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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
SOME FORTHCOMING EVENTS

Wednesday 8 September 2010, 5.30 for 6 p.m. in the
Mountbatten Room, Royal Over-Seas League, Lizzy Welby
(University of East Anglia) explores "Aspects of Puck of
Pook's Hill".
Wednesday 10 November 2010, 5.30 for 6 p.m. in the
Mountbatten Room, Royal Over-Seas League, Richard
Duncan on "Rudyard Kipling in Vernet les Bains, France".
Wednesday 9 February 2011, 5.30 for 6 p.m. in the
Mountbatten Room, Royal Over-Seas League, Speaker to
be announced.
Wednesday 6 April 2011, 5.30 for 6 p.m. in the Mountbatten
Room, Royal Over-Seas League, Speaker to be
announced.
Wednesday 4 May 2011, 12.30 for 1 p.m. in the Hall of India
and Pakistan, the Society's Annual Luncheon: Guest
Speaker: The Rt. Hon. Lord Cope of Berkeley: '"To Sing
the Song o' Steam' – the Engineers' Poet and Motorist".
Details will be in December's flyer.
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EDITORIAL
CHANGE OF TREASURER

Frank Noah, our Treasurer for the past four years, has had to give up
this role in order to meet other commitments. We are very grateful for
all the work that he has done in leading us through the complexities of
the new Charity Commission guidelines.
Frank's replacement is Ray Beck, author of the article on "A
Military Execution in India" which appeared in Journal No.334
(December 2009). He had been looking to increase his work for the
Society, and volunteered very promptly for this role. We are delighted
to welcome him to this position and, as was the case with Frank, Ray
will be assisted by our professional accountant, Ms Anna Lonsdale.
ELT AND M. VOIRON

Prof Robert Langenfeld, Editor of English Literature in Transition
1880-1920, continues to publish articles that are of considerable interest
to Kipling's readers. In Vol.53, No.2, 2010 there is a fascinating essay by

Prof William Dillingham on "Monsieur Voiron in Kipling's 'The Bull
that Thought': What the Critics Missed". This is a closely argued read
ing of a story that he sees not as being 'an allegory on art and the artist'
as first proposed by C.A. Bodelson and subsequently followed by other
critics, although as he acknowledges this saved the story from literary
obscurity. Rather, it is an exploration of the rejuvenation of an elderly
man, and the comparison of objective and subjective truths.
I wish that I could reprint it in the Journal, but this cannot be for
some excellent reasons. However, copies of the article may be bought
from http://www.metapress.com/content/119858/ or for those who
have access through Project Muse. Otherwise, the ELT website has all
details at http://www.eltpress.org/.
BRITISH PATHÉ ARCHIVE

I recently heard from British Pathé Ltd that they have a news
reel archive which is free and accessible to anyone. There is historical
footage of Kipling on the site made from some of the British Pathé
clips, two of them being about Kipling's Installation as Rector of St
Andrews, and a third of him making a speech on an occasion which I
haven't been able to identify. There is also one that is described as
being of members of his family leaving the Middlesex Hospital. These
three are all silent unfortunately.
The archive is at http://www.britishpathe.corn/workspace.php?id=5182
Continued on page 11.
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A NEW KIPLING LETTER:
NEWS FROM LAHORE
By THOMAS PINNEY
[Once again Prof Pinney's sharp eyes have discovered something of Kipling's for our
delectation. It clearly demonstrates the value of the materials archived at the University
of Sussex, and even more of the value of an expert looking through it rather than just
relying on catalogues and record cards.
We are most grateful to the University of Sussex and to A.P. Watt Ltd on behalf of the
National Trust for Places of Historic Interest or Natural Beauty for their permission to
publish this letter. – Ed.]

In September 1885 Kipling found himself alone for many weeks in 101
Civil Station, the family house in Lahore. He had been at Simla this
year on an extraordinarily long stay, at least from May until midAugust, but at last he had had to go back down into the dreaded plains
and resume his daily routine on the Civil and Military Gazette. Worse,
his family had gone up as he had gone down and would remain in
Simla through October. Kipling kept bachelor quarters in the Lahore
house, surrounded by the usual complement of servants, where he suf
fered not only from loneliness and depression but from fever as well.
Of this experience he wrote to cousin Margaret Burne-Jones:
Had a three days go of it [fever] a fortnight since and my faithful
henchman, recognizing that I was off my head, departed and had a
concert in the compound. Shouldn't ha' minded if they'd left me the
iced water but they didn't and I had a ghastly time. My note to the doc
tor miscarried and he didn't turn up for thirty hours. When he arrived
(he told me afterwards) I cursed him fluently and offered to race him
for Rs. 500 a side. I suppose I must have been fairly lively but it was
getting better alone that breaks the heart of a man or boy. Never a soul
to come nigh one and whole house full of noises and whispers, and
sighs and groans and chuckles from headachy dawn to delirious dusk.
I wrote to the Mummy that a "return of this would drive me into
instant matrimony or some officiating arrangement until your return."
Honestly Wop I assure you that, as I was threshing my way out of the
nightmares, if I had been alone in the country, say at Allahabad, I
should have straightway applied for the £100 a year that the Pater has
promised to give me when I marry and have laid my aching bones at
the feet of the first disengaged white girl who would have taken me. I
began to understand faintly why so many good men perpetrate matri
mony. It's temporary insanity superinduced by intermittent fever.
[ [27] September 1885: Letters, vol.1, p.90.]
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Obviously, Kipling did not much enjoy his solitude, and the playful ref
erences in his newsletter to the family about his moist skin, cool nose,
and unaffected heart disguise genuine unpleasantness.
No doubt he wrote regularly to his family at Simla, but hardly any
thing of his family correspondence survives. The letter that is here
reprinted, however, did survive among the papers of his father John
Lockwood Kipling, now part of the Kipling papers at Sussex (KP 2/1).
Kipling's letter is buried in the midst of a collection of his father's
drawings and has thus been overlooked till now: I found it by the mer
est accident. The letter is in the form of a mock-newspaper, more or
less after the fashion of his own paper, the CMG, which had its depart
ments under such headings as "The English Papers", "Official
Notifications", "Telegraphic Intelligence", and so on. It was highly
appropriate that a newspaper man should send a "newspaper" to his
family in Simla as a way to keep them posted about the "Home News".
And what other form would allow for such ill-assorted trivia as he man
ages to cram into this single sheet?
A few preliminary notes may be given here:
Durpan (or Darpan) = mirror as in a newspaper title. Hence the DishClout Mirror. Kipling also uses this word as part of the title of a native
newspaper, the Sachi Durpan in " 'The Finest Story in the World' ".
Degchi = cooking utensil.
Bobachi Khana = cook house.
Mrs Bocquet: unidentified.
Harautes (or harautis) = a kind of bamboo.
Noor Ali, that "hardened ruffian", is presumably one of the house ser
vants.
Jhamp (or Jhaump) = a matted shutter or door.
Khitmagar = a butler or a waiter.
Brinjals = aubergines.
Bubby-Jock (or Bubbly-Jock) = a Scottish word for a turkey cock.
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EDITORIAL continued from page 6.
THE UNIVERSITY OF BRISTOL STUDY DAY – 19 JUNE.

This event, organised by John Lee, was built around the topic of "The
Absent-Minded Beggar" It was both informative and very enjoyable,
There were more than 30 attendees to hear the five speakers and two
other events to add some unusual interest.
Stephen Turnbull, of the Sir Arthur Sullivan Society, played the
first ever recording of the "Absent-Minded Beggar", set to music by Sir
Arthur Sullivan, and also a musical box version. John Cannon,
Archivist of the Gilbert & Sullivan Society, had brought along a range
of memorabilia to do with the poem. He displayed a multi-coloured silk
handkerchief of the poem, a silver cigarette case and a copy of
Sullivan's contract with Enoch and Sons. Not only were there copies of
the different editions of the poem including the setting for the song, but
also postcards alluding to it, a cup and saucer, a brass trivet, a bottle
closure, and many other items.
We owe a great debt of thanks to Dr John Lee for arranging the
Study Day, and to the other four speakers, Prof Peter Bailey, Dr Simon
Potter, Prof Tim Kendall and Prof Edward M. Spiers. Also to Andrew
Lycett for chairing the discussion at the end.
Continued on page 25.
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ANNUAL LUNCHEON 2010
The Kipling Society's Annual Luncheon was held on Wednesday 5
May at the Royal Over-Seas League, London. The Guest Speaker was
Lady Juliet Townsend. At her table were her husband, Mr John
Townsend, Field Marshal Sir John Chappie, President of the Kipling
Society, Lady Chappie, Mr Sharad Keskar (Chairman), Professor
Leonee Ormond (Deputy Chairman), Mrs J. Keskar (Honorary
Secretary), and Mr John Radcliffe (On Line Editor).
Apologies were received from Mrs H. Gray, Mr D. Major, Mr J.
McGivering, Mr & Mrs J.W.M. Smith, Col and Mrs Spate and Dr F.A.
Underwood. The occasion was a great success and attended by some 94
guests, including:
Admiral Sir P.C. Abbott, Col R.D. Abbott, Mr C. Allen, Ms M. Allen, Ms
H. Armstrong, Lt-Col R.C. Ayers, Mrs L.A. Ayers, Mr H.D. Balls, Mrs
H. Barton, Miss G. Barton, Mr R.P. Batt-Rawden, Dr K.B. Batt-Rawden,
Ms V.H. Batt-Rawden, Mr R.E. Beck, Mrs E.A. Beck, Mrs F.
Bickerstaff, Major K. Bonny, Mrs D. Bonny, Mr P. Boon, Mr B. Bouric,
Mrs B. Caseley Dickson, F.M. Sir John Chappie, Lady Chappie, Mr B.
Diamond, Mr J.F. Doble, Mrs S.M. Doble, Mr J.M. Ducker, Mr J.M.
Fairey, Mrs J.J. Garwood, Mrs J. Habib, Ms M. Hamer, Miss A.G.
Harcombe, Miss J. Hett, Mrs V. Hollinghurst-Daniel, Mr R. Hollinghurst,
Sir D. Keene, Mr W.H.B. Key, Mrs C.A. Key, Mr S. Keskar, Mrs J.
Keskar, Mr J. Lambert, Dr J. Lewins, Mrs J. Lewins, Rear Admiral G.F.
Liardet, Mrs J.A. Liardet, Dr T.W. Liardet, Mrs G. Liardet, Mr A. Lycett,
Mrs M. Magan, Mrs J.M. Magor, Mrs H.E. Mango, Mr D. MacKenzie,
Mr N.S. Mayhew, Lady Maxwell-Scott, Mr P.H. McMillan, Mr C.R.W.
Mitchell, Mrs J.A. Mitchell, Mrs D. Newman, Mr J. Nicoll, Professor L.
Ormond, Mr David Page, Miss A. Pain, Mr R.S. Parker, Mr R.G.
Pettigrew, Mr W. Phillips, Mr G.F.C. Plowden, Mrs F.A. Plowden, Mr S.
Pyne, Mr J. Radcliffe, Mr J.M. Raisman., Mrs E.A. Raisman, Mrs C.J.J.
Reid, Mrs H. Reid, Mr R.L. Sadler, Mrs B.M. Sadler, Mrs C.S. Sansom,
Professor G. Selim, Mrs S. Selim, Mrs S. Sitwell, Mr D.M. Summerscale,
Mrs C. Taylor, Lady J. Townsend, Mr J. Townsend, Mr M. Wadd, Mrs
J. Wadd, Mr S.D. Wade, Mrs F.M. Wade, Mr R.H. Whatmoor, Ms E.C.
Welby, Mr M.R. West, Cdr. A. Wilson, Mrs. J. Wilson.
CHAIRMAN'S WELCOME

Lady Juliet Townsend, Ladies and Gentlemen.
We are here, on the eve of a General Election, our ears buzzing with
the drumming we have had from the Media, and, speaking for myself,
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with a need to be left alone. In The Light That Failed, Kipling has Dick
Heldar saying: "we're all islands shouting lies to each other across seas
of misunderstanding." But tomorrow is another day. Today we cele
brate Kipling and The Kipling Society, and so, a warm welcome to all:
Lady Juliet Townsend, President, Members and Guests.
Kipling would feel at home to see so many from the Armed
Services. Also, at the tables are writers, artists, even a young graphic
designer; others, who in their prime have tripped the light fantastic;
men and women of travel and commerce; of them, many who have not
just sat in the shade, but muddied their hands, even climbed mountains.
You are the world he loved and wrote about.
At the tables, too, also many to whom thanks are due. Charles Allen
at table 6 – our man in Mumbai and author of Kipling Sahib. Our
Librarian, John Walker's guest, Derek Mackenzie, also at table 6.
Together they have set aside a corner of City University, which is for
ever Kipling: a treasure house, or as Kipling would say, Ajaib Ghar, for
research scholars.
And now to the 'six honest serving' Honorary Officers of the
Council, who keep the Society going: David Page, table 7, who beyond
the call of editing the Quarterly Journal, has taken on the task of sup
plementary editions. At table 3, Robin Mitchell, our link with
Bateman's and the National Trust. John Lambert, at table 8, keeping
tabs on the roll-call of members, welcomes every new member with a
gleam in his eye. Andrew Lycett, the biographer of Kipling, Conan
Doyle, and others, pulls out of his black hat four evening speakers each
year, at table 3.
We record our thanks as we say farewell to our Treasurer, Frank
Noah, and welcome Ray Beck, who takes over from him. He is with his
wife at table 3, and here at table 1, two stalwarts to whom the Society
is deeply indebted. First, our On Line Editor, John Radcliffe. I need not
tell those who have visited the Kipling website that, along with its
unique New Readers' Guide to the works of Kipling, it is one of the
finest in the land. A stickler for punishment, he now takes on the role
of Publicity Officer. Second, the Honorary Secretary, Jane Keskar, on
whose slender shoulders much of the burden of the day to day running
of the Society rests. . . A note here says, "move on, don't drool", but I
cannot without, at least, drawing your attention to the fact that, for
many years now, and today, our successful Annual Luncheons rely on
the arrangements organised by her.
Without further ado, I now request Jane to say the Grace.
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GRACE, BY JANE KESKAR

First these lines from Kipling:
As Thou didst teach all lovers speech,
And Life all mystery,
So shalt Thou by every school
Till life and longing die,
Who wast, or yet the Lights were set,
A whisper in the Void,
Who shalt be sung through planets young
When this is clean destroyed.
And now the grace:
For good health,
good friends
and good food,
we thank you Lord.
THE CHAIRMAN'S INTRODUCTION: GUEST OF HONOUR

