ride of Morrowbie Jukes"
look like a funeral procession.
The owner of "Everybody's" lacerated feelings have had balm
poured on them by an autograph letter from Mr. Kipling to the
effect [that] "She het up – but recovered," while the "Skidoo's
driver is equally happy with:
Medicine Hat, October 13, 1907
This is to certify that I have this day ridden in a MOTOR.
RUDYARD KIPLING

Though Kipling did not deliver a public speech in Medicine Hat, he
did devote almost a complete travel letter to the town. This letter,
entitled "The Town That Was Born Lucky", is the sixth in the series of
eight "Letters to the Family" which were published in newspapers or
magazines in London, New York and Vancouver before being
collected in book form.11
In this letter Kipling gives his account of his day in Medicine Hat,
and describes how, after eighteen years, he was finally able to discover
what the old prospector's prophecy had referred to:
. . . as years passed I gathered that the old tramp's prophecy had
come true, and that Luck of some kind had struck the little town
by the big river. So, this trip, I stopped to make sure. It was a
beautiful town of six thousand people, and a railway junction,
beside a high-girdered iron bridge; there was a public garden with
trees at the station. A company of joyous men and women,
whom that air and that light, and their own goodwill, made our
brothers and sisters, came along in motors, and gave us such a
day as never was.
"What about the Luck?" I asked.
"Heavens!" said one. "Haven't you heard about our natural
gas – the greatest natural gas in the world? Oh, come and see!"
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I was whirled off to a roundhouse full of engines and
machinery shops, worked by natural gas which comes out of the
earth, smelling slightly of fried onions, at a pressure of six
hundred pounds, and by valves and taps is reduced to four
pounds. There was Luck enough to make a metropolis. Imagine
a city's heating and light – to say nothing of power – laid on at
no greater expense than that of piping!
"Are there any limits to the possibilities of it?" I demanded.
"Who knows? We're only at the beginning. We'll show you a
brick-making plant, out on the prairie, run by gas. But just now
we want to show you one of our pet farms."
Away swooped the motors, like swallows, over roads any width
you please, and up on to what looked like the High Veldt itself.12
Having been toured around the district, Kipling was clearly
impressed with the potential that was in this place, which seemed to
him one of the staging-points of civilisation in the New World:
. . . between laughter and digressions they talked over projects
for building, first their own, and next other cities, in brick of all
sorts; giving figures of output and expenses of plant that made
one gasp. To the eye the affair was no more than a novel or
delicious picnic. What it actually meant was a committee to
change the material of civilisation for a hundred miles around. I
felt as though I were assisting at the planning of Nineveh; and
whatever of good comes to the little town that was born lucky I
shall always claim a share.13

In referring to the Luck of Medicine Hat – the natural gas – Kipling
coined the phrase for which he is best remembered in western Canada,
even up to the present day. In a newspaper interview he made the
following observation:
This part of the country seems to have all hell for a basement,
and the only trapdoor appears to be in Medicine Hat.14
The phrase, "all hell for a basement", caught the imagination of the
community, in its expression of both the danger and the potential
advantage contained in the town's gas reserves. The phrase recurs
regularly in references to the community, and it achieved a degree of
official status when it was chosen as the title for the city's centennial
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history book, All Hell for a Basement: The History of Medicine Hat,
Alberta – 1883-1983.

In the same newspaper interview quoted above, Kipling had
commented on the town's unusual name:
And don't ever think of changing the name of your town. It's all
your own and the only hat of its kind on earth.
Three years later, however, a group of citizens did think of changing
the town's name; and a plebiscite on the issue was planned. The forces
opposing the name-change remembered Kipling's comments on the
name, and wrote to him for support. The letters that were exchanged
between Kipling and one of the town's old-timers crackle with
indignation. Both letters deserve to be quoted in full.15
Medicine Hat, Alta.
November 22, 1910
Rudyard Kipling, Esq.
Bateman's, Burwash,
Sussex, England
Dear Mr. Kipling:
I am aware – in fact all of us in Medicine Hat are aware – of
the interest you took in our little city in your two trips across the
continent.
Of course you have very many things to think about, but I am
going to be importunate about a certain matter which is vexing
our souls here, for not only have you been kind enough to show
your interest locally, but we look to you as the Father Confessor
of the Empire, and ask you to help us poor stragglers with advice,
who are living on the distant frontier.
You know, no doubt, that the name of our city is a translation
of the old Cree name of the place. It is rich in Indian traditions,
eloquent with war songs of the Blackfeet and the Cree, with
which I will not bore you.
Besides this, to us "Old Timers" the name has grown warm in
our hearts. Here we have courted our sweethearts, married and
begot children and have built our homes, driving our tent pegs
deep into Mother Earth, and are going to remain here to hold up
the old British traditions, as long as the good God gives us
breath.

