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nightmares.’
Wednesday 8 July 2015, Royal Over-Seas League: Kipling
Society Annual General Meeting. Andrew Lownie, literary
agent and biographer of John Buchan will speak on ‘Rudyard
Kipling and John Buchan: their friendship and mutual
influence.’
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EDITORIAL AND NEWS
This March issue of the Kipling Journal begins with reports of two
Kipling events: the very successful ‘Kipling Festival’ at Rottingdean
in July 2014, and John Walker’s report from the Rudyard Kipling
Conference held at Boris Grinchenko University, Kyiv, Ukraine in
October 2014, the first European conference on Kipling’s work.
In ‘A Poet’s Diction: Hard Words in Kipling’s Poems’, Professor
Thomas Pinney, editor of the Cambridge Edition of Kipling’s poetry,
has compiled a list of 93 unusual words used in Kipling’s verse,
including such teasers as ‘ounaniche’ (lake salmon) and ‘calkins’ (the
turned-down ends of a horse-shoe). Your Editor was able to recognize
only a third of these at a glance – perhaps other readers will do better.
Kipling’s wry wit is explored in Daniel Karlin’s ‘Jewish jokes in
“The Treasure and the Law”’ an accomplished reading of the story
which points out Kadmiel’s ironic Jewish humour, missed by previous
commentators on this story. The theme of Kipling’s acerbic humour
continues in a lively piece from 1973 by the late Bernard Levin, ‘Let
them publish and be damned’, which savages Fleet Street editors’
obsession with the wedding of two unsavoury celebrities, using spot-on
quotations from Kipling’s poem ‘The Sergeant’s Wedding’. Both
Kipling’s evergreen satire and Levin’s remarks about the news media
remain as pertinent as ever.
Peter Lawson’s ‘Trouble in Utopia’ addresses the futurist stories
‘With the Night Mail’ (1905) and ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ (1912), showing
how Kipling’s imagined future changes from the former’s cheerful
picture of harmonious efficiency, technological mastery and high
endeavour against the hostile elements, to the darker future of the
second one, in which world rule by the all-powerful Aerial Board of
Control has brought peace and safety – and a population so in love
with their own ‘privacy’ and appalled by the idea of ‘Crowds’ that
their response to the appearance of a few democrats is to become a
lynch mob. This dark story contrasts with the high spirits of ‘Haunted
Subalterns’, an early tall story by Kipling which has remained uncollected outside the Sussex edition. These are followed by a book review,
the Mailbase report for June–November 2014, and three ‘Letters to the
Editor’.
KIPLING FESTIVAL, ROTTINGDEAN, JULY 2014

To celebrate the five years (1897–1902) that Rudyard Kipling lived
in Rottingdean, during which he achieved worldwide recognition and
enjoyed some of his happiest years with his young family, the village
held a Kipling Festival from July 10–22, 2014. Mr Robin Mitchell, our
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Bateman’s representative, liaised in advance with the Festival’s organisers, and the Kipling Society supported the event with a grant of £750.
Impressively organised, this twelve day programme offered an
imaginative range of events for all ages and interests and attracted
steady and enthusiastic attendance. Running the full duration of the
Festival was the colourful exhibition ‘Inspired by Kipling’, in which
local artists, writers and school children took various poems and short
stories and created new works reflecting their feelings about them.
There were delightful masks, photographs, sculptures, paintings (and
even a puppet theatre) contributed by Kipling enthusiasts of all ages.
A new Kipling room was also unveiled at The Grange Museum with
rare personal photographs, a family tree and a map of Kipling’s world
travels. The expansion of these displays was funded by the grant from
The Kipling Society, whose donation also funded the actvity packs
which were sent home with 900 local school children. These included
a crossword, quiz, fun facts, quotes, Kipling family photos and a Shere
Khan tiger mask to colour.
Throughout the entire weekend, well-attended readings, talks and
workshops were held in various historic village venues and ranged from
discussions of ‘Kipling’s Imperial Dream’ (Peter Crowhurst) to his relationship with his mother’s family (Judith Flanders, author of A Circle
of Sisters). On the last day, Dr Lizzy Welby’s excellent paper ‘Dawn in
Paradise: Kipling’s Sussex’ was well attended by an attentive audience,
including the Mayor and Lady Mayor of Brighton and Hove.
But the main focus was the village green itself on July 12th and 13th.
Highlights included the masterly impersonation of Kipling himself by
historian and performer Geoff Hutchinson, who played to a packed
marquee each day. Visitors could also join the historic village or garden
tour, enjoy the chance to dress in Edwardian costumes for photos, try
their hand at Kipling’s club activities such as a rifle range, Morse and
semaphore challenges, listen to spontaneous readings, find hidden
Kipling quotes in the Gardens, attend a tea dance with period music,
have a rare peek into The Elms’ private garden, play with historic
wooden toys, indulge in cream teas, or watch the skilful and entertaining
new adaptation of the Just-So Stories by the Cliffhanger Company in an
idyllic outdoor setting.
This very successful inaugural Kipling Festival was supported not
only by The Kipling Society but by grants from The Heritage Lottery
Fund, The Cooperative Membership Fund and The Rottingdean Parish
Council. A second Festival is planned for July 2015. More information
and photographs are available at www.kiplingfestivalrottingdean.co.uk.
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REPORT: KIPLING IN EUROPE
By ДЖОН ВОКЕР
(John WALKER)

The fifth of the Aims of our Society is: ‘To do belated honour to, and
to extend the influence of, the most patriotic, virile and imaginative
of writers, who upholds the ideals of the English-speaking world.’
It is with great pleasure that I can confirm that this should be extended
to include many parts of the world where English is a foreign language!
In August 2012, our Honorary Secretary received an email from
Tatiana Contras, a Kipling enthusiast from Romania. Tatiana was then
involved with the Comenius Program, which is a source of funding
from the E.U. ‘to help young people and educational staff better understand the range of European cultures, languages and values’, named
after John Amos Comenius, the 17th century Czech educationalist.
Tatiana, who is a charming and forceful organiser, was well on with
plans to bring a group of teachers and students to Britain, as part of a
project based on The Jungle Book, and she was hoping to arrange a
visit ‘to the Kipling Society’. Of course we offered to host them at the
Kipling Library (then at City University), or to meet them at Bateman’s.
In fact, since they were to be based at Wrexham, both London and
Burwash were too far. So Mohammed went to the mountain, and I spent
two busy days with them, giving a talk at Borras Park Infant School
(who were splendid hosts), visiting Lake Rudyard, and accepting gifts
of books and a portrait of Kipling on behalf of the Society. We also
presented each delegate with a copy of the Complete Verse. The results
of the project are in two volumes of collected work, now in the Kipling
Collection at Haileybury, and in very worthwhile connections with
lovers of Kipling’s work across Europe.
These teachers and students represented groups of schools based in
Belgium, the Czech Republic, Denmark, Poland, Portugal, Romania,
Slovenia, Spain, Turkey, and, of course, Wales. Members will be aware
that I have been building up our stock of translations of Kipling, for
the excellent insights given by introduction and commentary, for the
splendid original illustrations, and not least for the story of Kipling’s
popularity across the world.
A little earlier in 2012, I was privileged to meet a visitor from The
Ukraine, and escort him round Bateman’s. Volodymyr Chernyshenko
is a young biochemist from Kyiv, who is also a gifted translator. We
were able to add ‘The Years Between’ (selected poems with English
and Ukrainian texts), to our stock of translated material, as well as
‘Tales from the Jungle Book’, and, from The Just So Stories, ‘How the
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Rhinoceros Got His Skin’, ‘How the Whale Got His Throat’ and ‘How
the Camel Got His Hump’. Since then, he has added such gems as a
fully illustrated Ukrainian ‘Stalky & Co.’, and a stunningly decorative
‘The Butterfly that Stamped’.
When Volodymyr announced plans for an academic conference at
the Boris Grinchenko University in Kyiv, he asked for a speaker from
the Society, to contribute to the plenary session. The date was fixed for
February 2014, and, thanks to an offer of air miles from a member of the
Society, I was packed and ready to go. Then, just 36 hours before my
flight was due, events on the main square (the Maidan) turned bloody.
I am pleased to say that the Conference was successfully rescheduled for October, and I was able to meet some gifted and enthusiastic
translators, to enjoy excellent academic papers, and to be moved by
Kipling’s verse, set to music by talented singers. Ukrainian is a melodic
language, and several of Kipling’s pieces for soldiers fit well with
current events in the south and east of the country. In fact, a translation
of ‘The Absent-Minded Beggar’ has sold well in pamphlet form, in aid
of the families of soldiers injured or killed in the conflict.
As part of a week of events, called ‘Kipling Fest’, I helped to set
up a fortnight-long exhibition at the National Museum of Literature (I
contributed. a large selection of first editions and ephemera from my
own collection). I also was privileged (with some kind translation) to
take part in four presentations for children and adults. Volodymyr and I
were interviewed twice on radio and on television, and finally I offered
an introductory talk at the Conference.
This seminal event held on Tuesday 21st October, was opened by
Olena Yeremenko, the Deputy Director of the Humanitarian Institute,
and involved a single panel of speakers, addressing an audience of
nearly a hundred students and academics in the splendid lecture hall of
this modern university. After an impassioned translation of ‘The Absent
Minded Beggar’, sung by Serhiy Vasyliuk (front man of the ‘heavy
metal’ group Shadow of the Sun), we heard excellent papers, including
‘The Works of Rudyard Kipling for Children, as Ukrainian Bestsellers:
Strategies of Realization’, from Yuliya Dzhuhastryanska. I also particularly enjoyed ‘Kipling in the Russian Language: Retrospective and
New Interpretations’ given in a most engaging manner by our member
Yan Shapiro, who travelled from the Crimea, and there was also a fascinating piece on the prehistory of fantasy, by Mykhaylo Nazarenko,
from the Taras Shevchenko University, which compared the map from
The Brushwood Boy with a range from other published fantasies. Olha
Smolnytska gave us ‘Philosophical Issues of Kipling’s Verse in the
Ukrainian Aspect’, which examined contrasting views of myth and
legend, and Serhiy Stets expanded on his continuing work on translation
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of the Stalky stories in a very well received paper titled ‘Phonographic
Stylization as a Translation Method in the Reproduction of Kipling’s
Short Prose’ (my translations). Three of these papers, translated into
English, will appear in the 2015 Kipling Journal later this year. We also
had short papers and translations from students, and our own Council
have voted to offer a prize for new Kipling translations by students,
to be awarded annually. Volodymyr Chernyshenko, as Director of the
Conference, should be very proud of the standard he has set for the
future.
During all of these events, I distributed over a hundred advertising
fliers for the Society, along with the message that there should be a
‘Kipling Society of the Ukraine’. The whole exercise was completed at
minimal cost to our Society, thanks to the personal hospitality of Dr and
Mrs Chernyshenko. (I must also thank their family for an intensive tour
of their wonderful city). My honorary post with the Society gave me the
status of a celebrity guest, and I was privileged to attend a champagne
reception, and make many, many good friends.
MEMORIAL SERVICE AT BURWASH

A Memorial Service for the men of Burwash killed in the First World,
including John Kipling, will be held at St Bartholomew’s Church in
Burwash, on Saturday November 21st, 2015, at 3 p.m.
‘KIPLING IN EUROPE’ CONFERENCE AT BOLOGNA UNIVERSITY, 2016

In September 2016, Bologna University will host a conference on the
theme of ‘Kipling in Europe’. It will address Kipling’s engagement
with the politics and culture of mainland Europe.
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SOME QUESTIONS FOR TEACHERS
The first object of the Kipling Society, according to our rules, is the
advancement of public education by promoting the study and appreciation of the works of Rudyard Kipling.
We are thinking about broadening and diversifying our relations
with schools, including both primary and secondary, and state as well
as private schools.
We are particularly interested in hearing from teachers, about two
matters.
One is the John Slater Essay Prize. This is currently attracting
very limited entries, but if more effectively publicized, could be very
attractive to school students. Do you have views on how it should be
promoted?
We are also considering opening a ‘Kipling for Schools’ page on the
website, and would very much like to hear from practising or recently
retired teachers about what they would consider useful and attractive
on such a page.
Please send your thoughts to John Radcliffe our Online Editor, at his
email address johnrad @btintemet.com
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A POET’S DICTION: HARD WORDS
IN KIPLING’S POEMS
by THOMAS PINNEY
[Thomas Pinney is Professor Emeritus of Pomona College, CA, and editor of Kipling’s
letters. His most recent publication is his 3 volume Cambridge Edition of the Poetry of
Rudyard Kipling (2013). Ed.]

