December 2013

KIPLING JOURNAL

1

2

KIPLING JOURNAL

December 2013

December 2013

KIPLING JOURNAL

3

THE KIPLING SOCIETY
Registered Charity No. 278885
PRESIDENT
Lt-Colonel R.C. Ayers, O.B.E.
PAST PRESIDENT
Field Marshal Sir John Chapple, G.C.B., C.B.E., D.L.
Joseph R. Dunlap, D.L.S.
Mrs L.A.F. Lewis
Mrs Rosalind Kennedy
J.H. McGivering, R.D.

VICE-PRESIDENTS
Mrs Margaret Newsom
Professor Thomas Pinney, Ph.D.
Mrs Anne Shelford
David Alan Richards

COUNCIL: ELECTED AND CO-OPTED MEMBERS
Professor Leonee Ormond (Chairman)
Robin Mitchell (Bateman’s Liaison Officer)
Dr Mary Hamer (Vice-Chairman)
Cdr Alastair Wilson
Miss Julia Hett
Rear-Admiral Guy F. Liardet
David Page, B.Sc
COUNCIL: HONORARY OFFICE-BEARERS
John Lambert (Secretary & Membership Secretary)
e-mail: john.lambert1@btinternet.com
[his address is 31, Brookside, Billericay, Essex CM11 1DT]
Ray Beck (Treasurer)
Andrew Lycett (Meetings Secretary)
John Radcliffe (On Line Editor & Publicity Officer) e-mail: johnrad@btinternet.com
John Walker, M.A. (Librarian) e-mail: jwawalker@gmail.com
Janet Montefiore, Ph.D. (Editor, Kipling Journal) e-mail: jem1@kent.ac.uk
[her address is 36 St Dunstan’s Street, Canterbury, CT2 8BZ]
Independent Financial Examiner
Andrew Dodsworth
THE SOCIETY’S ADDRESS
Post: 31, Brookside, Billericay, Essex CM11 1DT
Website: www.kiplingsociety.co.uk
THE SOCIETY’S NORTH AMERICAN REPRESENTATIVE
David Alan Richards, 18 Forest Lane, Scarsdale,
New York, NY 10583, U.S.A.
Tel: (212) 378 7537. e-mail: drichards@steptoe.com,
THE RUDYARD KIPLING SOCIETY OF AUSTRALIA
David Watts, Box 421, Wyong, NSW 2259, Australia
Tel: 02 43927180. Fax: 02 43511109. e-mail: dwatts@pacificlabels.com.au
Website: www.kiplingsocietyaustralia.com

4

KIPLING JOURNAL

December 2013

SECRETARY’S ANNOUNCEMENTS
SOME FORTHCOMING EVENTS

Wednesday February 12 2014, 5.30 for 6 p.m. in the Mount
batten Room, Royal Over-Seas League. ‘Kim, Buddhism and
archaeology’: a challenging interpretation of the origins of
Kipling’s great masterpiece by Professor Andrew Huxley,
School of Oriental and African Studies, London University
Wednesday April 9 2014, 5.30 for 6 p.m. in the Mountbatten
Room, Royal Over-Seas League. ‘Kipling and the Great
War’. The best-selling historians Patrick Bishop and Nigel
Jones discuss Kipling’s attitudes to the Great War: its origins,
its conduct and its aftermath.
Wednesday May 7 2014, Royal Over-Seas League: Annual
Luncheon of the Kipling Society. Guest speaker: Professor
Hugh Brogan. For details and advance booking for tickets,
see enclosed flyer
Wednesday July 9 2014, Royal Over-Seas League: Kipling
Society Annual General Meeting. Speaker to be confirmed.
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EDITORIAL
The Kipling Journal is delighted to publish in this issue a new piece of
vintage early Kipling, ‘The T.A. Vocabulary’, which was published in
a regimental magazine in 1897 and has until now escaped the notice of
Kipling’s bibliographers. It is reprinted here for the first time, edited and
introduced by Thomas Pinney, whose magisterial edition of Kipling’s
poems is reviewed in this issue by Harry Ricketts. Parodying the style
of those one-sided phrase-book conversations intended to enable
foreigners to negotiate everyday life, ‘The T.A. Vocabulary’ shows the
typical English soldier Thomas Atkins speaking mangled Hindustani,
first in peacetime as he enlists the help of an Indian driver and the regimental water-carrier when returning to barracks after a drunken spree,
and then on active service in Afghanistan. Kipling creates splendid
verbal comedy out of the distance between Tommy’s demotic pidgin
and his translator’s formality and euphemisms. Sharad Keskar’s glossary allows English readers to see just how wide that distance is,
while Thomas Pinney’s introduction contextualises the narratives
in Kipling’s life and times. Different aspects of Kipling’s world are
evoked in Jack Justice’s wide-ranging ‘Of Smells in Literature’, which
after surveying Smollett’s sensitivity to the effluvia of eighteenthcentury Bath and Orwell’s obsession with the filth of poverty, shows
how Kipling responded both in fiction and factual writing both to the
painful stenches of the East and South and to their beguiling scents.
Norman Fischer’s study of three late Kipling stories takes us to England
and the apparently prosaic world of well-to-do dog-lovers, disclosing
unplumbed depths of existential dread and suffering redeemed only
by hard-earned compassion. These perspectives on Kipling’s work are
followed by the three prize-winning 2013 John Slater Memorial Prize
essays on Kipling’s writing for children and on his two-sidedness, book
reviews, and four Letters to the Editor.
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NEWS AND NOTES
MOWGLI: THE BALLET

Mowgli: The Jungle Book Ballet, a very successful collaboration of
scene, costume, mask, puppetry design, music and choreography first
premiered in Eugene, Oregon, in April 2013, is now being re-staged
by Toni Pimble for Oklahoma City Ballet. We wish them success, and
hope that a British ballet director will soon follow suit.
REISSUE OF THE IRISH GUARDS IN THE GREAT WAR

Endeavour Press recently reissued online Kipling’s The Irish Guards
in the Great War: The First Battalion, with an introduction by Patrick
Bishop £3.00; The Irish Guards in the Great War: The Second Battalion
£.99, and Arthur Conan Doyle The Great War 1914: The British
Campaign in France and Flanders with an introduction by Nigel Jones
£2.49. All these Kindle editions are available via Amazon.
KIPLING IN ITALY: A PERMANENT EXHIBITION

In 1917 Rudyard Kipling came to Italy to visit the battlefields of the war
between Italy and the Austro-Hungarian Empire, as he relates in The
War in the Mountains, available on the Kipling Society website (www.
kiplingsociety.co.uk). Recent historical researches identify the gun-post
on Mount Brestovec, a hill in the Carso area, as the ‘new gun positions’
described by Kipling in ‘The Roads of an Army’. This gun-post and the
trenches around it were recently restored, and a permanent exhibition
housed in a 180 metre gallery now pays tribute to Rudyard Kipling,
together with the Italian poet Gabriele D’Annunzio, the Austrian
Archduke of Habsburg-Lorraine, and the many Italian and Austrian
soldiers who fought and died in the Carso between 1915 and 1917,
and whose silhouettes are displayed together with extracts from their
letters and diaries carved on metal tablets. Visitors can see the silhouette of Kipling and read his description of Mount Brestovec ‘broken
and re-broken by shell-fire’. At the gallery’s entrance, a panel explains
how Kipling came to visit the hills of Carso, called by him ‘a belly of
stones’.
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THE T.A. VOCABULARY
Compiled by RUDYARD KIPLING
Edited by THOMAS PINNEY
Glossary by SHARAD KESKAR
[Thomas Pinney, Professor Emeritus of English at Pomona College, CA, and VicePresident of the Kipling Society, is internationally renowned for his editions of Kipling’s
Letters (6 vols) and most recently of Kipling’s poetry, reviewed in this issue. Ed.]

‘The T.A. Vocabulary’ was published in the St. George’s Gazette, the
magazine of the Royal Northumberland Fusiliers, 31 December 1897.
The authorship is clearly acknowledged, but for some reason ‘The T.A.
Vocabulary’ has not been recorded in any of the Kipling bibliographies.
It is now reprinted for the first time, so far as is known.
Among the many mistaken recollections in Something of Myself
is Kipling’s account of his experiences with the different regiments
assigned to Lahore in his years there. ‘My first and best beloved
Battalion,’ he writes, ‘was the 2nd Fifth Fusiliers, with whom I dined in
awed silence a few weeks after I came out’ (p.55). That would put the
encounter at the end of 1882. But it didn’t happen then. When Kipling
arrived in Lahore in October, 1882, the unit stationed at Mian Mir, the
Lahore cantonments, was the 8th Foot of the 2nd Battalion of the King’s
(Liverpool) Regiment. They were succeeded, from 1883 to 1885, by
the 30th Foot, 1st Battalion of the East Lancashire Regiment. The 5th
Foot, 2nd Battalion of the Northumberland Fusiliers, did not arrive until
1885, so they were in fact not the first but the last of the units that
Kipling knew in Lahore. It is possible that by ‘first’ he means first in his
affections, or ‘best beloved,’ but I think that is stretching things. In the
piece called ‘Quo Fata Vocant,’ published in 1902 in the St. George’s
Gazette, and collected only in the Sussex Edition, he gets the sequence
right: 8th, 30th, 5th.
Perhaps none of this matters, since the special place that the
Northumberland Fusiliers occupied in Kipling’s memory is clear
enough. ‘I saw them come in,’ he wrote in ‘Quo Fata Vocant’, ‘a thousand and eighty strong—smallish tough men, all of a size and most with
a grateful Northumbrian burr.’ That memory must be authentic, as are
the many others that follow in ‘Quo Fata Vocant’.
The extent – if any – to which his acquaintance with the battalion
supplies material for his soldier stories is discussed by Charles
Carrington, ‘Kipling and the Army in India,’ Kipling Journal, December,
1959. Kipling’s stories of army life are connected only in a general way
with any of the men and regiments that he actually knew; most of the
particular identifications that have been made are difficult to support.
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I know of no occasion that Kipling might have had for either of his
contributions to the St. George’s Gazette, though the Boer War was no
doubt part of the reason for ‘Quo Fata Vocant’: there is no reference to
these articles in any of the extant excerpts from Mrs. Kipling’s diary, or
in Kipling’s letters. The simplest explanation may be the correct one:
we may suppose that the editor asked him for a contribution and, on two
occasions at least, Kipling obliged. Kipling had already written what
might be called a preliminary version of ‘The T.A. Vocabulary.’ This is
the uncollected article titled ‘A Campaigning Phrase Book’, Pioneer,
22 October 1888. The German Government was then distributing to its
soldiers a ‘campaigning phrase book” in German, Polish, and Russian,
and that gave Kipling the idea of writing his own comic version of such
a thing designed for the British soldier in India. It is less elaborate than
“The T.A. Vocabulary’, but it goes over much of the same ground, and
a few of the examples are very close to some in the later article.
The narrative constructed by the examples in part I of ‘The T.A.
Vocabulary’ is a story that Kipling told, in various forms, more than
once. In ‘Quo Fata Vocant’ he tells of ‘a wreathed and fragrant fusilier (for good reason)’ being ‘bundled into an ekka just in time to save
his being seen by an officer driving to polo.’ The poem called ‘The
Shut-Eye Sentry’ (The Seven Seas, 1896) describes how a drunken
orderly officer is safely returned to barracks. And the same sort of thing
opens the story called ‘Garm—a Hostage’ (Saturday Evening Post, 23
December 1899; collected in Actions and Reactions, 1909). So we have
at least four variants of the basic situation.
As for the linguistic accomplishments of Thomas Atkins, Kipling
called attention to them in a note to ‘Route-Marchin’ ’ in Barrack-Room
Ballads (1892): ‘Thomas’s first and firmest conviction is that he is a
profound Orientalist and a fluent speaker of Hindustani. As a matter
of fact, he depends largely on the sign-language.’ The closest that any
one in Kipling’s soldier stories comes to the style shown in ‘The T.A.
Vocabulary’ is, I think, Mulvaney in ‘The Three Musketeers’:
I purshued a hekka, an’ I sez to the dhriver-divil, I sez, “Ye black
limb, there’sa Sahib comin’ for this hekka. He wants to go jildi to
the Padsahi Jhil”—’twasabout tu moiles away—“to shoot snipe—
chirria. You dhrive Jehannum ke marfik, mallum—like Hell? ’Tis no
manner av use bukkin’ to the Sahib, bekaze he doesn’t samjao your
talk. Av he bolos anything, just you choop and chel. Dekker? Go
arsty for the first arder mile from cantonmints. Thin chel, Shaitan
ke marfik, an’ the chooper you choops an’ the jildier you chels the
better kooshy will that Sahib be; an’ here’s a rupee for ye?”
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THE T.A. VOCABULARY
Compiled by RUDYARD KIPLING

The following Anglo-Hindustanee vocabulary for the use of Her
Majesty’s troops serving in India has been officially (un)authorised by
the War Office. Form I (for times of peace only) may be indented upon
without reference to C.O. by all ranks below that of Lance-Corporal,
and will be found efficient in covering a retirement from the Sudder (or
other) Bazar.
Form II will accompany the emergency-ration, dressings, and namecard, to the front, and with a few slight alterations, such as the nature
of the ground or the disposition of the enemy may suggest, will, it is
hoped, provide a valuable aid in those sudden and unexpected contingencies inseparable from military operations.
I—(Punjab and N.W.P. only, Bombay, Madras and Burma forms on
application.)
(1) I am a private in the Fifth
(Northumberland) Fusiliers;
kindly direct me to barracks.

Hum Panch-woller haiMallum? Kidderabouts
the blooming barracks?

(2) I am anxious to find the
Infantry barracks. I am not a
Gunner, a Native Cavalryman,
or a Sikh.

Top-khanna nay. Rustler nay.
Pulton nay. None of those
chaps. Lalcoatee mungter.
All the dusserah chaps in there.
hum-ke-marfik. Mallum?

(3) A wheeled conveyance
would suit me best.

Ekka mallum? Acchybart.
You go low one slippy.
Hum nay walkega.

(4) Please drive a little faster
to oblige me.

Jeldy! Torer ginger
rukko or I’ll marrow the
tattoo myself.

(5) Set me down at a certain
distance from barracks, as
I do not wish to court the
observation of the authorities.

Hi! Halt! Currer-ho! Ground
arms! D’you want the picket to
dekko me issymarfik?

(6) How much is your fare?

Kitna the blooming ekka?
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KIPLING JOURNAL

11

(7) I consider your charges
excessive, and am prepared
to prove it.

Char anner? Not me! Hum nay!
Mallum? You took Simmons
back yesterday—kul—for
do anner and he was a heap
worse than me.

(8) Do I understand you to cast
imputations upon my sobriety?

Hum mut too? Look here. You come
neechy off your ekka an’ I’ll
give you all the muting you’ll
ever mungter till you mur-jow!