38

KIPLING JOURNAL

March 1995

Well, unfortunately, some newcomers, sons of Belial (who
knew not Joseph) have arisen and want to change the name of the
city! ! It smacks too much of the Injin, smells fearfully of the teepee fire and kini-ki-nick – reminds outsiders of the whacking
lies (may God forgive them) of the U.S.A. newspaper men in
regard to our weather and so forth. In a moment of weakness our
city fathers have decided to submit the question to the vote of the
rate-payers, instead of ordering the proposers to be cast into a
den of fiery rattlesnakes.
Can you help us with a few words of encouragement in
combatting these heretics? Your influence here is great. If it is
shown that you are against this proposition, it will help us
materially.
Apologizing for this long letter,
Yours faithfully,
(signed) F.F. Fatt.
Kipling penned his classic response very promptly.
Bateman's, Burwash, Sussex
December 9th, 1910
Francis F. Fatt, Esq.
Medicine Hat
Dear Sir,
I have received your letter of the 22nd of November, which
interests me intensely, both as a citizen of the Empire and as a
lover of Medicine Hat.
You tell me that a public vote is to be taken on the question of
changing the city's name. So far as I can make out from what I
heard when I was with you in 1907 and from the clippings you
enclose, the chief arguments for the change are (a) that some U.S.
journalists have some sort of joke that Medicine Hat supplies all
the bad weather of the U.S., and (b) that another name would
look better at the head of a prospectus.
Incidentally I note that both arguments are developed at length
by The Calgary Herald. I always knew that Calgary called
Medicine Hat names, but I did not realize that Medicine Hat
wanted to be Calgary's little god-child.
Now as to the charge of brewing bad weather, etc., I see no
reason on earth why white men should be bluffed out of their
city's birthright by an imported joke. Accept the charge joyously
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and proudly and go forward as Medicine Hat – the only city
officially recognized as capable of freezing out the United States
and giving the continent cold feet.
Let us examine the soul of the present name – Medicine Hat.
I have no maps by me, but I seem to remember a few names of
places across the border such as Schenectady, Podunk,
Schoharie, Poughkeepsie, Potomac, Sohoes, Tonawanda,
Onenoto, etc., etc., all of which are rather curious to the outsider,
but time and the lives of men (it is people and not prospectuses
that make cities) have sanctified the queer syllables with
memories and associations for millions of our fellow creatures.
Once upon a time these places were young and new and in the
process of making themselves. That is to say they were ancestors
with a duty to posterity, which duty they fulfilled in handing on
their names intact; and Medicine Hat today is an ancestor – not
a derivative, nor a collateral, but the founder of a line.
To my mind the name of Medicine Hat has an advantage over
all the names I have quoted. It echoes as you so justly put it the
old Cree and Blackfoot tradition of red mystery and romance
that once filled the prairies. Also it hints, I venture to think, at
the magic that underlies the city in the shape of your natural gas.
Believe me, the very name is an asset, and as years go on will
become more and more of an asset. It has no duplicate in the
world; it makes men ask questions, and as I know, more than
twenty years ago, draws the feet of the young men towards it; it
has the qualities of uniqueness, individuality, assertion and
power. Above all, it is the lawful, original, sweat-and-dust-won
name of the city, and to change it would be to risk the luck of the
city, to disgust and dishearten old-timers, not in the city alone,
but the world over, and to advertise abroad the city's lack of faith
in itself. Men do not think much of a family which has risen in
the world, changing its name for social reasons. They think still
less of a man who because he is successful repudiates the wife
who stood by him in his early struggles. I do not know what I
should say, but I have the clearest notion of what I should think
of a town that went back on itself.
Forgive me if I write strongly, but this is a matter on which I
feel keenly. As you know, I have not a dollar or a foot of land in
Medicine Hat, but I have a large stake of interest and very true
affection in and for the city and its folk. It is for this reason that
in writing to you I have taken a liberty which to men who have
known the city for several months or perhaps three years, must
seem inexcusable.
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In conclusion, it strikes me that the two arguments put forward
for the change of name are almost equally bad. The second is
perhaps a shade worse than the first. In the first case the town
would change its name for fear of being laughed at. In the second
it sells its name in the hope of making more money under an alias
or, as The Calgary Herald writes, for the sake of the name that
"has a sound like the name of a man's best girl and looks like
business at the head of a financial report."
But a man's city is a trifle more than a man's best girl. She is
the living background of his life and love and toil and hope and
sorrow and joy. Her success is his success; her shame is his
shame; her honour is his honour; and her good name is his good
name.
What, then, should a city be rechristened that has sold its
name? Judasville.
Very sincerely yours,
(signed) Rudyard Kipling
This letter was printed in the local newspaper, and, not at all
surprisingly, the proposal to change the city's name was defeated by a
margin of more than ten to one. The idea has never been resurrected.

I peer from the fore end of the engine-room over the hatchcoamings into the coach. The mail-clerks are sorting the
Winnipeg, Calgary, and Medicine Hat bags . . .
These words are spoken by the unnamed narrator of one of
Kipling's most interesting stories, "With the Night Mail: A Story of
2000 A.D." [Actions and Reactions]. The speaker has hitched a ride on
Postal Packet 162, a trans-Atlantic dirigible delivering the mail
between England and Canada; and he makes this casual observation
while being shown around the aircraft.
What is the point of this reference? Kipling seems to be making a
prophecy himself here, about the future of Medicine Hat; just as the
broken-down prospector in the freight-car had done, back in 1889. By
linking it with Calgary and Winnipeg, he seems to be predicting that
by the year 2000 Medicine Hat will be one of the three major centres
of western Canada.
In the nine decades since "With the Night Mail" was written
(1905), and since Kipling last visited it, Medicine Hat has grown and
prospered to become the fifth largest city in the province of Alberta,
with a population approaching fifty thousand; but it has not
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become a major metropolitan area to challenge the other two cities
named, each of which has a population well over half a million.
Of course, Kipling's prophecy is dated 2000 A.D., so there is still
time before a final conclusion can be drawn. However, if we look at
another prophecy from this same futuristic story – that "War, as a
paying concern, ceased in 1967" – we see that we should not,
perhaps, hold out too much hope for Medicine Hat.
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BOOK REVIEW
THE RHETORIC OF ENGLISH INDIA by Sara Suleri
(Chicago University Press, 1992); ix + 230 pp; paperback,
US $10.95.
\
[This review, by one of our American members, Professor D.H. Stewart, first appeared
in the U.S.A. in English Literature in Transition 37: 2 1994. The author has since
submitted it to the Kipling Journal, and I have received the kind approval of the Editor
of ELT, Professor Langenfeld, to reprint it. — Ed.]