The familiar form of Kipling’s poems – metrically regular, strictly
rhyming, in conventional stanza form – conceals all sorts of variations,
subtleties, and difficulties, not least in their wide-ranging vocabulary.
Anthony Burgess somewhere says that Kipling had a “lexis” (his word)
second only to that of James Joyce, and maybe not second at all. This
statement is impossible to verify, but it does call attention to a fact that
has not attracted critical notice. Kipling does not parade his remarkable
vocabulary, but he always has an unusual word ready if it should be the
“necessary” word, as he called it. While I was working my way through
all of Kipling’s poems, I kept a running list of unfamiliar (to me) words
in them, a list of the 93 words now set out below. It is certain that many
readers of the Kipling Journal will know some of these words; but will
any reader know all of them? One may doubt.
I have excluded Hindi terms because there are already several
guides to them.1 I have also excluded words that can be identified as
Sussex dialect because they have been carefully listed by J. Delancey
Ferguson.2 My list does include Scottish dialect words since they have
attracted less attention.3 Some of my entries from the poems may also
be found in Kipling’s prose; I note the fact when I can.
I have checked all of the words in my list against the authoritative Oxford English Dictionary (OED), an almost unfailing resource,
though Kipling’s dialect words often lie outside its range. Fifteen of
the words in the Kipling list are cited in the OED in illustration of the
definitions. The unattributed definitions in quotation marks in the list
are from the OED.
I have at times added the definitions or remarks found in Ralph
Durand’s A Handbook to the Poetry of Rudyard Kipling, London and
New York, 1914, a work that I am sure embodies a good many details
that Durand received directly from Kipling himself.4 Some of the definitions of great particularity in Durand (e.g., those for “brattle,” “calkins,”
“calthrops,”) seem to me to echo words that Kipling himself might have
used in talking or writing to Durand to explain his meanings.
The summary bibliography of works consulted in the composition
of the OED, printed at the end of the last volume of that great work, lists
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40 different titles by Kipling, including his collaborations with Wolcott
Balestier and with C.R.L. Fletcher. The list of the 1000 most-quoted
authors on the OED website gives Kipling a total of 3080 quotations
in the dictionary. I do not know what rank this gives him among the
thousand.
Besom, n: contemptuous or jocular designation for a woman.
“And the besom won’t board you next time.” (“The Wishing-Caps,”
line 20).
Bield, n: shelter, a place of shelter.
“Or hearth or garth or bield” (“The Sea-Wife,” line 10).
In most of the collected editions, including the Definitive Edition, the
word is mistakenly printed as “field.”
Bink, n: bank or shelf of earth (Scots dialect).
“Beyond the trenches’ outer bink” (first line of untitled, uncollected
poem published in Saint Bartholomew’s Hospital Journal, April 1900).
Bireme, n: A galley with two tiers of oars.
“But, once discharged the dromond’s hold, the bireme beached once
more” (“Poseidon’s Law,” line 19).
Birl, v: To rotate rapidly with characteristic noise.
“That birled and brattled to his hand” (“The Last Rhyme of True
Thomas,” line 110).
Brander, v: to cook on a gridiron (Scots dialect).
“The Devil he blew on a brandered soul and set it aside to cool – “
(“Tomlinson,” line 67).
Brattle, v: To produce a rattling noise (Scots dialect).
“That birled and brattled to his hand” (“The Last Rhyme of True
Thomas,” line 110). Durand, p. 158, says “the former [“birled”]
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represents the sound made by a spinning-wheel, the latter [“brattled”]
that of horses cantering.” Are these Durand’s equivalents or Kipling’s?
A question to be asked of other citations from Durand.
Bream, v: To clean a ship’s bottom by burning.
“There burned our breaming-faggots” (“The Song of Diego Valdez,”
line 33).
Brumby, n: A wild horse (Australian).
“You couldn’t push a Brumby fifty mile” (“The Moral,” line 3).
The word also appears in “The Broken-link Handicap,” Plain Tales
from the Hills and in “Servants of the Queen”, The Jungle Book.
Calkins, n: The turned-down ends of a horseshoe.
“And turned the calkins upon her feet, and ridden her far away”
(“The Ballad of East and West,” line 8).
Durand explains: “Turned her shoes round so as to confuse any one
attempting to follow the mare by her footprints” (p. 49).
Calthrops, n: A trap or snare to catch or injure the feet of horses.
“Calthrops hampered the way” (“The Grave of a Hundred Head,”
line 36).
“Calthrops, in this case, are sharp pieces of bamboo scientifically placed
in narrow jungle tracks to maim the unwary” (Durand, p. 18).
Catafract, n: “A Greek galley provided with bulwarks to protect the
rowers” (Durand, p.333).
“In dromond and in catafract – wet, wakeful, windward-eyed – ”
(“Poseidon’s Law,” line 17).
Cavesson, n: A nose band fixed to a horse’s nostrils to render it manageable; a restraint.
“First the light web and the cavesson; then the linked keys” (“The
Centaurs,” line 9).

March 2015

KIPLING JOURNAL

15

Chouses, n: Cheats, tricks.
“So we shed him and spread him and left him, after manifold jinkings and chouses” (“The Boar of the Year,” line 23).
Club, v: To throw a group of soldiers into confusion.
“He clubbed his wretched company a dozen times a day;” (“Army
Headquarters, line 9)”
“When they clubbed their field parades.” (“The Men that Fought at
Minden,” line 16).
Destrier, n: A war horse
“O Destrier! bethink thee that this riot” (“Sonnet: On Being Rejected
of One’s Horse”, line 12).
Drogue, n: A drogue or drag; a bag (or other material) towed behind a
ship to keep it from broaching, a sort of nautical brake.
“At a drogue of dead convictions to hold you head to gale” (“The
Three-Decker,” line 34).
Dromond, n: “any very large ship propelled by many oars and with a
single mast and a large square sail” (The Oxford Companion to Ships
and the Sea).
“In dromond and in catafract – wet, wakeful, windward-eyed”
(“Poseidon’s Law,” line 17).
		
Dule, n: A variant of “dole,” grief (Scots dialect).
“’Tis dule to know not night from morn, / But greater dule to know”,
(“The lark will make her hymn to God,” lines 5–6).
Dwerg, n: A variant of “dwarf.”
“And the troll and gnome and dwerg” (“In the Neolithic Age,” line 7).
The OED also cites this word from Letters of Travel (p. 76 of the
Uniform Edition) and rather sniffily identifies it as “pseudo-archaic.”
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Dwine, v: Pine away, languish, dwindle (Scots dialect).
“Pine away – dwine away – ” (“The Bee-Boy’s Song,” line 25);
“But the thickets dwined to thorn-scrub, and the water drained to
shallows” (“The Explorer,” line 27).
Fain, adj: No sense of this word seems to fit Kipling’s line.
“The Earth is racked and fain – ” (chapter heading, “False Dawn,”
line 2).
The word is “faint” in the first edition through the Uniform edition of
Plain Tales and in the American and English first editions of Songs
from Books, but it is “fain” in the Bombay Edition (1915) and in most
editions of both Plain Tales and Songs from Books thereafter, including
the Sussex and Definitive Editions. “Fain” is perhaps a typographical
error; if so, a good instance of how people may perplex their brains over
a mere accident.
Filch, v: to introduce stealthily.
“The sealing-boats they filch that way” (“The Rhyme of the Three
Sealers,” line 27).
Frap, v: To bind tightly, as to wrap a ship’s hull with cable.
“Once we frapped a ship, and she labored woundily” (“The Last
Chantey,” line 32).
Fubsy, adj: Fat and squat.
“For though they are little and fubsy, it may be the Bear is their
mother” ([“His Spots Are the Joy of the Leopard”], line 6).
Fulmar, n: A sea-bird of the petrel kind.
“Singing, ringing spindrift, nor the fulmar flying free” (“The Last
Chantey,” line 62).
Gallied, adj: From “gally,” to scare, daze, surprise; “now only dial. and
in the whale fishery” (OED).
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“Our gallied whales are blind!” (“The Destroyers”, line 60).
The OED cites this line under “gallied.”
Gerb, n: A wheat-sheaf, or something resembling it; in this case, a
display of lightning.
“And the very gerb of long-stored lightnings loosed” (“Gow’s
Watch,” line 112).
Durand (p. 323) says “a kind of firework somewhat like a Roman
candle, but usually larger. Its sparks take the shape of a sheaf of wheat.”
Grinching, adj: From “grinch,” to make a harsh grinding noise.
“Above the grinching quern” (“The Lament of the Border Cattle
Thief,” line 18).
Cited under “grinch” in the OED.
Haulm, n: “The stem or stalk of such plants as peas, beans, etc. Less
commonly of grain.”
“Add there: – ‘Resurgat – as wheat-haulm or tree’.” ( “The Question
of Givens,” line 41; uncollected: Poems: Cambridge Edition ).
Hog, v: to droop at the ends and rise in the middle on account of strain,
said of a ship’s keel or planks: arching.
“Felt her hog and felt her sag, betted when she’d break;” (“The
Ballad of the ‘Bolivar’,” line 21).
Hog, v: to cut short like a hog’s bristles; commonly used of a horse’s
mane.
“And hogs his bristles short.” (“In Partibus,” line 72).
Imbricate, v: To place so as to overlap, like roof-tiles.
“Purposeful, imbricated, arabesque” ([“Your trough first – aqua
pura, quantum suff.”], line 34; unpublished: Poems: Cambridge
Edition).
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Jinkings, n: Turns and twists to evade something.
“So we shed him and spread him and left him, after manifold jinkings and chouses” (“The Boar of the Year,” line 23).
Kentledge, n: “Pig-iron used as permanent ballast.”
“From the kentledge on the keelson” (“The Merchantmen,” line 31).
Kling, n; “A disparaging term applied to Indian settlers in Malaysia.”
“The frigate-bird shall carry my word to the Kling and the OrangLaut” (“The Rhyme of the Three Captains,” line 89).
Durand, p. 74, says “The Kling and the Orang-Laut (i.e., ‘men of the
sea’) are fishermen inhabiting the Malay Archipelago.”
Lacets, n: A hairpin turn in the road.
“Whether the Massif in Spring, the multiplied lacets” (“Song of
Seventy Horses,” line 26).
This line is cited in the OED.
Lack, v: According to the OED, “a spurious word explained in some
Dicts. ‘to pierce the hull of (a vessel) with shot’, is evolved from
lact = ‘laced’ (in quot. For LACE v. 4d), misunderstood as ‘lacked’ by
Kingsley (Westward Ho! xx and xxviii).”
“Captain, they lack us through and through” (“The Ballad of the
‘Clampherdown,’” line 56).
Kipling used the word only in the original publication in the St. James’s
Gazette and in the first two editions of Barrack-Room Ballads and then
substituted “hack” for “lack.” Presumably he had discovered that the
word was “spurious” and so changed it, but the reading “lack”
persists in many editions, including the Definitive.
Lammer-geier, n: The European vulture.
“Choose his own mate against the lammer-geier?” (“Gow’s Watch”,
line 14)
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Leal, adj: Loyal, faithful (Scots dialect)
“Leal servant, loved master” (“ ‘Great-Heart,’ ” line 37)
Loppage, n: The loppings from trees.
“Common, loppage and pannage, the theft and the track of kine – ”
(“The King’s Task,” line 10).
The OED cites this line to illustrate “loppage.”.
Lowe, n: A flame or blaze.
“For every time I raised the lowe” (“The Lament of the Border
Cattle Thief,” line 29).
The OED cites this line, s.v. “low.”
Martagon, n: A form of turban: the turk’s-cap lily.
“A cab like a martagon opes” (“The Beginner,” line 4).
Measures, n: A measure is a stratum or bed of mineral.
“When the Cambrian measures were forming, They promised
perpetual peace.”
(“The Gods of the Copybook Headings”, line 17 ).
Ness, n: Promontory, headland, or cape.
(“From reef and rock and skerry--over headland, ness, and voe – ”
(“The Coastwise Lights,” line 3).
The OED cites this line under “ness.”
Orpiment, n: A bright yellow mineral, used as a pigment.
“Whenas we traded orpiment” (“The Song of Diego Valdez,” line
19).
“Trailing the orpiment holding just reserve” ([“Your trough first,”],
line 22: unpublished: Poems: Cambridge Edition).