Before I introduce our Guest Speaker, something about the Society.
On 21 January Brig William Magan, C.B.E., Hodson's Horse and
senior executive of MI5, died at the grand age of 101. His life reads like
an adventure by Kipling. His wife Mrs Maxine Magan, and member of
the Kipling Society, is at table 2.
Late last year the Society lost a loyal friend and ex-Chairman: Mr
Gordon Philo, M.C.
The first John Slater Memorial Kipling Essay Prize was awarded to
Greg Noone, and Uplands Community College, Wadhurst, Kent, in
September last year, at Bateman's, by our President, Sir John Chappie.
The prize is worth £250 to the student and £500 to the school. This year
the closing date for submissions is 15 June. More information about
this is available from me or the Secretary.
On 20 May, last year, a study day, on Kipling's Actions and
Reactions, was held in Sheffield. This year the study day will be in
Bristol on 19 June, on "The Absent-Minded Beggar". It will be led by
Dr John Lee.
On Thursday 8 April, John Radcliffe, John Walker and Andrew
Lycett, helped volunteers at Bateman's with answers to frequently
asked questions about Kipling. Bateman's, as you know, was Kipling's
home for 34 years and is run by the National Trust, represented here
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today by Gary Enstone who should have been seated at table 7. Kipling
Day this year is on 26 June at Bateman's. All are welcome.
It is now my pleasant duty to introduce our Speaker.
Lady Juliet Townsend is the daughter of the Earl of Birkenhead,
who was the first official biographer of Kipling, but his book was pub
lished posthumously in 1978. Soon you'll know why. Lady Juliet was
educated at Westonbirt School and Somerville College Oxford, where
she read English and studied Kipling. After Oxford, John Betjeman
asked her to write the Shell Guide to Northamptonshire where she
lives. She then became a full-time Lady-in-Waiting to Princess
Margaret.
She is deeply involved in the activities of Northamptonshire, was
High Sheriff in 1991 and has been Lord Lieutenant since 1998. Her
published works include a book for children, set in the Indian Mutiny,
and reviews in the Spectator.
She is lucky to have lived in the same village, in an old manor
house, where, with her husband, John, she runs a farm and a butcher's
shop, producing and selling high quality beef. They have, for the past
thirty years, also run a bookshop. She has three daughters and two
grandsons. The title of her talk is "The Elephant in the Room".
Ladies and Gentlemen, Lady Juliet Townsend.

THE ELEPHANT IN THE ROOM
By LADY JULIET TOWNSEND

The library at Charlton, where I was brought up, is a great cavern of a
room, entirely lined with the books my grandfather placed there a hun
dred years ago. On one wall – seldom if ever disturbed – is the classical
library of my great grandfather, Henry Furneaux, translator of Tacitus;
another case is devoted to books on Napoleon; a third to horses and hunt
ing, including that great favourite of my childhood The Horse in Health
and Disease, by J Wortley Axe, Queen Victoria's vet, in which the two
volumes on the horse in health remain pristine, while the gory colour
illustrations of the horse in disease show severe wear, resulting from our
unhealthy fascination with the macabre. In one corner there are a few
shelves of leather bound books written by members of the family. We
each had our own colour: my father's in brown, my mother's green, my
brother's blue and mine black. But for many years in the sea of leather
and mellow old cloth which covered the walls two incongruous volumes
stood out – a pair of large bright red ring binders. They contained the
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typescript of my father's unpublished life of Kipling. It was seldom men
tioned, but it represented the great disappointment of his life.
You may be familiar with the story, and it is unnecessary to revisit
it in detail. The idea of the book first came to my father during the War,
perhaps when, marooned on a mission to the partisans in Yugoslavia in
the somewhat testing company of Evelyn Waugh and Randolph
Churchill, he began thinking wistfully of what he might do on his
return. Kipling's son-in-law, Captain George Bambridge, had encour
aged him to put himself forward to write the first authorised biography
of Rudyard Kipling. He should perhaps have seen rocks ahead. Two
biographers, Hector Bolitho and Captain Dorling ("Taffrail") had
already come to grief in pursuing the project, due to differences with
Mrs Kipling, and, since her death, Eric Linklater had made the attempt
but had failed to agree terms with her daughter, Elsie Bambridge.
In spite of those warning signals, my father signed an extremely ill
advised contract which did nothing to protect his interests and which
left Mrs Bambridge in complete control of the book. It contained such
clauses as "The author . . . shall omit from the completed work such
passages as Mrs Bambridge may desire," and "Mrs Bambridge shall
have the entire control of the work when completed," and "the
Copyright in the work shall be the property of Mrs Bambridge." I have
often wondered how he could have allowed himself to enter into such
an agreement. I can only suppose that he was desperate to emerge from
the War and return to writing, and would have done anything to secure
this golden opportunity to be the first to explore the life of a man whose
work he greatly admired, with full access to all the family papers and
to the memories of many people who had known him. Once the con
tract was signed, Mrs Bambridge brought a large quantity of papers,
including her mother's diaries, round to our London home for him to
work on. She told him that he need not mind what he wrote about her
mother: "The sky's the limit!" This rather shocked him, as he was very
close to his own mother, but it puts paid to one theory, that Mrs
Bambridge's later hostility to the book was owing to her thinking it
gave an unsympathetic picture of Carrie Kipling.
All went well at first. Many of Kipling's friends and relatives were
interviewed and their views meticulously recorded in a set of matching
ledgers. Each section of the text was submitted for approval on com
pletion, as stipulated in the contract, and was received with cordiality,
but when my father submitted the first draft of the complete work to
Mrs Bambridge it met with a totally unexpected but unequivocal rejec
tion. When he asked whether there were any particular aspects of the
life which she found unacceptable and requested a meeting to discuss
the matter, the response was uncompromising. "It is very unpleasant

September 2010

KIPLING JOURNAL

17

for me to have to tell you that I consider it so bad a book that any
attempt at palliative measures . . . is not feasible." And that was that.
There have been many conjectures as to her reasons: and she herself
gave several different ones over the years: that insufficient emphasis
was placed on Kipling's love of the English countryside and too much
on his political views, that his literary work was undervalued and the
outlook of his generation misunderstood. Later she told Charles
Carrington that the book was "riddled with amateur psychoanalysis", a
claim difficult for a modern reader to understand, as the account seems
to show a perfectly normal attempt to relate Kipling's personality to the
events of his life. Her claim that my father was connected to the Bright
Young Things brought a little much needed light relief to his family.
To anyone who knew his somewhat lugubrious personality it was the
equivalent to saying that Eeyore was an icon of the Swinging Sixties!
Anyway, four years of work appeared to have gone for nothing and
the big red files languished on their shelf. Fortunately my father under
took a major revision twenty years later, when there was an illusory
glimmer of hope that the ban might be lifted, but it was still a formida
ble task for my mother and myself to prepare the text for publication
after the deaths in successive years of my father and Mrs Bambridge,
and thirty years after the life had been written. Some queries were
impossible to resolve, as many of the papers he had used had since been
destroyed, but we felt strongly that the work deserved to see the light,
not only because it was a very good book in its own right, but also
because it contained much material which would otherwise have
remained unknown. In the years between my father starting his
research and the commissioning of Charles Carrington in 1951 the
Grim Reaper had been hard at work among Kipling's circle of family
and friends. Sir Louis Dane, who had known him as a young reporter
in Lahore died in 1946, his cousin, Stanley Baldwin in 1947, his sister,
Trix and cousin, Margaret Mackail in 1948 and H.A. Gwynne, editor
of the Morning Post and a close friend since South Africa days, in
1950. All these had either spoken to or corresponded with my father at
length and their testimony was not available to later biographers. In
answer to a criticism by Kipling's cousin, Angela Thirkell, of his pic
ture of Trix, Charles Carrington responded, "I never met Trix, and have
depended on Elsie's account of her", and the same was perforce true of
all these other crucial witnesses.
My father shared with his subject a formidable memory. His modus
operandi in this and all his other biographies was to conduct his inter
views without taking notes and immediately afterwards to write the
whole conversation out in long hand word for word. This gives his
interview books an extraordinary air of intimacy. It is as if, one after
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another his subjects have entered the room, said their piece, answered
his questions and moved on: Lady Colefax, waspish and astute; Sir
Roderick Jones and his wife, Enid Bagnold, he a close friend, she more
detached and critical. The cousins with intimate family memories,
Stanley Baldwin, Margaret Mackail and Angela Thirkell, even the
huntsman's daughter at Bateman's and two aged Yeoman Warders in
the Tower of London who had been stationed at Fort Lahore in the days
of Soldiers Three. The same is true of those who wrote to him.
Carefully stuck in are letters, some hand written, some typed on brittle
wartime paper in faded ink, as Trix wrote apologetically in 1944, "My
little Corona dislikes her utility ribbon, not quite her size, not what she
is used to, as much as I dislike a utility dress I had to buy in an emer
gency." The poignancy of these volumes is enhanced by the fact that
they are all scorched by a serious fire thirty years ago which mercifully
spared them while destroying many of our other family papers.
In the face of an author of such incredible range and variety as
Kipling, and of such a formidable audience – Trix wrote to my father
that The Kipling Society were "waiting like wolves" for his book to
appear – I thought that the best thing I could do in a short talk was to
try to bring a few of these long dead witnesses back to life.
Of all of them, Kipling's sister, Trix, was the most exceptional. She
was extremely helpful, patiently answering my father's many ques
tions, although she ruefully compared herself with her mother when
interrogated by the equally persistent Rudyard, aged three "Mamma, let
us talk about deadness." "Oh Ruddy, I know so little about it." "Tell me
that little." Trix shared both her brother's way with words and his
extraordinarily retentive visual memory. This was shown in the
detailed description she wrote for my father of Lorne Lodge, which she
had not seen for over sixty years. "The house wore a shabby stucco
pinafore and had a front garden about the size and shape of a prayer
carpet, where nothing grew except a bank of St John's wort which
sloped down to the playroom in the basement . . . Lorne Lodge was
entered through a hall as narrow as a passage, which crooked an elbow
at the front door and took a sharp turn before it disclosed the dining
room door at the right, the drawing room opposite, and the steep nar
row stairs to the second storey." She then takes us on what would now
be called a virtual tour of every room, describing minutely its wall
paper, furnishings and pictures, down to the pincushion with "Love the
Giver" in coloured beads. Armed with this comprehensive document
my father and his assistant, Douglas Rees, set off to Southsea in 1946
and presented themselves at the address they had been given. The
house broadly matched Trix's description, although a certain effort of
imagination was needed and some allowances made for the passage of
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time. They left somewhat disappointed and my father said, "It doesn't
look quite old enough to me. It could be, but I'm not happy. Let's go
to the Town Hall and check." On turning to leave, they caught sight of
another house on the opposite side of the road. On its gatepost, the
words "Lorne Lodge" could just be made out. Here everything matched
perfectly with Trix's description in the minutest detail, leading my
father to place equal reliance on her vivid account of the bungalow in
Lahore with Kipling's deliberately plain bedroom with "an austere nar
row bed just wide enough for himself and Vixen, the fat white fox
terrier, who always slept 'like a lady' with her head on the pillow."
Angela Thirkell wrote, "Trix was almost as witty as her mother." She
was certainly as precocious as her brother. In 1882 aged thirteen, she
wrote to "Dear Brudge" then in his last year at Westward Ho! describ
ing a dinner party at the Burne-Jones's house, The Grange, at which
Oscar Wilde had been a guest. "To look at, he is like a bad copy of a
bust of a very decadent Roman emperor modelled in suet pudding. His
lips . . . are exactly like the big brown slugs we used to hate so much
in the garden at Forlorn Lodge. He talked incessantly, and at any pause
Phil, who sat next to him, gasped 'Oh Oscar, tell us "so and so" ' and
set him off again. Uncle was unusually silent and winced when 'Oh
Oscar' addressed him as 'Master'." She added, to my father. "This let
ter shows how Mother's influence had changed the nervous little toady
I was in 1878 into a cheerful cheeky young person."
Trix's view of her parents, like her brother's, was a little ambiva
lent. What they both preferred to remember were the "five years in
Fairy Land" they spent together as a family in Lahore and Simla, "we
four" in civilized harmony, playing those intellectual paper games
which must have been the dread of less erudite guests. Yet behind this
facade the fact was that these much loved parents were the same who
had abandoned them, without any warning, at Lome Lodge. Trix
retained an element of detachment. When my father asked her why she
thought they had done nothing to prepare the children, she responded
simply: "The main motive was really that they wished to save their own
feelings at the expense of ours" – adding "Mother had a very strong
will, but there were curious streaks of sand in her marble."
Trix wrote several vivid descriptions of Flo Garrard, Kipling's first
love, to whom my father seems to have taken a dislike, referring to her
as "this dreary allumeuse." The twelve-year-old Trix obviously had a
school-girl crush on her when they were living together at Lome Lodge
after Rudyard's departure. "I still dream of her sometimes, the hair too
heavy for the small head . . . the beautiful cameo finish of every fea
ture . . . the lips like a thread of scarlet . . . always closely pressed
together, and her self control was like a steel bar . . . I shall never
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forget the elfin beauty of her figure in a long plain night-dress, jimp as
a willow wand, as she angrily brushed her Rapunzel-like hair." Flo's
boon companion was Becquot, "a tall well-mannered goat that fol
lowed her like a dog" and always wore a collar to match Flo's belt. To
everyone's amazement Becquot emerged from her shed one morning
followed by "two white and charming kids. Aunty must have been soft
ened by Flo," wrote Trix, "for she allowed the kids to come into the
dining room for bread and circuses all over the chairs and sofa in the
most surprising way" – an unexpected sidelight on the tyrant of Lome
Lodge. It was not surprising that it was difficult to sustain any rela
tionship with Flo at a distance as she was no letter writer. Trix treasured
the longest one she ever received from her; "Dear Trix, thank you for
your two letters. I don't know how you think of so much to write, I'm
sure I can't. It has been cold here and Becquot has lost another collar.
I miss you a lot, Affectly, Flo."
Trix claimed that her mother "developed second sight at 14 and was
afraid of it" – "it came to me when I was 17 and has always helped me
more than it has frightened me." In her twenties, she began to experi
ment with "automatic writing," the transcribing of messages from the
beyond. By the time that " 'Wireless' " was published in 1904 she was
an established practitioner, and although the family disapproved of her
activities and blamed them for her mental instability, it is impossible
not to see a connexion between these and what Sir Henry Badeley
described as Kipling's "vivid appreciation of the sub conscious or
metaphysical," particularly in " 'Wireless' " and " 'The Finest Story in
the World' ". Trix wrote a detailed description of the vision she had of
her brother's death, which she took some pleasure in recounting to the
presiding surgeon Sir Alfred Webb-Johnson ten years later, noting with
satisfaction his reaction. "You are extraordinary, no one could have
told you this." "No I was an eye witness." On waking from the vision
in her Edinburgh home, she scribbled on a writing pad "Rud died at
12.10pm," adding, with a touch of malice, "C and E not there." (They
were actually snatching some rest.) When her long suffering husband,
whose patience during Trix's mental lapses was, according to Angela
Thirkell, "infinite," came to break the bad news, she told him what she
had seen, to which he responded resignedly: "You and your spooky
dreams!" "He hated any 'spookiness'."
The picture of Carrie Kipling which emerges from these interviews
is remarkably consistent. Hers was not an easy character and many
people, including her daughter, resented her increasingly possessive
attitude to her husband in his last years. Sybil Colefax, never one to
miss the chance to plant the poisoned barb, wrote "she was the sort of
woman who could only talk about servants, a subject on which she
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waxed unattractively bitter", but described with some sympathy a visit
to Bateman's after Kipling's death. Carrie "a black clad figure like an
egg rolling out to meet her", had been able to break down her iron
reserve to some extent during a tour of the garden. When my father
asked Lady Colefax why she thought Kipling had married Carrie, she
simply replied "Have you ever seen an octopus?" Baldwin described
Carrie as "a vigilant Cerberus," but Sir Alfred Webb-Johnson liked and
admired her and quoted Kipling's lines:
He's the man that wrote the Jungle Books,
likewise the Seven Seas,
He's the man that knows the private soldier's life—
He's the man that gets the credit,
but he owns on bended knees
He isn't any good without his wife.
Even the most critical commentators gave her credit for her support to
him in the early years of their marriage and for her admirable courage
and self control during the dreadful days when Kipling and Josephine
both hung between life and death and she was, as Baldwin wrote,
"rushing from one bed to the other." Kipling shared something of
Carrie's obsession with protecting his signature and items in his hand
writing – the ritual daily burning of the contents of the waste paper
basket, their fury at discovering that the butcher was making a profit by
selling Kipling's signed cheques, rather than cashing them – but even
he might have baulked at Carrie's rifling through the luggage of the
blameless Miss Thompson, who accompanied them to South Africa as
a companion to the children, to ensure that no snapshot or scrap of
handwriting was escaping her grasp. Elsie, brought up in this atmos
phere, inherited some of her mother's fierce protectiveness. Trix wrote
to my father in 1944: "My niece, Mrs Bambridge, has suddenly put her
foot down and forbids me to quote – in a broadcast – a set of verses he
wrote to me before I was married!" Trix had to admit, however, that "If
R had been a criminal, he could not have been fonder of destroying any
family papers that came his way" and gives a chilling picture of his
destroying all Alice Kipling's papers "after our mother's death, so
immediately after that I was helping the nurse to lay her out."
Kipling's love of children and his sure touch in his dealings with
them is well documented, summed up, I always think, in the photo
graph on the cover of O Beloved Kids, his letters to his own children.
The picture shows him sitting on the deck of a liner – straw boater on
his head – telling a story, probably one of the Just So Stories to a group
of young children who are straining eagerly forward, hanging on his
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every word. Lady Roberts recounts how Kipling, while staying at her
country house, spurned the company of the distinguished adult guests
to spend hours playing with the children and their model railway, and
Oliver Baldwin describes elaborate campaigns between armies of toy
soldiers across the nursery floor. Some of the most charming letters in
the notebooks are to or from children, including one from the four year
old Prince Petros of Greece, "here is my portrait in Cretan dress. Please
notice my knife." In another, Kipling, responding to a fan letter from a
six year old boy, wrote "A man gave me a live armadillo but I could
not bring it home. It looked just like a little pig in armour."
The testimony in these books throws up many vivid pictures: Flo
Garrard furiously brushing her great curtain of hair, Oscar Wilde with
his brown slug lips, Vixen the terrier luxuriating with her head on the
pillow under the creaking punkah, Becquot and her kids rampaging
round Aunty Rosa's dining room, Carrie, rummaging through Miss
Thompson's suitcase, but I should prefer to leave Kipling on the deck
of the liner or on the nursery floor, among the train tracks and toy sol
diers, in the company of the people that, for all his world fame and
wide ranging genius, he had loved and understood the best.
Lady Juliet then proposed the toast to
The Unfading Genius of Rudyard Kipling.