(9) Let us compromise the
financial question for three
pence farthing.

Dekko! Teen anna all I got.
Sub hogya, mallum?
Puckrow and jow.

(10) Oh Regimental watercarrier, is the coast clear?

’Ullo Beasty, I was lookin’
for you. Kooch anybody
dekta-hai sergeant-ke-marfik?

(11) I have a great regard for
you, O water-carrier.

Don’t you jow yet, Beastie.
Tum accha admi. Puckrow
my arm, Beastie.

(12) What do you think of my
personal appearance?

Hum Simmons ke-marfik,
Beastie?
Hum mut hai? No, that’s wrong.
HAI hum mut, Beastie? You
know blooming well what I
mean. Do I look boozed?

(13) I bow to your judgment
but I consider it severe.

Acchy-acchy, old man. If you
bolo that I’m mut, I ’spose I am.
But I ain’t bote mut, am I?
Not so blooming bote, Beastie?

(14) Is that yonder the picket
or the wife of a sergeant?

Dekko oos-turruf [?] where I’m
trying to point! Picket hai or
Sergeant? Sahib ki memsahib?
They’re very issymarfik, Beastie.

(15) Let us face the impending
crisis with alacrity and
resource.

You’ve got a gurr of your own,
Beastie? (Puckrow my arm).
Accha. Take me to your gurr
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and I’ll baita there, ’cos if the
picket dekkoes me I’ll chokeeko-jaiger. You mallum that as
accha as me. Gurr-jow and
panee dallo my head till I give
the hokum to harzer. [?]
(16) I am much restored by your
kind attentions, and purpose
to reward you later.

Accha! That’s the jât.
Dusserah mussuck down my
back an’ I’m all teek. Now I’ll
dry my head an’ tunic-rukko.
’Got no paisa to-day, Beastie
but I’ll yard-me-rukko you next
time.

(17) I am a private of Her
Majesty’s Fifth(Northumberland) Fusiliers
returning to barracks in the
odour of sanctity to resume my
official duties, and I wish you
good night, O water-carrier

Hum Panch-woller hai
(if it hadn’t been for you, Beastie,
I’d ha’ been in cells too). Hum
barrick ko-jaiga. Hum sentry-go
per-jaiga. Better hum-ko-do a bit
of pawn to chew and get the
taste off my breath. Tunic safed:
belt seeda: jutee safed: pantaloon
right-side-in-front hai? That’s all
right. Acch-rat, Beastie!

II—Active Service. (North-West Frontier from Peshawur to Karachi).
(1) Where is the enemy?

Kidderabouts Paythan?

(2) Have you reason to believe
that he is established in force
on the outlying spurs of the
Safed-Koh, or Karakorum
ranges?

Dekko wo burra mota-woller
mountain oother! Kitna
Paythans you think
baitoing dusserah side?

(3) We require fowls and grain,
O villager.

Hi! Sunlo! Hitherao! We ain’t
goin’ to eat you. Moorghi
mungter. Atter mungter. Sub
chiz mungter an’ you got to lore
’em bote-bote jeldy. Mallum?
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(4) I have the honour to invite
your attention to this paper.
You will be paid by Her
Majesty’s Indian Government
for all supplies requisitioned.

Ticket dekko? Yih safed kargus
I’m shovin’ under your onk?
Yih voucher hai. You likho
what we’ve took an’ do-teen
duffer extry price rukko on
everything. Sirkar paisa dega.
You mallum that

(5) Where is the sheep you
promised?

Kithen hai that baba hum
mungter?

(6) I do not eat children. I eat
sheep.

Wot the dooce ’ave you bought
a lurker for? Hum boloed baabaa! Issymarfik. Lay-jow lurker
an’ get a bloomin’ sheep. Don’t
you know your own lingo when
you hear it?

(7) Kindly expedite the progress
of the baggage-train; warning
camp-followers of the danger
of delay.

Oh you peechy-wollers behind
there! Hitherao your bloomin’
byles or you’ll be sliced up by
evenin’.

(8) A camel has fallen down.
Please arrange.

’Nother old oont foundered!
Russy chordo! Sub chiz chordo!
Ashbabs ootao an’ let ’im die
easy.

(9) You are not loading that
camel in accordance with the
regulations.

Arsty with that there russy. His
load’s all oolta-poolta. Kikokissiwasty you tryin’ to cut the
poor devil in arder for?

(10) Do not delay the ammunition-mules which must always
be in touch with the firing-line.

Look ’ere! Oont peechy--huttee
peachy—gorah peechy—byle
peechy, an’ all the rest of ’em
as peechy as you please; but
them kartoosh-ki-kurchers
argee along of us. Hamesha
argee, or you’ll get hurt.
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(11) Indicate to all the followers
that there is firing on the left of
the line.

Larrai bine!Hundook bine! Bine!
Bine! B! B! B! (second letter of
the Christian Alphabet, Bill).
’Takes a nigger to ’ave dine an’
bine for left and right; but
they’ll find out when the shots
come.

(12) Steady the rear of the
baggage-train while the attack
is developing; and maintain
discipline among the followers.

Dekko, you drivers! Paythan
owega. Ugger tum-log run about
an’ get in our light, or bobbery
kerta, hum-log’ll let you ’ave
’alf a volley to keep you choop.
Mallum? Then baito.

(13) Inform them that the enemy
are retiring and resume the
march.

Didn’t I say that if you chooped
it would be sub-accha? Well,
it’s sub-accha now. Paythan
chellagya. Mallum? Now you
hushiar-ho with the rest of the
asbabs along the ruster.

(14) There is a wounded
Afreedee over yonder. Ask him,
through a competent interpreter,
if he surrenders.

Paythan lugga oother. Kooch
any body driver-woller here
hai jo that beggar’s bart sumjer?
Uss-se [?] poosho ugger he’s
had enough of it.

(15) I myself, O Afreedee, will
give you a drink of water if you
will abstain from using your
knife while I am so occupied.

Sunlo,you swine! You’re one of
the lot that dug up poor Norton
after we’d buried ’im. ’Thought
it funny to hang the thing up in
pieces. Accha! Well, I ought to
kill you. Now look ’ere. Yih
panee hai in my canteen. Yih
hamara bandook hai in my ’and
and it’s loaded-hai. Now if you
lay jows your hart back to your
choorie while I’m givin’ you
a drink, you gets the top of
your blooming seer blown off.
Mallum?

December 2013

KIPLING JOURNAL

15

(16) O holy man found praying
on a hillside I intend to make
you a prisoner; to be dealt with
by my superior officers.

Hi, Mooler! I know your jât.
Hamara pas ow. You’re too
’oly to live, you are. Tum, and
some [sic: none?] of your bhaie,
sub yih bobbery kerta. Don’t you
dourro—you come along with
me. General Sahib tum ko
hang-kurega.

(17) Headman of this pictureesque hamlet it is our intention
to burn every house here; and
we much regret that we cannot
add your honoured self to the
bonfire. Kindly depart.

Dekko, you Shaitan!Tum
friendly hai, ain’t you, with the
Sirkar? Accha! Ek—do—teen—
char, our men hung up outside
your village an’ their innards
opened—soor-ki-marfik. Hum
dekka hai! Sub-log dekka hai!
You ought to be baje-dowed to
Jehannum your-self. But we
ain’t allowed. Now you lay-jow
your ourats and lurkers and
nikkle-jow before we arg-kurro
the roof over your heads.

(18) The campaign is ended for
the present. Continue in the
path of virtue if you do not wish
the troops to return.

Accha. Sub ooper! Hum-log
goin’ back to cantonments. Now
you choop an’ we won’t pherao
but ugger you don’t choop we’ll
pherao more krab than ever.

16
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GLOSSARY
By SHARAD KESKAR

Accha / acchy
Acchybart
Admi
Anner / anna
Arder
Argee
Arg-kurro
Arsty / asti
Ashbabs / asbabs
Atter / atta
Baba
Baita / baitoing / baito
Baje-dowed
Bandook
Bart
Beastie / beasty / bhisti
Bhaie
Bine
Bobbery
Bolo
Bote
Byle
Char
Chellagya
Chokee
Choop
Choorie
Chordo
Dallo
Dega
Dekka
Dekko
Dine
Do
Dourro
Duffer
Dusserah
Ek-do-teen-char
Ekka

good, ok
as you say; it’s fine (literally, good talk)
man
1/16 of a rupee
half
go ahead, in front
set alight (literally, fire make)
slowly
baggage, goods, chattels
flour
baa, baa (sheep)
sit, wait
sent (recte bhajowed)
fire-arm; rifle
talk
water carrier
brother, friend
left (side, direction)
noisy disturbance
say
a lot, much, very (recte bahut)
ox, bullock, cattle
four
will do (literally go along)
jail
be quiet, shut up
knife
let go
put, pour
will give
I saw
look
right (side, direction)
two
afraid (?)
times, as in one time, two times
another
one-two-three-four
one-horse, two-wheeled carriage
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Gorah
Gurr
Hai
Hamara
Hamesha
Hart
Harzer
Hitherao
Hogya
Hokum / hookum
Hum
Hum-do-do
Hum-log
Hundook
Hushiar-ho
Huttee
Issymarfik
Jaiger / jaiga
Jât
Jehannum
Jeldy
Jow
Jutee
Kargus
Kartoosh
Kerta
Kidderabouts
Kikokissiwasty
Kithen
Kitna
Kooch
Krab
Kul
Kurchers
Kurega
Lalcoatee
Larrai
Lay-jow
Likkho
Lore
Lugga
Lurker
Mallum

KIPLING JOURNAL

horse / mule (recte ghodah)
house (recte garh)
have, present
ours
always
hand
present
come here
gone
order
we
give it to us
we, our people
gun-fire
keep awake; beware
elephants
like this
will go, will do
kind, sort of
hell
quick; move
go (recte jao)
shoes
paper
cartridge, ammunition
do, does; creates
whereabouts (Hindustani and English)
why don’t you get a move on?
where (recte kither)
how much?
some
bad, worse (recte kharab)
yesterday
mules (recte khucher)
will do
Redcoat
war, battle
take it away
write
bring
hit, wounded
boy
understand?
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Marfik
Marrow
Memsahib
Mooler / mullah
Moorghi
Mota-woller
Mungter
Mur-jow
Mussick
Mut
Muting
Nay
Neechy
Nikkle-jow
Onk
Oolta-poolta
Oont
Oos-turruf
Ootao
Oother
Ourats
Owega
Paisa
Panch-woller
Panee
Pas ow
Pawn
Peechy
Pherao
Poosho
Puckrow
Pulton
Rukko
Russy
Ruster
Rustler
Safed
Sahib
Seeda
Seer
Shaitan
Sirkar
Soor
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like, in the manner of
hit
European married woman
learned man
fowl
a fat one
want, need
die
goat-skin water-bag
drunk
drinking (derived from mut?)
not
below, come down
get out
eyes
topsy-turvy
camel
in that direction
lift it up
there
women (recte aurats)
will come
money (1/100 rupee)
one of the 5th foot (literally five-man)
water
come near to me
betel leaf (recte paan)
at the back
surround
ask, speak to him (recte puchcho)
take hold of; seize
native regiment
keep, put in
rope (recte rassi)
road
cavalryman
clean, white
gentleman; master
straight (direction)
a weight, just over two pounds
Satan
government
pig
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Sub
Sub-accha
Sub-chiz
Sub-ooper
Sumjer
Sunlo
Tatoo
Teek
Teen
Top-khanna
Torrer
Tum
Tum-log
Ugger
Uss-se
Yih
Yard
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all, every
all’s well
everything, the whole thing
over all
understand
listen
native pony
all right
three
top-gun, cannon
little, some (recte torah)
thou, you
you people
if
their
this
will remember; memory (recte yadh)
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ON SMELLS AND LITERATURE
By JACK JUSTICE
[Jack Justice is a retired Philadelphia lawyer now living in Santa Fe, New Mexico. He
was educated at West Virginia University and Oxford University, where he was a Rhodes
Scholar. His articles have appeared in legal and literary journals. Ed.]

I am… a great lover of good smells, and as much abominate the ill
ones, which also I scent at a greater distance, I think, than other men.
Michel de Montaigne, “Of Smells.”