Suleri's introduction suggests that post-colonial discourse about India
(V.S. Naipaul and Salman Rushdie are her examples) provides a
perspective enabling us to avoid the "binarism" or "schizophrenia"
"that seeks to represent domination and subordination as though the
two were mutually exclusive terms". "Binary rigidity" is "an
inherently Eurocentric strategy" which we may nullify by
demonstrating the reciprocal relationships between coloniser and
colonised. Both are "victims of traumatic change". The same
problems of race or gender that agitated English people describing the
Raj recur after 1947, especially when writers use the English language
that threatens to determine the very terms and forms of discourse.
Insofar as Suleri presents a thesis (rather than a series of
Europhobic impressions about various texts), it seems to be that
Rushdie's tempestuous prose or Naipaul's relentless ambiguities result
from contradictions and incomprehensions previously established
within British discourses about India. Quests for individual or
national identity in the wake of empire become manic because they try
to combine impossible contradictions. Naipaul's troubled respect for
English literature and Rushdie's reluctant respect for Islam become
acts of ' 'archaic devotion to the cultural system that [they] must both
desecrate and renew". Paradox reigns and finds expression again and
again in the chapters that Suleri writes on Edmund Burke and the trial
of Warren Hastings, on Kipling's Kim and on Forster's A Passage to
India. There is also an anomalous chapter on Anglo-Indian women
who published their journals.
In a striking application of Edward Said's "orientalism", she claims
that India became "the age's leading moral example of [Burke's]
sublime" which not only aestheticises India but empowers
Englishmen to reconstruct Indian history on a European model. This
denigrates Indian culture. It also generates feelings of guilt and
insecurity. Burke's bombastic attacks on Hastings are the first
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admissions of "colonial guilt" for imperialism's atrocities. His
"hysteric discourse" discloses the phantasmagoric horrors that
colonisation of the subcontinent entailed, and it entered the collective
subconscious of British imperialism producing bad dreams and
psychic disruptions that burst forth ever after in fictive representations
of India.
For example, Anglo-Indian women were relegated to "the
peripheries of colonization" where they were permitted to make
picturesque sketches of India ' 'as long as they remained immune to
the sociological conclusions of their own data, entering the political
domain in order to aestheticize rather than to analyse' '. Not only are
women's descriptions superficial and dishonest, even the
government-authorised photo series in eight volumes entitled The
People of India (1868-1875) is static, stereotyped and "ideologically
retrograde".
"With Kipling, the story of empire learns how to atrophy in its own
prematurity." Suleri bases this interpretation on Burke's observation
that "young men (boys almost) govern [India], without. . . sympathy
with natives . . . Animated with all the avarice of age and all the
impetuosity of youth, they roll in one after another, wave after wave;
and there is nothing before the eyes of the natives but an endless,
hopeless prospect of new flights of birds of prey and passage, with
appetites continually renewing for a food that is continually wasting".
Kipling accepted this "terrified vision" which undercuts the "surface
seduction" of his tales and yields finally "a cinematic animation of
the Indian sublime", a strong sense of "the futility of empire", and a
heavy dose of infantile homoeroticism. It is as if Kipling's subalterns
and self-sacrificing ICS men who replaced Burke's nabobs made no
difference. Compensating for Eurocentric representations of India as
static and backward, Suleri represents the empire as stagnant and
wicked.
She adds Forster's problems with his own sexual identity to the
Empire's dilemmas about homo- and heterosexuality compounded by
race and concludes that A Passage to India perfectly exemplifies the
"imperial erotic", her catch-word for Anglo-Indian discourse. She is
not certain whether the novel should be "read as an icon of the liberal
imagination or as an allegory in which the category of 'Marabar Cave'
roughly translates into the anus of imperialism".
Assessing Suleri's book fairly is difficult because she raises barriers
against her reader. The title itself is a misnomer. Any comprehensive
"rhetoric" of English India would include government and mercantile
documents, religious tracts and commentaries, military accounts,
scientific treatises and journalistic reports. Suleri privileges fiction and
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autobiography which creates a dubious synecdoche. She blurs the
distinction between fiction and referential discourse.
A second barrier is the book's style. Like so much "revisionist"
history, Suleri's writing is at times unreadably contorted. On the first
page she describes her book as one that questions certain assumptions
held by scholars of colonial cultural studies: "While the
representation of otherness has long been acknowledged as one of the
most culturally vexing idioms to read, contemporary interpretations of
alterity are increasingly victims of their own apprehension of such
vexation. Even as the other is privileged in all its pluralities, in all its
alternative histories, its concept-function remains too embedded in a
theoretical duality of margin to center ultimately to allow the cultural
decentering that such critical attention surely desires."
This is hermetic academese: pompous vocabulary, hollow
abstractions, passive verbs/voice and (the surest sign of all) five "of's"
in one sentence. There is also her compulsive lexicon. The words guilt,
culpability, terror, horror, panic, anxiety and hysteria recur constantly.
Burke's oratorical excesses infect Suleri's prose and seem incongruous
when applied to "a nation of shopkeepers", albeit at times churchy
and greedy.
The third barrier is a patronising tone that seems to invade most
studies of India influenced by Edward Said's theory of "orientalism".
The reason is obvious. "Orientalism" transforms all English discourse
(indeed all European discourse) about the East into a conscious or
unconscious lie. Not only does it falsify India, it becomes an
instrument for subjugating colonised people. Suleri states
the case at its most naked, the Indian subcontinent is not merely a geographic space
upon which colonial rapacities have been enacted, but is furthermore that imaginative
construction through which rapaciousness can worship its own misdeeds. . . "India"
becomes the absent point toward which nineteenth-century Anglo-Indian narrative
may lean but which it may never possess, causing both national and cultural identities
to disappear in the emptiness of a representational mirage.

This reduces the vast and varied discourse about India over three
centuries by English men and women to a delusion. They are made to
sound like primitives who invent myths to explain their world and
themselves until sophisticated twentieth-century Europhobes set them
straight. Condescension seems unavoidable. But like "orientalism"
itself, the discourse originates in the West and may be no more valid
than the one it seeks to replace. Moreover, Anglo-Indian discourse at
least tried to describe the land and people, whereas Suleri describes
"discourse" – words that become "symbolic tokens" and lend
themselves to ingenious and vertiginous (another favourite term)
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interpretation.
The barriers that Suleri places before her reader are unfortunate
because they divert attention from her novel interpretations and her
keen insights into the rhetorical strategies by which Anglo-Indians
came to terms with their own behaviour in a strange land. Her
indictments of their misbehaviour are telling but blunted by her
opaque prose and occasional forced readings. For example, Harriet
Tytler was the "only lady" (Suleri makes the quotation marks
derisive) at the siege of Delhi in 1857 where she gave birth to a son
under appalling circumstances. Suleri claims that Tytler's An English
Woman in India (written fifty years after the Mutiny) ' 'demands to be
read as a compelling account of the derangement of maternity in
Anglo-India." She "records the hardships of . . . life with an
equanimity so sustained as to be troubling." Suleri presents Tytler's
calm and sometimes sentimental description of harsh events as
examples of unenlightened British mythmaking. But a less judgmental
reader will remember Tytler as a doughty, resourceful woman whose
conventional prose may be more reliable than Suleri's
over-heated rhetoric. Tytler did indeed escape the depression ("Sand
in the Head") that afflicted many Anglo-Indian women, by making
picturesque sketches of India. She also bore ten children during
twenty-five years of marriage, supervised road construction in the
Andaman Islands while her husband was stationed there after the
Mutiny, and was responsible for building the Himalayan Christian
Orphanage in Simla.
No doubt new "readings" of history rectify earlier mistakes or
broaden interpretive possibilities, but new "readings" not based on
hitherto unknown facts but on evaluations of earlier writers'
motivation and language (their metaphors and Freudian slips) seem
purely speculative. Verbal adroitness too easily substitutes for wellmarshalled evidence. Suleri asks, "How will we learn to reread the
romance between Kim and his lama in the light of a colonial erotic, or
turn again to the aborted love between Fielding and Aziz?" One
answer may be, "Let's don't." We may turn instead to scholarship that
has benefitted from Said's theory without becoming its victim, for
example B.J. Moore-Gilbert's Kipling and "Orientalism" (1986),
which Suleri ignores, and the series of Studies in Imperialism edited by
John M. MacKenzie for the Manchester University Press. Suleri
dismisses Margaret MacMillan's Women of the Raj (1988) for its
"incipient Orientalism", but MacMillan examined a large
cross-section of women in India while Suleri examines only two and
converts them into "symbolic tokens" who "embody the veiled
realities of colonial panic" or "emblematize the infantilism of Anglo-
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India". For MacMillan, women remain women.
Suleri understands the dangers and duplicities of turning reality
into an epistemological or rhetorical game, especially when threats to
Rushdie's very life seem to trivialise discourse-analysis of his work.
She registers the "futility" and "shattering inefficacy of our own
utterance" in an academic setting. Unfortunately she does not apply
this awareness to Anglo-Indian writers. Instead she leaves us with
vertiginous readings of the Raj that dramatise its squalor and cruelty
without noting that it was for a time the greatest show on earth,
clothing, as all good empires do, shabbiness with grandeur.
DAVID STEWART

MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We welcome the following, listed as in late January 1995: —
Professor RF. Alexander (New South Wales, Australia); Professor P.W. Campbell
(Berkshire); Mr B. Coffey (Berkshire); Mr R.A.S. Gimson, M.C., T.D. (Berkshire); Mr
D. Haig (London); Dr G.V. Hales (Cambridge); Mrs C.A. Palser Havely (Oxfordshire);
Dr J.J.D. Maginnes (Middlesex); Mrs M.B. Maunsell, O.B.E. (London); Mrs M.R.
Passmore (Surrey).
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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.]

THE GEOGRAPHY OF "MANDALAY"
From Mr B.E. Smythies, Field Cottage, Church Hill, Merstham, Redhill,
Surrey RH1 3BL

Dear Sir,
In his Letter to the Editor [December 1994, pages 51-52], Sir George
Engle poses various problems under the above heading.
In the pre-railway era of 1885, the only practicable way of moving
troops from Moulmein to Mandalay was by sea to Rangoon, and
thence by river-steamer up the Irrawaddy. To have used Moulmein as
a staging-post for troops arriving from India would have been
equivalent to Chesterton's "That night we went to Birmingham by
way of Beachy Head."
No, the troops of the 1885 expedition were shipped direct to
Rangoon. The British soldier only reached Moulmein because Kipling
exercised his right of poetic licence to send him there for nostalgic
reasons. It was in Moulmein, not in Rangoon, that Kipling had
suffered his coup-de-foudre:
I should better remember what that pagoda was like had I not
fallen deeply and irrevocably in love with a Burmese girl at the
foot of the first flight of steps. [From Letter No III in From Sea
to Sea; see also chapter 6 in Carrington's biography of Kipling.]
In Rangoon there is the world-famous Shwe Dagon pagoda, which
dominates the skyline as you travel up the river; and there is the much
smaller Sulay pagoda, which is seen by everyone who lands in
Rangoon, because it is in the town centre. There is no Moulmein
pagoda in Rangoon. Logically, Kipling should have written, "By the
Shwē Dăgōn pagoda . . .", and it would have scanned equally well;
but it would have meant sacrificing the romantic associations that the
name 'Moulmein' had for Kipling himself.
As for the view of the sea, Moulmein is 30 kilometres from the sea
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(the mouth of the Salween river); whereas Rangoon is 40 kilometres
from the sea (the mouth of the Rangoon river); so the chances of
seeing the sea from Rangoon are slim, even from the high platform of
the Shwe Dagon, except perhaps as a line of water on the far horizon.
In 1885, then, the journey to Mandalay was in two stages: (1) by
troopship from Madras to Rangoon, (2) by Irrawaddy Flotilla
Company river-steamer up the Irrawaddy to Mandalay. Having done
these journeys myself (by troopship to Rangoon in May 1945, and by
river-steamer to Mandalay pre-war), I have never seen any reason to
query Kipling's own explanation of the geography, as outlined in the
first paragraph of your editorial comment [December 1994, pages
52-53], i.e. that the lines,
On the road to Mandalay,
Where the flyin'-fishes play,
refer to the soldier on the troopship approaching the coast of Burma.
In 1876, Armstrong published a paper [in Stray Feathers, volume 4]
on the birds of the Rangoon river and the coast from the mouth of the
river to China Bakir. I have myself been bird-watching at China Bakir,
which is a short distance west of the mouth of the river.
Kipling might have seen a copy of the paper in his newspaper office
in Lahore or Allahabad; or else, when approaching the Rangoon river
on 14 March 1889, he may have gone up on deck at the crack of dawn
– as one tends to do when arriving by sea at a new destination – and
asked about the ship's position, to be told, "We're approaching China
Bakir, where we pick up the Rangoon river pilot." [In From Sea to
Sea, Letter No II, Kipling does refer to his first impressions of Burma
that morning, seen from the deck of the Madura: "There was a river
and a bar, a pilot and a great deal of nautical mystery, and the Captain
said . . . that we should be in Rangoon in a few hours.' ' – Ed. ]
Looking towards the land, he could well have seen the dawn coming
"up like thunder outer China [Bakir] 'crost the Bay". On the other
hand, if Kipling never heard the name China Bakir, one must assume
he visualised the British soldier as being too ignorant of geography to
distinguish Burma from China.
That gramophone record to which Sir George refers was equally a
feature of my youth, seventy years ago. It was a 1911 recording, on
HMV OXLP 7662, of Charles Willeby's setting of 1911, sung by Peter
Dawson. [See Mr Smythies's article, "Musical Settings of
'Mandalay' ", in our issue of June 1991, pages 34-36. – Ed.] If my
memory is correct, the name Moulmein was correctly pronounced
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Moulmane, but in later recordings the name was mis-pronounced
Moulmine — an error that is repeated whenever the song is broadcast
on BBC Radio 4.
Captain F.C. Hendry, who wrote under the name 'Shalimar', and
who is considered second only to Joseph Conrad as a writer of sea
stories, was a Rangoon river pilot from 1906 to 1924, apart from the
war years 1914-20. It had been described as one of the most difficult,
but also one of the highest-paid, pilotages employing British pilots.
Between June 1927 and January 1949 one hundred of his short
stories were published in Blackwood's Magazine (which sadly ceased
publication at the end of 1980), with three more after that date, a
record number in this century for contributions by one author. Some
of these stories are based on his experiences as a river pilot; and it was
men like him who ensured the safe passage of troopships up the
Rangoon river to the Rangoon docks in 1885, and again in 1945.
Presumably this pilot service had been instituted not long after the
end of the Second Burma War, which officially ended with the
annexation of Pegu [the province that included Rangoon] in 1853.
Yours sincerely
B.E. SMYTHIES
[Readers of The Times will have seen that in its issue of 21 January 1995 it took careful
note of Sir George Engle's letter to the Kipling Journal on this subject. Mr Smythies's
contribution to the debate, and others below, are most welcome. — Ed.]