REPORT ON THE VOTE OF THANKS BY THE SOCIETY'S PRESIDENT
FIELD MARSHAL SIR JOHN CHAPPLE, G.C.B, C.B.E., D.L.

The President offered the thanks of all members of the Society, and
their guests, to Lady Juliet Townsend for her fascinating talk.
He recalled that her mother had addressed the Society some thirty
years ago. Also that he had read and much enjoyed her book Escape
from Meerut which he had read many years ago. He couldn't find his
copy of this book, despite a long search.
The President also mentioned a visit he had made, when an under
graduate, accompanying Charles Carringron to Wimpole Hall. He was
rather in awe, and indeed intimidated, in the presence of Mrs
Bambridge. He did not hear Lord Birkenhead's name mentioned at all.
The President concluded by saying how much he had learnt from
Lady Juliet's talk; and how much he would enjoy reading it again in the
Journal. He was sure that all members of the Kipling Society present
would concur with this.
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VINLAND MISHANDLED:
A FANCIFUL TALE FROM THE PLAINS
(which proves nothing except that writing Kipling stories
is a great deal more difficult than it looks.)
By LISA LEWIS
[Once again Lisa Lewis, one of our Vice-Presidents, is gracing the pages of the Journal,
this time with a piece of whimsical fiction, but one that is based firmly upon that of
Kipling. Apart from the sheer pleasure of reading it, there is the added joy of spotting
which reference comes from which authorised tale (not as obvious as might first appear),
and who might be the originals of the various characters. – Ed.]

Long and long ago, when George V was King and Charlie Chaplin
ruled the silent screen, there was a Young Man. He was a fine Young
Man, intelligent, athletic and good to look upon. He had an Uncle, of
his mother's kin, whom he hated – never mind why. It might have been
something to do with his Father's death from trench fever, and an
unkind remark made at the reading of the will – there was almost noth
ing to leave – that had reduced his Mother to helpless tears.
The Uncle, who as eldest son had inherited most of the family money,
had been exempt from Army service because of a chest complaint. He
was also (in his own opinion at least) the greatest authority on ancient
maps in all the known world. After the Great War that had swallowed up
the Young Man's Father, the Mother married again and the new family
emigrated to Australia. The Uncle, meanwhile, went to the United States,
where he found himself a Professorship at a university in a sunny state
whose climate suited his chest. There he flourished exceedingly.
After some years the Young Man, grown tall and brown in the
Australian sun, returned to England as a Rhodes Scholar. Therefore he
found himself in Oxford, a town of which he thought well. Presently
appeared there another of his Uncles – not a real Uncle of the blood,
but an old friend of the family, a Brevet-Uncle – a Famous Author
who was powerful in the matter of Rhodes Scholarships and may have
had something to do with the Young Man's award. He was a little man
with thick eyebrows and a drooping moustache, the very image of an
elderly Aberdeen terrier, save for the vivid blue eyes behind his pow
erful glasses.
The Young Man had never met this Brevet-Uncle, but being a polite
youth he made himself known and expressed his gratitude. He was duly
invited for a weekend at the Famous Author's Sussex home. Here the
Uncle presently led him to an outhouse and entangled him, heart, soul
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and shirtsleeves, in certain experiments; stickily unsuitable for
drawing-rooms, but of undoubted historical interest.
Their object was to produce an "ancient" manuscript that should be
like enough to the real thing to deceive an expert. The author was cur
rently writing a story on the then unrevealed hoax called Piltdown
Man, in which a forged map, he thought, might take the place of doc
tored bones. In the days beyond compare and before the Judgements,
he had made a tale about Vikings journeying across the North Atlantic
to a place they called Furdurstrandi; and in the making had devised a
map to be drawn by one of the voyagers a thousand years later, in
another incarnation. It was excised from the tale, but had remained in
the Notions Case in his study, where he had recently come across it
again, quite naturally, when looking for something else. His Daemon
now exacted another version of this map, using the methods described
in the new story, so that all the details thereof might be just as authen
tic as he wished them to be.
The Young Man had some knowledge of Old Norse – the
Scandinavian sagas were part of his studies – which came in useful for
legends and place-names. From the interminable talk of his bloodUncle in the old days he knew something of ancient maps. He had
strong elbows for grinding flour in a stone hand-quern, which also
seemed necessary to the enterprise; and he had a deft touch with the
Uncle's home-made version of a sickle-edged reed-pen. They toiled
contentedly together all through Saturday and as much of Sunday as the
Brevet-Aunt would permit. When they were satisfied with the result,
they bound it with a genuinely ancient document into a book, boring
several corroborative worm-holes through the conjoined pages. (At a
crucial moment they dropped it, and some of the pages were inadver
tently turned upside-down). Meanwhile, in the intervals of their
labours, the Brevet-Uncle drew out the full story of the family feud.
After his visit, the Young Man went back much refreshed (but var
iously stained about the shirtsleeves) to his Oxford studies. Presently
he met a Young Woman, and – but that is another story.
The Author, his play with ink and pens and pastes complete, aban
doned the map; turning instead to some verses in the manner of
Chaucer, whose language was easier than Old Norse to imitate. But he
was pleased with their joint handiwork, and resolved to take it up to
Town and try it on some cronies at the Athenaeum who fancied them
selves expert in the fields of early geography and mediaeval
manuscripts.
Behold him then, setting forth one fine October morning from
Brown's Hotel with a brown-paper bundle under his arm. He strayed into
Bond Street, where there was a bookshop that understood his specialised
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(but eclectic) antiquarian interests. The owner was out, leaving the shop
in the charge of a junior assistant, whom the Author found at the back
wrapping old vellum leaves and black-letter volumes and stowing them
into wooden crates. One of the crates was marked with the address of the
college where the Young Man's blood-Uncle held his Chair.
An idea slid into the Author's mind, smoothly and orderly as float
ing timber on a bank-high river. He despatched the assistant (who was
inclined to hang around and talk) somewhat peremptorily on an
errand – a query concocted on the instant, about some books that ought
to have been despatched at least two days earlier, but had not yet
arrived in Sussex when he left for Town the previous afternoon. While
the boy's back was turned, he slipped his parcel into the crate.
'Conspuez l'oncle' he murmured happily to himself as he left the shop
and strolled away in the direction of the Athenaeum. The assistant,
returning vindicated from his search in the office files, was justifiably
annoyed to find the customer gone. In his haste, however, the Author
had put the package in the Wrong Box. Instead of going to America it
went to Spain, where it was stored away unrecognised, until long years
and another Great War afterwards it was turned up by a chance visitor.
(By this time both Uncles were dead.) It ended in quite a different
American University from the one intended, where they argue over it
to this very day.
There is not a word of truth in this tale. But when I told it to our
very-own visiting American Professor, his face lit with unholy glee.
'Kipling forged the Vinland Map?' he cried.
'Of course not,' I answered. 'And anyway how could I prove it?'
'Write it as a short story,' he advised.
So I have.
EDITORIAL continued from page 11.
AN AUDIO BOOK – MY GRANDADS AND AFGHANISTAN or Picture Postcards
from Kipling

When the actor and writer, Brian Wright, started to investigate his fam
ily history, he found that members of his family had been serving in the
Indian Army for generations, and had fought in the first three Afghan
wars starting with his great-great-great-grandfather in 1804, whilst his
father and grandfather spent time guarding the Afghan Frontier.
Although his father left him a few photographs and memories, most of
this family history consists of bare army records.
Continued on page 38.
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'WHO IS THIS RUDDY KIPLING?'
By ALICE LOCK
[Ms Lock is a member of The Society and also the Local Studies Librarian for Tameside
(which now includes Ashton-under-Lyne). She began to research this article when she
found from The Letters of Rudyard Kipling (ed. T. Pinney) that Kipling had visited
Ashton, and discovered a report of Kipling's speech there in the local newspaper.
There is also a report of this speech in Kipling's Uncollected Speeches: A Second Book
of Words (ed. T. Pinney, 2008) taken from the Morning Post, a Conservative daily paper,
whereas the Ashton Reporter was a Liberal weekly. – Ed.]