Like Montaigne, I’ve always been acutely aware of odors, whether they
be felicitous or fetid. This is both a boon and a bane. It’s useful when I
can detect the faintest whiff of a gas leak. It’s hindersome when I’m in
the company of an otherwise charming person who breathes the faintest
whiff of garlic.
Diane Ackerman tells us that nothing is more memorable than a
smell and that smell is ‘the most direct of all our senses.’ She elaborates
the point:
Unlike the other senses, smell needs no interpreter. The effect is
immediate and undiluted by language, thought, or translation. A
smell can be overwhelmingly nostalgic because it triggers powerful
images and emotions before we have time to edit them. What you
see and hear may quickly fade into the compost heap of short-term
memory, but, as Edwin T. Morris points out in Fragrance, ‘there
is almost no short-term memory with odors.’ It’s all long-term….
When we give perfume to someone, we give them liquid memory.
Kipling was right: ‘Smells are surer than sights and sounds to make
your heart-strings crack.’ 1
The smells of my early years are vivid in my memory today. The rainreleased aroma of dry soil. The tang of tar softened by the summer
sun. Bay rum in the barbershop. The mingled smells of coal dust, Lysol
and Lifebuoy soap in the miners’ bath house. The spicy vapor rising
from a Gypsy’s stew pot. Acrid fumes from coal burning on an open
grate, or the spicy smell of a log fire. The stench of a wet dog. The
mouth-watering scent of a bucket of blackberries. The dank stink of
a river bank where muskrats were being taken from traps. The bittersweet smell of steaming pans in which cane sap was being boiled into
molasses. The camphor odor exuded by my grandmother, offset by the
delightful smells coming from her kitchen. The sweetness of clover cut
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for the rabbit run. The muskiness of newly-plowed fields. The mustiness of wardrobes and attics. The suffocating scent of funeral flowers.
The funky fragrance of horse droppings. Autumn leaves.
My hypersensitivity has put me on high alert to the ways writers
use and describe smells.2 I delight in James Boswell’s account of Dr.
Johnson’s arrival in Edinburgh in 1773:
Mr. Johnson and I walked arm-in-arm up the High Street to my
house in James’s Court…. I could not prevent his being assailed
by the effluvia of Edinburgh. I heard a late baronet … observe that
‘walking the streets of Edinburgh at night was pretty perilous and a
good deal odoriferous.’ The peril is much abated by the care which
the magistrates have taken to enforce the city laws against throwing
foul water from the windows; but … there being no covered sewers,
the odour still continues. A zealous Scotsman would have wished
Mr. Johnson to be without one of his five senses upon this occasion.
As we marched slowly along, he grumbled in my ear, ‘I smell you
in the dark!’ 3
Boswell’s fellow Scotsman, Tobias Smollett, had similar effluvia in
mind when he wrote in Travels through France and Italy (1766)4 of
Boulogne: ‘I could give you some high-flavoured instances, at which
even a native of Edinburgh would stop his nose.’ Smollett was keenly
conscious of the odors assailing him on his journey. In France, he was
‘almost poisoned with garlic, which they mix in their ragouts, and all
their sauces; nay, the smell of it perfumes the very chambers, as well
as every person you approach.’ In Nice, he observed that ‘the pease
and beans in the garden appear in the winter like beautiful plantations
of young trees in blossom; and perfume the air,’ and his nose detected
‘Myrtle, sweet-briar, sweet-marjoram, sage, thyme, lavender, rosemary,’ and ‘many other aromatic herbs and flowers.’ In Rome, Smollett
found the ‘most elegant palaces’ to be ‘depositories of nastiness, and
indeed in summer smell as strong as spirit of hartshorn.’
My favorite Smollett novel, The Expedition of Humphrey Clinker,
is an epistolary account of a family’s journey that begins in Wales and
ends in Scotland. In a letter from Bath, we hear from young Jeremy
Melford of a conversation between his uncle Sir Matthew Bramble and
‘the famous Dr L–n, who is come to ply at the Well for patients.’
My uncle was complaining of the stink, occasioned by the vast
quantity of mud and slime which the river leaves at low ebb under
the windows of the Pump-Room. He observed, that the exhalations
arising from such a nuisance, could not but be prejudicial to the
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weak lungs of many consumptive patients, who came to drink the
water. The Doctor overhearing this remark, made up to him, and
assured him he was mistaken. He said, people in general were so
misled by vulgar prejudices that philosophy was hardly sufficient to
undeceive them. Then humming thrice, he assumed a most ridiculous solemnity of aspect, and entered into a learned investigation
of the nature of stink. He observed, that stink, or stench, meant no
more than a strong impression on the olfactory nerves; and might be
applied to substances of the most opposite qualities; that in the Dutch
language, stinken signifies the most agreeable perfume, as well as
the most fetid odour … that individuals differed… in their opinion
of smells, which, indeed, was altogether as arbitrary as the opinion
of beauty; that the French were pleased with the putrid effluvia of
animal food; and so were the Hottentots in Africa, and the Savages
in Greenland; and that the Negroes on the coast of Senegal would
not touch fish till it was rotten; … that every person who pretended
to nauseate the smell of another’s excretions, snuffed up his own
with particular complacency
Writing to his own doctor, Sir Matthew describes how after fainting at a
ball, he consulted a doctor who advised that the ‘swooning was entirely
occasioned by an accidental impression of fetid effluvia upon nerves of
uncommon sensibility.’ He goes on to describe the ‘effluvia’:
It was, indeed, a compound of villainous smells, in which the
most violent stinks, and the most powerful perfumes, contended
for the mastery. Imagine to yourself a high exalted essence of
mingled odours, arising from putrid gums, imposthumated lungs,
sour flatulencies, rank armpits, sweating feet, running sores and
issues, plasters, ointments, and embrocations, hungary-water, spirit
of lavender, assafoetida drops, musk, hartshorn, and sal volatile;
besides a thousand frowzy steams, which I could not analyse. Such,
O Dick! is the fragrant aether we breathe in the polite assemblies
of Bath.
Let us now consider George Orwell who shared Smollett’s obsession
with foul odors, and has been described as ‘the twentieth century’s real
poet of disgust.’.5 Orwell had another obsession when he returned to
England in 1927 after five years’ service as a colonial policeman in
Burma. ‘I was conscious of an immense weight of guilt that I had got to
expiate,’ he later wrote. ‘I wanted to submerge myself, to get right down
among the oppressed, to be one of them and on their side against their
tyrants.’ Down and Out in London and Paris, the account of Orwell’s
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expiatory experiences as a dishwasher in Paris and a tramp in England,
was published in 1933. Orwell’s guilt obsession drove the narrative, but
the odor obsession marked its style.
Orwell declares his disgust with the smells of his Parisian milieu on
the very first page, where ‘the sour reek of the refuse-carts’ is central to
his description of the Rue du Coq d’Or. And it was no less foul inside
Orwell’s place of work: ‘The tables, for instance, were to be covered
with baize, but when the patron found that baize was expensive he
bought instead disused army blankets, smelling incorrigibly of sweat.’
Orwell spoke directly to my own experience – and prejudice – in
describing his daily commute to work:
One hastened down to the station, fought for a place – one does
literally have to fight on the Paris Metro at six in the morning – and
stood jammed in the swaying mass of passengers, nose to nose with
some hideous French face, breathing sour wine and garlic.
The same aversion was displayed in the recollection of a fellow worker
who
‘tells me that he is making a hundred francs a day and has set up a
girl who is très sérieuse and never smells of garlic’.
Orwell found the tramp’s life in England even more odoriferous:
I paid the shilling, and the boy led me up a rickety unlighted staircase to a bedroom. It had a sweetish reek of paregoric and foul
linen… The sheets stank so horribly of sweat that I could not bear
them near my nose.
****

[The workhouse] was a bare, gloomy place of stone and whitewash,
unwillingly clean, with a smell which, somehow, I had foreseen
from its appearance; a smell of soft soap, ‘Jeyes’ fluid and latrines –
a cold, discouraging, prisonish smell.
****

I shall never forget the reek of dirty feet. Less than half the tramps
actually bathed… but they all washed their faces and feet, and the
horrid greasy little clouts known as toe-rags which they bind round
their toes.
Only a few passages hint that Orwell is conscious of smells other than
those that disgusted him:
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Other tramps were arriving by ones and twos. It was jolly autumn
weather. Nearby, a deep bed of tansies was growing; it seems to me
that even now I can smell the sharp reek of those tansies, warring
with the reek of tramps.
****

Still, he was fat and jolly, and he even smelt of beer, a most unusual
smell in a tramp nowadays.
****

Once again it was jolly autumn weather, and the road was quiet,
with few cars passing. The air was like sweet-briar after the [lodging’s] mingled stenches of sweat, soap and drains.
Down and Out in London and Paris employed the terminology of smell
as metaphor for mental staleness (‘The room stank of ennui’) or hypocrisy: ‘The fact is that the Salvation Army are so in the habit of thinking
themselves a charitable body that they cannot even run a lodging-house
without making it stink of charity.’ Years later, in The Road to Wigan Pier,
Orwell would return to this use of smell as metaphor for everything he
found distasteful about the Socialist movement in England, ‘that dreary
tribe of high-minded women and sandal-wearers and bearded fruit-juice
drinkers who come flocking towards the smell of “progress” like bluebottles to a dead cat.’ He warned that Socialism, ‘at least in this island,
does not smell any longer of revolution and the overthrow of tyrants; it
smells of crankishness, machine-worship and the stupid cult of Russia.
Unless you can remove that smell, and very rapidly, Fascism may win.’
The Road to Wigan Pier was published by Victor Gollancz for the
Left Book Club, which had commissioned Orwell to write a documentary report on conditions among the unemployed in the north of England.
The delivered manuscript was a shocker, but the Club’s board of editors
swallowed hard and authorized its publication by Victor Gollancz Ltd.,
in 1937, with a foreword by Mr. Gollancz which took strong exception
to Orwell’s elaboration of ‘the theme that, in the opinion of the middle
class in general, the working class smells!’ (Gollancz and the Left Book
Club were equally unhappy about Orwell’s skewering of the Socialist
movement in England by calling attention to its hypocrisy about the
‘smelly’ lower class,6 but the smell slander itself was an easier target.)
The Road to Wigan Pier becomes boring even to a reader interested in
the evocation of odors. Relentlessly and repeatedly, but with hardly any
variation in vocabulary, Orwell declared that the lower classes stank –
in body and breath.
I turn from Orwell, whose narrow prejudices about certain odors
I tend to share, to a writer of greater descriptive power and a more
generous appreciation for olfactory varieties: Rudyard Kipling. In his
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autobiography Something of Myself, Kipling observes that in writing,
‘every word should tell, carry, weigh, taste and, if need were, smell’,
and he recalls various smells from his life. After an evening of carousing
in Lahore, he came home ‘in some night-hawk of a hired carriage which
stank of hookah-fumes, jasmine-flowers, and sandalwood’. Arriving in
Cape Town, he was confronted by the ‘dry, spiced smell of the land and
the smack of the clean sunshine’. He went out of Boston on a pollockfisher ‘ten times fouler than any cod-schooner’ and was subjected to ‘a
fragment of unfresh pollock’ as a remedy for his seasickness. During
the Boer War, he rode in a carriage with floors covered with ‘sheep’s
guts and onions’, and he visited a typhoid clinic where the smell of
dysentery was ‘even more depressing than the stench of human carrion.’
Odors flavor Kipling’s fiction. The opening of The Light that Failed
is redolent with the scents of its setting:
The tide ran out nearly two miles on that coast, and the manycoloured mud-banks, touched by the sun, sent up a lamentable smell
of dead weed. It was late in the afternoon when Dick and Maisie
arrived on their ground…
‘Mf!’ said Maisie, sniffing the air. ‘I wonder what makes the sea
so smelly? I don’t like it!’
Later scenes are sharpened by smells perceived intensely by the now
blind hero Dick:
So he was brought to Madame Binat’s and filled his nostrils with
the well-remembered smell of the East, that runs without a change
from the Canal head to Hong-Kong…. The heat smote him between
the shoulder-blades … and his coat-sleeve was warm as new-baked
bread when he lifted it to his nose.… Dick entered the drinkingshop … Somebody opened a bottle of peculiarly strong Schiedam.
The smell reminded Dick of Monsieur Binat, who, by the way, had
spoken of art and degradation.
****

Dick… could only smell the camels, the hay-bales, the cooking, the
smoky fires, and the tanned canvas of the tents as he stood … shouting
for George.
In ‘Captains Courageous’, the hold of the ship smells powerfully:
The place was packed as full of smells as a bale is of cotton. The
oilskins had a peculiarly thick flavour of their own which made a
sort of background to the smells of fried fish, burnt grease, paint,
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pepper, and stale tobacco; but these, again, were all hooped together
by one encircling smell of ship and salt water.
In Kim, Kipling writes beguilingly of Indian smells:
A little later a marriage procession would strike into the Grand
Trunk with music and shoutings, and a smell of marigold and
jasmine stronger even than the reek of the dust.
****