20

KIPLING JOURNAL

March 2015

Ouch, n: A brooch.
“No store of well-drilled needles, nor ouches of amber pale” (“The
Story of Ung,” line 31).
The OED is emphatic about this word: “Scarcely in living use since
1600.” The word originally meant a clasp, but is used “unintelligently”
by later writers to mean “precious ornament.”
Ounaniche, n: “Salmon from Lake St. John, Quebec, and neighbouring
waters”. Glossary, at end of vol. 3, Poems 1886–1929, 1929. (The glossary was reviewed by RK and contains many of the notes distributed
through other editions but gathered together here).
“Who hath worked the chosen water where the ounaniche is waiting”
(“The Feet of the Young Men,” line 7).
The word is not in the OED.
Pannage, n: Pasturing for swine in wood or forest.
“Common, loppage and pannage, the theft and the track of kine – “
(“The King’s Task, line 10).
Patteran, n: In OED as “patrin,” the mark left to show the direction
they (Gipsies) are travelling. “Patteran” is identified as “erroneous.”
“Follow the Romany patteran” (“The Gipsy Trail,” line 25).
Peel, n: A watch tower.
“Under the shadow of the border-peels” (“The Runners,” line 19).
Penk, n: “To palpitate; to throb or heave violently or rapidly.”
“Wot makes the soldier’s ’eart to penk, wot makes ’im to perspire?”
(“Oonts,” line 1).
Durand, p. 35, glosses this as “beat feebly.” The word also appears
in “Stalky,” Land and Sea Tales: “They bullocks drove like that – all
heavin’ an’ penkin’ an’ hotted.”
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Pent, n: In French, a sloping surface; in Kipling’s use evidently something like that.
“He’s off along the drifted pent to catch the Windsor train” (“Pan in
Vermont,” line 25).
The closest that the OED comes is “a sloping roof,” short for “penthouse,” a meaning that clearly does not fit Kipling’s line.
Picaroon, n: A pirate ship (from “picaro”).
“Kennelled in the picaroon a weary band were we” (“The Last
Chantey,” line 27).
The line is cited in the OED in illustration of “slave-ship.”
Pluck, n: heart, liver and lungs.
“Flying his pluck at our mizzen-truck for weft of Admiralty” (“The
Rhyme of the Three Captains,” line 85)
Pound, v: A fox-hunting term, meaning to get into a place that can’t be
got out of, so that one is “impounded.”
“It takes a fence and more than a fence to pound that happy pair”
(“Together,” line 2).
“I showed each pounded Master” (“Fox-Hunting,” line 38).
Ratch, v: To sail on a tack.
“We’ve ratched beyond the Crossets” (“The Merchantmen,” line
41).
Durand, p. 107, gives “Beat against the wind.”
Rath, n: Enclosure made by a strong earth wall; a hill-fort.
“And the music called him from dune and rath”: “The Black Rath
swallowed my Teddy O’Neal” ( “The Witching of Teddy O’Neal,” lines
4, 20; uncollected).
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Rax, v: The nearest meaning seems to be “to stretch (a thing) by
pulling” (Scots dialect: OED). But Kipling evidently uses it to mean
“pull out” or “pluck.”
“I will rax your heart from your breast-bone” (“The Last Rhyme of
True Thomas,” line 88).
In “‘Bread Upon the Waters’,” The Day’s Work, the word appears twice:
“One by one the sea raxed away our three boats”; “I raxed a meal fra’
galley-shelves an’ pantries.”
Rochet, n: A bishop’s gown.
“Crozier, rochet, mitre, pall” ( “Liberavi Animam Meam” line 29:
Poems: Cambridge Edition).
Ryes, n: Men.
“For it isn’t fitting the Gorgio ryes / Should walk as the Romany do”
(“Gipsy Vans,” line 35).
Saltings, n: Land regularly covered by the tide, as distinguished from a
salt marsh. Usually plural.
“At the bridge of the lower saltings the cattle gather and blare”
(“The Dykes,” line 21).
This line is cited by the OED.
Scough, v: No doubt Scots dialect; not in the OED in this form, and
no satisfactory meaning recorded in The Scottish National Dictionary.
“It scoughed the skipper on his way to jock wi’ the saloon”
(“McAndrew’s Hymn,” line 36).
Scumfish, v: To suffocate or stifle; figuratively, to disgust (Scots
dialect).
“Then join our leaping lines that scumfish through the pines”
(“Road-Song of the Bandar-Log,” line 26).
Kipling liked this word but was not sure what it meant; he evidently
thought that it was a verb of active motion. It also occurs in a corrected
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proof of the uncollected poem, “To the Address of W.W.H.,” line 81:
“You scumfished in the outskirts of the show” (Library of Congress).
The word is replaced by “skirmished” in the published poem, Pioneer,
1 June 1888. The word has attracted attention: see Kipling Journal,
September 1987, September 2008, March 2009, and June 2009.
Shears / Sheers, n: “Appliances used for the mechanical lifting of
heavy weights” (Durand, p. 216).
“I called my men from my trenches, my quarries, my wharves, and
my sheers” (“The Palace,” line 21).
The word is spelled “shears” in the first four editions of The Five
Nations.
Sinnit, n: Braided cord, which may be of various materials; usually
“sinnet.”
“Pinion Passion’s wings with sinnit” (“Liberavi Animam Meam”
line 46; uncollected: Poems: Cambridge Edition).
In “Judson and the Empire,” Many Inventions, it is “sennit”: “Her
fenders were done all over with white sennit.”
Skerry, n: “A rock scarcely large enough to be called an island”
(Durand, p. 94).
“From reef and rock and skerry – over headland, ness, and voe – ”
(“The Coastwise Lights,” line 3).
Slink, v: “But slinks our dead on the sands forlore” (“The Song of the
Dead,” line 102).
The word parallels “drops our dead” in the preceding line. I can find no
meaning in the OED that would fit. “Slings” ?
Sounder, n: A herd of wild swine.
“There’s a sounder broke loose in the open! Ride, boys, for the love
of your Schools” (“The Boar of the Year”, line 4).
The word also appears in “Bubbling Well Road,” Life’s Handicap.
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Spathe, n: A large bract.
“Root and honey, palm and spathe” (“Outsong in the Jungle,” line
17).
’Speckshioner, n: “The chief harpooner in a Greenland ship.”
“Up spake the soul of a grey Gothavn ’speckshioner – ” (“The Last
Chantey,” line 46).
The OED cites this line under “speckshioner.” In answer to a query,
Kipling said that “the apostrophe hadn’t ought to be there” (Letters, VI,
162); but it was not deleted.
Spile, v: To reinforce by driving in spiles, strips or posts of wood or
metal, along a bank or cutting.
“Hev it jest as you’ve a mind to, but, if I was you, I’d spile” (“The
Land,” line 40).
Spirk, n: obsolete term for a sprout or shoot, according to OED; but
that doesn’t quite fit.
“Ye are neither spirit nor spirk,” he said “ye are neither book nor
brute – ” (“Tomlinson,” line 111).
Splent, n: Not in OED except as variant of “splint,” an overlapping
strip of metal armor.
“I see the sun on splent and spear” (“Tomlinson,” l. 114):
Squattering, adj: “To flutter, flap, or struggle among water or soft
mud.”
“When the fog-buoy’s squattering flight” (“The Wet Litany,” line
15).
Two other instances are “Buldoo an’’ is friends squotterin’ in the water
like boys in the Serpentine” (“The Three Musketeers,” Plain Tales from
the Hills); “Spirits used to squatter up and down their staircases all
night” (“The Sending of Dana Da,” Soldiers Three and Other Stories).
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Stirp, n: Ancestral stock, family line.
“The northern stirp beneath the southern skies – “ (“Brisbane” in
“The Song of the Cities,” line 189)
The OED cites this passage in illustration of the word. “Stirp” is in all
editions of The Seven Seas, but in Verse, Inclusive Edition, 1885–1932,
1933 (English edition only), and in the Sussex and Definitive editions
it is changed to “stock.”
Straw, v: To scatter.
“We have strawed our best to the weed’s unrest” (“The Song of the
Dead,” line 94).
Cited by the OED, s.v. “straw.”
Swig, v: To move with a swaying motion.
“And ebb of Yokohama Bay / Swigs chattering through the buoys”
(“The Rhyme of the Three Sealers,” lines 7–8).
The OED cites this passage.
Swithering, adj: Perplexed or uncertain; hesitant.
“The Pope, the swithering Neutrals” (“The Holy War,” line 37).
Cited in the OED.
Thalamite and Thranite, n: A thalamite is an oarsman of the lower tier
of a trireme as the thranite is of the upper.
“The thranite now and thalamite are pressures low and high”
(“Poseidon’s Law,” line 21).
Cited by the OED s.v. “thranite.”
Torqued, adj: From torque, “a collar, necklace, bracelet or similar ornament consisting of a twisted narrow band or strip, usually of precious
metal, worn especially by the ancient Gauls and Britons”. OED
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“They’re shod, helmed and torqued with soft gold” (“Gow’s Watch,
IV, 4, following “The Prophet and His Country”; line 130 of the poem
as collected in Songs from Books).
Tyre, n: Name in India for curdled milk and cream beginning to sour.
“And did I break the barley-cake and steep it in the tyre?” (“The
Only Son,” line 13).
Versary, n: Periodic return.
“would ha’ sworn he’d foreseen it at the last versary of Venus”
(“From Lyden’s ‘Irenius’,” line 5, preceding “Mrs. Bathurst”; uncollected; Poems: Cambridge Edition). The word is not in the OED except
as an element in such words as “anniversary.”
Voe, n: A bay, creek, or inlet.
“From reef and rock and skerry – over headland, ness and voe – ”
(“The Coastwise Lights,” line 3).
Walty, adj: Unstable, unsteady; Durand, p. 105, has “Cranky, tottering
like a sprung spar.”
“When, walty from far voyage” (“The Song of Diego Valdez,” line
31).
The OED, which cites this line, derives the word from Cotton Mather,
Magnalia Christi Americana through Longfellow. Kipling knew both
sources. The word was changed to “weary” in Verse, Inclusive Edition,
1885–1918, 1919.
Warrigal, n: The wild dog of Australia, the dingo.
“Where the warrigal whimpers and bays through the dust of the sere
river- courses” (“The Song of the Dead,” line 4).
Whitehead, adj as n: A torpedo invented by Richard Whitehead.
“And he let the Whitehead go” (“The Egg-shell”, l. 16).
The OED cites an instance from A Fleet in Being, chapter 5: “Fancy a
Whitehead smitten on the nose by one little shell.”
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Witan, n: Anglo-Saxon council.
“Laws they made in the Witan – the laws of flaying and fine – ”
(“The King’s Task,” line 9).
Woundily, adv: Excessively, extremely, dreadfully.
“Once we frapped a ship, and she laboured woundily” (“The Last
Chantey,” line 32).
Wried, adj: Contorted.
“Wried, dried, and split and burst” (“The Derelict,” line 14).
The OED cites a sentence from “The Man Who Was,” (Life’s Handicap):
“his mouth was wried with agony.”
Yarak, n: Said of a hawk in condition for hunting (falconry). “Keen and
in good condition” (Durand, p. 323).
“I’d fly him with a make-hawk. He’s in yarak” (“Gow’s Watch,”
line 5).
In Poems, 1866–1929 and in the Sussex Edition “yarak” is changed to
“strength”.
Eight lines from “Gow’s Watch,” including line 5 with the word
“yarak,” are quoted at the beginning of ch. 10 of Kim, where they are
attributed to “Old Play.” The OED cites the excerpt in Kim for “yarak.”
Yelk, v: I find no sense that fits in the OED. Kipling’s use of it occurs
in a parody of Browning, but the word does not appear in Browning’s
poems.
Lucus a non. Luck did it. Yelk them in” ([“Your trough first –
aqua pura: quantum suff.”]; unpublished, line 12: Poems: Cambridge
Edition). Presumably a form of “yolk” is meant.
NOTES
1.