The Ashton Reporter posed this question in October 1912 in an article
publicising Rudyard Kipling's visit to speak at a political meeting in
the town. While Kipling was very concerned about the state of politics
in Britain, Ashton-under-Lyne, a cotton town to the east of Manchester,
seems a very unlikely place for him to choose to speak about his views.
This surprising visit was engineered by the new Conservative M.P., Sir
Max Aitken, later Lord Beaverbrook.
Aitken himself was a surprising candidate when he first stood in
Ashton in December 1910. At that time he was a young Canadian
financier with no connection to the area. Ashton had a Liberal M.P.
when Aitken was recommended to the local Conservative party branch
by Bonar Law, a fellow Canadian who was already a major figure in
the party. Aitken's biographers, Anne Chisholm and Michael Davie
describe Ashton as 'today engulfed in the grim urban sprawl of outer
Manchester. In 1910 it was a somewhat undistinguished cotton town,
with some depressing slum terraces'. As it was not a safe seat and was
thought to need a working class Conservative candidate Aitken was not
particularly happy with the choice, but he decided to stand.
He had only ten days to campaign and his success was later attrib
uted to the amount of money he spent and his efficient organisation. In
fact there were rumours of corruption, but Aitken's biographers agree
that that he was careful to avoid any breach of electioneering rules. He
held a party for 2,000 Conservative women at an Ashton hotel, but this
could not be considered "treating" as they did not have votes. According
to A.J.P. Taylor both Ashton and Stalybridge had a reputation for cor
ruption and Aitken was working within the accepted system. The
campaign was run from the Midland Hotel in Manchester where Aitken
and his glamorous wife spent every night. Lady Aitken proved to be a
valuable help and some people thought she was the better speaker. As a
"foreigner" he did not go down very well in Ashton where there were
complaints about his strange accent and talk of dollars and cents. There
was also some suspicion of his wealth which he was careful to present
1

2
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as having been made through industry rather than financial dealings. He
organised posters in the town offering £1,000 reward to anyone who
could prove he was involved in speculation.
He campaigned on the issue of tariff reform and imperial unity and
was quite open about his lack of knowledge on other concerns. This
was to his advantage when he was interviewed by a deputation from the
local trades council. They were concerned about the Osbourne judge
ment which prevented trade unions contributing to the Labour party.
The Liberal candidate had already said that he would only support
reversal of this judgement if it included a conscience clause allowing
opting out. When Aitken was asked he said he would support reversal
without any conditions. The leader of the deputation was reported to
have said 'Yon fellow will promise to vote for anything, but he does
n't understand what he's promising. He asked us not to be too hard on
him, as he'd only been in politics a week!'. The Ashton Trades
Council immediately rushed through a vote endorsing Aitken as a can
didate (no Labour candidate was standing) – 'the only example of a
recognised Labour organization preferring a Conservative to a Liberal
candidate'. The Trades Council meeting was only attended by seven
(out of 60) members and was carried by three votes to two so it was
hardly an overwhelming endorsement, but may have had some effect
as Aitken might have picked up some, at least, of the 413 votes which
the Labour candidate had polled in the January 1910 election. Later
historians have attributed the incident to Aitken's ignorance, not a
clever ploy to attract working class votes.
One theme which was to be a feature of Aitken's later life was his
use of the local, national and international press in his election cam
paign. In fact A.J.P. Taylor suggests that it led directly to his
connection with the Daily Express which, of course, he eventually
came to control. 'Thus, Aitken's association with the Daily Express,
which later shaped his life, began as a by-product of his constituency
propaganda.' During the campaign he planted articles about himself in
Canadian papers which were picked up by Ashton papers as if they
were independent news. The local Conservative paper was the Ashton
Herald and he arranged, and probably paid, for a daily rather than
weekly edition during the election. Later, as M.P., he advised on the
make up of pages and paid for a full report of his maiden speech in the
Commons to appear. This led to his connection with the Daily
Express – he contributed financially and in return his activities as M.P.
were well reported and articles from Canadian newspapers about him
were picked up and, in turn, reprinted in the Ashton Herald. He had
controlling shares in the Express by November 1916. The proprietors
of the Liberal Reporter were also won over by 'Aitken's flattery and
3
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charm, so much so that within a year one of them was playing hymns
at Aitken's house'.
Aitken's success was a result of a general swing in Lancashire from
Liberal to Conservative candidates, but Aitken ascribed it to 'brilliant
organization and tariff reform'. His initial euphoria was quickly fol
lowed by nervous collapse, the only cure for which was a holiday in the
South of France.
Aitken did not really shine as an M.P. either in his constituency or
in the House of Commons where he preferred to work behind the scenes
rather than debate. The people of Ashton bombarded him with requests
to open bazaars, join societies and judge dog shows and so forth, but his
response was usually to send his wife. He adopted his agent's rule about
donations which was to give Conservative run organisations a guinea
and others 10s 6d. The agent also ordered appropriate wreaths when
local supporters died. Aitken was a target for begging letters and,
according to Chisholm and Davie, but not A.J.P. Taylor, was often sym
pathetic regardless of party lines, but he used local contacts to check out
who was "deserving" of help. His agent received almost daily letters
from Aitken who expected replies by return of post, asking about local
charity cases and other problems such as whether he should buy his cig
ars from a factory in Dukinfield (the answer was no, it was not in the
constituency). He continued to send £100 a year to the Ashton Branch
of the Conservative party up till the 1950s. He was particularly helpful
to people who wished to emigrate to Canada even though he felt he was
exporting his voters. He would assist with fares and getting set up in the
new country, but 'as word spread rapidly round Ashton; Montreal began
to feel the strain. When the streets in Canada turned out not to be paved
in gold, complaints came back to parents and friends'. Enough people
went for a very successful, perhaps because lavishly funded, Ashton
society to be set up in Montreal.
Aitken also helped out with daily hot meals for miners' children
during the 1912 coal strike and by the end about a thousand children
were benefiting. He paid for days out for children, but cancelled a gar
den party for 4-5,000 on the grounds it might be interpreted as
"treating". At the outbreak of War in 1914 he 'flamboyantly placed
£5000 in the trustee savings bank, as a gesture to restore the confidence
of other depositors'. Aitken eventually became rather bored by con
stituency business but at first he even considered buying a house in
Ashton. Unsurprisingly this did not happen and he bought Cherkley
Court, near Kipling's house in Sussex instead. But he did use Ashton
tradesmen to refurbish his new house. G.H. Coop, the leader of Ashton
Unionist Party and a master plumber and electrician, worked there and
new fireplaces were installed by Buckley, the Unionist agent.
6
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Aitken had asked Kipling to speak in Ashton during the election
campaign in 1910, but the death of his mother prevented the writer
from appearing. Kipling made good on his promise in 1912. It was a
testament to the strength of the friendship between the two men.
Thomas Pinney notes that Aitken was introduced to Kipling at
Bateman's, his home in Sussex, by the journalist, H.A. Gwynne, on 27
October 1910. A.J.P. Taylor believed 'the real link between them was
enthusiasm for the British Empire'." Aitken also advised Kipling on
his investments, Taylor noted that Kipling had failed to appear in
Ashton in 1910, but 'even so, he received his reward: Aitken gave him
$50,000 underwriting in Steel Company of Canada'. This correspon
dence continued into the war years as Aitken pointed out to Kipling
that war would bring great prosperity to America and Canada as the
price of wheat would increase, he later offered to 'collar you some
gold' as a protection against panic. As Chisholm and Davie note, this
lengthy correspondence between the two men about finance is interest
ing as Carrie Kipling is usually credited with looking after their money.
As we have seen, Aitken's politics were almost entirely centred on
the Empire and this alone would have been an important factor in
Kipling's eyes. Kipling's comment on the election result was 'What spe
cially cheered me is that you seem to have won out on straight business
talk – pure Tariff Reform. It's a huge victory in every point of view'.
By 1911 the Kipling family were frequent visitors to the Aitkens' home,
even spending the Christmas there. Aitken's third child was named Peter
Rudyard Aitken and Kipling was his godfather. The two families went
on holiday together and the wives became, and remained, very close
friends. Aitken's daughter, Janet Kidd, remembered meeting Kipling as
a child – 'Then there was Mr Sad. He had a drooping moustache and
never seemed to smile. He was always hanging about, not really going
where the others were going, and seemed rather alone. I felt a bit sorry
for him but never said so because he never seemed to notice I was
there'. This contrasts with many other children of Kipling's friends
who remember him as enjoying their games and company.
Aitken benefited from Kipling's advice with his speeches and writ
ing, some of his more arresting phrases were attributed to the writer. In
1916 Aitken published Canada in Flanders, an account of the
Canadian contribution to the war effort, and it is generally recognised
that Kipling helped with the writing although he was not acknowledged
(by his own wish). Kipling recognised Aitken's gift for publicity and
suggested that the Conservative party should set up a press office with
him in charge.
During the First World War Aitken was in charge of propaganda
and Kipling was said to have helped him, although he never had an
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official position – the Foreign Secretary, Edward Grey, did not want
Kipling to have a prominent role as he was unhappy with his extrem
ism, particularly his hatred of Germany and unhelpful attitude to
America. Chisholm and Davie suggest that Aitken's publicity for
Kipling's more extreme views probably harmed his reputation in the
long run as it undermined his reputation as a wise man. One of
Kipling's contributions to propaganda efforts in the war appears in a
letter to Aitken in February 1918 when he suggests that munitions
workers will be too tired or lazy to read newspapers after work and
should be reached through the cinema.
Janet Aitken Kidd also remembered seeing Kipling during the war
at their home – 'with Father gone, the only person to walk the deserted
corridors was Rudyard Kipling, who came to visit Mother from his
home in Sussex. I think it was because there was nobody else around
to talk to on that blustery autumn day that I remember seeing Rudyard
Kipling standing by a window. He looked so lonely. I went and stood
beside him hoping he would notice me and perhaps say something. I
knew he couldn't see very well because he always wore those thick
lenses. I was just about to give up when he fumbled in his pocket,
brought out a handkerchief and started to wipe, first his eyes, then his
glasses. When he turned away he still hadn't noticed me. But I knew he
had been crying'. She later discovered that John Kipling had been
reported missing.
This close friendship between the families led Kipling to Ashton in
October 1912. A letter to his son John, then at boarding school, shows
he was not looking forward to the visit – 'Tomorrow (if I live) I have
to go and make a speech at Ashton under Lyme [sic] which is Sir M.
Aitken's constituency. I've been sweating blood for days just trying to
think what the deuce I am to say. Pity me!'
The event was organised by the Ashton and District Branch of the
Junior Imperial and Constitutional League and took place in the
newly built Pavilion, the first purpose built cinema in Ashton, on
Friday 19 October. It was completely packed and many people had to
be turned away. Those who arrived early enough to get a seat were
entertained with films, political cartoons and singing until the start
time. The chair was taken by H. Schofield Heap and most of the lead
ing lights of Ashton's Conservative party were present. Schofield
Heap started the proceedings with a speech which stressed the need
to work for a Conservative victory in the next election, to maintain
the Empire and oppose Home Rule in Ireland. He introduced Kipling
with a reference to his role in helping the people of Ashton under
stand the importance of the Empire and the lives and customs of the
people of the colonies.
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Kipling was received by great cheering. He said that Britain was in
the middle of a revolution which had deprived the electorate of the
right to decide what laws should be made and 'the right of full control
over our day's earnings after the King's taxes have been paid'. He felt
that these rights had been taken away by a confidence trick – the
Liberal government had said that they had millions of pounds to spend
on deserving voters, but in return they would reform the House of
Lords. They would take the House of Lords away "fettle it up" and
bring it back reformed. 'That was 14 months ago and they have not
brought it back yet'. The Commons could therefore do whatever they
liked without the restraint of the Lords – so the first thing they did was
award themselves £400 p.a. per head. The next step was to reward the
voters with the Insurance Bill (to establish unemployment benefits)
which Kipling described as a form of slavery which would blunt char
acter and kill self respect. It would create a 'servile class whose time
and mind and energy are diverted from the control of their own
affairs . . . to break them to the idea of a shameless dependence on an
all-pervading and all-providing Government'.
He then moved on to Home Rule for Ireland, which was a particu
larly important issue for him because it was a threat to the unity of the
Empire. Home Rule was under discussion because the Liberal govern
ment relied on the support of the Irish M.P.s to stay in office. Kipling
said that the government was 'compelled to grant Home Rule to Ireland
or run the risk of losing their salaries (Laughter). You may ask why
didn't they insure themselves against unemployment under the provi
sions of the Insurance Act'. Kipling believed that Home Rule had
never been properly put before the electorate.
He ended by saying 'Let us be thankful for what we are about to
receive – (Laughter). State organised slavery; state guaranteed anar
chy . . . and from these mercies there is no appeal. . . A land without a
Constitution, within measurable distance of civil war, under the very
shadow of Armageddon, for which by land and by sea and in our own
distracted souls we are utterly unprepared. And on our fate hang the
destinies of one-fifth of the human race'.
Kipling's speech was followed by Aitken – an attempt to greet him
with the singing of "For he's a jolly good fellow" collapsed because the
song began in the wrong key. He told a story of his nervous first speech
in Ashton and the encouragement he got from someone in the audience
who applauded vigorously throughout – only to discover a few days
later that the man was stone deaf. He talked about Home Rule, point
ing out the lack of consultation with voters, the role of New York Irish
funding, the cost and the impact on the Ulster Protestants who did not
want Home Rule. He finished on his usual theme of tariff reform, the
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need for the colonies to buy from Britain in return for their defence and
the prosperity it would create as British goods were sold in the
colonies.
The votes of thanks made reference to Kipling's role in the Boer
war, making people aware of the needs of the wives and children of the
men who served. Kipling replied to this saying that he envied Aitken
the 'friendship, loyalty and support' of the people of Ashton.
The Conservative Herald which, as we have seen, was well under
Aitken's control reported the M.P.'s speech in considerably more detail
than Kipling's speech, but the most detailed accounts of both were in the
Reporter. Both papers promoted the event the week before it happened
with potted biographies of Kipling and the Reporter also ran a leader on
the speech in the issue which reported it. As a Liberal paper the
Reporter supported 'the much needed social reforms' of the Liberal
government and the 'granting to Ireland a much delayed measure of jus
tice' so were not sympathetic to Kipling's description of these changes
as "revolution". They noted that many Conservatives were not happy
with his speech saying that the Pall Mall Gazette and the Observer had
criticized his attack on the Insurance Act. The leader writer was, how
ever, impressed with the quality of the speech – 'as an oration his speech
showed the master hand, and there came quietly forth at times the hap
pily turned and beautifully balanced phrase of a great master of diction
which held his audience charmed and delighted'.
Aitken only remained as Ashton's M.P. until 1916 when he was
offered a peerage and resigned. The peerage seems to have been an acci
dent, offered to him as a consolation prize when he did not become
President of the Board of Trade as he expected. There was said to be
opposition to his elevation to the Lords from Lord Derby (who believed
there were other Lancashire M.P.s with better claims) and from the King
(who had not been consulted before the offer was made). Kipling wrote
to Aitken on 19 December 1916 to congratulate him – 'It's a most mar
vellous career of yours and the best thought is that it's no more than a
beginning'. He went on to offer advice about a coat of arms.
Kipling and Aitken's friendship did not survive much longer. Janet
Aitken Kidd remembered this breach – 'the second person to leave
Cherkley, never to return, was Rudyard Kipling, who had come to
seem as much a part of the house as we were. It was all about Ireland,
I knew that, and his fundamental disagreement with Father and Tim,
who wanted the Irish to rule themselves. For Kipling, sad dear Rudyard
Kipling, the British Empire was life itself. He could not watch any part
of it die'. Kipling's last signature in the visitors book at Cherkley was
in 1920. He could not accept Aitken's support for the treaty which cre
ated the Irish Free State, but, according to Chisholm and Davie he also
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felt that Aitken had adapted too well to the manoeuvrings and compro
mise of politics – 'over the ten years they had known each other,
Beaverbrook had learnt the political ropes too well for Kipling's lik
ing'. This breach led to one of Kipling's most famous quotes which
appeared in one of his cousin Stanley Baldwin's speeches in
1929 – 'What the proprietorship of these papers is aiming at is power,
but power without responsibility – the prerogative of the harlot
throughout the ages'. This is generally thought to be Kipling's epi
taph on his friendship with Aitken.
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A REPORT OF KIPLING'S SPEECH
AT ASHTON-UNDER-LYNE
ASHTON-UNDER-LYNE REPORTER, 26 OCTOBER 1912, PAGE 9.