Then the night fell, changing the touch of the air, drawing a low, even
haze, like a gossamer veil of blue, across the face of the country, and
bringing out, keen and distinct, the smell of wood-smoke and cattle
and the good scent of wheaten cakes cooked on ashes.
Similarly, in ‘Namgay Doola’ (Life’s Handicap):
… the last puff of the day-wind brought from the unseen villages
the scent of damp wood-smoke, hot cakes, dripping undergrowth,
and rotting pine-cones. That is the true smell of the Himalayas, and
if once it creeps into the blood of a man, that man will at the last,
forgetting all else, return to the hills to die. The clouds closed and
the smell went away.
He was eloquent in evoking pleasant aromas, as in this excerpt from
‘The Incarnation of Krishna Mulvaney’ (Life’s Handicap):
A large, low moon turned the tops of the plume-grass to silver, and
the stunted camel-thorn bushes and sour tamarisks into the likenesses of trooping devils. The smell of the sun had not left the earth,
and little aimless winds blowing across the rose-gardens to the
southward brought the scent of dried roses and water.
But Kipling could write as vividly of stenches. There is an especially
pungent passage in ‘A Germ Destroyer’ (Plain Tales from the Hills)
where an inventor demonstrates his ‘Fumigatory’:
He plunged the lighted end of his cigar into the powder, which
began to smoke like a volcano, and send up fat, greasy wreaths of
copper-coloured smoke. In five seconds the room was filled with a
most pungent and sickening stench—a reek that took fierce hold of
the trap of your windpipe and shut it. The powder hissed and fizzed,
and sent out blue and green sparks, and the smoke rose till you could
neither see, nor breathe, nor gasp.
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Antiseptics can smell almost as bad, as in this passage in ‘A SecondRate Woman’ (Under the Deodars):
‘How nice!’ cooed Mrs. Hauksbee. ‘The Waddy is an infectious
disease herself … I’ve ornamented all the house with sheets soaked
in carbolic. It smells comforting, doesn’t it?’ … The Doctor called
thrice in the twenty-four hours, and the house reeked with the smell
of the Condy’s Fluid, chlorine-water, and carbolic acid washes.
But there is worse to come. This paragraph from The City of Dreadful
Night (1888) 7, is relentlessly suffocating:
All India knows of the Calcutta Municipality; but has any one
thoroughly investigated the Big Calcutta Stink? There is only one.
Benares is fouler in point of concentrated, pent-up muck, and there
are local stenches in Peshawar which are stronger than the B. C. S.;
but, for diffused, soul-sickening expansiveness, the reek of Calcutta
beats both Benares and Peshawar. Bombay cloaks her stenches with
a veneer of assafœtida and tobacco; Calcutta is above pretence.
There is no tracing back the Calcutta plague to any one source. It
is faint, it is sickly, and it is indescribable; but Americans at the
Great Eastern Hotel say that it is something like the smell of the
Chinese quarter in San Francisco. It is certainly not an Indian smell.
It resembles the essence of corruption that has rotted for the second
time—the clammy odour of blue slime. And there is no escape from
it. It blows across the maidan; it comes in gusts into the corridors of
the Great Eastern Hotel; what they are pleased to call the ‘Palaces
of Chowringhi’ carry it; it swirls round the Bengal Club; it pours out
of by-streets with sickening intensity, and the breeze of the morning
is laden with it. It is first found, in spite of the fume of the engines,
in Howrah Station…. The thing is intermittent. Six moderately pure
mouthfuls of air may be drawn without offence. Then comes the
seventh wave and the queasiness of an uncultured stomach. If you
live long enough in Calcutta you grow used to it. The regular residents admit the disgrace, but their answer is: ‘Wait till the wind
blows off the Salt Lakes where all the sewage goes, and then you’ll
smell something.’
Kipling could use disgusting smell for comic effect in ‘An Unsavoury
Interlude’ (Stalky & Co.), where Stalky and his friends decide to put a
dead cat under the dormitory floorboards of their enemy, the Housemaster King:
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Gambolling like kids at play, with bounds and side-starts, with
caperings and curvetings, they led the almost bursting Beetle to the
rabbit-lane, and from under a pile of stones drew forth the new-slain
corpse of a cat….
‘Well-nourished old lady, ain’t she?’ said Stalky. ‘How long
d’you suppose it’ll take her to get a bit whiff in a confined space?’
‘Bit whiff! What a coarse brute you are!’ said M‘Turk. ‘Can’t a
poor pussy-cat get under King’s dormitory floor to die without your
pursuin’ her with your foul innuendoes?’…
‘They’ll have to take up the floor for her, same as they did in
Number Nine when the rat croaked. Big medicine—heap big medicine! Phew! Oh Lord, I wish I could stop laughin’,’ said Beetle
‘Stinks! Hi, stinks! Clammy ones!’ ‘M‘Turk gasped as he
regained his place. ‘And’—the exquisite humour of it brought them
sliding down together in a tangle—‘it’s all for the honour of the
house, too!’
Some of Kipling’s best evocations of smell are to be found in his travel
writings, as in this excerpt from ‘A Serpent of Old Nile’ (Chapter III of
‘Egypt of the Magicians,’ Letters of Travel: 1892–1913 [1920] ):
The city thrust more treasure upon me than I could carry away. It
came out of dark alleyways on tawny camels loaded with pots; on
pattering asses half buried under nets of cut clover; in the exquisitely modelled hands of little children scurrying home from the
cookshop with the evening meal, chin pressed against the platter’s
edge and eyes round with responsibility above the pile … in every
glimpse into every courtyard, where the men smoked by the tank;
in the heaps of rubbish and rotten bricks that flanked newly painted
houses, waiting to be built, some day, into houses once more; …
and, above all, in the mixed delicious smells of frying butter,
Mohammedan bread, kababs, leather, cooking-smoke, assafetida,
peppers, and turmeric. Devils cannot abide the smell of burning
turmeric, but the right-minded man loves it.
The most concentrated application of Kipling’s talent for describing
smells is found in his 1914 address to the Royal Geographical Society,
entitled ‘Some Aspects of Travel’ (A Book of Words, 1928). The text
distilled Kipling’s memories of smells he had encountered – or heard
about – over the years:
Have you noticed wherever a few travellers gather together, one or
the other is sure to say: ‘Do you remember that smell at such and
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such a place?’ Then he may go on to speak of camel—pure camel—
one whiff of which is all Arabia; or of the smell of rotten eggs at Hitt
on the Euphrates, where Noah got the pitch for the Ark; or of the
flavour of drying fish in Burma….
I suggest, subject to correction—there are only two elementary smells of universal appeal—the smell of burning fuel and the
smell of melting grease. The smell, that is, of what man cooks his
food over and what he cooks his food in. Fuel ranges from coal
to cowdung—specially cowdung—and coco-nut husk; grease
from butter through ghi to palm and coco-nut oil; and these two,
either singly or in combination, make the background and furnish
the active poison of nearly all the smells which assault and perturb
the mind of the wayfaring man returned to civilisation. I rank
wood-smoke first, since it calls up more, more intimate and varied
memories, over a wider geographical range, to a larger number of
individuals, than any other agent we know…. A whiff of it can take
us back to forgotten marches over unnamed mountains with disreputable companions; to day-long halts beside flooded rivers in the
rain; wonderful mornings of youth in brilliantly lighted lands when
… one lies with the fumes of last night’s embers in one’s nostrils …
And next to wood-smoke for waking rampant ‘wanderlust’
comes the smell of melting grease—such a smell or bouquet of
smells as one may gather outside a London fried-fish shop. It is less
sentimental and vague in its appeal than wood-smoke, but it hits
harder….
To me, as to others, a fried-fish shop can speak multitudinously
for all the East from Cairo to Singapore; and I have heard West
Coast men say that, when the smell turns bitter, it will sometimes
duplicate the smell of their palm-oil chop, and cause them to re-live
horrible depressing evenings by the light of kerosene lamps, hung
under corrugated iron roofs of factories beside brown rivers that
bubble. It does not cover the South Seas, that wonderful fifth quarter
of the world, where, I believe, the smell of first appeal is burning
coco-nut husk, a heavy loading of coco-nut oil, and a dash of salt
coral-reef….
What follows is a global smell tour:
Coming now to smells of particular appeal, what would most
vividly remind a Polar explorer of past experiences? I suggest that
ether-like smell given off by the flame of a big spirit-lamp when it
is flattened out against the heated metal cooking-plate above—an
unmixed smell, simple of itself, like Falstaff’s sack…. At the Sixties
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and down to Labrador, it seems to me we reach kindly timber and a
suggestion of meat on the hoof. The smell of stranded ice is mixed
with the clear breath of seas that are not always frozen, and the
acrid tang of a raw moose-hide being passed back and forth through
wood-smoke to cure it…. A little lower, the appeals thicken and
become more complex. I suggest evergreens sweating in the sun;
birchwood smoke; the oily bark itself; pine-gums, resin and tallow
melted together; the clean-swept smell of milky-green snow-water
pouring over pebble bars; and not so far in the background, a suspicion, or a camp-shifting certainty, of skunk… .
There is a heart-searching little motif of five notes—horse; old
saddlery; coffee; fried bacon; and tobacco (from cut-plug to maizeleaf cigarettes)—that can carry a man down from the high dry
camps in the Selkirks, or wet ones in Oregon, down and down over
red spicy dust and dead white dust, through the scent of sage-brush
and sharp peppery euphorbias, down to the torrid goat-scented
South where fried beans, incense, and the abominable brassy smell
of pulque will pass him on to all the forlorn brood of mangrove,
foreshore and yellow-fever stinks, until he leaves his horse on the
beach, and the Tropics lift up his heart with the wholesome rasp of
sunbaked coral and dried fish.
As Kipling approached the end of his speech, the tone became wistful:
Conceive for a moment a generation wholly divorced from all
known smells of land and sea-travel—a generation which will climb
into and drop down from the utterly odourless upper airs, unprepared in any one of its senses for the flavour, which is the spirit, of
the country it descends upon!
And that is a good note on which to end this essay. Although I detest
some smells, and would banish them from my presence if I could, I
would not wish to be ‘wholly divorced from all known smells of land
and sea travel’ – or to be without a prospect of new literary celebrations
of that ‘most direct of all our senses.’ On the contrary, I will continue to
count myself among those whose ‘ study is of smells’8 , so named by
Kipling in his Horatian poem ‘A Translation’.
Copyright: Jack Justice, 2012
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Diane Ackerman, A Natural History of the Senses (New York, Vintage Books,
1995). The Kipling quotation is from the poem ‘Lichtenberg,’, collected in The
Five Nations.
I leave aside what two scholars have called the ‘sweet smell of provenance’ when
they tell the tale of T. E. Lawrence’s copy of James Joyce’s Ulysses, said to be
‘remarkable for its smell.’ When the book was examined by the ‘highly trained
noses’ of eight curators at the Harry Ransom Humanities Center, ‘the verdict was
split: Some of the eight thought they smelled deteriorated leather; others voted
for ashes, pipe smoke, the exhaust from Lawrence’s famous motorbike, and
even licorice.’ Richard W. Oram and Edward L. Bishop, ‘The Sweet Smell of
Provenance,’ The Chronicle of Higher Education (September 30, 2005).
James Boswell, Journal of a Tour of the Hebrides with Samuel Johnson (New York,
McGraw-Hill, 1961).
Smollett’s reputation for obsession with bad smells was such that he was dubbed
‘Smelfungus’ by Lawrence Sterne in A Sentimental Journey Through France and
Italy (1768).
Orwell has been called ‘the twentieth century’s real poet of disgust’ by William
Ian Miller, who argues that Wigan Pier is ‘ half an attempt to overcome and half a
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EMPATHY IN KIPLING’S STORIES OF
HUMANS AND DOGS
By NORMAN ARTHUR FISCHER
[Norman Arthur Fischer recently retired as Professor of Philosophy at Kent State
University. He has published articles on existentialism in Kipling, on animals in the
works of Philip K. Dick and Richard Adams, and on the environmental aesthetics of
Herbert Marcuse.. – Ed.]