Michael Brown’s glossary on the Kipling Society webpage; Yule and Burnell’s
Hobson-Jobson; Ivor Lewis, Sahibs, Nabobs and Boxwallahs: A Dictionary of the
Words of Anglo-India; W.G. B. Maitland, “A Glossary of Hindustani Words to be
Found in Rudyard Kipling’s Works,” Kipling Journal, October, 1927.
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“Sussex Dialect Words,” Kipling Journal, April, 1931; September, 1931; December,
1931; March, 1932.
Roger Appleton, “Some Odd Words,” Kipling Journal, December, 1990, treats
Scots dialect only as it overlaps with Sussex dialect.
In a letter to Doubleday of 4–5 August 1913 Kipling writes: “But I have given a
promise to another man, and he is in progress of making a book which is going to
be extremely valuable to us all, of answers to leading questions in all the volumes.”
(Letters, IV, 196). On 25 October 1913 Kipling writes to Sir Herbert Stephen that
“there is a chap now laboriously preparing a full set of notes to my versified work
which will make you giggle” (Letters, IV, 206). From these remarks it appears that
Kipling approved of Durand’s work and had seen at least some of it.
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JEWISH JOKES IN RUDYARD KIPLING’S
‘THE TREASURE AND THE LAW’
by DANIEL KARLIN
[Daniel Karlin is Winterstoke Professor of English Literature at Bristol University. Ed.]