Mr Kipling then rose to address the meeting. He was received with
great cheering. He said: There are several things which I should like to
be able to talk to you about tonight, but as circumstances now are in
England I do not see the least use in discussing them. We are in the
middle of a revolution. The men who have brought about a revolution
tell us that it is going to be a peaceful one. That remains to be proved.
Up to the present the revolution has deprived us of the right to decide
what laws shall be made by our representatives – (hear, hear) – and the
right to discuss those laws fully in the making, and the right to refer
those laws back to ourselves in time of doubt or danger, and, more
recently, of the right to full control over our day's earnings after the
King's taxes have been paid. – (Cheers).
We have been induced to part with those rights by means of a con
fidence trick, or rather a series of confidence tricks. You know what a
confidence trick is – (Laughter). To make quite sure I have got here a
summary of a confidence trick as recently reported in a police
court – (Laughter): "The witness met the prisoner, who seemed a
pleasant and well-spoken man, and appeared to know all about the
witness's private affairs, and expressed great admiration of the wit
ness's character and personality. The prisoner informed the witness
that he had just come into a legacy which he intended to distribute
among deserving, honest men. The prisoner told the witness he was
just the type of deserving man he was looking for, and promised him
a share in the legacy. The prisoner then said that mutual confidence
was the basis of business between man and man and he could not trust
a man who could not trust him. The prisoner suggested that the wit
ness should entrust him with a small selection of valuables in order to
show the witness's confidence in the prisoner's integrity. The prisoner
promised to restore the valuables in five minutes, at the end of which
time he would return and give the prisoner [sic] his share of the
legacy. The witness was much impressed with the prisoner's evident
sincerity. Questioned by the magistrate, the witness said that he
expected to get something for nothing after he had proved his confi
dence in the prisoner. He handed him £7 10s in money, his sleeve
links, and his gold watch, which was an heirloom. The prisoner tied
his valuables in a bundle, and went round the corner with them. The
prisoner did not return" – (laughter).
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THE GOVERNMENT AND THE HOUSE OF LORDS

That is the confidence trick. I have described it fully because some six
years ago we English met half a dozen smooth-tongued, well-dressed
confidential gentlemen in the political line. They told us what fine fel
lows we were, and how we were kept out of our rights. They told us
that they had millions and millions of pounds to spend on honest and
deserving men like ourselves. They said there was only one thing that
stood between us and our share of the benefit, and that was the Upper
House in the British Constitution. They said it was out of date and
oppressive; a barrier to the expression of the people's will, and not in
harmony with democratic requirements. They said the Upper House
needed reform. They promised on their word of honour that if we let
them have the Upper House for five minutes they would take it round
the corner, "fettle it up" – (laughter) – and bring it back reformed and
up to date. Partly because they said such pleasant things about our
selves, and such particularly unpleasant things about our neighbours,
but mainly because we hoped we would get something for nothing, we
let them have the Upper House, and they took it round the corner to
reform it.
That was fourteen months ago, and they have not brought it back
yet. The other House, controlled by the men who engineered this con
fidence trick, is now supreme, and has been supreme for the past
fourteen happy, hopeful months. The first thing it did, as soon as it
realised it was supreme, was to appropriate to itself £400 per annum per
head, £100 free of income tax, out of the public revenue. That was dis
creditable, but human – (Laughter). The Constitution we had just
thrown away was expressly designed to guard against certain of the
worst features of human nature. Our forefathers had a large knowledge
of human nature. They knew by bitter experience that no man and no
body of men can be entrusted with supreme power for any purpose on
any pretext whatsoever. We are just relearning that lesson. Having
done good to themselves – (laughter) – our supreme authority sat down
to do good to us, precisely as infallible popes and divinely anointed
kings have set about the same job in times past.
THE INSURANCE ACT

And they failed for precisely the same reason that the popes and kings
failed, they were supreme; there was no appeal from their legislation;
there was no check on their action. That is not knowledge that sobers
any man, least of all gamblers still dizzy under their amazing triumph.
If you remember the early debates in the House on the Insurance Bill,
when the Unionists wasted a great deal of time in trying to pull the mea
sure into workable shape, you will remember how quickly the criticism
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was treated as blasphemy, and if you recall the speeches delivered out
side the House by the man who said he was chiefly responsible for the
Insurance Bill, you remember how the sense of unchecked power acted
on his none too stable mind like some strong drug. But he had reasons
maybe. If one is omnipotent as the House of Commons is it follows that
one must be infallible. If one is infallible it stands to reason that one's
legislation is verbally inspired, and should be accepted like the tables
of the law when they came down from Sinai. And in that spirit the bulk
of the National Insurance Act was passed. After rational discussion
under constitutional government that Act could have been made a just
and honourable possession for free men and free women. In its present
shape, as we become more and more deeply committed to it, we shall
realise what a subtle and far-reaching form of slavery it imposes on us.
This weekly ritual of stamping, licking, ticketing, registering and being
inspected by overseers must blunt character and kill self-respect. Be
under no delusion. The National Insurance Act creates a servile class,
whose time and mind and energy are diverted from the control of their
own affairs and the control of their country's affairs to a series of
degrading exercises calculated to break them into the idea of a shame
less dependence on an all-pervading and all-providing Government. As
if States could make men!
But we can do nothing. The Act has been passed by the supreme
authority from which there is no appeal. It cannot be made subject to
general election, because the House of Commons will dissolve when
the House of Commons sees fit and not before – (Laughter). And since
the House of Commons has suspended the Constitution by Act of
Parliament, there is no reason why the House of Commons should not
prolong its well-paid life – (laughter) – for whatever length of time it
chooses. Meantime, we are, if we do not comply with the requirements
of the Act, liable, as you know, to a fine, and may possibly go to gaol.
On the other hand, we are informed by the gentlemen who promised to
restore the Upper House that we shall receive in a short time enormous
material benefits from the moneys that we have been compelled to pay.
I believe this particular five minutes expires on January 15 next.
th

THE HOME RULE BILL

Now a few months back these same persons found themselves com
pelled to grant Home Rule to Ireland, or run the risk of losing their
salaries, – (Laughter). You may ask why didn't they insure themselves
against unemployment under the provisions of the Insurance
Act – (Laughter). The fact is they were not given time to make their
confidential arrangements. The dreamy Celtic temperament that we
read about is a shade more suspicious than the English. They were not
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allowed to run round the usual corner, even for five minutes. The Irish
hunted them and hounded them towards Home Rule through every
dirty political by-lane and every black political bog, like cattle at a
Connemara drive. So now, for reasons that will be appreciated by every
man who is liable to lose his job at a day's notice, Home Rule will be
given on the largest scale to Ireland. And what right have we in
England to object? If we have the right, what power have we? In the
name of social reform we have sold our freedom on the promise of get
ting something for nothing – (Laughter). In the name of democracy we
have parted with every safeguard that the genius of our race has
devised for securing the expression of a people's will. In the name of
progress we have handed ourselves over, bound and helpless, to the
mercies of a single well-paid Chamber. Even the hardest-mouthed
Radical paper does not pretend that Home Rule was laid before the
electors at the last election. Even the hardest-mouthed of Mr
Redmond's employees does not pretend that it is going to be discussed
in the House of Commons, and it will be quite impossible for the Upper
House to refer the bill back to the electors when it goes up to it. These
are the admitted points.
There is one other fact – Ulster. But we have our consolation if we
know where to look. I was cheered the other day in reading a speech by
a prominent Liberal, pointing out that his side had never been given a
free hand in their beneficent legislation, but now that the barriers had
been removed – this was just after Ulster had signed the Covenant – he
expected great things. For fourteen months and one week the Liberals
had had an absolutely free hand over everything from pitch-and-toss to
manslaughter – (Laughter). In that time they have produced two pieces
of unhampered and, they tell us, undictated pieces of legislation. The
first, the National Insurance Act, merely imposes slavery on fifteen or
sixteen million of the inhabitants of these islands – (Hear, hear). The
second, the Home Rule Bill, only proposes to sell a million or so of the
inhabitants of these islands out of the Union against their will to the
open and avowed enemies of the Union. I don't know what the promi
nent Liberal expected to happen inside of fourteen months, but if he
wanted any more than these trifles I think he is a glutton – (Laughter).
Let us try to be thankful for what we are about to receive – (laughter).
State-organised slavery; State-guaranteed anarchy, with the prospect of
a State-aided raid into the Church in Wales, are to be our happy lot in
the future, and from these mercies there is no appeal. His Majesty's
Ministers have banged, barred and bolted every door by which a con
stitutional people may hope to regain their freedom – (Cheers).
And what is the remedy? I am not a politician, but I know what we
all admit in private life, and what we all overlook in public life, that
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men are responsible for the consequences of their own acts. If we give
a blank cheque to a plausible adventurer whose fault is it if he draws
out of the bank everything we have laboriously accumulated; if we give
an unlimited irrevocable power of attorney to an enterprising solicitor,
whose fault is it if he wrecks our father's land? We gave the power of
attorney and the open cheque for a consideration – because we hoped
to get something for nothing. Else, why did we turn our backs on Tariff
Reform six years ago? – (Hear, hear). And what is our reward today?
What have we gained? A land without a Constitution, within measur
able distance of civil war, under the very shadow of Armageddon, for
which by land and by sea and in our own distracted souls we are utterly
unprepared. And on our fate hang the destinies of one-fifth of the
human race – (Cheers).

EDITORIAL continued from page 25.

At this distance, it would be hard to imagine the lives that the grandfa
thers and their families led, were it not for unique echoes of them
in Rudyard Kipling's work, based on his experience as a journalist just
after the second Afghan War. In this audio book Brian Wright uses
family memories and extracts from Kipling's prose and verse to bring
us a unique and personal picture of Britain's previous involvements in
Afghanistan.
The material for the CD was written by Brian Wright and is read by
him. It has been produced by Crimson Cats Audio Books, and may be
obtained from their website www.crimsoncats.co.uk or by post from
from Crimson Cats Audio Books, The Red Cottage, The Street,
Starston, Norfolk IP20 9NN, U.K.
The CD costs £9.99 plus post and packing (£1.75 for the U.K.; £2.50
for Europe; and £4.00 elsewhere). Ref No: CC017
ISBN: 978-0-9558752-6-7
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UNITED SERVICES COLLEGE
COMMEMORATIVE PLAQUE
and
The Westward Ho! Community History Project
By THE EDITOR

In the Kipling Journal No.108 (December 1953, pp.13-14), it is
recorded that a Commemorative Plaque was unveiled in September of
that year at Kipling Terrace, Westward Ho! by Lt-General W.G.H.
Vickers, President of the United Services College and Imperial Service
College Society. Originally named Kingsley Terrace, the 'twelve bleak
houses' were re-named earlier that year to honour Rudyard Kipling by
Northam Urban District Council at the request of the U.S.C. and I.S.C.
Society.
I am very grateful to Lorraine Bowsher, grand-daughter of Cormell
Price (first Headmaster of U.S.C.), for information on what has been
happening to the Plaque, and of the related activities of members of the
Westward Ho! Community History Project (WHCHP) who have
helped in the preservation of this monument to Kipling and to the
School. She has sent me photographs, a report from the Bideford and
District Post as well as reports by Marilyn Hughes and Anne Hulbert,
both of the WHCHP.
The original Plaque was subscribed for by U.S.C. Old Boys, their
relatives, local residents and members of the Kipling Society. It was
designed and executed by R.C. Fox of the Bideford School of Art, and
was placed on the retaining wall of No.7 Kipling Terrace which was
the home of the three Headmasters, Cormell Price, Rev Dr P.C. Harris,
and Rev F.W. Tracy. Over the years, it had become lost amongst ivy
and other undergrowth, but in the 1990s was rediscovered by members
of the WHCHP. In recent years the Welsh veined slate from which it
was made had become badly eroded, and so with a grant from the
Northam Town Council, the History Group commissioned John Short,
a Bideford Monumental Mason, to restore it. Another ceremony then
took place on 20 March 2010 to celebrate the restoration of the
Commemorative Plaque, more than half-a-century after the original
installation.
One interesting parallel between the two ceremonies is that both
were attended by relatives of some of the people disguised in Stalky &
Co. – in 1953 there were present Mrs E. Bambridge (Kipling's daugh
ter), Miss A.M. Willes (daughter of the School Chaplain), Miss V.
Schofield (daughter of Sergeant-Major Schofield) and Mrs Trevor
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(niece of Major-General L.C. Dunsterville) – in 2010 the attendee was
Lorraine Bowsher. At the ceremony, Mrs Anne Hulbert gave a short
speech on the history of the Plaque, which is shown below.

The device to the left of the inscription (enlarged below) is the
School crest of a Bible on which appears the motto "Fear God, Honour
the King". This is superimposed on a crossed sword and fouled anchor,
flanked by the military and naval crowns.

The Bideford and District Post for March 2010 carried an excellent
feature article by Marilyn Hughes of the WHCHP on the complete his
tory of U.S.C. from 1874-1904, and of the Junior School which was
started in 1879.
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LOCKWOOD KIPLING PLATES
AT WIMPOLE HALL
By BRYAN DIAMOND
[Bryan Diamond is a long-standing member who is currently serving on Council yet
again. He has long been interested in Lockwood Kipling, researching his work at the
Victoria and Albert Museum for example. This time he has succeeded in recognising, and
in obtaining permission for us to publish photographs of 10 ceramic plates designed and
executed by Lockwood Kipling. The glazed plates are white with the drawing on each
being in blue. We published an article on the history of Wimpole Hall in Journal No.218
(June 1981, pp. 14-17) by J.R. Gibbs of the National Trust which was illustrated with two
photographs, but no mention was made of the plates.
We are most grateful to the National Trust, Wimpole Hall for permission to publish all
of the photographs in this article. – Ed.]

Wimpole Hall was the grand home of Rudyard Kipling's daughter
Elsie Bambridge. The National Trust website recorded that:
Mrs. Elsie Bambridge, the last owner of Wimpole, bequeathed her
estate to the National Trust in 1976. Bought in 1938 Wimpole Hall
was devoid of any furniture or paintings and Mrs Bambridge spent
her life trying to return some of them. What you see today at
Wimpole is a culmination of development of the earlier owners and
the collection assembled by Captain George and Elsie Bambridge.
Finest country house in Cambridgeshire, part of a working estate;
Beautiful Georgian interiors by Gibbs, Thornhill and Soane.
Fascinating servants' rooms in the basements.
In 2009 I visited the Hall; in one of the china cabinets in a servant's
room, that of the Housekeeper, I noticed ten plates which I immediately
recognised as the work of Rudyard's father John Lockwood Kipling
(see my previous article about Lockwood and his drawings'). The
drawing by Lockwood published in the March 2010 Journal (No.335,
p.18), showing a native [Afghan?} reading a newspaper, is of similar
style to the pictures on these plates.
The Wimpole ceramics curator at that time, Mrs Olga Damant,
kindly arranged for photographs to be taken of the plates and these are
shown in the illustrations which accompany this article. The backs of
the plates were also photographed and clearly show Lockwood's sig
nature and the date, 1879. Lockwood was then Principal of the Mayo
School of Arts, Lahore, in which position he remained until his retire
ment in 1893.
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The curator has no record of the origin of the plates which have
been on display for many years. She can only assume that they were
given to Elsie by her father or, I surmise, acquired on Lockwood's
death in 1911.