Many of Rudyard Kipling’s twentieth century animal stories depict
empathy. In the nineteenth century Kipling’s father, Lockwood Kipling,
chronicled Beast and Man in India.1 In the twentieth century, his son
chronicled beasts – especially dogs – and humans in England. ‘The Dog
Hervey’ (1914) opens a series of explorations of empathy in interactions between humans and dogs that continues with ‘The Woman in his
Life’, (1928), and Thy Servant a Dog (1930).2 Kipling wrote other dog
(and animal) stories in the twentieth century, but these three are particularly linked in the way they present empathy.
Rudyard Kipling’s own tales of beast and man in India draw not
only on his father’s work, but also on the animal stories of Ernest
Thompson Seton. According to Seton, Kipling wrote to him about this
influence: ‘Kipling wrote in a letter now before me that he had read
“Silverspot” and “Molly Cottontail” (1890) in the St. Nicholas, and
had been greatly influenced by them before writing his Jungle Tales
[sic] 1895.’3 In 1898, Seton proclaimed that animals had rights.4 One
of Lockwood Kipling’s explicit aims was to tie together his Humane
Society approach to animals, which was then just coming to India,
with traditional Hindu respect for animals.5 Stories as ‘The White
Seal’, ‘Letting in the Jungle’ and ‘The Miracle of Purun Bhagat’ in the
Jungle Books, and other animal stories set in India, seem to chime with
these pro-animal perspectives. With Kipling’s twentieth century dog
stories, however, the situation is different. Although they show great
respect for animal life, they are not directly connected either to realistic chronicling of animal life or to the principles of humane (or even
‘rights-based’) treatment articulated by Kipling’s father and Seton.
Displaying more fantasy than realism, these stories present a nuanced
concept of empathy within the world of human-animal interaction.
An ethical theory about our relation to animals, together with two
more general aesthetic theories, may unlock the secret of these stories.
First, the late Norwegian deep ecologist, Arne Naess, developed a
concept of ‘identification’ with the animal and natural world. For Naess
such identification can bring about a fundamental change in the human
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personality. Identification with the animal world creates a ‘wider’ self, a
self that is actually defined partly by its relation with animals.6 Second,
Naessian identification can be seen to extend to the human relation to
animals what the great novelist and aesthetician Leo Tolstoy called art’s
ability to depict empathy. For Tolstoy the function of art is to break
down the divisions between humans and make them less lonely.7 Using
Naess’ concept of identification we can extend Tolstoy’s concept of
empathy to the world of human-animal interaction. Third, these stories
exemplify what Kipling’s English contemporary, the philosopher R.G.
Collingwood, favored in art: a true search for a lost or obscurely remembered emotion, and a true search to imaginatively express that emotion.
For Collingwood, art has the capacity to teach all human beings not to
look away from their deepest emotions, no matter how removed from
them they have become.8 The emotion Kipling is expressing in these
stories is one of empathy and identification with animals within a world
of human-animal interaction.
‘The Dog Hervey’ illustrates all these principles, setting the stage for
the structure of all three stories, which move from a specific commonplace world, where dogs are simply pets, to a deeper, supernatural world
revealing empathy within human-animal interactions. All three stories
show how Kipling’s entrance into a supernatural world enhanced his
animal world, while his animal world enhanced his supernatural world.
As a real dog who is also a ghostly presence, Hervey is able to
reconcile and bring mercy, empathy and love to a couple suffering from
what existentialist Soren Kierkegaard called ‘fear and trembling’, a
state that dominates both this story and ‘The Woman In His Life’. This
condition, in which everything is lost, can only be resolved through
empathic identification with an other, through mercy, compassion and
suffering.9
Moira Sichliffe, the woman in this story, an unattractive girl rising
34, acquires from the narrator’s bachelor friend Attley a grotesquelooking dog as her pet which she names ‘Harvey’. We learn that she
grew up in a household to which her now dead father, a retired doctor,
used to bring shattered young ‘stormy’ men on the pretence of rescuing
them, ‘patched them up’ with medicine (and possibly some addictive
drug, but he may simply have relied on their reverting to drink), insured
them for large sums, and then sent them out into the world to die (D.H.
pp. 132–133). Shend, the man, was one of her father’ s victims, but
survived the unsavoury doctor. Although neither apparently acknowledged it at the time, the two had come to love each other, but they have
never met since Shend left Dr. Sichliffe’s house.
Moira is introduced early, and Shend late, into what appears at first
to be a meandering, commonplace story about Moira’s acquisition of a
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misshapen-looking puppy from the dog-loving bachelor Attley. What
is not commonplace is the dog Hervey himself; and this must be so,
because ultimately Hervey emerges as one of Kipling’s supernatural
beings, bringing mercy, compassion and empathy. The dog is called
‘Harvey’ throughout, until at the end of the story we learn that Moira
had actually called him ‘Hervey’ which according to English pronunciation sounds exactly the same,10 because in her mind she connected
him with Shend. In fact, she was privately calling the dog after the
‘Hervey’ mentioned in Boswell’s Life of Johnson, of whom Johnson
said ‘He was a vicious man, but very kind to me… If you call a dog
Hervey, I shall love him’ ( D.H. 157) For consistency I will use the
name ‘Hervey’ here .
In order to see the supernatural in Hervey, however, we must
track his gradual emergence as both a supernatural and physical being.
Hervey, as a real ‘sandy pied, broken-haired terrier’, and apart from
his ghostlike qualities, is himself suffering. He squints and stumbles;
later he contacts distemper and has to be nursed by Attley and the
narrator. (D.H. 134–5) But from the start Hervey’s physical suffering
and deformities are paired with other strange qualities. He has ‘one
imbecile and one delirious eye’, and ‘two most hideous squints’. When
he climbs out of his basket he is described as an ‘angular shadow’. The
narrator’s dog Malachi, and Malachi’s sister Bettina, both immediately
flee from him., and he stares at people like a ‘ghoul’ (D.H.134–7)
The story proceeds to document even more of Hervey’s non physical suffering and strangeness, through the continued development of
what at first appears to be a story about the social world of a group of
conventional dog lovers. But early on, Moira’s existential fear, trembling and suffering is revealed, as she walks grimly for miles to get
the dog-loving Attley to help nurse Hervey through the distemper he
has contracted: She ‘wept – actually wept – at Attley’s feet, saying that
Harvey was all that she had or ever expected to have in the world’ (D.H.
135). At this point the only possible explanation for Moira’s desolation
seems to be her dreadful family history. It becomes obvious later that
another explanation is her loss of Shend. But there is a third possible
explanation: a generalized fear and trembling connected with the presence itself of Hervey.
The bachelor Attley, alarmed by Moira’s intensity, turns Hervey
over to the narrator, described by Ella Godfrey, part of the conventional
dog-loving circle that is not aware of what is going on, as a ‘doggy
friend’ who she thinks should be happy to take care of the ‘poor angel’
Hervey (D.H. 137). She and Attley promptly leave to get away from the
‘angel’. The first sign of Hervey’s expanding supernatural and ghost-like
qualities in the narrator’s house is Malachi’s response to the new dog;
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instead of fighting him, he gets out of the way. Part of Hervey’s strange
behaviour comes from his squint and from the half cured distemper, but
certainly not all of it. Hervey starts staring at the narrator as soon as
Attley delivers him. Attley claims that once the narrator gets to know
him it will stop. It does not, and the stare becomes Hervey’s signature
link to the narrator. Indeed, almost everything that happens later can be
said to derive from the power of Kipling’s description of the eyes of the
staring Hervey. Hervey’s staring eyes reveal animal qualities that those
familiar with what Naess called ‘identification’ with animals will easily
admit into the world of reality. Kipling’s description of Hervey’s stare
is also reminiscent of Seton’s description of the wolf Lobo, when, after
having mortally wounded him, Seton tried to save him in front of the
ranch house he was staying in in Clayton, New Mexico in 1894.11 The
emotionally convincing aspect of ‘The Dog Hervey’ depends in part on
the staring scenes that dominate Hervey’s stay with the narrator. Indeed,
the staring eyes are key to the links between Hervey’s emergence as, in
Ella Godfrey’s words, an ‘angel’, in the supernatural world that he ultimately inhabits, and the commonplace ‘doggy’ world in the story where
dogs are pets and only pets. Only if we are able to relive Kipling’s
empathic identification with Hervey at both these levels, and with all
possible levels in between, can we accept the next stages in the story.
Attley and the narrator now travel to Madeira, in order to take care
of Ella Godfrey and her daughter, both of whom have fallen dangerously ill with ‘enteric’ [typhoid] while wintering there. There they
encounter the helpful stranger Shend (who will turn out to know Moira)
who invites them all to stay on his own luxurious ‘four hundred ton
steam yacht’ while the convalescents recover. After this, the whole
party, including Shend, sail back on the mail-boat to England. Near the
end of their voyage, on a stormy night when the ship is in dangerous
waters off Ushant, Shend in a fit of fear and trembling reveals to the
narrator that he is an alcoholic, that he had been one of those that
Moira’s father unscrupulously ‘patched up’ to die later, and that he had
defended Moira from ‘insult’ by another man, presumably a fellow
patient (D.H. pp.147–150).
In fact this is a declaration of love for Moira, a love which is above
all revealed by the astounding fact – (‘fact’ in the story, that is) – that
the ‘angel’ dog Hervey has been appearing to Shend as a ghost-like
appariton. All through the scene of his confessional exchange with the
narrator, Shend is tormented by his vision of the squinting dog, a persistent hallucination (as he thinks) which has driven him to ‘whisky in the
suitcase’ and finally to a direct appeal for the narrator’s support and
friendship. He is much comforted when he perceives that the spectral
dog knows and is actually staring at the narrator (D.H. pp. 149, 152–3).
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It is the presence of the supernatural Hervey as mediator between
Moira and Shend that triggers Shend’s confession that he was one of
those‘patched’ up, and his expression of love and care for Moira. When
they return to England, Shend is taken by the narrator to Moira’s house,
apparently never to leave her again, after which Moira’s and Shend’s
engagement is announced (D.H. pp.154–157).
One of the most important Kipling critics who have written about
this story, J.M.S. Tompkins, saw clearly that Hervey actually ‘projects
his wraith’ into Shend’s ‘hallucinations’; and that this projection
‘convinced Shend that the squinting dog in his hallucinations knew his
fellow traveller.’12 Hervey thus goes back and forth between being a real
presence for Moira and others, and a ghost-like saviour for Shend, to
whom he appears in an apparition that brings Shend back to the woman
he loves. Another important interpreter of the story, Phillip Mason, is
particularly concerned with mysterious abilities possessed by Hervey
that suggest that he is acting like an autonomous agent. How, for
example, does Hervey, when he appears to Shend, make clear that he
knows the narrator? This point leads Mason into speculation that Moira
is meant to be seen as a kind of witch, with Hervey as her ‘familiar’13.
In contrast, it seems to me that Hervey’s special autonomous abilities
show Kipling’s willingness to give special qualities to dogs and other
animals; these in turn also show that he has a deeper than ordinary identification with the animal world.
For Tompkins, ‘The Dog Hervey’ contains deep truths about human
beings. She sees what happens to the couple as ‘healing’. For her, as for
me, the couple are healed both supernaturally and through some moral
and/or emotional power; indeed, she argues that the tale of the couple is
‘moved by a positive moral force.’14
For me, however, that ‘moral force’ represents a special kind of
empathic identification with the animal world. In ‘The Dog Hervey’, one
can decipher four principles governing the structure of a Kiplingesque
drive to achieving empathy in the human-animal relation, applying
the concept of ‘strange empathy’ which I have applied to seven purely
human stories by Kipling in an earlier essay (see note 9). ‘Strange
empathy’ (1) must purify itself of many ordinary human emotions.
Shend and Moira must wait for years, and only get together after they
have gone through the long struggle to achieve empathy. It is this wait
that allows them to be reunited by the mysterious Hervey, after which
the dog is no longer part of their shared life. The narrator takes Hervey
back, and no complaint is ever made by the couple (D.H., pp. 156–157).
(2) Empathy is at its strongest when it is generated by suffering and/or
mercy and compassion. It is here engendered by the mercy, compassion and suffering of the two protagonists, while. Hervey’s empathy
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is generated in part by his suffering. (3) ‘Strange Empathy’ is usually
tied to a feeling for the transcendent, religious, and supernatural, or to
the transcendent or supernatural itself. In the story, mercy, compassion
and empathy are seen as impossible without Hervey as the supernatural and transcendent link between the couple. (4) The characteristic
feeling which empathy must work through is an existential fear and
trembling in which everything is lost, and can only be regained through
empathic identification with an other through mercy, compassion and
suffering. On the way to (1) pure empathy engendered by (2) mercy and
suffering and (3) transcendence or the idea of it, the couple and Hervey
go through (4) existential fear and trembling, in which all normal props
of life are kicked out from under them.
These themes reappear in ‘The Woman in his Life’, which also goes
from a commonplace world of pets to reveal a deeper and supernatural
world that in turn reveals more clearly the nature of empathy within
human-animal interaction. Here again, the supernatural and animal
worlds interpenetrate and enrich each other. The story shows how
animal emotion triggers complex psychological changes in a human
who, shattered emotionally like the couple in ‘The Dog Hervey’,
is given mercy through his ability to immerse himself in the animal
world. This story’s prophetic use of the themes of animal therapy for
humans in psychological distress, and of the shell-shocked World War
One soldier who plays such an important role in Kipling’s twentieth
century fiction, allows Kipling to display the human-animal relation
in realistic social fiction. In the story Dinah, a ‘jet black Aberdeen of
the dwarf type’ (W.L. p.51), brings the English World War One veteran
John Marden out of a state of fear and trembling that afflicts him many
years after his time in the trenches of Messines. There he had used his
knowledge of tools, instruments, metals and iron to help the war effort,
and had turned this knowledge and skill into a profitable business after
the war. But in fact his knowledge of iron has turned into an iron cage.
At first glance he looks like one of the few happy and successful World
War One soldiers depicted by Kipling. But this is only at the surface,
just as the conventions of the dog story are only at the surface. This is a
story about fear and trembling and redemption. The fear is of seeing the
other in the shape of a ghost dog, a hallucination which haunts Marden.
Indeed, the presence of the ghost dog is described as ‘Fear’ itself (W.L.
pp.44–5). But fear then takes a turn when an actual dog appears. This
transformation is explained in a commonplace fashion: that the owner
of a dog shop had decided to send him a dog on approval (prompted,
we learn, by Marden’s faithful former batman Corporal Shingle, now
his valet). But behind this commonplace explanation is something as
mysterious as anything in ‘The Dog Hervey’, for when Marden looks
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at the the hallucinatory shadow-dog ‘it seemed to him that the Thing
by the wall was working outwards.’As this transformation happens,
Marden himself is split into a being of fear and a being of courage. And
it would seem that the transformation from ghost dog to real dog can
never be completed, given the ambiguity between the two: ‘Slowly,
ears pressed to head, the inky blurr [sic] crawled across the parquet.’(
W.L. p. 47) But the inky blurr can never completely shed her ghostlike
presence, because on the skirting board ‘lay That Other who had borne
him company for the last few days.’ As Dinah trots towards her master,
‘That Other took shape behind her.’ (W.L., pp. 49–50)
After Marden finds the real physical Dinah, the story slips into the
commonplace world of surface interaction between Marden and his pet.
The transition to a deeper world occurs when Dinah is trapped in an
old animal lair resembling a Messines trench where Marden himself
had once been buried by an explosion. Now, just as the shadow of the
ghost version of Dinah cannot be disconnected from the real Dinah, the
Marden of Messines is shown to be inextricably linked with the present
day Marden, who must re-live his time in the trenches. The fear and
trembling that Marden endures as he crawls down a narrow Messineslike earth tunnel to rescue Dinah, serves as therapy that transforms his
attitude toward life (W.L. 62–65)
Insofar as Marden is cured through his empathy for Dinah which
leads him to struggle successfully with his own claustrophobia, this is
a straightforward empathy story, whereby Marden achieves Naessian
‘identification’ with Dinah. But insofar as the narrative depicts his
existential suffering as being cured by a supernatural ghost dog, which
Dinah sometimes appears to be, it is a story of identification with an
unearthly being. Marden’s ability to overcome his fear begins when he
sees a transcendental ghost dog, who teaches him to cure his fear and
trembling by identifying with and empathizing with an other, in the
form of the real Dinah. In that sense Marden resembles the suffering
couple of ‘The Dog Hervey’ during their time of separation. This story
likewise is clarified by the four principles of ‘ Strange Empathy’. It
must (1) purify itself of many ordinary human emotions. It is not clear
that Marden’s empathy fits this criterion, but it is not clear that it does
not either. The story leaves it open as to exactly where Marden’s transformation will take him, but he has been freed from the iron cage that
he had partly built for himself. (2) Empathy is at its strongest when it
is generated by suffering, mercy and compassion. This fits Marden’s
story, since his empathy enables him to recover from his psychic
wounds when he searches for Dina: a search which is undertaken out of
mercy and, compassion, and entails acute mental suffering. (3) ‘Strange
Empathy’ is characteristically tied to a feeling for the transcendent,
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religious, or supernatural, or to the transcendent or supernatural itself.
This criterion also fits Dinah’s supernatural quality as both ghost dog
and real dog. Here again, openness to the transcendental is the key. (4)
A person experiencing strange empathy must work through feelings of
existential fear and trembling, in which everything valuable is lost, an
experience which can only change through empathic identification with
an other through mercy, compassion and suffering. This criterion fits,
although the existential crisis is more naturalistically and psychologically portrayed here than in ‘The Dog Hervey’. Yet the apparition of the
ghost dog leads mysteriously to the rescue both of the real dog and of
Marden himself.
Thy Servant a Dog, which like ‘The Woman in his Life’ has received
little critical attention, also goes from a commonplace picture of pets
and their lives to reveal a deeper, supernatural world. It shows once
again that Kipling’s entrance into a supernatural world enhanced his
animal world, and how his animal world enhanced his supernatural
world. Again, in the commonplace world dogs are pets alone, but the
deeper world is both more supernatural and also more revealing of
empathy in human-animal interactions. Kipling must have realized that
in order for empathy to be expanded into the human-animal relationship, animal subjectivity must also be seen as complex. This realization
led him into the realm of philosophical speculation about the nature of
animal and human subjectivity, and its role in achieving empathy. Here
animal subjectivity goes further than Kipling had ever taken it, and the
empathy and identification with other animals experienced by animals
themselves that results is stronger than in any of Kipling’s twentieth
century animal stories.
In Part One of the book ‘Thy Servant A Dog’, the dogs prove they
can empathize with and identify with the suffering of another dog (TSD,
pp. 8–9); in Part Two, ‘The Great Play Hunt’ (pp. 54–5), they prove
that they can pretend; and in Part Three, ‘Toby Dog’ (pp. 90–4), they
prove that they can understand death. All these dogs have become more
human than most other animals in Kipling’s stories.
Empathy and identification of animal with animal in Thy Servant a
Dog must begin with concrete facts. The dogs become more human in
their subjectivity and empathy in the landscape of the English countryside. Because we are introduced to this landscape through the words
of the terrier Boots who is telling the story, it is easy to miss this material background. The fantasy of Thy Servant a Dog about expanding
empathy is as ethereal in many respects as the expanding empathy of
the suffering couple in ‘The Dog Hervey.’ But it also possesses the
same specificity as the doggy world of that story. (The central event of
Thy Servant a Dog, the Great Play Hunt, is so well hidden in plain sight
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that Margerite Kermise, illustrator for the Doubleday edition, missed
it, whereas G. L. Stampa, illustrator for the Macmillan edition, made
it central.) From the plotting of the dogs and the fox Tags to stage a
pretend hunt, everything else that happens can be illuminated.
There were proper worry … about line-of-country for Smallest’s
play-hunt. It were across Park from Wood’s Edge Rides by Cattle
Lodge and Little Water to Starling Wood, and saying good-bye to
all kind friends at The Kennels, and finish at Made Earths by Stone
Wall on County Road, because, Tags said, that were his back-door
to the Berkeley country for Wales …. (TSD p. 55)
From this description we can now place the events of the narrative more
clearly, both in its landscape and in its fantasy depiction of expanding
empathy. The geography of the great play hunt unfolds the development
of empathy between dog and dog, dog and human, and dog and fox.
Boots and Slippers, the two dogs, apparently terriers, live together as
a result of a chance encounter of their owners. (Kermise was so taken
by this cute and surface side of the story that she made it central for her
illustrations, but Stampa saw that the world around Boots’ and Slippers’
home was more important than any cuteness.) The landscape is one
of fox-hunting, as perceived by the animals involved. Most of the key
characters come together in the story of the great play hunt, which is
set up by two animals wounded by humans: Ravager, the foxhound
who has been injured and almost blinded by a car, and Tags, the fox
who has had to bite off his toes in order to escape from a trap. Boots
and Slippers participate, and Smallest, the son of Boots’ and Slippers’
owners, is also brought into the great play hunt, along with Moore, the
empathic dog trainer. Moore, however, and his hunting dogs, are not
fully part of the secret that the great play hunt has been set up not only
to give practice to Smallest, but also to make sure that the fox is not
caught, and to rehearse old runs between the fox and Ravager (TSD
p. 53). The empathy that Boots develops for both Ravager and the fox
in Part One, thus comes to true fruition in Part Two. Furthermore, it is
only because of the solidarity between the animals that is displayed in
their act of play that we can fully appreciate Boots’ development in Part
Three from the loss of Toby Dog, who must fare for himself after his
travelling dog trick master disappears, to his full understanding of the
life and death of Ravager, as Part Three ends.
Empathy appears particularly as the dogs and fox invent the ‘Great
Play Hunt’. Play becomes the high point of subjective understanding
between dogs and fox, and allows Kipling to remonstrate indirectly
against Fox hunting, as he would do in his slightly later poem-pamphlet,
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‘The Fox Meditates’ (1933) .15 It is his vivid description of the ability
of fox and dogs to play and pretend that makes Thy Servant a Dog
express Kipling’s true emotion about empathy and identification within
the world of human-animal interaction. This ability to play gives dogs
and fox the special intuition that allows them to truly enter into other
worlds, and to transcend ordinary reality in their attempt to understand
the other, just as empathy was achieved and ordinary reality transcended
by Shend, Moira, and John Marden.
Again, this story corresponds to the four principles of ‘Strange
Empathy’ outlined above. Empathy must (1) purify itself of many
ordinary emotions. The exploits of Boots, Ravager and Tags show that
their empathy also lead them in a path that is not ordinary for dogs and
foxes. This point is obscured by the ways in which empathy that Boots
has shown gives him an immediately happier life. But the centrality of
the ‘Great Play Hunt’ and the tragic disappearance and death of Boots’
friends, show that this is not at all a story of empathy and happiness
within a human family, but a story of Boots’ growing understanding
of the hunting, wounding and death of other animals, which leads him
to a place outside of normal existence, similar to that in which Moira,
Shend and John Marden find themselves in the previous stories. (2)
Empathy is at its strongest when it is generated by suffering, mercy
and compassion. The suffering of Ravager, Toby and Tags, and Boots’
mercy and compassion for them, together generate the possibility of
expanding Boots’ identification with the other and feeling empathy.
(3) Strange Empathy is characteristically tied to a feeling for the transcendent, supernatural or religious, or to the transcendent itself. Boots,
Ravager, Toby and Tags have no feeling for the supernatural, religious
or transcendental; yet their powers give them the status of supernatural and transcendental beings. (4) The characteristic feeling a being
experiencing strange empathy must work through is an existential fear
and trembling, in which everything is lost, and only becomes replaced
through empathic identification with an other through mercy, compassion and suffering. It is this fear and trembling that, throughout Thy
Servant a Dog, Kipling manages to infuse in his subjective description
of the inner life of his protagonist dogs.
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MEMBERSHIP NOTES
BY JOHN LAMBERT
New Members