[2]
From Mr A.G. McCrae, C.B.E., Belwood, Killearn, by Glasgow G63 9LG

Dear Sir,
In your comments on Sir George Engle's letter in the December
1994 Journal, you have referred [at page 53] to my article of
September 1987, "Kipling's 'Old Flotilla' ". The only useful addition
I can make to the puzzle of Kipling's geographical fantasies is on a
point where in my opinion he has not erred.
In my book, Irrawaddy Flotilla (1978), I described British Missions
to the King of Burma, sent by the Governor-General of India in 1795
and 1796. From Rangoon to Amarapoora – the then capital of
Burma, only a few miles below Mandalay on the river – the distance
was 600 miles. (King Mindon moved his capital to Mandalay in 1857.)
These Missions travelled the only way possible, and took seven to

50

KIPLING JOURNAL

March 1995

eight weeks on the journey – rowing and poling being the means of
movement in country boats. The only route was the Irrawaddy, the
only way, the only road. Thus it has never occurred to me to question
Kipling's "road to Mandalay".
On Sir George's speculation that "road" may have meant a
sheltered piece of water, a roadstead, I have no doubt. A place of
shelter for ships has always been described by mariners as "the
roads'".
I think old Burma hands like myself put down the extraordinary
solecisms in "Mandalay" as due to Kipling's overriding creation of
verse in poetic language.
Yours truly
ALISTER McCRAE
[Mr McCrae's career, during most of the years 1927 to 1977, was in shipping: from 1946
to 1948 he was Deputy General Manager (Burma) of the Irrawaddy Flotilla Company.
– Ed.]

[3]
From Mr L. Green, The Manor House, Bunbury, Cheshire CW6 9SX

Dear Sir,
I have just read the Kipling feature in The Times [21 January 1995,
page 8 – i.e. the item mentioned in the footnote to letter 1 above], and
I must say that Alan Hamilton muddies the water when he writes,
"There are no flyin' f i s h e s . . . in . . . Mandalay . . . "
Kipling wrote, "On the road to Mandalay, / Where the flyin'-fishes
play . . .", and without wishing to get involved in a pointless
grammatical argument, I must say that I have no problem with a
vision of fish on the road, rather than fish in Mandalay. Especially in
a poem.
Sir George Engle is on the right line when he considers the road in
the maritime sense. On page 182 of Irrawaddy Flotilla by McCrae and
Prentice is a description of the Fort, or Palace, followed by a very
telling sentence: "In this setting, the river road to Mandalay ends."
The authors both served in the Irrawaddy Flotilla Company between
1933 and 1948, so I think we may reasonably conclude that Kipling's
Road to Mandalay was indeed the River Road.
Yours sincerely
LES GREEN
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[4]

From Mr N.D. Ing, 37 Anthony Close, Colchester, Essex CO4 4LD

Dear Sir,
I read with great interest the article in The Times of 21 January. As
you are reported as expecting further debate, I would venture a few
comments on Kipling's alleged ignorance.
[A] "Mandalay" was a poem, not a travelogue; and a poet is not a
map-maker. John Constable was not above re-siting Dedham Church
a little, in his landscapes, if it would better suit his perspectives; so why
should Kipling be confined to geographical precision, if a little
manipulation, even of the compass, would produce a more effective
phrase? (That supreme man of action, Harry Hotspur, who, according
to Shakespeare, was prepared to "have Trent turn'd" [Henry IV, Pt I,
Act 3, scene 1], would surely have agreed.)
[B] It is possible to be too literal-minded about "road". This need
not be viewed as either "highway" or "anchorage", but, more
generally, as "way" to, "general direction" of – as in the phrase
"road to ruin". This would help to accommodate Moulmein.
Moreover, the reference to flying-fish may relate to the " r o a d " –
sensibly enough, in the wider meaning — rather than to Mandalay
itself.
[C] At a more imaginative level, the poem is after all primarily
narrative, the narrator being an old soldier, presumably Private or
NCO, recalling events "long ago an' fur away . . . 'ere in London". It
would hardly be surprising if the events of an active campaign in an
exotic land had become confused as to detail – e.g. the whereabouts
or identity of a notable pagoda, or the precise stretch of water over
which he saw an amazing sunrise. It is surely the sense of wonder, not
the precise location, which matters – and which is entirely in
character (very much Kipling's métier).
Interestingly, this last point is made, in an entirely different context,
by George Macdonald Fraser in his outstanding memoir of life as a
Private in the 1944 Burma campaign, Quartered Safe Out Here
(Kipling would have loved it; Mulvaney and Co. would have
understood it), written some fifty years later, from contemporary
notes and recollection.
In the introduction [page xiii in the Harvill/HarperCollins
paperback edition, 1993], he comments that while there are
"moments that live in the mind forever", for the rest "I have a fair
idea of what was happening, in a general way, but cannot be sure of
dates or places or even the exact order in which events took place . . .
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coloured strips of film at each knot of memory, and in between many
rather grainy sequences which can be made out only with difficulty,
and in some cases the print is spoiled or even undeveloped."
Yours sincerely
NÖEL ING
[5]

From Mr T. Hastie, 6 Penllwyn Park, Carmarthen, Dyfed, Wales SA31 3BU

Dear Sir,
I was much heartened to read the article in The Times of 21
January, which revealed that interest in Kipling has not been entirely
forgotten in spite of what Orwell called the "sniggering intellectuals".
But I was exasperated by the nit-picking criticism of Kipling's
"Mandalay". Walter Scott dropped many clangers in his time, too:
e.g. in "Young Lochinvar" he wrote –
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung,
So light to the saddle before her he sprung!
Before her? That must have required a nimble piece of acrobatics.
But so what? Even Homer nodded, did he not?
The article convinced me that I ought to join the Kipling Society.
Yours sincerely
TOM HASTIE

[6]

From Mr J.F. Midgley [Flt Lt R.A.F, retd, formerly attached to Advanced H.Q., 14th
Army], 46 Moseley Wood Crescent, Cookridge, Leeds LS16 7HH.