I begin with a joke told to me many years ago by my grandmother.
She spoke Yiddish and the punchline features the Yiddish word ‘yam’,
which means the sea, the ocean. Abie and Ruthie – those were always
the names of the married couple when such jokes were told in my
family – are on a cruise, and one day Ruthie comes up to Abie, looking
very worried, and says, ‘Abie, if you know where something is, is it
lost?’ ‘Are you kidding me?’ says Abie. ‘Of course it’s not lost. If you
know where it is, how can it be lost?’ ‘I’m so happy,’ says Ruthie. ‘For a
moment I thought you were going to be mad at me, but now everything
is going to be fine.’ ‘What are you talking about?’ says Abie. ‘Are you
completely meshugge?’ ‘It’s like this, Abie,’ says Ruthie. ‘You know
that diamond necklace you gave me for my birthday? Well, I was on the
sun deck at the back of the ship, and I took off the necklace to show to
Mrs Rothstein who is always boasting of how generous her husband is,
and the ship gave a big roll and I clutched at the railing and the necklace
jerked right out of my hand and fell overboard. But it’s not lost, Abie.
I know exactly where it is – it’s in yam.’ Imagine my surprise when I
found this joke again, in a story by Rudyard Kipling. Who knew?
‘The Treasure and the Law’ is the concluding story of Puck of
Pook’s Hill, published in 1906.1 The stories in the volume show two
children, Dan and Una, learning the history of England through magical
encounters with people from the past, who tell their stories under the
aegis of Puck, England’s genius loci. At the end of each story, Puck
‘magicks’ away the children’s memories, so that the knowledge they
acquire becomes, so to speak, part of their unconscious heritage. In one
of the earlier stories, ‘The Knights of the Joyous Venture’, the children
meet the Norman knight, Sir Richard, who tells them of how he and two
comrades brought back a treasure of gold from Africa and hid it in the
well of Pevensey Castle. If the children – or the readers of the story –
think about the fate of this treasure at all, they probably assume that it
will simply form part of the wealth of the family. But this ‘joyous’ gold
has a different, and darker destiny, and is ‘spent’ in a different cause.
‘The Treasure and the Law’ opens with Dan and Una sheltering in
the woods of their estate. It is mid-November, and they are listening
to the noise of a shooting-party taking place on their neighbour’s land.
They are joined by a Spanish-born Jew, Kadmiel, who lived in the time
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of King John, and by Puck. One of the members of the shooting-party,
we learn, is a gentrified Jew, the excitable and incompetent Mr Meyer,
who ‘will fire at rabbits’ and has recently ‘peppered’ a beater, whom he
compensated with a gold sovereign (p. 284). Kadmiel expresses incredulity that a Jew could wound a Christian and not be killed; but Puck
reminds him that ‘There is but one Law in Old England for Jew or
Christian – the Law that was signed at Runnymede’ (p. 285). And this
law, it turns out, is of Kadmiel’s making.
As a child, Kadmiel had been the ‘little Prince’ in his parents’ household in Moorish Spain, and it had been prophesied of him that he would
be a ‘Lawgiver to a People of a strange speech and a hard language’
(p. 289). Although trained as a physician, Kadmiel knows the power of
gold, the ‘wonderful underground river’ (p. 290) which the Jews control
and which decides the fate of nations.2 Eventually he finds his way to
England and works for Elias, one of the principal moneylenders of the
time, in Bury St Edmunds. It is crucial to the design of the story that
Kadmiel is not English, not even in the sense of being a Jew born in
England, like Elias’s wife Adah. He despises his adopted land: in ‘the
darkness and the cruelty of Bury’ he finds nothing but hatred born of
ignorance, and its outcome: ‘I saw men kill Jews there by the tower’
(p. 292). Yet this alien figure tells the story of how he fulfilled the
prophecy made at his birth by shaping a crucial clause of Magna Carta
and, indeed, indirectly forcing King John to sign the Charter itself.
As Kadmiel tells it, the dispute between King John and the barons
who oppose him is coming to a head, and the King needs money to
continue resisting the barons’ demands. Elias is prepared to lend John
money, despite the fact that this would mean prolonging his unjust rule.
Kadmiel, on the other hand, sides with the barons, not because they
are less cruel and rapacious than the King, but because the Charter
they are trying to force John to sign offers the only hope of improving
the lot of the people as a whole. He bribes the barons’ representative,
Stephen Langton (a future Archbishop of Canterbury) to make a small
but momentous alteration in the fortieth clause of the Charter, so that
it reads ‘To none’ – instead of ‘To no free man’ – ‘will we sell, refuse,
or deny right or justice’. In other words, he secures for England the
principle of equality before the law. (I am taking the story at its own
valuation; the historical accuracy of Kipling’s account is not the issue
here.) However, Kadmiel’s intervention will have no effect if King John
is able to raise the money he needs, since he will then refuse to sign
the Charter at all. It is a huge amount – ten thousand gold pieces – and
even Elias doesn’t have that much cash. However, he does know where
to lay his hands on it. Many years earlier, he had accidentally discovered the hiding-place in the well of Pevensey Castle of the gold which
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Sir Richard had brought back from Africa. It had not after all been
spent, and in fact had been forgotten when the well became disused.
But although Elias knows where the treasure is, he cannot remove it in
bulk; over the years he has managed to carry away only tiny amounts
on occasional visits to the castle. So far he has not dared to confide the
secret to anyone – especially a Christian – but now his grasping wife,
Adah is urging him to reveal the hiding-place of the treasure to the
King. Elias has been promised a place at court if he comes up with the
loan, and Adah is greedy and foolish enough to trust the King’s word.
Kadmiel sees which way the wind is blowing: Elias will give in to his
wife, John will get his hands on the treasure, and the Charter will not
be granted. Exalted by a sense of mission, Kadmiel goes to Pevensey,
and tricks the inhabitants of the castle into believing that he has brought
the Plague with him. They all flee, leaving him immured in the castle
for several days, during which time he digs up the gold, and loads it
into a small boat; when he has taken the whole hoard, he takes the boat
out to sea and throws the gold overboard. Like Moses, he has ‘sunk an
army with horsemen in the sea’ (p. 302) – the army that John could have
raised with the treasure. Without it the King is cornered: he is forced to
sign the Great Charter, complete with the amended clause that is one of
the foundation-stones of English liberty.
Kadmiel’s story is nearly done. But before he disappears, he tells
the joke I began with. Puck asks him what happened to Elias, who had
‘promised money to the King’ – money he was now unable to supply.
Kadmiel smiled grimly. ‘I sent him word from London that the Lord
was on my side. When he heard that the Plague had broken out in
Pevensey, and that a Jew had been thrust into the Castle to cure it, he
understood my word was true. He and Adah hurried to Lewes and
asked me for an accounting. He still looked on the gold as his own.
I told them where I had laid it, and I gave them full leave to pick it
up.’ (p. 302)
Or as Ruthie put it, I know exactly where it is – it’s in yam. This is
the funniest, though not the only joke in the story, and some of the
jokes are a lot grimmer. I will come to them in a moment, but first let
me conclude this synopsis. Kadmiel disappears, and the children make
their way home; their last meeting is with Old Hobden, the nativeborn peasant and reprobate old poacher, who is as much a guardian
spirit of England as Puck – and who benefits directly from Kadmiel’s
heroism, since even a serf cannot be subjected to arbitrary justice. But
Hobden knows nothing of Kadmiel, and the children, too, magicked
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into forgetfulness by Puck, return home singing Richard Corbet’s song
‘Farewell Rewards and Fairies’, a valediction to the book as a whole,
though one which also announces its sequel.
‘The Treasure and the Law’ is not much loved. Kipling himself
began it, in Something of Myself: after reflecting with satisfaction on
the ‘workmanship’ of ‘Dymchurch Flit’ (Puck of Pook’s Hill) and
‘Cold Iron’ (Rewards and Fairies), he remarked that ‘somehow “The
Treasure and the Law” always struck me as too heavy for its frame’.3
This comment is often cited as though it were all that needed to be said,
though it is a more enigmatic judgment than it seems. Since then only
a few critics have paid it any attention.4 It seems to have been thought
an ill-favoured tale, and is a kind of runt of the litter when you consider
how intensively most of the other Puck stories have been studied. Even
a critic as fine as Joyce Tompkins can’t bring herself to attend to it. She
cites the obligatory comment about the frame, and goes on:
As a child, I missed the presence of any attractive characters in
the tale, for the Jew Kadmiel, once he has ceased to be the ‘little
Prince’, is not attractive; and though, in a sense, I understood his
reason for drowning the treasure … I could not reach the passion
beneath his dry, bitter speech, or see the ironical fulfilment of his
destiny. I seldom read it.5
Tompkins is the most acute and generous-minded of critics, but she
is wrong about this story, wrong at least in averting her gaze. I would
like to bring it more into the light, by thinking about an aspect that
seems not to have been noticed before, its Jewish humour. For Bryan
Cheyette, focusing on Kipling’s ambivalent representation of the figure
of ‘the Jew’, the story’s ‘semitic discourse’ can be given a sinister twist,
but this ‘discourse’ does not include laughter, however bitter. Andrew
Hagiioannu, from a different critical perspective, places what he calls
this ‘sombre tale of Jewish heroism in the face of racial and religious
persecution’ against the background of the Aliens Act of 1905, and
comments that ‘As “Lawgiver to a People of strange speech and a hard
language”, Kadmiel enters the pantheon of Puckish, borderline heroes,
quietly serving a thankless people in the dark ages of “abominable”
England’.6 I respect this reading, but I don’t think ‘sombre’ is quite
right, just as Tompkins’s ‘dry, bitter speech’ misses something Puckish
in the sense of mischief and trickery. Kadmiel is given heroic stature,
both literally – he is a tall man, ‘so tall he was almost a giant’ (p. 284)
– and figuratively: the children catch a glimpse beneath his gown of
‘a square plate of gold, studded with jewels’ (p. 291), and as Suzanne
Rahn remarks this is ‘the breastplate of judgment described in Exodus
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28: 15–30, set with the twelve jewels that represent the twelve tribes . . .
Obscured by the darkness of prejudice and persecution is something
regal, powerful, sacred, and beautiful’.7 As against this, Sarah Wintle’s
account is compellingly bleak: Kadmiel is ‘not only like Moses but also
like the Wandering Jew, an exile from all normal, human ties. He is
without friends and his story is without love’.8 Again, this is true, but it
is also true that Kadmiel plays a tremendous practical joke on Elias (and
on King John), and does so by a stratagem worthy of Mowgli or Stalky:
if he is Aaron the High Priest he is also the trickster and shape-changer
of ancient folk tale.
Kadmiel is also, in himself, a literary joke. Several critics have
observed that he derives from, yet inverts and subverts, the figure of
Shylock, and, even more significantly, of Isaac, the cringing, whining,
hapless moneylender in Walter Scott’s Ivanhoe. As Rahn puts it, ‘this
Jewish moneylender uses his power wisely and selflessly, advancing
the cause of justice for all – by making sure that the money will not
be lent’.9 The joke, then, is on Scott, but it is a joke that also targets
his meliorist vision of an England forged by the marriage (first forced,
then willing) between Saxon and Norman – an England in which the
Jew remained radically unassimilable. For Kipling, the savagery that
underlies civilization is still present in the modern era. Modern progress
allows ‘young Mr Meyer’ to disport himself as an English gentleman,
to slaughter pheasants rather than peasants, and not to be slaughtered
himself when he mistakes one for the other.10 Kadmiel’s entrance in
‘The Treasure and the Law’ is announced by an off-stage laugh at these
goings-on. The children have two of the ‘village beagles’ with them
(p. 283) and the dogs start a fox, who heads for woodland where pheasants are ‘sheltering from a big beat across the valley’. The frightened
pheasants rise up:
Then the cruel guns began again, and they grabbed the beagles lest
they should stray and get hurt.
‘I wouldn’t be a pheasant – in November – for a lot,’ said Dan, as
he caught Folly by the neck. ‘Why did you laugh that horrid way?’
‘I didn’t,’ said Una, sitting on Flora, the fat lady-dog. ‘Oh, look!
The silly birds are going back to their own woods, instead of ours,
where they would be safe.’
‘Safe till it pleased you to kill them.’ An old man, so tall he
was almost a giant, stepped from behind the clump of hollies by
Volaterrae. (pp. 283–4)11
It is Kadmiel’s horrid laugh that Dan heard; he relishes the allegory of
human folly which the pheasants have just performed; he doesn’t have
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a high opinion of human nature generally. Most of Kadmiel’s humour
has this sardonic flavour. When Puck tells Dan and Una that he lived
during the reign of King John, when ‘his people were badly treated’,
the children instinctively stare at his mouth ‘to see if his teeth were all
there’:
It stuck in their lesson-memory that King John used to pull out Jews’
teeth to make them lend him money.
Kadmiel understood the look and smiled bitterly.
‘No. Your King never drew my teeth: I think, perhaps, I drew
his.’ (p. 289)
The teeth-pulling lesson is a literary as well as historical one; it occurs
in Ivanhoe, and was a commonplace of Victorian discourse; it is supposedly based on the treatment of Abraham of Bristol, who in 1210 refused
to pay the ‘tallage’ levied by King John on wealthy Jews. Kipling may
have known Thomas Carlyle’s suggestion, recorded in Froude’s biography, that Baron Rothschild be treated in the same way – only with
a milder form of torture. It is characteristic of Kipling’s elliptical art
that Kadmiel’s jokes should have this wide, but tacit reach. Another
example reflects on marriage, the context of my Abie-and-Ruthie joke,
and also of the joke that Kadmiel enjoys at the expense of Elias and
Adah:
They quarrelled, and they wept at the evening meal, and late in the
night came one Langton – a priest, almost learned – to borrow more
money for the Barons. Elias and Adah went to their chamber.’
Kadmiel laughed scornfully in his beard. (p. 296)
He is laughing at their self-absorbed wrangling, but also at their failure
to recognize the numinous when it comes to their door, as God comes
to Abraham and Sarah in Genesis 18. The quotation as just given is
incomplete; it needs to be understood in the light of what follows:
Kadmiel laughed scornfully in his beard. The shots across the valley
stopped as the shooting-party changed their ground for the last time.
‘So it was I, not Elias,’ he went on quietly, ‘that made terms with
Langton touching the fortieth of the New Laws.’
The guns falling silent, and Kadmiel’s own quiet tone, mark this
moment out as sacred, but it is bracketed by the profane squabble of
the married couple, by which a henpecked husband may sacrifice a
whole nation:
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‘I heard Elias and Adah above stairs quarrel, and, knowing the
woman was the stronger, I saw that Elias would tell the King of
the gold and that the King would continue in his stubbornness.
Therefore I saw that the gold must be put away from the reach of
any man.’(p. 296)
Kadmiel’s action saves the future of England, and like a great artist he
is proud of what he has accomplished:
‘That was my work,’ he cried, triumphantly, to Puck, ‘Spirit of Earth,
bear witness that was my work!’ He shot up to his full towering
height, and his words rang like a trumpet. (p. 286)
But like a great artist, too, Kadmiel is solitary and embittered. He has
a catchphrase throughout the story, ‘Why not?’, which can register
shades of feeling from comic ruefulness to pitiless contempt, but which
always connotes distance, the standing apart from received ideas and
patterns of conduct. On his own race: ‘We Jews are always looking
for the Prince and Lawgiver to come. Why not?’ (p. 289). On the
consequences of King John’s rapacity: ‘God had deprived him of all
understanding, and had multiplied pestilence, and famine, and despair
upon the people. Therefore his people turned against us Jews, who are
all people’s dogs. Why not?’ (p. 290). On his profession: ‘My trade was
that of a physician. When I had learned it in Spain I went to the East to
find my Kingdom. Why not?’ (p. 291). On Adah’s assimilationist delusion: ‘She had hoped to stand beside the Queen’s Christian tiring-maids
at Court when the King should give them that place at Court which
he had promised. Why not?’ (p. 295). On Stephen Langton’s pious
venality, after he takes the bribe to change the clause in the Charter:
‘Then he went out stealthily, as men do who deal with Israel by night. I
think he spent my gift upon his altar. Why not?’ (p. 296). On the gold at
Pevensey, which is of a kind unfamiliar to him: ‘Perhaps it was the very
gold of Parvaim.12 Eh, why not?’ (p. 301). Finally, when Puck asks him,
‘Did you see the signing of the Law at Runnymede?’ he replies: ‘Nay.
Who am I to meddle with things too high for me? I returned to Bury,
and lent money on the autumn crops. Why not?’ (p. 303). The accumulation of these instances constructs the alienated figure who goes alone
to Pevensey, and whose action is deliberately designed by Kipling to
negate the ‘joyous venture’, marked by loyalty, affection, and comradeship, by which the treasure reached Pevensey in the first place. This,
too, is made the subject of a jest. Kadmiel tells how he was, figuratively,
excreted from the Castle:
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‘I went out by the little gate where the Castle’s refuse is thrown. I
dared not hoist sail lest men should see me; but the Lord commanded
the tide to bear me carefully, and I was far from land before the
morning.’
‘Weren’t you afraid?’ said Una.
‘Why? There were no Christians in the boat.’ (p. 301)13
The force of this joke depends on the reader recalling that when the
gold arrived there were Christians in the boat – honourable, brave
Christians. Kadmiel’s irony is corrosive, but it also signals his essential loneliness. In this, as in other aspects of his character – his hidden
power, the spellbinding quality of his voice – he reminds us of the artist
who created him.
NOTES
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All quotations are taken from the first English edition (London: Macmillan, 1906)
in a reprinted edition dated 1922.
This is the subject of the poem that prefaces the story, ‘The Fifth River’.
Something of Myself (London: Macmillan, 1937), p. 189.
The best modern critical account is by Sarah Wintle, in her introduction to the
Penguin Classics edition of Puck of Pook’s Hill (Harmondsworth: Penguin Books,
1987), pp. 26–30 and 33–34. See also Bryan Cheyette, Constructions of “the Jew”
in English Literature and Society: Racial Representations, 1875–1945 (Cambridge:
Cambridge University Press, 1993); Andrew Hagiioannu, The Man Who Would Be
Kipling (Basingstoke: Palgrave Macmillan, 2003); Suzanne Rahn, ‘“Like a Star
Through Flying Snow”: Jewish Characters, Visible and Invisible’, The Lion and the
Unicorn 27.3 (September 2003), pp. 309–11.
J. M. S. Tompkins, The Art of Rudyard Kipling (London: Methuen, 1959), p. 82.
Hagiioannu, p. 176.
Rahn, p. 311.
Wintle, p. 33.
Rahn, p. 309.
The humorous ‘erratum’, ‘For pheasant read peasant throughout’, occurs in W.
C. Sellar and R. J. Yeatman, 1066 and All That (London: Methuen, 1930). Sarah
Wintle points out that the colour of Mr Meyer’s ‘new yellow gaiters’ (p. 302) is an
old badge of racial difference, mentioned in Ivanhoe (Wintle, p. 28).
‘Volaterrae’ is ‘an old hollow beech-stub on the west of the wood’, mentioned in an
earlier story in Puck of Pook’s Hill, ‘A Centurion of the Thirtieth’ (p. 141); its name
derives from a passage in ‘Horatius’ (ll. 26–9), one of Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient
Rome.
Parvaim: unknown country from which came the gold for Solomon’s temple. ‘And
he garnished the house with precious stones for beauty; and the gold was gold of
Parvaim’ (II Chronicles: 3: 6). Janet Montefiore has pointed out to me that the
phrase which follows, ‘Eh, why not?’ is the only one to carry an emotional modifier; the ‘Eh’ is like a sigh.
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Sarah Wintle comments that the tidal well itself, where the gold was originally
hidden, would have been a privy, and notes the ‘coincidence of this fact with Freud’s
observation, in his 1908 paper, “Character and Anal Eroticism”, of the symbolic
relation of faeces and treasure or money’ (Wintle, pp. 29–30).
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LET THEM PUBLISH AND BE DAMNED
by BERNARD LEVIN
[The late Bernard Levin (1928–2004) was a a distinguished and prolific journalist.
Between 1970 and 1997, he wrote a frequent column for The Times. The essay below is
abridged from a 1973 piece about the media’s response to gossipy trivialities. Ed.]