Miss K Cussons (London)
Mr Norman Fischer (USA)
Mr Kevin Stone (Derbyshire)
Dr Harry Karlinsky (Canada)
Prof. U Knoepflmacher (USA)
Mr Justin Anderson (Cambridgeshire)
Dr G Miller (Kent)

Back numbers of The Kipling Journal

Members may wish to know that I have a selection of back numbers
of The Kipling Journal. Please contact me with any requests you may
have.
Payment of subscription fees

Members are requested to check that they are paying the correct amount
for their subscription fee be it by cheque or Standing Order Mandate,
etc. by referring to the information on the back cover of The Kipling
Journal.
Members are also reminded of the due date of their subscription on
their address label when they receive The Journal. The date given as
01/08/13 refers to 1st August 2013.
If you are in any doubt please contact me by the methods also given
on the back cover.
Please advise me of any changes of address, including e-mail if
applicable as I do like to keep in contact with members. Please ensure
that Kipling e-mails do not go to your SPAM box.

JOHN LAMBERT

Hon. Membership Secretary

44

KIPLING JOURNAL

December 2013

THE JOHN SLATER MEMORIAL
KIPLING ESSAY PRIZE 2013
Thanks to the generosity of the late John Slater, Sixth Form Students
from schools in Greater London and the Home Counties are annually
invited to enter this Essay Competition. In 2013, the two titles set were:
One of Kipling’s poems celebrates his possession of ‘two/ Separate
sides to my head.’ Do you agree that Kipling is a two-sided writer?
or
‘Kipling is so much more than a children’s writer.’ Do you agree ?
Three essays were submitted this year, all of a high standard which
made the job of reading them very enjoyable. The First Prize of £250
was awarded jointly to Clementine Bailey of Oundle School and
Laura Foster of St Paul’s Girls’ School. The Second Prize of £100
was awarded to Kathryn Cussons of St Paul’s Girls’ School. All prizewinners were also awarded free membership of the Kipling Society for
a year.

KIPLING AS A WRITER FOR
CHILDREN, AND MORE
By CLEMENTINE BAILEY
Oundle School

One has only to look at a brief biography of Kipling to see that he
was a man well-travelled and well-lived, who had seen more of the
world than most people can hope to. It is because of this that his stories
written for children, particularly those set in India, take on a mystical
and magical tone. Kipling is made more than a children’s writer simply
by the fact that his work touches the hearts of adults while delighting
those of children. But Kipling is made so much more than a children’s
writer by the complex and commanding style of his writing, the sophisticated language and beautiful imagery that he weaves into the simplest
tale, and, particularly, by the profound statements, hidden in his writing,
which show Kipling’s deep experience of the world.
Kipling’s writing style has the effect of giving his work a tone not
only of omnipresence, but also a measure of ‘omnipotence’. References
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to ‘a Noah’s Ark Rhinoceros’ (‘How the Rhinoceros Got His Skin’)
imply that the narrator is aware of a different type of Rhinoceros, one
which the reader can only imagine. In another short story Kipling references Greek mythology through allusions to ‘the Judgment of Paris
turned upside down’ and ‘Diana’ (‘Cupid’s Arrows’). These casual
references to different religions and cultures contribute to the sense
that the narrator of these stories has seen all the events of the world,
throughout time. Kipling’s capitalised phrases like ‘The Time of the
Very Beginnings’ (‘The Crab That Played With The Sea’) suggests
authority, creating a sense that these are real events which the reader
can only imagine and accept the narrator’s account of. These mystical
or exotic events and entities are as exciting, stimulating and, most
importantly, intriguing to an adult mind as they are to a child’s and the
authority, displayed in the narrative style and simple statements, is as
commanding to adults as it is to children.
Another aspect of Kipling’s writing which elevates his work above
that of a writer whose work is only suitable for children is his sophisticated use of language and the way he crafts this language into beautifully
formed imagery, which has the effect of transforming what is a simple
narrative into a rich, tale-telling experience. For example, the ‘great,
grey-green, greasy Limpopo river’ at which the Elephant’s Child arrives,
uses delightfully resonant alliteration while also creating vivid imagery,
as does the ‘watered silk’ of Bagheera’s hide in The Jungle Book. The
Parsee’s hat of ‘more-than-oriental splendour’ (‘How the Rhinoceros
Got His Skin’) has a beautiful sing-song tone, and ‘Before the High and
Far-off Times’ is at once lyrical and majestic. This tone is comparable
to lines from Kipling’s poetry such as ‘If neither foes nor loving friends
can hurt you’ (‘If –’), which demonstrates that Kipling’s words flowed
so elegantly that they could easily have been taken for verse. There are
even times when the simple yet majestic language takes on an almost
biblical tone: ‘When that was finished, he came upon Kolokolo Bird’
(‘The Elephant’s Child’). The language which Kipling uses is therefore by no means ‘child-like’. One might not even describe words like
‘oriental’, ‘henceforward’, ‘self-propelling’and ‘pachyderm’ as childfriendly, such is their complexity. Whether or not Kipling intended to
write purely for the benefit of children, his use of complex language and
imagery makes his work just as suitable, if not more so, for adults as it
is for children, and memorable to both.
But in terms of Kipling’s writing style, nothing makes him so
much ‘more than a writer for children’ than the thought-provoking and
profound statements, life-lessons and messages concealed in his writing.
‘Every man is entitled to his own religious opinions, but no man – least
of all a junior – has the right to thrust these down other men’s throats’
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(‘The Conversion of Aurelian McGoggin’) are the opening words
of Kipling’s cautionary tale of a man who tries to do just that. This
simple opening statement, which carries Kipling’s signature authoritative and wise tone, encapsulates the lesson which adults and children
over the world should remember, making it striking and memorable. At
times these messages, while being important life lessons for children,
act as humbling reminders to adults: ‘Never forget the hungry in this
world’ (‘Mowgli’s Brothers’, The Jungle Book); ‘You’ll know exactly
how much a man dare call his own in this world’ (‘The Conversion of
Aurelian McGoggin’); ‘How wise are little children that see and say
nothing’ (‘The Crab That Played With The Sea’). In these statements,
it feels almost as if Kipling is delivering a friendly caution, a grandfatherly reminder that life is to be taken seriously. At times, though,
these messages can be veiled, for example in the statement ‘One of the
beauties of the Jungle Law is that punishment settles all scores’(‘Kaa’s
Hunting’, The Jungle Book) which seems to carry the implication that
for humans this is not the case; it feels as though Kipling is passing
a judgment on humanity. The words of the man in the moon ‘I am
spinning a line with which to catch the world’ (‘The Crab that Played
With The Sea’) bring to mind images of a man sitting in the moon, so
obsessed with his desire to catch the world that he sees neither isolation
from it nor his own loneliness. Kipling states absolutely nothing, but
implies his message with a subtlety that only adults could appreciate,
quite often portraying lessons that adults need to learn.
One must also ask oneself what quality could make a piece of literature suitable only for children. Perhaps it is a quality present in the
Disney film of one of Kipling’s greatest works, The Jungle Book. In
order to tailor this film for children as they perceive them to be, Disney
removed all the majestic mastery of language, the mysterious and
magical tone and the underlying menace and power of characters such
as Kaa and Bagheera. The differences between the original book and
Disney’s adaptation of it underline the fact that Kipling saw children as
discerning readers and did not believe in a quality which suited a book
only to children, thus elevating his work above that of an ‘everyday
children’s writer’.
The greatest testimony to the fact that Kipling is much more than a
writer for children is the regard in which he was held. During his lifetime he was awarded the Nobel prize ‘in consideration of the power of
observation, originality of imagination, virility of ideas and remarkable
talent for narration which characterise the creations of this worldfamous author’, according to the citation. Edward Elgar set some of
Kipling’s poems from ‘The Fringes of the Fleet’ to music, and in 1995
his poem ‘If –’ was voted the United Kingdom’s favourite poem. But
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Kipling’s longevity is evidence enough in itself. That children today
still have his stories read to them by their parents shows both that the
memory of his work matters to parents in their adult life, and that it is
a gift they want to pass on to their children – and which, thanks to the
poetry and the lilting rhythm of Kipling’s prose, they enjoy sharing with
their children.
While it is undeniable that much of Kipling’s work was written to be
accessible to children, the idea that he is nothing more than a writer for
children seems short-sighted. C.S.Lewis’ saying ‘A children’s story that
can be enjoyed only by children is not a good children’s story’ seems the
idea that Kipling wrote by. His distinctive writing style, mystical and
exotic tales, sophisticated command of language and wise statement,
highly praised by his contemporaries, made him now regarded as one
of our greatest writers. His stories and their unforgettable morals have
haunted children into adulthood, ensuring their survival; through this,
Kipling has undoubtedly become ‘much more than a children’s writer.’

KIPLING AS A TWO-SIDED WRITER
By LAURA FOSTER
St Paul’s Girls’ School

As a man and a writer, Kipling demonstrates an ingrained duality born
of his dislocated upbringing in India and England. Rather than blind
acceptance of the innate superiority of the European race and ideals,
he shows deep sympathy for the oppressed, an understanding of their
culture and love of their land. Some would argue that Kipling did not
have two opposing sides to his head but was a typical product of British
imperialism, an emblem of the Empire on which the sun never set, only
really having one view concerning colonialism, that it was a just and
necessary process in order to ameliorate the plight of underdeveloped
countries. In ‘The Song of the Cities’, Calcutta when personified says
‘Hail, England’, demonstrating its inferiority even though it is itself
a great city. In ‘A Song of the English’, Kipling writes that God has
‘smote for us a pathway to the ends of all the earth’ so that we can
‘clear the land of evil’, showing how all culture or religion native to
colonies was deemed inferior and evil, endorsing the widely held belief
that white supremacy was for the benefit of other countries.
This is not the case however, and I believe Kipling’s writing reveals
the often strong views he had against imperialism and his tendency
to side with the natives against the colonisers. In his autobiography
Something of Myself, he says he wondered how the Americans, ‘having
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extirpated the aboriginal…honestly believed that they were a godly
community’, showing that he was repelled by the idea that one people
had the right to take over the country of another, eradicating any trace
of the previous culture from it. As a white colonial he had many servants, but far from being condescending towards them, he remembers
them, especially his ayah, with great fondness. He also remembers a
black servant with whom he toured Canada as ‘the immortal William’
and he greatly respected this man’s wisdom and opinions. His views
can be summed up by his poem ‘We and They’ where he wrote that if
you cross the sea ‘You may end by (think of it!) looking on We/ As only
a sort of They!’ This shows Kipling’s growing feeling of detachment
towards the English people and his identification more with natives
than with his presumptive fellow-countrymen.
The opposite sides of Kipling’s head can be seen most clearly perhaps
in his opinions of colonialism: whether his loyalties lay with the ruling
British classes or with the native peoples. In ‘The White Man’s Burden’,
the ‘new-caught, sullen peoples’ are ‘half devil and half child’. The fact
that they are referred to as ‘caught’ suggests their almost bestial status
in the eyes of the colonisers; not only are they labelled as diabolical
but they are also children, incapable of ruling themselves and utterly
dependent on their white masters; they render ‘naught’ all the efforts
of the colonisers through their ‘sloth and heathen folly. However, the
poem ‘Fuzzy-Wuzzy’ (the name given to rebel fighters in the Sudan)
portrays a soldier’s mixed views on the subject: the Sudanese native is
a ‘pore benighted ’eathen but a first-class fighting man’, suggesting that
although the British may be superior culturally, the native’s skill and
courage in battle is equal to if not greater than that of the English soldier.
Kipling deepens this theme in ‘Mandalay’, a poem also written from the
point of view of the British soldier who describes English women as
‘beefy face an’ grubby ’and’, suggesting his physical and perhaps moral
repulsion from the English. This contrasts to the girl he left behind him
in Burma who is a ‘neater, sweeter maiden’, giving an impression of a
pure and virtuous woman even though she is ‘native’. Kipling’s novel
Kim is by no means a self portrait but displays the conflicting feelings
of a boy of British descent growing up in India, feelings which Kipling
was no doubt familiar with. Kim is exposed to the way in which the
British soldiers treat and berate the natives, driving him to reject the life
of a ‘Sahib’ [white ruler] and retreat into his familiar role as a denizen
of India. The poem describing the ‘separate sides to [his] head’ was
first published in this work, and though the placing of the verse in Kim
alludes to the different colours of the turbans of Islam and Hinduism, it
can be inferred that this image also represents the two different loyalties
of Kim, to his fellow white Sahibs and to the natives.
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This novel also displays ambivalence towards Christianity and the
faiths of India, Buddhism, Islam and Hinduism. Kim comes across two
chaplains for the Army, Catholic Father Victor and the Anglican Revd.
Bennett. Kipling derides their view that there is an ‘unbridgeable gulf’
between their two denominations, and shows that whenever either of
them comes across something unfamiliar or foreign, they ascribe it
to the ‘Powers of Darkness’, exposing the British habit of dismissing
native matters of which they are ignorant. Their characters contrast
strongly with the Buddhist lama who is ‘dignified and unsuspicious’
and does not try to convert people to his faith, but accepts those of
others while remaining devout. In other works such as ‘Song of the
English’ and ‘Recessional’, the Christian God is mentioned, but in his
autobiography Kipling refers to ‘Allah’ instead. In ‘Baa Baa, Black
Sheep’, the semi-autobiographical story about his early life in Britain,
Kipling shows how his childhood was blighted by an overly religious
upbringing, his devout foster-mother calling him ‘Child of the Devil’
and making him learn hymns so that he came to hate religion while
living with her. When his foster father dies, Kipling (‘Punch’ in this
story) describes the religious burial rites as ‘semi-pagan’, and through
the words of Punch’s mother states that the ‘Fear of the Lord was so
often the beginning of falsehood’.
Though Kipling spent much of his life in Britain, there is evidence
suggesting that although he came to love this country (perhaps more
than the people in it), his heart was in India. He was born in Bombay,
learnt to speak the ‘vernacular’ before English, was immersed in the
culture through the wonderful stories of his ayah, though he lived from
the age to six to sixteen in England. In his autobiography he tells us
that his earliest memory was of ‘light and colour and golden and purple
fruits’ in a market in Bombay, contrasting strongly with his first impressions of England where there was ‘nothing but sand and mud for miles’
(‘Baa Baa, Black Sheep’). His romanticised view of the East is echoed
in ‘Mandalay’ where a retired soldier calls it a ‘cleaner, greener land’
and remembers ‘sunshine an’ the palm trees an’ the tinkly temple bells’
as opposed to the ‘blasted English drizzle.’ However, this is not to say
that Kipling did not love England (rural areas in particular), which
he idolises in Puck of Pook’s Hill and Rewards and Fairies, lovingly
describing how the ‘night air cools on the trout ringed pools (‘The
Way through the Woods’), the internal rhyme here signifying harmony
and tranquillity. Although he spent most of his later life in Britain, he
described it in a letter to Charles Eliot Norton as ‘the most marvellous
of all foreign countries’. This shows that although he was attached to
England, Kipling did not regard it at this stage of his life as he did India,
‘the only real home I had yet known’ (Something of Myself). While
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still misunderstood by many as the exemplar of the white pith-helmeted
Englishman abroad, his works reveal him to be a man with modern
multi-cultural perceptions and a profound affinity with the East. In the
closing lines of his autobiography (his last work), Kipling describes a
globe on which were inscribed new air routes linking East and West,
the final words of this prolific writer recognising at last a means to
reconcile the two sides to his head which both blighted and enriched
his works.