JOHN LOCKWOOD'S SIGNATURE ON THE BACK OF A PLATE
[By permission of the National Trust, Wimpole Hall]

Nine of the plates show a turbaned man with an appropriate English
quotation as listed below, with sources I have added. Plate (H), show
ing a man drinking from a water bag held by a water-carrier, has no
line of poetry – presumably he could not find an appropriate one,
although he did so about 12 years later (see below). The men are evi
dently domestic servants, and identified by the editor; in plate (J) the
man holding a bowl of fruit, could be a fruit seller or perhaps a
gardener.
(A) Drink to me only with thine eyes – Ben Jonson (from the poem To
Celia) [Khitmagar]
(B) Take O take those lips away! - Wm. Shakespeare (Measure for
Measure, IV,1) [Khitmagar]
(C) There's many a slip 'twixt the cup and the lip (English proverb)
[Khitmagar]
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(D) They also serve who only stand and wait – John Milton (On his
blindness) [Khitmagar]
(E) Oft in the stilly night – Thomas Moore (from National Airs)
[Punkah-Wallah]
(F) Till over the buttons he falls asleep and sews them on in a dream
– Thomas Hood (based on The Song of the Shirt) [Darzee]
G) His life is a watch and a vision between a sleep and a sleep Algernon C. Swinburne (Atlanta in Calydon) [Chowkidar]
(H) no quotation [Bhisti]
(I) Thou was not born for death, immortal bird – John Keats (Ode to
a Nightingale; in the background a Dak bungalow, a traveller's
rest-house at the end of a mail stage) [Khamsama]
(J) By their fruits shall ye know them (St Matthew's Gospel vii, 20}
Lockwood tried to understand the native Indians, was commissioned to
draw craftsmen and drew many pictures of them, see e.g. in my cited
article and in Ankers' book p.104. He also sculpted bas-reliefs used to
illustrate Rudyard's books. Groups of turbaned figures are shown in his
1891 book on India . Notably, at p.99 there is in a circular format a pic
ture dated 1891 of a bhisti (water carrier), mother and child, with
around it a quote from Milton "Offering to every weary traveller his
orient liquor". The same format is used at pp.137 & 139 for a herdsman
and oxen each with a quote from Rudyard on that subject.
The combinations of drawing and quotation used both on the
Wimpole plates and in this book thus combine Indian and English cul
ture and they epitomize Lockwood's life as an English artist in India.
The plates would easily have been made in the Mayo school; were they
unique or were other copies made? Does anyone have any more infor
mation about them?
2

3

4

NOTES
1. Diamond, Bryan , "John Lockwood Kipling and the Victoria and Albert Museum",
Kipling Journal, No.313, September 2003, pp.45-48.
2. Parlett, Graham, "John Lockwood Kipling's Drawings of Indian Craftsmen",
Kipling Journal, No.318, June 2006, pp.35-46.
3. Ankers, Arthur R., The Pater: John Lockwood Kipling, . . ,1837-191 1, 1988.
4. Kipling, John Lockwood, Beast and Man in India, 1892; see e.g. illustrations at
pp.89, 95, 97, 99, 137, 139.
[The five pages of photographs which follow are all published by kind permission of the
National Trust, Wimpole Hall. – Ed.]
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'RUDDY SONGS': THE VOICES OF KIPLING
"Ruddy was singing a new poem today" – Carrie Kipling
Presented by BRIAN J.H. MATTINSON
[It was on Remembrance Day last year, 11 November 2009, that Brian Martinson pre
sented this selection of musical settings of Kipling's poems to members at a meeting in
London. Rather than print the complete texts of all the poems, I have just used the first
verse from each of the songs which, as you will notice, sometimes incorporate additional
words. Brian is still adding to his list of musical settings, a copy of which can be found on
the New Readers' Guide section of our website, or directly at http://www.kipling.org.uk/
settings1.htm. – Ed.]

Hobby-horses should be shared. I acquired this one from an inspira
tional enabler, my 'Thousandth Man', who opened doors for me and
was well known to most of you, the late George Webb. Thank you for
inviting me to present voices of Kipling, many of which even ency
clopaedic George never heard. Let us start by observing this 11th day
of November with "London Stone", which commemorated the fifth
anniversary of the Armistice. In 2003, eighty years later, Frank
Stroobants composed this stark setting, having visited the Death
Corridor in Belgium as a boy.
1.

LONDON STONE (1923)

Frank Stroobants (2003)

When you come to London Town,
(Grieving—grieving!)
Bring your flowers and lay them down
At the place of grieving.
In 2004 our live song recital here demonstrated, first that many of
Kipling's poems were shaped by well-known rhythmic tunes he would
hum as he wrote, and second that these poems in turn have stimulated a
range of composers, numbering over 350, to set them to their own music,
some over a lifetime. In a recent Radio 4 programme "Great Lives" with
Andrew Lycett, Sir John Major chose Kipling, I quote, 'a ventriloquist
all his life, who gave everything a voice'. You are going to hear more of
these voices, not my "desert island" list, nor a "popular" selection; rather
recordings of varied age and quality chosen to widen the prospect which,
like the parental verse, may not always be comfortable.
What poems might Kipling have written today to challenge our
generation? For example, he had South Africa, we have Iraq and
Afghanistan; Ian Partridge takes us back 110 years with the successful
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Boer War fund-raiser "The Absent-Minded Beggar". This is sung to Sir
Arthur Sullivan's contemporary tune, in Kipling's own words, 'guar
anteed to pull teeth out of barrel-organs'. Our late Vice-President Peter
Bellamy admitted that his own was, I quote, 'not a pleasing voice', but
listen to his idiosyncratic rendering of ' "Follow Me 'Ome" ', one of
his 77 Kipling settings; this one is from Keep on Kipling, according to
his widow Jenny 'the tape with which Peter was happiest'.
2.

THE ABSENT-MINDED BEGGAR (1899) *

Sir Arthur Sullivan (1899)

When you've shouted "Rule Britannia", when you've
sung "God save the Queen",
When you've finished killing Kruger with your mouth,
Will you kindly drop a shilling in my little tambourine
For a gentleman in Khaki ordered South!
He's an absent-minded beggar, and his weaknesses are great—
But we and Paul must take him as we find him—
He is out on active service, wiping something off a slate—
And he's left a lot of little things behind him!
Duke's son—cook's son—son of a hundred kings—
(Fifty thousand horse and foot going to Table Bay!)
Each of 'em doing his country's work
(and who's to look after their things?)
Pass the hat for your credit's sake,
and pay—pay—pay!
3.

"FOLLOW ME 'OME" (1894)

Peter F. Bellamy (1987)

There was no one like 'im, 'Orse or Foot,
Nor any o' the Guns I knew;
An' because it was so, why, o' course 'e went an' died,
Which is just what the best men do.
So it's knock out your pipes an 'follow me!
An' it's finish up your swipes an 'follow me!
Oh, 'ark to the big drum callin',
Follow me—follow me 'ome!
"If—" may be the favourite poem by Kipling, who was perhaps hum
ming "The Londonderry Air" at the time. The favourite Kipling song
must be "Mandalay", again in his own words 'tacked to a tune with a
swing'. In 1945 the popular Australian baritone Peter Dawson, alias J.
P. McCall, recorded his highly original composite four-verse rendering;
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from at least 14 settings available to him (22 now), he selected four, one
for each verse – those by Oley Speaks, the best-known, Charles
Willeby, Walter Hedgcock and finally Gerard Cobb. This evening we
have with us baritone Ralph Meanley, who first drew my attention to
this unique recording and has himself recorded all 20 of Cobb's
"Barrack-Room Ballads". Giving Dawson permission to publish his
own setting of "Boots", Kipling allegedly told him 'There is no one I
should like to hear sing one of my verses more than you'.
4.

MANDALAY (1890) *

Oley Speaks / Charles Willeby / Walter W Hedgcock /
Gerard Francis Cobb (1892-1911/1945)

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin' eastward to the sea,
There's a Burma girl a-settin', and I know she thinks o' me;
For the wind is in the palm-trees, and the temple-bells they say:
"Come you back, you British soldier; come you back to Mandalay!"
Come you back to Mandalay,
Where the old Flotilla lay:
Can't you 'ear their paddles chunkin' from Rangoon to Mandalay?
On the road to Mandalay,
Where the flyin'-fishes play,
An' the dawn comes up like thunder outer China 'crost the Bay!
Many, like me, came as children to Kipling through The Jungle Books.
At the end of the 19th century two young composers began their very
different large scale atmospheric representations of Kipling's jungle,
the Song Cycle by Australian Percy Grainger and the Symphonic
Poems by Frenchman Charles Koechlin. Their contrasting interpreta
tions of the menacing "Night Song in the Jungle" are followed by
Grainger's dramatic "Hunting-Song of the Seeonee Pack".
5.

NIGHT-SONG IN THE JUNGLE (1894)
[Epigraph to "Mowgli's Brothers"]

Now Chil the Kite brings home the night
That Mang the Bat sets free—
The herds are shut in byre and hut,
For loosed till dawn are we.
This is the hour of pride and power,
Talon and tush and claw.
Oh, hear the call!—Good hunting all
That keep the Jungle Law!

Percy A Grainger (1898)
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Charles Koechlin (1899)

Chil, vautour conduit les pas de la nuit
Que Mang le vampire délivre—
Dorment les troupeaux dans l'étable clos
La terre est à nous, l'ombre nous la livre.
C'est l'heure du soir orgueil et pouvoir
A la serre le croc et l'ongle.
Nous entendez vous? Bonne chasse a tous
Qui gardez la loi de la Jungle!
7.

HUNTING-SONG OF THE SEEONEE PACK (1894) Percy A Grainger (1899)

As the dawn was breaking the Sambhur belled—
Once, twice and again!
And a doe leaped up, and a doe leaped up
From the pond in the wood where the wild deer sup.
This I, scouting alone, beheld,
Once, twice and again!
The sea has long inspired composers, particularly the island English.
Andrew Carter, 'enticed' in his own words 'to far distant shores by
rumbustious Rudyard', sweeps us along on "The Long Trail", recorded
privately in York Minster in 1998. His orchestration of the shortened
poem recalls other instrumental derivatives such as Koechlin's
Symphonic Poems. The harsh reality of our island heritage is then
lamented in Rutland Boughton's spine-chilling reckoning of "The
Price of Admiralty", sung here by Roderick Williams.
8.

THE LONG TRAIL (1892)*

Andrew Carter (1998)

You have heard the beat of the off-shore wind,
And the thresh of the deep-sea rain;
You have heard the song—how long? how long?
Pull out on the trail again! Pull out on the trail again!
You have heard . . .
This next one has haunted me since I first heard it 9.

THE PRICE OF ADMIRALTY (1896)
Rutland Boughton (1901)
[Canto II of "The Song of the Dead" in A Song of the English.]

We have fed our sea for a thousand years
And she calls us, still unfed,
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Though there's never a wave of all her waves
But marks our English dead:
We have strawed our best to the weed's unrest,
To the shark and the sheering gull.
If blood be the price of admiralty,
Lord God, we ha' paid in full!
Kipling's poems are established in the folk scene, especially in America;
many singers, not all, respect his well-chosen words and parody is a sep
arate issue. We have already heard songs by Frank Stroobants and Peter
Bellamy and I have selected two from 115 Kipling settings by the pro
lific American composer/singer/guitarist Leslie Fish. First her robust
"Female of the Species" then, after an enigmatic portrait of "The
Vampire" by Phil Holland, Leslie's second offering, "We and They".
10. THE FEMALE OF THE SPECIES (1911)*

Leslie Fish (1993)

When the Himalayan peasant meets the he-bear in his pride,
He shouts to scare the monster, who will often turn aside.
But the she-bear thus accosted rends the peasant tooth and nail.
For the female of the species is more deadly than the male.
11. THE VAMPIRE (1897)

Phil Holland (2006)

A fool there was and he made his prayer
(Even as you and I!)
To a rag and a bone and a hank of hair
(We called her the woman who did not care)
But the fool he called her his lady fair—
(Even as you and I!)
Oh, the years we waste and the tears we waste
And the work of our head and hand
Belong to the woman who did not know
(And now we know that she never could know)
And did not understand!
12.

WE AND THEY (1926)

Leslie Fish (1985)

Father, [and] Mother, and Me,
Sister and Auntie say
All the people like us are We,
And every one else is They.
And They live over the sea,
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While We live over the way,
But—would you believe it?—They look upon We
As only a sort of They!
Once a month our small four-part choir meets at home and we often
sing Kipling. A recent addition to our repertoire provides a suitable
closing voice, "Seal Lullaby", composed only last year by another
American, Eric Whitacre. It was originally commissioned for an epic
animated film, which was never made; the major film studio decided to
make Kung Fu Panda instead!
13.