It seems that, by thorough and speedy action, the Daily Mail managed
to track down, and to buy for ready money, photographs of Mr and Mrs
Levy on their wedding-day. Kipling sets the scene:
’E was warned agin ’er –
That’s what made ’im look;
She was warned agin ’im –
That is why she took.
Wouldn’t ’ear no reason,
Went and done it blind;
We know all about ’em,
They’ve got all to find!
Now the Daily Mail, having spent time and treasure on these vital
documents, published them. The bride holds a bouquet, the groom has
confetti in his hair:
Now it’s done an’ over,
’Ear the organ squeak,
“Voice that breathed o’er Eden” –
Ain’t she got the cheek!
White an’ laylock ribbons,
Think yourself so fine!
I’d pray Gawd to take yer
’Fore I made yer mine!
This amazing, unprecedented, heroic achievement by the Mail, which
must have had the nation’s breakfast-tables in convulsions of excitement (“See, see, Mabel, the Daily Mail has secured photographs of the
Levys on their wedding-day, whereas the Daily Express has failed to do
so! Is this not what Sir John Betjeman would call a ‘scoop’!”), had the
Express in convulsions of something else. The editorial executive there
who had been in charge of the search for the earth-shaking photographs,
and on whom was thought to lie the responsibility for allowing the Mail
to win the vital race, was instantly sacked. Such, he may have reflected
as he took his hat, is the power of the printed picture:
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Escort to the kerridge,
Wish ’im luck, the brute!
Chuck the slippers after –
(Pity ’tain’t a boot!)
Bowin’ like a lady,
Blushin’ like a lad –
’Oo would say to see ’em
Both is rotten bad?
Now I simply do not know whether the readers, or potential readers,
of a particular newspaper are or are not impressed by the fact that it
has managed to secure, in the face of intense rivalry from a similar
newspaper, wedding-day photographs of a prostitute and her pimp, and
correspondingly unimpressed by the failure of the rival sheet. But since
I am here to give my own opinions, rather than those of other people,
I will answer for myself; when I learned of the epic struggle between
the two sides of Fleet Street, I caught a whiff of mothballs, a memory
of bodies in trunks at Brighton Railway Station, an echo from a faded,
sepia-tinted past, and I remembered the great days of all those newspapers like the Sunday Dispatch and the Sunday Referee, and the Daily
Sketch, and the Daily Herald, which also staged great battles with their
rivals, some even giving away encyclopaedias or complete sets of the
works of Dickens, yet somehow, amid all the excitement, failing to
notice the hands of the clock going round.
But a further reflection is prompted by this business. It is possible –
indeed I think it is very likely – that future ages, examining the conduct
and attitudes of this one, will find it odd that in 1973 men could be
employed to rush about London in search of photographs, and that
other men could lose their employment altogether for failing to do such
rushing with sufficient vigour and enterprise, the photographs in question being of prostitutes and prostitutes’ mates on the day they tied, as
the saying used to go, the nuptial knot:
See the Chaplain thinkin’?
See the women smile?
Twig the married winkin’
As they take the aisle?
Keep your side-arms quiet,
Dressin’ by the band.
Ho! You ’oly beggars,
Cough be’ind your ’and!
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If future ages do take the view that such behaviour on the part of our
society was indeed odd, I cannot help feeling that future ages will be
right….Men have succumbed to their lusts throughout history; but only
in this age have they thought it proper to spend time, energy and money,
in varying but substantial quantities, to secure photographs of women
who perform sexual services for cash down.
Blake was of the opinion that the harlot’s cry from street to street
would weave old England’s winding-sheet, and I am just about beginning to suspect that he might have been right. Whoring after strange
gods is one thing; but gadding after strange whores is another, whether
the whores are made of flesh or money…
Let us return for a last look – since all the world loves a lover, and
marriages are made in heaven – at the pictures of Mr and Mrs Levy on
the happy day:
Cheer for the Sergeant’s weddin’ –
Give ’em one cheer more!
Grey gun-’orses in the lando,
An’ a rogue is married to a whore!
Bernard Levin, The Times 7 June 1973. Reprinted by permission of Times Newspapers
Ltd.
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TROUBLE IN UTOPIA: ‘WITH THE NIGHT
MAIL’AND ‘AS EASY AS A.B.C.’
by PETER LAWSON
[Dr Peter Lawson lectures in English Literature at The Open University. Ed.]

Science under the guiding hand of its British imperial masters is usually
presented in Kipling’s short stories (for example, ‘.007’ [1898], ‘The
Ship That Found Itself’ [1898] and Wireless’ [1902]) as progressive and
benign. Coupled with the virtues hymned by Chief Engineer McAndrew
– ‘Law, Orrder, Duty an’ Restraint, Obedience, Discipline!’1 – Kipling’s
science seems to offer the prospect of a British imperialistic utopia
on a global level, resembling the world of the fishermen in Captains
Courageous, ‘a small utopia of hard work, mutual respect and kindness
without softness’.2 Such a vision is illustrated in ‘With the Night Mail’
(1905), the first of Kipling’s two science fiction stories about the Aerial
Board of Control, the global committee responsible for communication
and transport throughout the world.
By contrast ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ (1912), Kipling’s second story about
the Aerial Board of Control, appears to challenge such a utopia. Rather
than simply championing technological mastery of the skies, ‘As Easy
as A.B.C.’ depicts the socio-political consequences of a ‘semi-elected,
semi-nominated’3 technocracy. Set in 2065, it presents the reader with
a utopia gone wrong: in effect, a dystopian world where democracy,
political activism, art and self-expression have all been suppressed
in the interests of ‘civilization’. ‘With the Night Mail’ is placed just
after ‘The Mother Hive’ in Actions and Reactions (1909); as Daniel
Karlin has pointed out, both fables ‘are forecasts of the future, in one …
democracy brings about the end of civilisation; in the other, civilisation
has brought about the end of democracy’.4 ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ opens
A Diversity of Creatures (1917), striking an ominous note of warning
for the stories which follow in this First World War collection. While
‘With the Night Mail’ has air travel unite ‘our tolerant, humorous, lazy
little planet’ (AR p.135), ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ presents something closer
to a dystopian vision of a world where people willingly submit to totalitarian control.
Now, it may seem strange to consider Kipling as a science fiction
writer at all. We have no problem recognising Kipling’s near-contemporaries Jules Verne (1828–1905) and H.G. Wells (1866–1946) as
science fiction writers; indeed, Fredric Jameson notes that science
fiction is ‘conventionally assigned an inaugural date of 1895 – Wells’
Time Machine’,5 but Kipling is rarely mentioned in studies of the genre.