Dear Sir,
I am prompted by the article in The Times of 21 January to assure
you and your members that flying-fishes do in fact play in the
Irrawaddy – and for that matter, also in the Chindwin. I've seen 'em!
How else could I have felt but elated, to see those fish – skimming
over the surface at a height of about a foot, and travelling airborne for
perhaps six to eight feet – and to realise that there was truth in the
words of that stirring chorus?
Yours sincerely
J.F. MIDGLEY
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A SAHIBS' WAR
From Mr Shamus O.D. Wade, Secretary, The Commonwealth Forces History Trust,
37 Davis Road, Acton, London W3 7SE

Dear Sir,
If I may, I would like to add a footnote to Cicely Palser Havely's
extremely interesting article in the December 1994 issue, on "A Sahibs'
War" [ Traffics and Discoveries].
Over the years, the Commonwealth Forces History Trust has
accumulated material on 275 African or part-African Boer War units
– enough to dispel, once and for all, the myth of a "White Man's
War". I will not try and list it here: but I will try and give a brief
outline of events.
The idea of there being something wrong with black British soldiers
killing white enemy soldiers was relatively new. In 1802 there were
twelve different West India Regiments, who were not paid to deal with
rebellious African tribesmen but to slay the King's enemies, be they
Americans, Spaniards, Frenchmen or what have you. In later years
there seems to have been an almost deliberate attempt to downgrade
the surviving West India Regiment: one hears, over and over again, the
story (approvingly told) that people who came bottom in the exams at
Sandhurst were posted to the West India Regiment.
When the Boer War began, it was decided for political reasons that
no non-white troops should take part. Queen Victoria disapproved of
this [Public Record Office CAB 41/25]. But during the course of the
war more and more black soldiers were involved.
Even during the war it was necessary to play them down. Kitchener,
who always seems to have wanted to use African and Indian regular
troops in the Boer War, in official reports sometimes referred to
African soldiers as "police", "guards" or "watchmen". "Watchmen"
is a splendid euphemism: it gives the impression that people who were
killing the enemy with great efficiency were harmless elderly
gentlemen in enormous overcoats, huddled over braziers.
When the war was over, the process of re-writing history began.
Possibly the nastiest example is Baden-Powell's evidence before the
Royal Commission on the War in South Africa, with the Earl of Elgin
and Kincardine in the chair, on 19 March 1903:
[19875] But you did not use the natives in military operations? –
No, we tried to make them defend their own town, but on the
first attack on the town they all ran away, so we did not rely on
them at all.
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Yet Baden-Powell's own Orders to African units at Mafeking were
published in the Mafeking Mail. When the Boers actually got inside
Mafeking, it was Baralong, fighting under their own leaders, who
saved the town. As Censor, Baden-Powell refused to allow the
Mafeking Mail to publish an account of the action. The Editor then
refused to publish that issue at all. The account was published after
Baden-Powell's departure.
Then there is the matter of medals. Originally it was quite simple:
according to Army Order No 94 of 1901 (S. Africa Medal), everyone,
black or white, who served in the Boer War was to get a medal, silver
or bronze. On 2 January 1902, 100,000 bronze medals for Africans
were ordered from the Royal Mint. By 1 December, 90,000 had been
delivered to the Principal Ordnance Officer at Woolwich, and the rest
were on their way.
But on 24 March 1903, a letter to the Deputy Master of the Royal
Mint from Sir Guy Fleetwood Wilson at the War Office stated:
I am directed by the Secretary of State for War to acquaint you
that, owing to representations from South Africa, the policy in
connection with the award of Bronze Medals to Natives who were
employed with the troops during the recent campaign has been
altered . . .
Further apologetic letters from the War Office to the Royal Mint
concern the breaking up of the medals.
With pure African units the story is quite simple: most of them just
did not get medals. But, for some reason, a few did – including three
units at Mafeking.
In the case of mixed units, medal rolls still exist, but in some cases
four fifths of the names have been crossed out, sometimes with
"Native" written after them. On the medal roll for the 1st
Namaqualand Border Scouts [P.R.O. WO-100/259] there is a
handwritten note:
See 68/SA/4696 and jacket of AG s/m/6157. Issue for the NCOs
and men is to be made on application only after it has been
ascertained that the applicant is a white man.
At the top of the medal roll for the Namaqualand Town Guard
Battalion, there is a typewritten note by J.L. Dean, late Officer
Commanding, describing the heroic conduct of the unit, including
telegrams from General French and the Prime Minister,
complimenting them on their bravery. However, this did not prevent
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"68/SA/8371" being handwritten on the roll, and the majority of the
names being crossed out. Names not crossed out have "white",
sometimes twice, after them.
Regarding Indians in the Boer War, the information is more
straightforward. In the Public Record Office [WO 100/296] there is a
complete list of names, ranks and units of the 1,677 Indian soldiers
and 9,065 Indian followers etc who received the Queen's South Africa
Medal. These were Indians from India. Probably about 1,600 Indians
living in South Africa served in Ambulance Corps: the majority never
received medals.
Curiously, the usually immaculately accurate "Frontier and
Overseas Expeditions from India, compiled in the Intelligence Branch,
Army Headquarters, India", in its very brief mention of the Boer War
[Vol VI, Pt I, p 212], has the much lower figures of "469 native
soldiers" and "6,602 native non-combatants".
So successful was this re-writing of history that, although Indians
serving in the Supply and Transport Corps (later the Royal Indian
Army Service Corps) received 188 silver and 3,972 bronze Queen's
South Africa Medals, not a single word about them appears in the
otherwise excellent Volume 2 (1858-1913) of the History of the Army
Service Corps by Brigadier V.H. Moharir, A.V.S.M., published in 1984.
One of the reasons that the myth of the "White Man's War" has
lasted so long is that some people lied, and a number of respectable (in
one case highly respectable!) people believed them.
Yours sincerely
SHAMUS O.D. WADE

" 'FUZZY-WUZZY' "
From Major T.C. Thornton, 24 Abbey Croft, Pershore, Worcestershire WR10 1JQ