SEAL LULLABY (1893)

Eric Whitacre (2008)

[Epigraph to "The White Seal"]
Oh! hush thee, my baby, the night is behind us,
And black are the waters that sparkled so green.
The moon, o'er the combers, looks downward to find us
At rest in the hollows that rustle between.
We have just heard less than two percent of the songs in our growing
catalogue on the Society website. This repertoire deserves a larger
audience and I have, on several occasions, drawn attention to the lack
of reference to music in Kipling gatherings, for example the University
of Kent 2007 Conference and the University of Sheffield Study Day
last May. I am delighted that the Society has recently supported a new
recording by Tom Higgins of settings by Sir Edward Elgar and Sir
Edward German, to be released this month as a CD hot on the heels of
his recent Opera South "Silver Jubilee & Trafalgar Night" concert fea
turing Kipling "Old Favourites". I am seeking "New Favourites". The
National Trust, as copyright holder, should surely provide exposure in
Trust properties, particularly Bateman's, where the shop already claims
the largest collection of Kipling books for sale in the area, and
Wimpole Hall – imagine a promotion in the inevitable shops, "the CD
now playing is 'Ruddy Songs', available here price £9.99".
For years our local Trust property, Nunnington Hall, has displayed
prominently a bedside copy of Thy Servant a Dog. I conclude with an
appeal, 'Making Beseech' in the words of ' 'sponsible very fine dog'
Boots – I'll even do his actions – 'Please! Door! Open Door!', this time
opening to everyone the door George opened for me in 1980 and which
today I have labelled 'Ruddy Songs' – to entertain of course, but also
to whet more appetites for the muse himself, Rudyard Kipling, 'a poet'
(again from John Major) 'who can bring tears to the eyes more readily
than most'.
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I hope there were damp eyes this evening. Thank you again, thank
you to those responsible for my recordings whom I have tried to
acknowledge in your programme – and thank you George.
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
All the words were written by Rudyard Kipling around the dates indicated.
* Titles so marked omit part of the original poem in the full version of the song.
[ ] Enclose words sung but not in the original poem ('folk' licence!).
The composer and date of composition of each setting are also given.
To anticipate any accidental copyright infringement, and out of courtesy, the following
sources are acknowledged with gratitude; most have been individually consulted and
welcome the exposure. Numbers correspond with the numbering of the individual songs.
BBC Radio 3, Enoch & Sons, Ian Partridge baritone, Jennifer Partridge piano (2).
BMG Music, Iris Vermillion mezzo-soprano, Ralf Lukas baritone, RIAS Kammerchor,
Radio-Symphonie-Orchester Berlin, cond David Zinman Translation L Fabulet and
R d'Humières (6).
Mrs Jenny Bellamy, Fellside Recordings, Peter Bellamy voice/concertina, Chris Birch
voice/violin, Howard Parker drum (3).
British Library Sound Archive, Peter Dawson baritone, London Symphony Orchestra,
cond Charles Mackerras (4).
Chester Music/Music Sales, Eric Whitacre (13).
Dutton Epoch, www.duttonvocalion.co.uk, Roderick Williams baritone, BBC Concert
Orchestra, cond Martin Yates (9).
Leslie Fish voice, 12-string guitar (10,12).
Phil Holland voice, Sangineto harp (11).
Hyperion Records Ltd, Polyphony, cond Stephen Layton (5,7).
Off Centaur Productions, John and Mary Creasey (12).
Oxford University Press, massed choirs York Minster, Geoffrey Coffin organ, Pro Arte
Orchestra of York, cond Andrew Carter (8).
Random Factors, John and Mary Creasey (10).
Frank Stroobants voice, piano (1).
A.P. Watt Ltd / National Trust (all).
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BOOK REVIEW
By THE EDITOR
KIPLING'S CHILDREN'S LITERATURE: Language, Identity, and Constructions of
Childhood by Sue Walsh, published by Ashgate Publishing, May 2010 (ISBN:
9780754655961, hardback, £55), xi + 174 pages including four illustrations,
Bibliography and Index.

This book is primarily for specialists in children's literature, and
despite the title, is not a critique of all Kipling's works for children. I
think that the subtitle gives a better indication of Dr Walsh's interests,
whereby she uses a small selection from the stories to explore 'some of
the consequences of the categorization of Kipling's work into fiction
for children on one hand and fiction for adults on the other'. The cate
gory of children's literature 'carries with it critical assumptions about
simplicity, transparency, and child reader-responses', and it is made
clear that the readings of the post-colonialists are often at variance with
those of critics who are primarily interested in what has been written
for children.
The works that she examines are Kim and the Mowgli stories
(including "In the Rukh"); the 'Taffy' sequence from Just So Stories
together with "The Tabu Tale" (uncollected); and "The Knife and the
Naked Chalk". Kim is used as a case-study since it is considered to be
a 'cross-over' text and thus is read by both adults and children. It is also
one of the most critiqued of all Kipling's works which has the unfortu
nate corollary that there are more quotes from the secondary material
by previous critics than of the primary material. I am not absolutely
convinced that one can use these stories as a generic group that are for
"children". It seems to me that Just So Stories is for those up to 10
years of age, whereas those about Mowgli, Kim and Puck are aimed at
those over that age – nor am I certain at what age the category 'child'
segues into 'adult' nowadays. There is also the difference in the
upbringing and attitudes of children now compared to those of a cen
tury ago to be considered, but I have seen how a 21st century
multi-ethnic group of 10 year old children react most enthusiastically
to the Just So Stories. We also know that the label "children's litera
ture" does not prevent adults from reading and enjoying them. For
example, I think that "The Butterfly that Stamped" can only be truly
appreciated by an adult.
One point made by Dr Walsh is that 'biographical' critiques of chil
dren's fiction tend to limit the critic's understanding of the authorial
intentions and hence they can misread the nuances in the stories. In the
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'Taffy' stories, equating 'Taffy' to 'Effie' (uncollected Preface) to
Josephine limits the author's imagined audience to just one child,
whereas the Preface to Just So Stories makes it clear that there are lots
of 'Effies' in the world, and that they are not all the same.
Language is a key element in stories for children, and should be
designed to catch their interest. Dr Walsh notes that in the Just So
Stories, whilst there is ample 'play' with language, it is difficult, in the
'Taffy' stories at least, to distinguish between the 'oral' and the 'writ
ten' word. Most critics have started from the point that these stories
were told verbally before they were eventually written which I think is
most probable. But it seems to me that the 'Taffy' stories need pictures
to work properly, and these may be the exception, at least in their final
form. The other drawings in Just So Stories, including "The Tabu
Tale", in my view are illustrations based on the text and whilst fun to
have are not really needed to appreciate the stories, whereas one would
need to be very acute to visualise the 'letter' given to the Stranger-man
just from the text, and the 'Alphabet' must surely have been devised
before the text was written.
As a non-specialist, it was the second half of the book dealing with
the 'Neolithic' characters that caught my interest, and whilst I can't
agree with everything that Dr Walsh has written, I did find much to
think about. This prompted me to look into the stories again for myself.
Why did Kipling not include the letter 'V in the necklace? Did he have
a copy of Diderot and D'Alembert's Encyclopaedia to hand which
shows a 'V in the Runic alphabet, but not in the Anglo-Saxon? Kipling
had personal experience of fever, so were the 'Spirits of the Mist' the
ubiquitous gnats in a particularly virulent form that so discomfited the
Flint-knapper? I don't suppose that we will ever know, but it is useful
and enjoyable to be prompted by a study such as this into making these
sorts of conjectures.
There is far more to the analyses presented in this book than I have
space to describe, and so I will give the final words on her conclusions
to Dr Walsh who contrary to many other critics, writes that
'[f]undamentally then I have argued against reading Kipling's texts as
allegorical or as configuring themselves as such, . . . Indeed, by my
reading, Kipling's texts repeatedly suggest the nature of language as
intrinsically arbitrary and explore the implications this has for writing
through the 'Taffy' stories, and for notions of "history" through the
'Puck' books'.
As I stated at the beginning of this review, the book is definitely for
specialists, but it does have thought-provoking comments for the nonspecialists. It should also be required reading for most of the authors
listed in the Bibliography.
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A VILLAGE RIFLE CLUB
By RUDYARD KIPLING
[First published in the Spectator, 22 June 1901. Notes by John McGivering are available
in the New Readers' Guide section of our website]