March 2015

KIPLING JOURNAL

43

Similarly, studies of dystopian and utopian fiction tend to keep quiet
about Kipling, who is not mentioned in either M. Keith Booker’s
The Dystopian Impulse in Modern Literature (1994) or Matthew
Beaumont’s more recent The Spectre of Utopia (2007). Yet Fred Lerner
may well be right to claim that it is ‘Rudyard Kipling (1865–1936) who
has exerted the most lasting influence on modern science fiction’.6 In
this article, I show that that Kipling has written two remarkable pieces
of utopian and dystopian science fiction in ‘With the Night Mail’ and
‘As Easy as A.B.C.’.
To be sure, it is worth reminding ourselves of the relationship
between science fiction and utopian writing. Matthew Beaumont neatly
summarises how these genres might be said to overlap: ‘The social
vision characteristic of utopian fiction, like that of science fiction,
is the imaginative product of an epoch in which it is at least technically possible to conceptualize society, for all its contradictions, as a
totality.’7 Jan Montefiore notes that ‘With the Night Mail’ ‘offers the
thrill of mastery of the environment, the ability of humans to exert their
will over brute nature, almost to be godlike’. Such ‘godlike’ power links
science fiction, with its ‘utopian version of technology’,8 to the far older
utopian genre whose founding text is Thomas More’s Utopia (1517).
Both ‘With the Night Mail’ and ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ have utopian
characteristics which would be familiar to readers of Kipling’s contemporary H.G. Wells. In Wells’ A Modern Utopia (1905), as in Kipling’s
stories, Utopia is a World State with a ruling elite; science and technology are central to its success, and culture is intrinsically kinetic
rather than static.9 ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ features as its epigraph a quotation from the earlier twinned story ‘With the Night Mail’:
The Aërial Board of Control – the A.B.C…that semi-elected, seminominated body of a few score persons of both sexes, controls
this planet. ‘Transportation is Civilization’, our motto runs.
Theoretically, we do what we please so long as we do not interfere
with the traffic and all it implies. (AR pp.135–6, DC p.1)
As we shall see, the words ‘we do what we please so long as we do not
interfere with the traffic and all it implies’ contain a sting in the tail.
Interference with ‘traffic and all it implies’ will not be tolerated in a
technocratic utopia. This means that such a utopia may rapidly acquire
dystopian social, cultural and political characteristics.
Of course, Wells was not the sole spur to Kipling’s ‘strange ride’
into science fiction and utopian/dystopian writing. Angus Wilson
suggests that ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ was ‘written probably in 1907’,10 and
argues convincingly that the story is in part a response to the Liberal
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Government headed by Lloyd George, which won a landslide election
in 1906. Bryan Cheyette explains what Kipling loathed about Lloyd
George’s Government: ‘Home Rule for Ireland, welfare reform, trade
unionism, the Suffragettes and reform of the House of Lords’.11 He might
have added ‘democracy’ to this list. J.M.S. Tompkins is surely right to
discern an ‘at times really savage, anti-democratic note’12 in Kipling’s
second science fiction fable, ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’. Conversely, ‘With
the Night Mail’, first published in November 1905,13 was written before
the Liberal Government’s election victory. Consequently, Kipling’s first
science fiction story depicts a global utopia at ease with social, cultural
and political matters:
Practically, the A.B.C. confirms or annuls all international arrangements and, to judge from its last report, finds our tolerant, humorous,
lazy little planet only too ready to shift the whole burden of public
administration on its shoulders. (AR p.136, DC p.1)
Here the planet’s population, ‘tolerant, humorous’ and ‘lazy’, is quite
happy to trust world government to the Aerial Board of Control.
‘With the Night Mail’ is presented as a journalistic description of
a London-Quebec mail airship; a sort of Sunday supplement piece
addressed to readers from the future. In Actions and Reactions, the year
is 2000; in McClure’s Magazine (1905), where it first appeared, the year
is 2025.14 In both versions, ‘With the Night Mail’ is followed by 25
pages, almost as long as the story itself, of imaginary material from the
future (AR pp.143–67). There is an Aerial Board of Control bulletin
with Letters to the Editor and answers, and much other material. A sixpage ‘Review’ of ‘The Life of Xavier Lavalle’ describes the imaginary
biography of an aeronautical engineer (pp.153–8), and the A.B.C.’s
weekly bulletin features a detailed list of that week’s six wrecked
airships and nine missing aircraft (pp.144–5). These are evidently
frequent occurrences. (In the story, we see Mail Boat No. 162 arranging
a dangerous rescue for the hapless crew of a damaged and sinking
‘twin-screw tramp’ aircraft at ‘3,000 feet’ above the Atlantic Ocean,
into which the emptied vessel drops after being routinely ‘pithed’ by
No. 162’s iron [AR pp.125–7].) More cheerfully, there are eight pages
of advertisements for aircrafts and spare parts, offered at 1905 prices,
such as ‘wireless installations, syntonised to A.B.C. requirements, in
neat mahogany case, hundred mile range’ at £3. 3s. 0d (AR p.166).
The detailed list of wrecks and accidents indicates that the planet may
be politically peaceful, but remains perilous for its guardians. Unlike
the world of ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’, physical danger has not yet been
consigned to the past.
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Throughout ‘With the Night Mail’, humanistic freedom, love and
creativity appear to be incorporated into the operation of the huge
airships which transport people and products across the globe. Thus
‘George may not have Captain Purnall’s catlike swiftness, but he is all
an artist to the tips of the broad fingers that play on the shunt-tops.
The delicious flight-curves come away on the tape with never a waver’
(AR p.136, my italics). When the airships dock, they are received ‘with
passionate appeal’ by ‘great tower arms flung open’; when they are
launched, they depart like ‘unworthy lovers’ (AR p.142). Thus, science
is allied with love and creativity to humanise it; for example, in the
description of the technology which drives the airship:
A junior engineer with tinted spectacles watches the [Fleury’s] Ray
intently. It is the very heart of the machine – a mystery to this day.
Even Fleury who begat it and, unlike Magniac, died a multi-millionaire, could not explain how the restless little imp shuddering in the
U-tube can, in the fractional fraction of a second, strike the furious
blast of gas into a chill grayish-green liquid that drains (you can
hear it trickle) from the far end of the vacuum through the eductionpipes and the mains back to the bilges . (AR p.120)
Here science is a ‘mystery’, and the machine has a ‘heart’. This is
utopian science fiction allied to romanticism. ‘With the Night Mail’
deploys discourses of humanistic artistry (the ‘mystery’ of the ‘artist’)
and romantic love (the ‘passionate appeal’ of ‘lovers’) to advocate a
utopian science and politics. In effect, the utopia of ‘With the Night
Mail’ is a global expansion of the British Empire which confidently
plans to control ‘our tolerant, humorous, lazy little planet’ well into the
future.
Contextualising the story within its technological moment is worthwhile. ‘With the Night Mail’ reflects the excitement following the Wright
brothers’ first flight in December 1903. Other famous flight innovators
include Ferdinand von Zeppelin, with his first successful dirigible in
1900, and Samuel Pierpont Langley, whom Kipling met in America and
praised in his autobiography Something of Myself (1937).15 Moreover,
in 1910 Kipling encouraged ‘an old India acquaintance, Major Charles
Massy, to join Lord Montagu in setting up the Aerial League of the
British Empire, a winged equivalent of the Navy League’.16 Kipling
took flight seriously, particularly for its military potential. He was
not the first to write fiction about flying, and several near-contemporaries were similarly intrigued by aviation possibilities, among them
Jules Verne (Robur-le-conquérant, 1886) and H.G. Wells (When the
Sleeper Wakes, 1899).17 However, ‘With the Night Mail’ is different
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in that it presents a completely confident future vision of the world. It
is also prescient in anticipating radio, air traffic control and a technocratically-inflected politics. Indeed, the managerial technicians of the
Aerial Board of Control resemble H.G. Wells’ governing ‘Samurai’ in
A Modern Utopia, also published in 1905. Like Wells’ story, Kipling’s
depicts the utopian apogee of a global social and political order.
Set further in the future, ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ (published in A
Diversity of Creatures [1917]), is a far darker narrative with distinctly
dystopian connotations. Kipling presents a world where political gatherings have been prohibited and concomitantly become taboo among
the world’s population. Despite this prohibition, an illegal grouping ‘of
ten or twelve men and women’ (DC p.25) has gathered in Chicago. The
protesters are demanding the right to a democratic vote. Consequently,
an anti-democratic crowd has gathered and unveiled an old statue
relating to the long defunct days of the populist will. Known as ‘The
Nigger in Flames’ (DC p.4), it is inscribed ‘To the Eternal memory
of the Justice of the People’ (DC p.32) Clearly, this is a deeply ironic
narratological comment on the lynching of African Americans and such
‘democratic’ concepts of ‘Justice’. When the protesters are arrested, the
statue is destroyed: ‘“I think you had better wipe out the Statue as well,
Mr Mayor,” said De Forest. “I don’t question its merits as a work of
art, but I believe it’s a shade morbid”’ (DC p.32). Art and politics, with
their explicitly racist associations here, are censored, controlled and
suppressed by the totalitarian Aerial Board of Control in the interests of
global peace. Kipling’s own work of art, this anti-democratic utopian
story, similarly becomes ‘a shade morbid’ as it edges towards dystopia.
To pacify the Chicago crowds which had gathered to lynch the
protesters, the A.B.C is sanctioned to attack them from its airships.
There are no bombs. Indeed, ‘war’ no longer officially exists; like
‘progress’, the term is irrelevant in Utopia (DC pp.3, 4). Instead, there’s
a blinding and deafening display from ‘the A.B.C. Fleet’ of 250 airships
(DC p.13), which terrorises the crowds and leaves them screaming for
mercy:
‘Full power, please, for another twelve seconds.’ The firmament, as
far as eye could reach, stood on pillars of white fire. One fell on the
glowing square at Chicago, and turned it black…The lights switched
off, and the darkness stunned like an avalanche. (DC pp.13–14)
Then the deafening torture begins:
No lights broke forth, but the hollow of the skies made herself the
mouth for one note that touched the raw fibre of the brain. Men hear
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such sounds in delirium…Certain notes – one learnt to expect them
with terror – cut through one’s marrow, but, after three minutes,
thought and emotion passed in indescribable agony. (DC pp.14–15)
The unnamed narrator, who acts ‘as the Board’s Official Reporter’,
continues:
I had collapsed before Dragomiroff, broken and snivelling feebly,
because I had been delivered before my time to all the terrors of
Judgement Day… ‘It is Hell – Hell,’ cried Dragomiroff, and sobbed
aloud. (DC p.16)
This apocalyptic display of shock-and-awe crowd-control achieves
its desired effect. When the aircrew alight from their ship, they find
themselves ‘knee-deep in a grovelling crowd, some crying that they
were blind, others beseeching us not to make any more noises, but the
greater part writhing face downwards, their hands or their caps before
their eyes’ (DC p.17). In this future world, Kipling’s cardinal virtues
of courage and discipline still exist among the official guardians, but
have withered away among ordinary people because there is no longer
any need for them. Under the absolute control of the A.B.C., with its
monopoly of violence, the population has become ‘soft’ (DC p.36),
pathetically ‘grovelling’, ‘crying’, ‘beseeching’, and ‘writhing’.
Ultimately, the citizens of Chicago are grateful to their masters.
What people want in 2065 is safety and ‘privacy’ (DC p.21) at the
expense of democratic freedom and cultural creativity. There are no
newspapers in Chicago, as ‘news sooner or later developed into…invasion of privacy’ (DC p.4). Accompanying this demise of news is a rise
in rumour, with mass panic spreading when ‘ten or twelve’ would-be
democrats try to communicate with a crowd. According to Chicago’s
Health Officer, Mulligan (DC p.20), ‘Transportation is Civilization.
Democracy is Disease’. (So, he would not be voting for Home Rule in
Ireland.) What people think is that ‘Anything’s better than a crowd.’ As
the Mayor of Chicago explains: ‘You can’t do anything with folk who
can go where they please, and don’t want anything on God’s earth except
their own way. There isn’t a kick or a kicker left on the Planet’ (DC
p.22). Apart from the few dissenters in Chicago, everyone in this antidemocratic world has been scared into seclusion and selfishness. For
example, we witness one Illinois farmer’s daughter treating the A.B.C.
as hostile intruders when they stop on her land to request directions for
Chicago. She first paralyses them with an electric ‘ground-circuit’ and
next launches an attack with a remotely controlled ‘five-plough cultivator, blades in air like so many teeth’ (DC pp.7–9). Everybody suffers
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from ‘nerves’ and ‘agoraphobia’ (DC pp.5–6, 33–4). The birth-rate in
this dystopian world is ‘too low’ (p.5), and going down. Though most
of the Chicago crowd disperses after the A.B.C. arrives, a hard core of
hostile people remains, including a mother so fearful of the revival of
the old ways that she tries to kill herself in order to inflame her companions into attacking the democratic ‘Serviles’ and their families. In the
ensuing dialogue between the A.B.C. officials Arnott and Takahira,
Arnott remarks: ‘If that woman had killed herself they would have
killed every Servile and everything related to a Servile throughout the
district by nightfall.’ Takahira agrees: ‘That was what she was playing
for’ (DC p.24). Dragomiroff has baldly summarised the situation: ‘For
a long time we have said to Almighty God, “Thank You, Sir, but we
do not much like Your game of life, so we will not play”’ (DC p.5). In
effect, Kipling’s utopian global order has led inexorably to an anti-‘life’
dystopia.
Women play a key role in differentiating the happy people of ‘With
the Night Mail’ from the neurotically selfish denizens of ‘As Easy as
A.B.C.’. Although the A.B.C. is described as a ‘semi-elected, seminominated body of a few score persons of both sexes’ (AR p.135),
women do not feature in the all-male world of the former, except as
domesticated daughters and possible romantic partners such as ‘the
maiden of the photograph on the shelf’ with whom ‘young Williams’
is asked ‘to tea on Friday’ (AR p.142). By contrast, women are prominent in ‘As Easy as A.B.C.’, and are depicted as violent, hysterical and
dishonest. The Illinois farmer’s daughter uses force against A.B.C. crew
members; the suicidal Chicago woman attempts to provoke a lynching
of the ‘Serviles’, and the ‘natural liars’ who are rescued by the A.B.C.
officials falsely accuse them of giving them food ‘without fingerbowls…“But look here,” said Arnott aghast; “they’re saying what isn’t
true”’ (DC p.38). It is surely significant that the most vociferous of the
‘Serviles’ are ‘two women and a man’ (DC p.39). Ideologically opposed
to feminism and women’s suffrage, Kipling presents a fatally feminised
democratic politics. Since private life has become the sole option for
everyone except the rulers in this dystopian world, women who control
the domestic sphere have generally gained greater power, with deleterious consequences.
After the small band of protesters has been arrested, the people of
Chicago demand that they be deported: ‘We’ve finished with Crowds!
We aren’t going back to the Old Days! Take us over! Take the Serviles
away! Administer direct or we’ll kill ’em! Down with The People!’ (DC
p.24). Paradoxically, it is the protesters who are castigated as ‘Serviles’;
and the people of Chicago who make the demand that ‘The People’ be
abolished as a force for democracy. As soon as the ‘assembly’ realizes
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‘that it was a crowd we saw the shiver of horror and mutual repulsion
shoot across it’. In ‘less than fifteen minutes most of the vast multitude
– three thousand at the lowest count – melted away like frost on south
eaves’ (DC p. 25). ‘The People’ in 2065 is self-fearing, self-hating and
self-defeating. What it desires is servility: to be continually controlled
as, precisely, ‘Serviles’. In this brave new world, ‘all curiosity among
mankind’ (DC p.1) has been suppressed. Angus Wilson is surely right
to note the ‘inestimable loss’ Kipling perceives in such a morbid
utopia-turned-dystopia.18
The rebels in Chicago are judged be a pathetic anachronism. In a
world of fear and atomization, ‘they huddled together in actual touch’.
Their claim that ‘our Planet lay sunk in slavery beneath the heel of the
Aerial Board of Control’ (DC p.26) is dismissed as spurious. Like a
Marxist quoting The Communist Manifesto, one political agitator has
urged the populace ‘to arise in our might, burst our prison doors and
break our fetters’. The patronizing narrator, who also dispenses propaganda as the A.B.C’s ‘Official Reporter’, merely notes how ‘medieval’
were ‘all his metaphors’ (DC pp.25–6). Another character, Pirolo,
remarks that ‘they will become extinct in process of time’ (DC p.35).
For the moment, political activists remain ‘an untouched primitive
community, with all the old ideas’ (DC p.37). A ‘process of time’, of
social Darwinism, will eventually render such protesters ‘extinct’.
So what is the fate of democrats and activists in Kipling’s story?
Well, they finish on the equivalent of reality TV: they join the society
of the spectacle (to borrow Guy Debord’s term from his Internationale
Situationniste essay).19 Their strange habit of ‘voting’ with ‘props’ such
as ‘papers and ballot-box things’, indeed the whole ‘voting trick’ (DC p.
37), is conceived as hilarious entertainment for London’s theatre-goers.
The activists’ political reality is transmogrified into a series of gestures
and props – an ‘Act’ – for a passive and atomized audience in London’s
‘Earl’s Court’ (DC p.26). From radical protesters against totalitarian
control, these activists metamorphose into a theatrical ‘company’:
commodified and banalised for the public’s ‘soft and united’ consumeristic gaze.20
It is no coincidence that Kipling introduces Jewish characters at
this point. As Bryan Cheyette has pointed out, the theatrical impresarios Vincent and Gerolstein, together with the music hall composer
Mosenthal, ‘provide an essential safety valve in preventing the return of
repressed violence from getting out of hand’.21 Such Jews – not untypically in Kipling’s later stories – also signify the values of a ‘deboshed
[debauched] civilisation’ (DC p.39).
‘As Easy as A.B.C.’ concludes with a science fiction dirigible
bearing the activists towards London: ‘her ring of girdling Main-Traffic
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lights – those eight fixed beams at Chatham, Redhill, Dorking, Woking,
St Albans, Chipping Ongar and Southend’. The story ends on a note of
despair at what these traffic lights reveal: ‘the silence, the size, and the
separated houses’ of the metropolis viewed from the air. As the Chicago
activists look down at London, ‘some began to weep aloud, shamelessly – always without shame’ (DC pp.41–2). That the final word of the
story is ‘shame’ sustains its ambiguity to the very last moment. Is the
global system of 2065 shameful – with ‘shame’ – because totalitarian
and servile? Are the activists right to be ‘without shame’ since they
are the last dignified people on the planet, the last to value democratic
freedom and cultural creativity; in effect, the last recognizably human
beings – ‘An old world in miniature’ (DC p.37), as De Forest of the
Board puts it?
Only the story does not end quite here. It finishes with the coda of
‘MacDonough’s Song’, which has been sung by the anti-Servile lynch
mob in Chicago. Like the prose preceding it, ‘MacDonough’s Song’ is
staunchly anti-democratic:
Once there was The People – Terror gave it birth;
Once there was The People and it made a Hell of Earth.
Earth arose and crushed it. Listen, O ye slain!
Once there was The People – it shall never be again!