Dear Sir,
It will be difficult to resolve the question [December 1994, pages
53-54] whether it was the battle at Tamai or the battle at Abu Klea
which was the inspiration for Kipling's poem.
Tamai was, of course, the earlier, and the square was more
comprehensively broken there — mainly, I think, because it was
moving, and gaps appeared, which the enemy exploited. But Abu Klea
was the more important battle, at least according to Major-General
John Strawson in his book Beggars in Red: The British Army
1789-1889 [Hutchinson, 1991; reviewed in the Kipling Journal, June
1992].
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In any case, the reputation of Fuzzy-Wuzzy as a fighting man was
already well established before either battle; and as you say, Sir, it was
this courage that was being celebrated.
A lot could depend on how the news reached Kipling in India. It
may well be that he heard of Tamai first; unless an account of the
Sudan campaign as a whole came to him, telling of both squares being
broken. John Strawson implies that it was this "particular enemy of
the beggars in red" that inspired Kipling; and who am I to disagree
with a General?
Yours faithfully
T.C. THORNTON

"BENEATH MY CHIN"
From Mr D.N. Vermont, 3 Morgan House, 127 Long Acre, London WC2E 9AA

Dear Sir,
I wonder whether the Council of the Kipling Society has considered
providing a club tie for members?
I venture to suggest that all self-respecting societies should, and
many do, have signs whereby their members are easily recognised by
one another, and the world at large is apprised of an affiliation of
which they are proud. These signs mostly take the form of ties for
men, and perhaps scarves for women.
If this idea finds favour, it will be necessary to consider design.
Should elegance come before relevance, or vice versa? One of
Kipling's favourite animals might be recruited, though I should myself
prefer a design of stripes with distinctive colours.
It is for others, more erudite in the works of Kipling, to propose
appropriate designs, or colours for stripes; but perhaps I could
tentatively suggest red, black and yellow – the colours of the
"Austrian blanket" mentioned in the article on " 'Wireless' "
[September 1994, page 31].
The stock of any tie produced should be in the hands of the Society,
or at least of some purveyor who could be trusted, to guard against
the modern solecism of wearing ties denoting adherence to bodies
with which the wearer has no connection whatsoever. Surely Kipling
would have agreed.
Yours faithfully
D.N. VERMONT

[This is a novel suggestion: at least, I do not think the Society's Council has discussed
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the idea in recent years. I cannot answer for my fellow members of Council, but I
imagine we would be influenced by indications of support for, or opposition to, Mr
Vermont's letter.
Supposing it were decided to introduce a tie, and if desired a scarf, one might hope for
a relatively subdued design, reflecting that "economy of implication" which is a
hallmark of Kipling's best style. At least we should avoid the luridness of "that flaming
Old E.H.W." neckwear which is the central feature of Kipling's disagreeable story, "The
Tie" [Limits and Renewals] – a parable about the binding effect, in particular
circumstances, of an old school tie. The accompanying verses ["The Totem"] describe
how
. . . the World, that never knew,
Saw no more beneath my chin
Than a patch of rainbow-hue,
Mixed as Life and crude as Sin.

- Ed. ]

KIPLING AND KARNO
From Mr P. Chadwick, 159 Psalter Lane, Sheffield SU 8UY

Dear Sir,
When I read the entry for Fred Karno in the 'Missing Persons'
section of the Dictionary of National Biography, I at once thought
that this impresario – before that only a name to me – might be the
original of Bat Masquerier in "The Village that Voted the Earth was
Flat" [A Diversity of Creatures].
Books about Kipling which I have been able to consult have nothing
to say about Fred Karno, though they tell of Kipling's devotion to the
music halls; so I write to ask if any of your members has ever shared
my thought – or knows whether Kipling ever met Fred Karno.
Yours faithfully
PHILIP CHADWICK

ANTIQUE AND RUFFLED
From Mrs L.A.F. Lewis, Meetings Secretary, The Kipling Society

Dear Sir,
Besides cakes and luggage [Mrs Schreiber's letter, September 1994,
page 59], Kipling's name is now being used for bed-linen.
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Mrs Sherry Pinney has sent from California a page from a
mail-order catalogue, headed "Refined romance . . . from the master
of style". The pictures show covers from a "Kipling Collection",
described as "Antique look", in a floral pattern resembling those
old-fashioned chintzes that Sanderson used to sell in the 1960s.
Further down the page are the words, "Kipling Ruffled". Well, yes,
I should think he might be.
Yours
LISA LEWIS

THE GARDEN, AND THE WALL
From Mr Geoffrey Plowden, 22 Prince Edward Mansions, London W2 4WA

Dear Sir,
In "The Glory of the Garden", we read that "gardens are not
made / By singing:- "Oh, how beautiful!" and sitting in the shade".
It has been put to me that "singing" is a misprint for "sighing",
which seems much better.
Have readers any views on this? Is there a manuscript? Could
Kipling have possibly let such an error pass? Is there an allusion to a
known song, which would make "singing" less odd?
May I take this opportunity [with regard to recent correspondence
about Kipling's so-called "worst slip"] to mention the Kipling error
that annoys me most? It is from "The Pirates in England", where
"the pestilent Picts leaped over the wall / To harry the English land."
"English" is amazingly inept in a line that is particularly referring to
Britain before the arrival of the English.
Yours faithfully
G.F.C. PLOWDEN

[Interestingly, although the Definitive Edition of Kipling's Verse has "English", the same
poem as published in chapter II of A History of England by Fletcher and Kipling (1911)
has "British". – Ed.]
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POINTS FROM OTHER LETTERS
LINES ON BATEMAN'S
From Mr Ronald King, Bridgend House, Inchbare, Brechin, Scotland DD9 7QJ

Mr King, until recently a well known volunteer guide at Bateman's,
was the subject of a letter of tribute on his 90th birthday, at page 51 in
our issue of September 1994. This led to correspondence between us,
in the course of which he sent me a set of verses that he had written
about Bateman's. I decided at once that they should be published,
only pausing to check one unusual word, "gaunted" – which Mr
King convincingly explained as "made gaunt by winter".
BATEMAN'S : AN INVITATION
Come down to Bateman's in the Sussex spring.
A thousand daffodils on Dudwell's verge
Turn to the sun, while alders whip and fling
Fresh-budded branches to the breeze's urge –
Meeting the season's call.
Come down to Bateman's under summer sun,
When drowsy cattle seek the grateful shade,
And pebbled shallows break the Dudwell's run,
While lilting bird-song – free and unafraid –
Echoes from bush and wall.
Come down to Bateman's when the autumn gold
Is splashed with spendthrift hand on every tree,
When freshening airs foretell the winter's cold,
And woodland floors that sparkle frostily
Welcome the leaves' soft fall.
Come down to Bateman's when December cold
Creaks in the trees by Dudwell's swollen flood,
When leaden snow-clouds send their flakes to fold
A softening blanket o'er the gaunted wood,
Binding the winter's thrall.
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KIPLING AND THE EARLY CINEMA
Several members have responded to a request from Mr Stephen
Bottomore in our December 1994 issue at page 57: this was for
information on Kipling's attitude to the early cinema, i.e. of that art
form roughly between 1895 and 1914. Here is a selection of their
contributions.
[1]