KIPLING AS A TWO-SIDED WRITER
By KATHRYN CUSSONS
St Paul’s Girls’ School

‘The Two-sided Man’, from which this quotation comes, celebrates
diversity among people. Kipling praises the good qualities that are
promoted by all religions, especially the influence of ‘Allah Who gave
me two/ Separate sides to my head.’ In this regular quatrain, Kipling’s
speaker concludes by valuing the duality of his ‘separate sides’ as the
most important aspect of his life. Kipling shows an understanding and
appreciation of the influences from the very different cultures of the
East and West. As imperialism formed the key link between East and
West, this central theme of Kipling’s work is crucial to exploring how
far Kipling is a two-sided writer. In particular ‘The Widow of Windsor’
and ‘The Ballad of East and West’ present a contrasting viewpoint to
‘The White Man’s Burden’.
Kipling might appear to be a one-sided writer in ‘The White Man’s
Burden’, which shows the culture of the East from a strongly imperialist
viewpoint. Kipling presents imperialism as a moral duty or ‘burden’
that the ‘White Man’, symbolising Britain and other developed countries, must endure ‘to serve your captives’ need.’ The choice of the
words ‘serve’ and ‘need’ suggest that intervention is both necessary and
beneficial to the native people. Published in February 1899, the poem
referred to the imminent ceding of the Philippines to the United States
of America; at the start of each stanza the command ‘Take up the White
Man’s burden’ not only implies the difficulty and responsibility of ruling
these natives but becomes a challenge to Americans. The regular line
length and rhyme scheme of the second, fourth, sixth and eighth lines,
give the poem a sense of relentless momentum, mimicking the hardships
of ruling the natives, and moreover, by the final stanza the message of
the refrain dominates the poem. Kipling also presented the hardships
of ruling the native people in lines such as ‘Go bind your sons to exile’
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through the aggressive imperative ‘Go bind’ and the pairing of words
evoking parental love ‘son’ and forced exclusion ‘exile’. Kipling then
presents colonisation as a supreme test of a nation’s maturity: ‘Comes
now to search your manhood’, where ‘manhood’ stands for qualities of
strength and leadership. Kipling suggests the integrity of a country is
only as strong as its power to withstand the challenging power of the
native country. He also suggests that the imperial country is left selfsacrificing and unthanked: ‘And when your goal is nearest/ The end for
others sought,/ Watch Sloth and heathen Folly/ Bring all your work to
nought.’ In these lines, the proximity of ‘goal for others sought’ with
the crushing ‘Bring all your hopes to nought’ lays blame on the destructive characteristics of the native peoples. The choice of the superlative
‘nearest’ makes the ‘goal’ seem obtainable. The passivity of the verb
‘watch’ suggests the imperialist country’s inability to prevent failure
and is particularly poignant. The direct rhyming of the contradictory
‘sought’ and ‘nought’ also suggests a painful inevitability. The idea of
‘heathen Folly’ seems to directly contradict Kipling’s acceptance of
diversity in religion in his ‘two/ Separate sides to my head.’ Kipling
even suggests that native people are inferior beings, ‘sullen peoples,/
Half devil and half child.’ In this line, far from celebrating the diversity
of Eastern peoples, Kipling reduces them to incomplete beings who
are simply ignorant and, moreover, evil. However, the final line of the
poem can be read differently to contradict the imperialist reading, if
‘The judgment of your peers!’ becomes a judgment of equals, namely
the colonised on the colonisers, the word ‘peers’ suggesting camaraderie and the exclamation becoming a relief that this equality and
justice has finally been achieved. With this view in mind, the poem
becomes not about a supreme race but about a duty and fulfilling a
challenging responsibility to the world. Being able to interpret a seemingly very one-sided poem as in fact having an implicit two-sidedness
suggests Kipling is inherently a two-sided writer.
‘The Widow of Windsor’ presents the success of imperialist Britain,
but undermined by the human cost, so expressing a far more negative
view of imperialism. The cockney speaker reflects the common soldiers’
language and makes the poem seem particularly vivid and powerful as
it criticizes Queen Victoria, for causing her soldiers to make such sacrifices. The repetition of ‘Poor beggars!’ in the bracketed lines referring
to the soldiers demonstrates the speaker’s empathy with these men. The
use of first person plural in the lines ‘We ’ave bought’ and ‘We ’ave
’eard’ gives the poem a sense of universality, allowing the reader to
appreciate the soldiers’ hardships. Kipling suggests a sense of territorial
aggrandisement benefiting the Queen, ‘For ’alf o’ Creation she owns.’
The choice of capitalised ‘Creation’ could even suggest that Victoria
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was usurping God’s role. Kipling varies the poem’s tone by including
lines evoking a visceral sense of pain in contrast with the superficially
more jovial ironic rhymes. In the lines ‘An’ we salted it down with
our bones./ (Poor beggars! it’s blue with our bones!)’, the repetition of
‘bones’ enclosing the phrase gives death a threatening presence. The
idea of ‘salted it down’ suggests the preservation of meat; regarding
the soldiers’ lives, Kipling suggests that thousands have been sacrificed
just to retain the empire. His use of the inclusive ‘we’ and then ‘bones’
gives an eerie voice to represent the dead of all the wars of the British
Empire’s history. The plosive ‘b’ sounds intensify the harshness of the
lines.
Another way that Kipling presents the two separate sides of his head
is through his use of metaphor which can be interpreted in different ways.
In the lines ‘From the Pole to the Tropic it runs – / To the Lodge that we
tile with the rank an’ the file, / An’ open in form with our guns’, Kipling
could be using ‘Lodge’ ironically as a word implying a small building
to represent the enormity of the British Empire. Alternatively, ‘Lodge’
could be drawn from the Masonic movement, presenting the Empire
as an exclusive club secured by military aggression. In either interpretation, Kipling writes with a critical view of the Empire, suggesting
ability to sympathise with the colonised. Kipling plays with the highly
rhythmical beat of the poem in the line ‘But you won’t get away from
the tune that they play/ To the bloomin’ old rag over’ead.’ The feeling
of entrapment is intensified by the powerful rhythm that could mimic
the relentlessness of war and the hardships of soldiers being marched
‘round the earth till you’re dead.’ Life seems to be reduced to mere
endurance where the very symbols of what they are fighting for, the
national anthem and the flag, become worthless objects, a ‘rag’ and a
‘tune’ that the soldiers cannot escape from.
The ‘Ballad of East and West’ shows Kipling setting up the differences between East and West as irreconcilable, then reconciling them
and so promoting the equality of the two cultures and demonstrating
true ability to be a two-sided writer. Kipling uses the simple repeated
structure ‘East is East, and West is West’ to create a marked distinction
between the two increases this distinction with the emphatic ‘never’ in
‘never the twain shall meet’. Although the line is end-stopped suggesting
finality, the sense of the phrase flows over into the next line where the
word ‘Till’ contradicts the first half of the couplet. In the following
couplet, Kipling goes further to suggest that not only are the East and
west equal in God’s eyes, but more importantly that human qualities
of valour transcend any barriers of race, country or social standing.
His combined use of listing, abundance of strong sounding plosives
and repeated negatives ‘neither’ and ‘nor’, create an overwhelming
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contradiction to his first line. The use of alliteration allows words to pair
off against each other, drawing attention both to their separation (‘face
to face’ and ‘ends of the earth’) but also creating an over-riding sense of
unity between them. The first stanza which encloses the narrative poem
allows this message of equality to return even more poignantly by the
end of the poem. Kipling makes the poem dramatic and increases the
tension between the two men by the use of imagery linked to death:
‘heart of Hell and the head of a gallows-tree.’ The eerie presence of death
in the physical description of the horse makes violence between the two
men seem inevitable. The climax of the poem is reached when after ‘the
dun’ on which the Colonel’s son is galloping ‘fell at a water-course’,
the bandit Kamal ‘knocked the pistol out of his hand’. With his horse
fallen and without a gun the Englishman, not Kamal, is inferior. The
following direct speech becomes even more heightened as the reader
appreciates that through the chase and their confrontation, Kamal has
the power to kill the Englishman. This makes the corresponding threats
of both men all the more tense. Kipling’s use of the conditional ‘If I had
raised my bridle-hand… If I had bowed my head’ indicates that it was
only Kamal’s respect and compassion that had kept the Englishman
alive so long. The animalistic imagery of jackals ‘feasting all in a row’
and a kite ‘gorged till she could not fly’ impresses the brutality and
carnal nature of death in the wild. When presented with such marked
aggression, the recognition between the men is all the more surprising
and significant, especially when it stems from Kamal’s ability to respect
a man who is hunting him down. Interestingly, the reader could not tell
if the Englishman would have displayed the same compassion if he had
been the one in the superior position. This appreciation is marked by
acts of generosity: ‘Take up the mare for my father’s gift – by God, she
has carried a man!’ The decision to give away the horse is particularly
significant as the horse embodies the reason for the feud between the
two men in the first place. The complete acceptance is finalised in the
line ‘Last night you had struck at a Border thief – tonight ’tis a man of
the Guides!’ The jubilant exclamation celebrates how the qualities of
valour and strength transcend the surface differences of race and allow
unification of the worlds of East and West.
Even in poems where Kipling could appear as a one-sided writer,
on closer reading Kipling emphasises the British not just having a right
to rule but also bearing a great responsibility. I feel that it is the great
lyricism and quotability of Kipling’s works that both made them so
popular but also so misrepresented. Kipling displays great sensitivity in
his ability to respect but also criticise empire, and to highlight that the
colonised man could be equal or even better than his colonial master. A
similar sentiment is expressed in a number of his poems, most notably
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‘Gunga Din’. The responsibility of empire in ‘The White Man’s Burden’,
the brave criticism in ‘The Widow of Windsor’ and the conclusion of
‘The Ballad of East and West’ demonstrate a writer unafraid to express
his pride in duality and his ability to be truly two-sided.
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BOOK REVIEWS
THE CAMBRIDGE EDITION OF THE COMPLETE POEMS
OF RUDYARD KIPLING edited by Thomas Pinney: Cambridge:
Cambridge University Press, 2013, ISBN 9781107019140, volumes i–
iii, 2349 pp., £200.00
It is one of the ‘copybook headings’ for any serious reader of Kipling,
that there has never been a comprehensive edition of his poems, let
alone a scholarly one. The various ‘Inclusive’ (and other similar)
editions which appeared during Kipling’s lifetime are chaotic, unwieldy
and gappy, as are the so-called Definitive Edition of Rudyard Kipling’s
Verse (1940) and Rudyard Kipling: The Complete Verse (1990).
Ironically, T.S. Eliot’s A Choice of Kipling’s Verse (1941) and Craig
Raine’s Rudyard Kipling: Selected Poems (1992) have often seemed
more serviceable, because the selections are (mostly) judicious and
the toughly argued introductions have helped to change how we read
and think about Kipling the poet. The only significant recent addition
to the available corpus has been Andrew Rutherford’s scrupulous,
and scrupulously annotated, Early Verse by Rudyard Kipling 1879–
1889: Unpublished, Uncollected & Rarely Collected Poems (Oxford
University Press, 1986). But here at last, edited by Professor Pinney,
is the missing article, The Cambridge Edition of the Poems of Rudyard
Kipling in three volumes.
The three volumes offer around 1400 poems, over a third previously
uncollected and un- or little-known. Volumes 1 and 2 contain in chronological order the five main collections published during Kipling’s
lifetime (Departmental Ditties, Barrack-Room Ballads and Other
Verses, The Seven Seas, The Five Nations and The Years Between),
Songs from Books, the many poems framing stories in the short story
collections, the poems interspersed in C.R.L. Fletcher’s History of
England, also Schoolboy Lyrics, and the lively parodies in Echoes and
The Muse among the Motors, plus a ‘Miscellaneous’ section. The third
volume presents the large swag of ‘new’ poems, covering sixty years,
from ‘The Carolina’ (tentatively dated 1876) to ‘This is the doom of the
Makers ‒ their Daemon lives in their pens’ (1935), plus appendices with
further undated, incomplete and fragmentary pieces. It is a formidable
gathering.
Inevitably the third volume will arouse particular interest. But, as
Pinney rightly points out, if Kipling was extraordinarily prolific, able
from his teens to turn out poems with remarkable facility, he was also
a discriminating selector of his own work. Readers will find many
pleasures in the ‘new’ work but no withheld masterpieces, nothing as
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jolting, say, as Larkin’s ‘Love Again’. What Pinney’s industry adds is
mostly more light verse, a good deal of it agreeably crisp like ‘The
Press’ (1899):
… Have you any morals?
Does your genius burn?
Was your wife a what’s its name?
How much did she earn?
Had your friend a secret
Sorrow, shame or vice ‒
Have you promised not to tell?
What’s your lowest price?
There are also lines in Kipling’s more spirit-stiffening, aphoristic vein
like this quatrain from 1924:
To him who lost and fell ‒ who rose and won,
Because his aim was other than men’s praise ‒
This for an omen that, in all things done,
Strength shall be born of unselfseeking days.
‘The Ballad of Mr. Macgruder’, about the 1898 Spanish-American
War, offers, as Pinney points out, a comic counterpoint to ‘The White
Man’s Burden’ which Kipling was concurrently working up. The 1897
‘Coaching’ couplet (‘Youth on the box and liquor in the boot / My Lord
drives forth with my Lord’s prostitute’) provides a considerably tangier
version of the lines Kipling actually contributed to his and William
Nicholson’s An Almanac of Twelve Sports. One unfinished 1897 fragment ‘Porter of Dross, by Day He Dealt the Spoil’ contains the line ‘But
for his death the world had never known’ with, in brackets, the suddenly
unsettling, if accurate, ‘(this is shit)’.
Pinney outlines the rationale of his Herculean labours in an informative clear, well-signposted introduction. The posthumously published
Sussex Edition of the work, which Kipling was mostly able to oversee,
provides the ‘editorial control’, though more scholarly minded readers
will relish the fine detail of Pinney’s textual variants and the pertinent
extracts from letters and other sources. Some of this editorial material
forms a thin, unobtrusive band at the bottom of the page (mercifully
unlike those text-engulfing footnotes in the old Longman Annotated
English Poets series); but most of the notes are wisely tucked away at
the back of each volume.
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Here is a tiny example of the kind of textual challenge Kipling can
present. In 1885, for Quartette, he recycled the earlier Flo Garrardinspired poem ‘A Visitation’, in which a woman describes being visited
by Love, and how she and he rake over the embers of the past and from
its ashes try to resurrect a new love. Kipling’s recast (re-raked) version,
‘The Second Wooing’, ends with an additional couplet:
And then, when the dawn was approaching, He paled in the
													coming light;
And e’en as He faded from me so Love passed out of my
														right.
Since Quartette is full of typos, Pinney, following Rutherford, takes the
final word ‘right’ to be ‘an evident typographical error’ for the more
obvious ‘sight’. But you could equally make a case for the original
reading, arguing that Kipling is here exacting a private literary revenge
on Flo for her final dismissal of him the previous year (a dismissal he
took very hard). The addition of the extra couplet neatly turns ‘The
Second Wooing’ into a re-enactment of his dismissal, but with the roles
reversed. Flo is now the one rejected, left with the knowledge that she
has forfeited both the right to Kipling’s love and ‒ the real turn of the
screw ‒ the right to Love itself.
Other readers will no doubt have their own quibbles, disagreements. However, these can now be debated, supported and debunked
with reference to what is now a truly definitive edition of the poems.
Ideally, these handsome but undeniably pricey volumes will soon be
succeeded by a relatively inexpensive, stoutly glued paperback edition,
and ‒ which is more ‒ by an easily down-loadable online version.
Harry Ricketts
Victoria University of Wellington, New Zealand
RUDYARD KIPLING: 100 POEMS OLD AND NEW, selected and
edited by Thomas Pinney: Cambridge: Cambridge University press,
ISBN 9781107050440, 215 pp. £12.99
Kipling enthusiasts without £200 to spend will be glad to know that
Cambridge University Press has supplemented Thomas Pinney’s great
three-volume edition of Kipling’s poems, which will mainly be bought
by university libraries, with a smaller anthology aimed at the general
reader. Arranged in chronological order, Rudyard Kipling: 100 Poems
Old and New contains 25 familiar titles (‘Tommy’, ‘Danny Deever’,
‘Gunga Din’, ‘The White Man’s Burden’, ‘The Press’ [1917 version],
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‘If –’, etc.) and 75 previously uncollected or unpublished items, all
with Professor Pinney’s admirable notes on their textual and publishing
histories. Readers will find a lot of inventive liveliness, especially in
Kipling’s early work which predominates here (the majority of the
poems chosen are pre-1900), several energetic, not to say intemperate
political satires including the now notorious ‘The Burden of Jerusalem’,
intended by Kipling for the Sussex Edition but (wisely) withheld by
his widow, and some poignant lyrics. The absence of ‘In Partibus’ and
‘The Press’ (1899 version) is compensated for by several fine pieces,
notably the self-searching ‘Letter of Halim the Potter’, Kipling’s
Browningesque tribute to his father, the black comedy of the ‘Story
of Tommy’ about a hot-weather murder, and the undisguised pain of
a brief untitled poem in which a motor-car carrying the poet around
French battlefields in 1924 warns or boasts that ‘What you thought was
a scar,/ I will show you is stricken flesh.’ Admirers of Kipling will be
grateful to Cambridge University Press for making these poems available at an affordable price.
Janet Montefiore
Kent University, Canterbury
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
[NB: These letters have been copy edited by me but not otherwise altered. Ed]
‘THE JEW GEISSLER’
From Bryan Diamond