We were born, with many others, in the Black Week of '99; and the
story of our adventures would fill a book. It is enough for the world to
know that the Marquis, the Squire, and the Farmer gave us leave to lay
out a thousand-yard range over their broad Downs; that the Range was
made and passed to National Rifle Association specification; that we
number, perhaps, sixty working members, and hope to become fair
shots. You may see us, any weekend, strolling down by ones and twos
to the little loft where the Lee-Enfields live, under the eye of the
Sergeant-Instructor. Six months ago we should have handled a rifle as
a bachelor handles a baby, but now we know the vices and virtues of
all our twelve. Gorman, of the Electric Light Works, picks out Number
Nine (a free-thinking old lady, near-sighted, and hard-mouthed) with a
disparaging grunt. Number Seven of the light pull is his favourite, but
Andrews the carpenter has just taken her. 'Never mind,' says Hawkins
the gardener, lengthening the sling of Number Two, 'you can change
on the ground with Andrews.' ' M ' yes,' says Gorman, 'after Andrews
has gone and got her fouled. She throws up like a pump when she's
fouled—Seven does.'
Last autumn, we would marvellously tie ourselves up in our slings;
but skirmishing-drill once, and range-work twice at least a week, has
wonted us to the heft and balance of the long rifles. The accepted fash
ion is to sling our gun across our back, shove both hands into our
pockets, and progress at ease. The range is not fifteen minutes' walk
from the village. Hawkins hurries on ahead. He has carnations to pot this
afternoon, but is taking advantage of a spare minute to get off half his
allowance (each man has ten rounds free a week) at two hundred. Our
time, of course, is not all our own; but the Sergeant knows our business
engagements pretty closely and takes urgent cases first. 'Jimmy the
Crack' (he that won the prize rifle at the spring competition) passes us
with the cheerful news that the new regulation Bisley target is in use—
a seven-inch bull at two hundred. We do not need to be told that there
is also a roaring north-easter on the Downs. It catches us as a razor
catches a rough face; purring and scraping over the thyme-studded turf
the moment we leave the village street. A mile away, very clear in the
sun-glare, the lathy youngsters of the local training-stable are dancing in
their body-cloths as they file towards Windy Height Barn. The trainer's
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son, on a hot three-year-old who gallops alone, comes sidling and frisk
ing behind us. He is a very good shot in process of being made. The
three-year-old (also being made) bucks at the sight of the rifles, which
he has not seen more than twenty times and makes pretence of flight.
The boy catches him neatly on the first bound and laughs. 'Comin'
down this evenin'?' somebody calls out. He nods. 'Bad for your hand,
if he pulls much, isn't it?' ' Ye-es, but he won't pull.' He turns his
youngster on to the dry turf and gets off at a stretching canter. 'Don't
wonder we don't hit 'em when they're ridin' away—the Boers—much,'
says a bad shot meditatively, as horse and rider grow small across the
green. We discuss this point as we breast the slope above the Squire's
kennels, and just below East Hill. Some one delivers himself of the final
argument. 'Young Carroll, he told us that at long range it don't matter
about hittin' 'em so much. The thing is, he said, to pick up the range of
the next ridge quick enough, and to keep on sprayin' it down near
enough an' long enough to make 'em lie quiet.'
'Young Carroll' was a farmer's son who served a year in the South
African Light Horse, returned to his native village, en route for the
Argentine, and out of his extended experience—for he had over a
dozen big affairs to his credit—gave us valuable tips. Our Downs are
precisely like the veldt, in that so soon as you have crowned one ridge
you are deadlily commanded by the next. For instance, here we are on
the top of East Hill, and all the range is spread below us. A thousand
yards to the east, at the bottom of the three-hundred-foot hummock that
Nature has so kindly built for a stop-butt, the windmill-targets flicker
and wheel against their dun sod-backing; a line of gorse in bloom
marks the Two-hundred range; a black tarred shed where we keep our
oddments the Five-hundred firing-point. Behind that, Six, Seven,
Eight, and Nine rise one above the other step-fashion from the smooth
turf. They command every inch of the ground, and except at the Two– hundred all shooting is
conscience, this treeless, roadless, fenceless cup of green on the edge
of the English Channel. And yet from the hill behind the butts, where
the red flag streams, to where we stand, cannot be more than fifteen
hundred yards; and that would mean most open order if bullets were
coming the other way. Young Carroll and two or three other warriors
have taught us to consider these things. Already we have learned to
look at the scattered furze-patches among the sheep-walks with an eye
to more than rabbits, and to think over the value of little dimples and
wrinkles in what to a stranger would show for level ground.
At the Two-hundred we find our much-advertised Bisley bull, not
more conspicuous than the head of a bonnet-pin. Hawkins and Yeo the
chemist are hammering at it. The tricky wind, focused in the bottom of
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the valley, playfully pats and twitches their rifles, as a kitten pats a cork.
We, waiting to get our hand steady after the run down, chuckle while
shot after shot drives right and right again. 'You won't laugh in a
minute' says the Sergeant grimly. 'Try your last three from the shoulder,
Mr. Yeo.' That is Yeo's strong point. He jumps up relievedly and pumps
in a bull and two magpies. Hawkins, after five shots, returns to his car
nations. The business of gardening teaches one to wait on the weather.
Hawkins, will further 'pot' that bull to-morrow when it may not be so
gusty. Gorman and Number Nine get down alongside of young Nutley,
that was a gardener's boy, but is now becoming a man and a shot. 'This
wind'11 about suit her,' says Andrews with a wink, as Gorman's cheek
cuddles the stock. 'Hold!' cries the Sergeant, and there is a roar of
laughter. We are rather a doggy community. Billy, Babette, and Tim are
lying down beside their owners, but the markers have taken Flossie into
the trench, and that impudent little beast has escaped and is sitting pre
cisely under the bull's-eye. The breech-bolts clack as Gorman and
Nutley rise to their knees; our red flag goes up and the Sergeant's whis
tle cuts across the wind. Out crawls a marker, but Flossie has
disappeared behind the sod-banks. The marker cannot see what we
would be at, for our voices are carried away by the gale, and so re– signals the last shot. '
Young Nutley uncoils himself and flings his long arms abroad. He is the
star of our signalling class which the Coastguard were teaching all last
winter. He semaphores Dog' twice. Flossie is caught and dragged down;
the red flag falls, and Number Nine rewards Gorman with a magpie,—
perfect elevation too. She must be feeling well to-day,—the old beast!
To Gorman succeeds Lauder of the Coastguard,— trim, alert, and
brown. He gets in his five rounds Navy-fashion: fitting the rough ground
as though he were poured into it. He and Purvis are full members of the
Club. They can make or mend anything from a new wind-flag to an old
target; and their uniforms give us a pleasant air of official responsibil
ity. The Admiralty decree that Coastguards shall fire so many rounds a
year, but do not supply a range. They serve out tins stuffed with cordite
chips, which they call 'reduced charge' cartridges. A rude target is then
painted on the cliffs, and our Coastguards blaze off at two hundred
yards; using the seven-hundred-yard sight! (If this should meet the eye
of the Admiralty, they may be interested to know that—for a considera
tion—we should be most happy to open the range to neighbouring
Coastguards.) For the next hour or so we cut in and out like men at
whist. Lauder gives place to Scott, the baker's son; Scott is followed by
Keeley, son of a farmer; then comes Fane, the black-smith's assistant;
Anderson, the butcher; a mechanic or two; a member from Brighton (he
has cycled over five miles in the teeth of this wind, but shoots none the
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less closely); and half-a-dozen others. A man from Burma, on sick
leave, his fingers itching for the feel of the trigger again; the Vicar, an
Australian, and a schoolmaster make up the gallery.
'No more for the Bisley bull?' says the Sergeant. 'Then go back to
six hundred. The wind's dropping! Up flags! Quick!' 'Please, Sergeant,
mayn't I try a shot at six hundred?' says a man newly emancipated
from the Morris tube. We do not allow men to begin even at two hun
dred till they are dismissed their tube-course in the village drill-shed.
'Not yet,' is the answer. 'We'll give you another turn at the Two– hundred first. You had beg
protest (you are not encouraged to argue with our Sergeant), but fol
lows up the range, for the sight and the talk of the game lay strong hold
upon him. Even our substitute postman (our permanent man is at the
Front), who has not yet fired twenty shots with the Morris tube, spends
his rare leisure here, listening and looking and learning. One can pick
up knowledge for the asking, when the light is good, and the experts
come down and lie down and demonstrate.
Over the hill, his rifle cased, walks Vansittart, a man of leisure, with
a dozen years' experience of shooting,—all at the service of the Club. He
attends our days as though it were his one business in life, and his advice
to the colts is invaluable. He drops beside young Dixon, who has just
slipped away from the frieze of huge farm-horses filing home against the
skyline to the left. We have hopes of Dixon the farm-hand, for he has
good knowledge of the lights and shadows under which he spends most
of his life. He has never missed a drill or a shoot, or spoken an unneces
sary word, since the Club began. The wind at the firing-point has fallen,
but it still trickles up and down the valley in heart-breaking fashion.
Vansittart's eye is on the wind-flag, which we others are apt to regard as
mere ornament, and he follows the changes with some seventh sense
denied to beginners. Then he falls back with young Keeley and two or
three others, to whom the mystery of wind-allowance is not so black as
it once was,—and they work it all out together at ease on the turf. The
Sergeant checks each shot, explains, suggests, and, on occasion, casts
himself down alongside to show by example. Hear his wisdom:—'It
wasn't the rifle's fault; give her to me. There you are! The direction's
perfect, but you've been dropping your muzzle.' It is absurdly easy to get
a bull when you have mastered the Sergeant's secret. He tells it to one
concerned in these very words:—'You hang too long, and when you
hang you wobble. Never mind when she's going off,—keep your eye on
the aim. Don't drop your muzzle, and don't pull at her. Press her! Press
her!' Or thus:—'Left again! Oh, you drive—that's what it is. Your left's
your master-hand. Try not to give that near-side jerk when you loose off
She'll throw to the near on her own account.'
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This is to Maxwell, our local flyman, who, with the trainer's son,
has hurried up in the garments of his calling. The box-cloth gaiters
twitch uneasily as he strives to overcome a professional instinct to pull
to the near. Oddly enough, the trainer's son, though his hands are yet
red from the reins (the three-year-old did pull after all!), shoots as
straight as a die. Then Jimmy the Crack lies down to fight it off with
Gorman, who, having unloaded Number Nine on an innocent friend,
has been lying low for Jimmy all the afternoon. Jimmy comes to us
from the high veldt so to speak,—from a little lonely village in the
Downs, where there may have been rabbits. At any rate he can shoot.
He said the other day before some twenty of us:—'If a man smokes or
drinks he is no good at this game.' Then he turned on his belly and
drave home bulls to clinch the sermon. A thousand tracts could not
have taught us more. But Gorman in the blue jean overalls has the level
eye and the steady hand of the mechanician, and in a few weeks there
should not be much to choose between him and Jimmy.
Last of all—he has business in London all the week, and comes
down specially early on Saturdays to do his turn—young Foster, son of
the local innkeeper, bicycles over the hill. Vansittart snaps his sight
down and turns to watch. This is important, for Foster, Gorman, and
Jimmy may represent us if ever we dare to enter for the Spectator's
prize at Bisley. The light softens as the day and the wind go down
together, the Channel recovers its unbroken blue, and the young thyme
gives out the first true smell of summer. We are all quiet now, except
Tim, the terrier, digging a field-mouse with squeakings somewhere on
the edge of a wheatfield. 'Get back from behind the sights!' The
Sergeant raises a warning hand. We tiptoe backwards and squat like
partridges. They are proud stomached men, these three cracks. They
are not grateful, as some others, for a chance-won magpie. If they get
an inner, even, they scowl and the Sergeant scowls, and they ask why
they 'dropped' so badly. 'Bull, Gorman! Foster, bull—five! Jimmy—
high—oh, high! Inner, high, right! Gorman, inner! Hold a minute till I
get my glasses. That was bad, Gorman. Remember the light's changing
every minute. Foster—bull again! Good! Now, Jimmy, your last!' . . . It
is a hang-fire—a bad one, too—and you can hear our quick indrawn
'Ah!' of sympathy as Jimmy's last goes away to the right.
This ends the regular work, and the Club sits on the faulty cartridge,
giving its opinion of Dum-dums and Service ammunition with entire
lucidity. A member hands in a new rifle—his very own—to be shot for
sighting; and while the Sergeant puts her through her paces, and a cou
ple of us gamble for cartridges (five shots at six hundred; loser to pay
for the whole packet), the Committee, cleaning out its rifles, discusses
the terms of a challenge that has come in from the Newhaven Volunteer
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Engineers. We know nothing of their record—though we have all taken
to reading the scores of local clubs, a fact which country editors should
note—but we fear the worst. 'Oh, take 'em on,' says the Vicar. 'They
won't do more than beat us. What do you think, Sergeant?' The
Sergeant smiles, but guarantees nothing. He led us to victory against an
Essex Volunteer team. He will see to it that we turn out the best eight
we have, and the rest is with Allah's wind and sun and cloud. 'Ye-es,
take 'em on,' says the Sergeant, and packs away the spare ammunition.
The red flag slides down behind the butts, and we stroll home by twos
and threes through the everlasting English twilight, explaining, argu
ing, chaffing, and reshooting every shot.
This game has enlarged the skirts of our understanding. Whether we
like it or not, we must, when we black our sights, for instance, learn a
little neat-handedness; when we meet a visiting team we must entertain
them as men of the world: when we use the verniers we must think with
an approach to precision and when we wish to describe what is the mat
ter with our shooting we must speak to the point and quickly. Our
mistakes are all our own,—pitilessly signalled from the trenches on the
echo of each shot. If we lose our tempers, the target will not answer
back; we cannot impress the unseen markers by our rank, wealth, or
achievement in the world without. They will credit us precisely with
what we make,—neither more nor less; and our companions at the firing– point, who now kno
patronise any one except a rank duffer fresh from the Morris tube (and
he may beat our head off in a month); we dare not tell or act a lie; and
if we have a weakness for excess in any shape, the score-book will
check us off as scientifically as a German penologist. Unlike cricket,
football, lawn-tennis, or fives, any man can play the game; for here, no
more than on the high veldt, will the discreet bullet tell its billet
whether the despatcher was old, unlovely, poor, weak, or ill-clad.
There are those who say: 'Ah, but wait till this war-fever dies down,
and then the men will get tired of coming down to fire off a gun.' One
hears very little of war-fever on the range, and the wonder (infinitely
pathetic in grown men) of being allowed to fire and handle a real live
rifle departed long ago. We are enjoying the game for its own sake;
because it is sane, and healthy, and quiet (infinitely quieter than a
cricket-match), does not knock our daily work to pieces, or necessitate
drinks before, during, and after; because it wakes up in us powers
whose existence we never dreamed of till now; and because it opens to
us a happy new world of interests and ideas,—things that men need as
urgently as inland cattle need salt.
But if only the range could be open on Sundays!
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MEMBERSHIP NOTES
NEW MEMBERS

Rev Karl Routledge-Wilson J.P., LL.B., R.M.N., DIP. PSY.,
S.S.L. (Nottingham)
Mrs H.A. Barton (Sutton Valence, Kent)
Mr J.G. Morris (Abingdon, Oxfordshire)
Mr Simon Machin (Horsham, West Sussex)
SUBSCRIPTIONS

Members are requested to check that they are paying the correct
amount for their subscription by checking the information on the back
cover of the Journal, be it by cheque or Standing Order Mandate, etc.
Members are reminded of the due date of their subscription on their
address label when they receive the Journal. The date given as such
08/09 refers to August / 2009 for example.
If you are in doubt please contact me by the methods also given on
the back cover.
J o h n L a m b e r t , H o n . M e m b e r s h i p Secretary

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
EXCHANGE
From: Sir George Engle, 32 Wood Lane, Highgate, London N6 5UB

Dear Sir,
Apropos of Kipling's poem "Exchange" (reprinted with annotations by
yourself in the June 2010 issue of the Journal), let it not be forgotten that
in Act 2 of The Importance of Being Ernest Miss Prism, Cecily's gov
erness, tells her what she is to study while left on her own, as follows:
Cecily, you will read your Political Economy in my absence. The
chapter on the Fall of the Rupee you may omit. It is somewhat too sen
sational. Even these metallic problems have their melodramatic side.
Max Beerbohm, who was at the first night on St Valentine's Day 1895,
remembered that on that occasion the penultimate sentence was spoken
as "It is somewhat too unconventional for a young girl", which he pre
ferred. Either way, the joke would have been a wry one for many in the
audience.
Yours faithfully,
GEORGE ENGLE
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THE 4-4-0 "AMERICAN" LOCOMOTIVE
From: Mr A.A. Turner, 118,Cottage Lane, Marlbrook, Bromsgrove, Worcs B60 IDT

Dear Sir,
In the March 2010 Journal (No.335), Dr Haythornthwaite asked if
anyone could identify the railway to which the letters O & W T R Y
referred. I have consulted one of my knowledgeable friends who has
suggested that this might be the Oregon & Washington Territory
Railroad, which by 1910 had become part of the Northern Pacific
Railroad.
Yours faithfully,
ANDREW A. TURNER
From: Prof Bard C. Cosman, 8708 Nottingham Place, LaJolla, CA62037-2128, U.S.A.

Dear Sir,
I am perhaps one of many to take up Richard Haythornthwaite's chal
lenge of identifying "O & W T R Y" on the cab of the locomotive
depicted on his French candy dish. It is the Oregon and Washington
Territory Railway, which was abbreviated as the "O&WT Ry"; perhaps
the French artist, innocent of American abbreviation conventions,
thought spacing it out was more aesthetically pleasing.
The O&WT was a small railroad serving the grain-producing area
of southeastern Washington State, centered at Walla Walla. It col
lapsed in 1889 after an attempt to reach the coast at Grays Harbor,
Washington. Mike Davidson's article, "The Railroads of Grays Harbor,
1880-1900" (http: //wagenweb.org/gray sharbor/railroads/ghrr.html
accessed 24 April 2010). mentions the O & W T's brief career. This is
the right period for the 4-4-0 locomotive in question.
Yours,
BARD COSMAN
FROM THE FRENCH?
From: Dr Philip Holberton, 1645 Hickeys Creek Road, Willawarrin, NSW 2440,

Dear Sir,
In the April Journal, both John Lee and Élodie Raimbault quote
Kipling's description of the engines of the airship, from "With the Night
Mail". The passage includes the phrase 'whirled turbillons of flame'.
My 1951 Macmillan edition of Actions and Reactions (and the
Shorter Oxford Dictionary) spell it 'tourbillons', which comes directly
from French. With Kipling's love of all things French, I wonder whether
he was remembering Alphonse Daudet's Lettres de Mon Moulin, where
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in a dream the Curé of Cucugnan sees one of his late parishioners in Hell
'au milieu d'un épouvantable tourbillon de flamme'.
Incidentally, the Readers' Guide also has the spelling 'turbillons'.
Which did Kipling use in his manuscript?
Yours faithfully,
PHILIP HOLBERTON

ETCHINGS BASED ON THE JUNGLE BOOK
By THE EDITOR

Earlier in the year I was asked if anyone in the Society could identify
the artist who created a series of etchings based on The Jungle Book.
The lady who asked for help told me that the series of 13 etchings
which she now owns were bought by her father around 1970 at auction
in Germany, but she has no more details of the source. I am assured that
they are original etchings, not prints. Copies have already been circu
lated via the Mailbase but without success.
I have had to manipulate the examples below to prepare them for
the Journal, but the overall effect is unchanged.
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Enlarged impressions of the artist's monogram are shown below, so if
anyone does have any thoughts about this unknown artist, please would
they let me know.
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ABOUT THE KIPLING SOCIETY
The Kipling Society is for anyone interested in the prose and verse, and
the life and times, of Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936). It is one of the
most active and enduring literary societies in Britain and, as the only
one which focuses on Kipling and his place in English Literature,
attracts a world-wide membership. (Details from the Society's web-site
and membership forms from the Membership Secretary, Kipling
Society, 31 Brookside, Billericay, Essex CM11 1DT. The forms
quote the minimum annual subscription rates. Some members con
tribute a little more.)
The Society is a Registered Charity and a voluntary, non-profitmaking organisation. Its activities, which are controlled by a Council
and run by the Secretary and honorary officials, include:
• maintaining a specialised Library in City University, Northampton
Square, London EC1V 0HB,
• answering enquiries from the public (schools, publishers, writers
and the media), and providing speakers on request,
• arranging a regular programme of lectures, and a formal Annual
Luncheon with a Guest Speaker,
• running the web-site at www.kipling.org.uk for members of the
Society and anyone else around the world with an interest in the life
and work of Rudyard Kipling,
• and publishing the Kipling Journal, every quarter.
The Journal of the Society aims to entertain and inform. It is sent
to subscribing paying members all over the world free of charge. This
includes libraries, English Faculties, and 'Journal - only' members.
Since 1927, the Journal has published important items by Kipling, not
readily found elsewhere, valuable historical information, and literary
comment by authorities in their field. By not being wholly academic,
the Journal is representative of Kipling, whose own diverse interests
and versatile talent covered a wide range of literary writing - letters,
travel, prose and verse. For the serious scholar of Kipling, who cannot
afford to overlook the Journal, a comprehensive index of the entire run
since 1927 is available online to members or in our Library. Apply to:
The Librarian, Kipling Society, 72 Millbank, Headcorn, Ashford,
Kent TN27 9RG, England or email to jwawalker@gmail.com
The Editor of the Kipling Journal publishes membership news,
Society events, and the texts of talks given by invited speakers. In addi
tion, he is happy to receive letters and articles from readers. These may
be edited and publication is not guaranteed. Letters of crisp comment,
under 1000 words, and articles between 1000 - 4000 are especially
welcome. Write to: The Editor, Kipling Journal, 32 Merton Road,
Harrow HA2 0AB, England or email to davpag@yahoo.co.uk