Dr J.D. Lewins of Magdalene College, Cambridge, cited "Aunt Ellen"
in Limits and Renewals. Written in 1932, it falls strictly outside Mr
Bottomore's stipulated period, but the initial pages of the story
contain much amusing commentary by the narrator, who has written
prospectuses for a friend, Lettcombe, whose mission in life is "the
regeneration of our native cinema industry".
On the night when the main events of the story occur, Lettcombe,
dining with the dons of St Martin's College [which Dr Lewins
identifies with Magdalene, Cambridge] told the company that he
"was returned lately from a place called Hollywood, and he told us of
energies unparalleled, and inventions beyond our imaginings,
controlled by super-men who, having no racial prepossessions,
could satisfy the 'mass-appetence' of all the races who attend
'Sinnymus'. He spoke, further, of 'injuncted psychoses' and
'endyoclinics' – unsafe words to throw at the Learned who do not
attend 'Ki-ne-mas' . . . "

[2]

Mr John McGivering, of Brighton, drew our attention to the section
entitled "Filmography" in Norman Page's A Kipling Companion
[Macmillan, 1984]. That section in turn referred to an article, "Kipling
and the Movies" by Philip French in Rudyard Kipling: the man, his
work and his world [ed. John Gross; Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 1972].
In particular, French had described a silent melodrama of 1915, A
Fool there Was, being the film version of an earlier stage adaptation
on Broadway of a theme inspired by Kipling's well known poem of
1897, "The Vampire". According to French, the film was "an
enormously successful six-reeler". It launched the career of Theodosia
Goodman, "under the screen-name Theda Bara. In consequence she
became the cinema's first and archetypal 'vamp' and introduced that
word, as noun and verb, into the language."
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The Shorter Oxford English Dictionary defines a vamp, in that
sense, as ' 'a woman who sets out to charm or captivate men . . . by an
unscrupulous use of sexual attractiveness"; and dates it 1918.

[3]
Mrs Eileen Stamers-Smith, of Old Woodstock, Oxfordshire, after
commenting on Kipling's lifelong interest in new technology, writes:
"Mrs. Bathurst" [Traffics and Discoveries] is of course the locus
classicus for Kipling's use of another invention of this time, the
cinematograph, or biograph, as it was called. You will be aware
of exactly how the film of a train arriving at Paddington, and
Mrs Bathurst getting out and walking towards the camera, affects
the protagonist, Vickery.
It is not so well known that in the early days of the cinema
films of rail journeys, trains, and arrivals at and departures from
stations, occupied as large a place as experiments with trick
techniques which produced 'journeys to the moon', comedies in
which people walked backwards or up walls, and a new
popularity for the works of Jules Verne.
I expect this was partly because of the need to exploit to the
full the new capacity to capture moving images. Trains themselves
were still exciting machines, and their speed, steam and noise
intrigued the traveller. Films of trains compounded this interest,
culminating in Buster Keaton's masterpiece, The General [1926].
Kipling was, as always, aware of the impact of this new
medium on viewers; but he was also quite uncanny in his
understanding of the techniques used in those early days. "Mrs.
Bathurst" is not only about the effect of a film in feeding a man's
obsession: it is also written using some of the techniques we
associate with film – 'framing' scenes, close-ups, jump cuts,
dissolves, and the effect, very exactly described, by which people
coming up to the camera walk "right out o' the picture, so to
speak . . . like — like a shadow jumpin' over a candle".
I think the general impenetrability of this story, the apparent
impossibility of explaining exactly what is happening at the end,
is partly due to Kipling's attempts to parallel the strangeness of
the things early films could do, their tricks with time and life
itself, and the curiosity and imperfect understanding of the early
audiences. Behind all this is a grasp of the imaginative
possibilities of the new medium.
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[4]

Mr John Shearman, of Hampstead, is both a former Secretary of the
Kipling Society and an authority on the art and history of the cinema.
He addressed the Society in London in April 1981 on "Kipling and the
Motion Picture", and the text of that talk is in our Library. A copy of
it has been sent to Mr Bottomore.
Now Mr Shearman has sent us a note on how the film scene in
"Mrs. Bathurst" was in itself emotionally sterile; its impact was
wholly due to chance identification on the part of the viewers. He
writes:
That story was published in 1904, only nine years after the first
public demonstration by the Lumière brothers of projected
moving photographic images. Kipling is describing a very early
form of cinema, in which the shot showing the train arriving and
the platform activity has no artifice, and no intrinsic emotional
charge.
That is only supplied by Dawson in the audience, when he
sings out, "Christ! there's Mrs. B.!"
Suppose that instead a sailor in that audience had recently
heard news of the death of his brother, a porter at Paddington;
and, before the appearance of Mrs Bathurst, had cried out,
"Christ! there's Jack!" – the emotional charge of the neutral
shot would have been entirely different.

"MANDALAY" HAMMED
From T.J. Connell, 32 Southwood Gardens, Hinckley Wood, Surrey KT10 ODE

Mr Connell was stimulated by recent correspondence about Kipling's
"Mandalay" to recall, with some reluctance, how the splendour of the
familiar tune was ruined for him when he heard it hammed on the
stage by a certain well-known entertainer and comedian.
Long ago, as an impressionable undergraduate, I saw Ken Dodd
include it in his act, during a performance at the New Theatre in
Oxford. He was wearing the largest solah topee you could
imagine, and was festooned in stage props, including a big drum
and an artificial leg, all of which somehow – and quite plausibly
at that stage in the evening – got worked into the act.

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
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 receive the
quarterly Kipling Journal (subject of a note on the previous page).
As an essentially non-profit-making cultural 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
activities are controlled by its Council, but routine management is in
the hands of the Secretary. 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 an Annual Luncheon with a 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, 2nd floor,
Schomberg House, 80/82 Pall Mall, London SWIY 5HF (or, for those
living in North America, to the address at the foot of page 4).
The annual subscription rate is £20 – for both individual and
corporate members, whether in Britain or abroad. This remains the
'minimum' rate: many members very helpfully contribute more.