Kipling’s story ‘For One Night Only’, published in Kipling Journal
350, March 2013, provoked much discussion on the ‘Mailbase’ of
the anti-semitic tirade by the character Mrs Skittleworth against one
Geissler, a vulgar ‘Chicago Jew’, whom she has never liked (‘I hoped
he would choke on his food’), and whose worst offence is to have hired
a box at the theatre at a reduced price, for what turns out to be a haunted
performance. That he is just as appalled by it as Mrs Skittleworth does
not mollify her; she declares that ‘I will never forgive Geissler’. The
narrator ‘I’ does not demur.
Kipling had arrived in London in October 1889, and he wrote this
story in November 1889. Its tone is very different from his previous
stories about Jews, which had not been hostile. ‘Jews in Shushan’
(1887) sympathetically portrays a small Jewish family devastated by
an epidemic; in ‘His Chance In Life’ (1888), Michele D’Cruze, with
his ‘one drop of white blood’ from a ‘Cochin Jew’ great-grandparent,
quells a riot. So why the unpleasant Jew in ‘For One Night Only’ ?
Rather than being based on a real Jewish ‘Geissler’, I suspect that
the name bubbling in Kipling’s subconscious was ‘Gessler’, the famous
Habsburg tyrant in Switzerland who tormented William Tell. We
should remember that before the Second World War, ‘Jew’ was often
used by English people in a casually disparaging and generic way to
mean anyone of vaguely Mittel-European or Near Eastern mien who
was more familiar with money than was seemly for a good Christian
Englishman. The puzzle remains where Kipling got the idea for this
character? A passage from Chapter VI of From Sea to Sea vol.1, first
published in the Pioneer Mail, 8 June 1889, under the title ‘Shows how
One Chicago Jew and an American Child can poison the Purest Mind’,
suggests a possible answer:
I have met a lump of Chicago Jews and am afraid that I shall meet
many more. The ship is full of Americans, but the AmericanGerman-Jew boy is the most awful of all. One of them has money,
and wanders from bow to stern asking strangers to drink, bossing
lotteries on the run, and committing other atrocities. It is currently
reported that he is dying. Unfortunately he does not die quickly
enough.
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This seems based on a real incident of Kipling’s journey when he
met some Americans who were – or he assumed were – Jews, and whom
he found unpleasant. This feeling re-emerged in London five months
later, superseding the decent feelings about Jews which he had shown in
his Indian writings. Hence the unpleasant ‘Chicago Jew’ Geissler who
offends the voluble Mrs Skittleworth.
Bryan Diamond
KIPLING AND MUSIC
From Brian J H Mattinson

The Editorial of the Kipling Journal 351 (September 2013) welcomes
contributions from writers and artists. As the compiler for the Kipling
Society of the catalogue of musical settings of, or inspired by, Kipling’s
works, available through the Kipling Society’s website (an earlier
version being incorporated by David Richards in his magnificent
Bibliography of Rudyard Kipling 2010), I would like to add: Musicians.
This would be especially timely now that we have Thomas Pinney’s
wonderful Cambridge Edition of the Complete Poems of Rudyard
Kipling. One of my early exciting discoveries was the American folk
singer and guitarist Leslie Fish in 2002. She was given a copy of the
1940 Definitive Edition of Rudyard Kipling’s Verse, which was a turning
point in her career; she says ‘The Kipling tapes have some of my best
tunes.’ My catalogue lists 116 Kipling settings by her. There must be
composers who would be so inspired by the new Cambridge Edition.
While my catalogue continues to develop, it requires a person with
IT skills and the time to bring it up to date with more comprehensive
discography, and a capacity to access samples. I should be glad to hear
of a fellow musician and Kipling enthusiast who would like to work
with myself and John Radcliffe (email: johnrad@btinternet.com) on
this.
Brian J H Mattinson, 41, Robert Adam Court,
Bondgate Without, Alnwick, ,Northumberland, NE66 1PH
Email: brianmattinson@btinternet.com
KIPLING’S WATER-MILL
From Alan Wilmshurst

In April 2013 , the Daily Telegraph ran an interesting article by Caroline
Moore about the many skills of the 104-year old Sussex craftsman Jim
Smith, who in his youth helped his father re-point the brickwork at
Batemans for Kipling. Later, he became as versatile and accomplished
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in many different skills as Kipling’s Ralph Springett and ‘Hal o’ the
Draft’ combined – a man after Kipling’s own heart. Unfortunately,
this fascinating article makes an unwarranted slur on Kipling when
describing Mr. Smith’s restoration of ‘the water-wheel at Bateman’s
mill’ in 1975, immortalised in ‘Puck’s Song’: See you our little mill that
clacks/ So busy by the brook?/ She has ground her corn and paid her
tax/ Ever since Domesday Book. According to Ms Moore, ‘Kipling had
no sooner acquired the mill than he silenced its clacking, ripping out its
innards in 1903 to install a turbine’. He did no such thing. In fact, all
he did was to remove the waterwheel on the outside of the mill to make
room for the installation of the turbine. He totally ignored the inside
of the mill, leaving all the machinery in place. It then rotted for 35
years until the National Trust acquired the property in 1939. They then
ignored it for the next 35 years, and when it was finally restored in 1975
all the existing metalwork could be kept, but much of the woodwork
had to be replaced although as the originals were still there the replacements were as accurate as possible. Incidentally, the correct name of
the mill is Park Mill, as it was once a manorial mill attached to the
neighbouring Park Farm.
Alan Wilmshurst, Miller,
Park Mill, Batemans
WHAT DID HE MEAN?
From Thomas Pinney

On 15 June 1896, Rudyard Kipling left his home in Vermont for
Boston, where he would be joined by his friend Lockwood de Forest
for a fishing trip in the Gaspé Peninsula of Quebec. This was at a time
of great trouble for Kipling. The quarrel with Beatty Balestier had come
to a head barely a month before, when Kipling had had Beatty arrested
for threatening to kill him. The public hearing on the case was held
on 12 May, providing a field day for the American papers and leaving
Kipling, as Mrs. Kipling wrote in her diary, “a total wreck...dull, listless
and weary” (13 May 1897).
Kipling did not long remain in that condition; on the 19th he went
off for a quick visit with Dr. Conland to Gloucester, Massachusetts, in
search of local color for Captains Courageous. Lockwood de Forest
called at Naulakha on the 25th of May, and I imagine that it was then
that the two men, Kipling and de Forest, worked out the plan of a fishing
trip. The first idea was quite ambitious: they would go to Labrador. But
de Forest evidently had difficulty making arrangements, for on 3 June
RK wrote to de Forest, evidently in reply to his report, that “of course
it’s fiendishly difficult to make connection with Labrador Indians from
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the inside of New York” (ALS, Harvard). They would go the Gaspé
instead.
There is no record of how the two men travelled from Boston, but
they probably went by water to St. John and then overland to their
destination somewhere in the wilds of the Gaspé. Mrs. Kipling’s diary
contains the following sequence: “Leaving for Canada to fish” (15
June); “Writes of great ovation in St. John” (19 June); “Lockwood and
R. return” (1 July). The first and third of these entries need no comment,
but what about the second? A “great ovation”? In the excerpts from the
diary made for Lord Birkenhead by Douglas Rees, this news is even
grander: “Rud writes of great ovations in St. John” (19 June). Surely
an ovation, or even ovations, must have left some record? So I looked.
The following two items from the St. John newspapers will tell you all
that I found.
Mr. Rudyard Kipling, the prophet of the people of India and Mr.
Tommy Atkins’ poet laureate. arrived in the city yesterday afternoon.To a TELEGRAPH man, last evening, at the Duflerin Hotel,
he expressed himself as extremely impressed with the beauty and
general activity of St. John. He was particularly interested in the
tides of the harbor and the shipping generally. In the afternoon he
took a sail up through the falls in a schooner that was towing to one
of the upper mills, and expressed great regret that he had neglected
to take his kodak along to catch some views en route. In appearance
Mr. Kipling is small of stature and wears glasses, through which a
pair of sharp observing eyes gleam. He is a most entertaining talker,
and in his conversation is as witty as is his inimitable Barrackroom Ballads. He proclaims himself as being as enthusiastic a
devotee of the wheel as ever trod a pedal, “after laughing at the
bicycle for over three years.” Mr. Kipling observed that one would
imagine that an election were on the tapis here, as, coming from
Indiantown in the trolley, one gentleman confidently informed him,
that the Conservatives were going to carry the day on Tuesday next,
while another chance acquaintance assured him, with still greater
emphasis, that the Liberals were bound to sweep on to victory. Mr.
Kipling and his friend, Mr. Lockwood deForest, of New York,
expect to leave the city today for some of the salmon streams of
the north and they expect to be back in St. John again in about two
weeks. “But you will haveto ask the salmon of the North Shore! I’ll
leave them just as soon as they stop biting,” as Mr. Kipling observed
as he bade the reporter good-night
(Daily Telegraph, 18 June 1896).
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The other paper, having been scooped, contented itself with this notice:
Rudyard Kipling has been exploring the town and its surroundings.
He and his companion hailed a schooner at the Market slip yesterday
and took passage up through the Falls.
(Daily Sun, 19 June 1896).

So what did he mean, a “great ovation”?
Thomas Pinney
Pomona College, CA
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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 website 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 contribute 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, following 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. She is also
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, 36, St Dunstan’s Street, Canterbury,
Kent, CT2 8BZ, U.K., or email jem1@kent.ac.uk