(DC p.45)

This poem is deeply ambivalent in its call for a world without democracy (‘The People’). If ‘War’ is to be avoided, then the ‘People’s Will’
must be destroyed by war: ‘Have no truck with the senseless thing./
Order the guns and kill!’ (DC p.44). This is violence such as we have
witnessed in the prose story, with its grim reverberations. We have also
seen that the A.B.C. does not kill; it simply tortures the Chicago crowd,
and thus reveals its intrinsic hypocrisy. The implicit despair of the story
is echoed in this dark poem: ‘If it be wiser to kill mankind/ Before or
after the birth –/ These are matters of high concern’ (p.43). Condemning
democracy, ‘MacDonough’s Song’ offers little by way of alternative
except for killing (‘Order the guns and kill!’), death (‘If it be quicker to
die by the sword/ Or cheaper to die by vote’) and ultimately nihilism:
‘it shall never be again !’
In the earlier ‘With the Night Mail’, air travel unites ‘our tolerant,
humorous, lazy little planet’ in a happy tale of utopian technocracy
peaceably aligned with ‘the end of democracy’.22 By contrast, ‘As Easy
as A.B.C.’ presents a disturbingly ambiguous utopia-cum-dystopia
where the vast majority of people have submitted to a nervously
modern, sterile and spiritually deadening world order. As the Mayor
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of Chicago puts it (DC p.22), ‘There isn’t a kick or a kicker left on the
Planet’.
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HAUNTED SUBALTERNS
by RUDYARD KIPLING
This tale first appeared in the Civil and Military Gazette, 27 May 1887. It was collected
in Plain Tales from the Hills in the Swastika Edition of 1899, published jointly by D.
Appleton & Co, The Century Co. and the Doubleday and McClure Co., New York, and in
the Sussex Edition vol. I as an additional Plain Tale from the Hills. Ed.]

SO LONG AS the ‘Inextinguishables’ confined themselves to running
picnics, gymkhanas, flirtations and innocences of that kind, no one
said anything. But when they ran ghosts, people put up their eyebrows.
‘Man can’t feel comfy with a regiment that entertains ghosts on its
establishment. It is against General Orders. The ‘Inextinguishables’
said that the ghosts were private and not Regimental property. They
referred you to Tesser for particulars; and Tesser told you to go to
the hottest cantonment of all. He said that it was bad enough to have
men making hay of his bedding and breaking his banjo-strings when
he was out, without being chaffed afterwards; and he would thank
you to keep your remarks on ghosts to yourself. This was before the
‘Inextinguishables’ had sworn by their several lady-loves that they
were innocent of any intrusion into Tesser’s quarters. Then Horrocks
mentioned casually at Mess, that a couple of white figures had been
bounding about his room the night before, and he didn’t approve of
it. The ‘Inextinguishables’ denied, energetically, that they had had
any hand in the manifestations, and advised Horrocks to consult
Tesser.
I don’t suppose that a Subaltern believes in anything except his
chances of a Company; but Horrocks and Tesser were exceptions. They
came to believe in their ghosts. They had reason.
Horrocks used to find himself, at about three o’clock in the morning,
staring wide-awake, watching two white Things hopping about his
room and jumping up to the ceiling. Horrocks was of a placid turn of
mind. After a week or so spent in watching his servants, and lying in
wait for strangers, and trying to keep awake all night, he came to the
conclusion that he was haunted, and that, consequently, he need not
bother. He wasn’t going to encourage these ghosts by being frightened
of them. Therefore, when he woke – as usual – with a start and saw
these Things jumping like kangaroos, he only murmured: – ‘Go on!
Don’t mind me!’ and went to sleep again.
Tesser said: – ‘It’s all very well for you to make fun of your
show. You can see your ghosts. Now I can’t see mine, and I don’t half
like it.’
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Tesser used to come into his room of nights, and find the whole of
his bedding neatly stripped, as if it had been done with one sweep of
the hand, from the top right-hand corner of the charpoy to the bottom
left-hand corner. Also his lamp used to lie weltering on the floor, and
generally his pet screw-head, inlaid, nickel-plated banjo was lying on
the charpoy, with all its strings broken. Tesser took away the strings,
on the occasion of the third manifestation, and the next night a man
complimented him on his playing the best music ever got out of a banjo,
for half an hour.
‘Which half hour?’ said Tesser.
‘Between nine and ten,’ said the man. Tesser had gone out to dinner
at 7:30, and had returned at midnight.
He talked to his bearer and threatened him with unspeakable things.
The bearer was gray with fear: – ‘I’m a poor man,’ said he. ‘If the Sahib
is haunted by a Devil, what can I do?’
‘Who says I’m haunted by a Devil?’ howled Tesser, for he was
angry.
‘I have seen It,’ said the bearer, ‘at night, walking round and round
your bed; and that is why everything is ulta-pulta in your room. I am a
poor man, but I never go into your room alone. The bhisti comes with
me.’
Tesser was thoroughly savage at this, and he spoke to Horrocks,
and the two laid traps to catch that Devil, and threatened their servants
with dog-whips if any more ‘shaitan-ke-hanky-panky’ took place. But
the servants were soaked with fear, and it was no use adding to their
tortures. When Tesser went out at night, four of his men, as a rule, slept
in the verandah of his quarters, until the banjo without the strings struck
up, and then they fled.
One day, Tesser had to put in a month at a Fort with a detachment of
‘Inextinguishables.’ The Fort might have been Govindghar, Jumrood,
or Phillour; but it wasn’t. He left Cantonments rejoicing, for his Devil
was preying on his mind; and with him went another Subaltern, a junior.
But the Devil came too. After Tesser had been in the Fort about ten days
he went out to dinner. When he came back he found his Subaltern doing
sentry on a banquette across the Fort Ditch, as far removed as might be
from the Officers’ Quarters.
‘What’s wrong?’ said Tesser.
The Subaltern said, ‘Listen!’ and the two, standing under the stars,
heard from the Officers’ Quarters, high up in the wall of the Fort, the
‘strumty tumty tumty’ of the banjo; which seemed to have an oratorio
on hand.
‘That performance,’ said the Subaltern, ‘has been going on for three
mortal hours. I never wished to desert before, but I do now. I say, Tesser,
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old man, you are the best of good fellows, I’m sure, but … I say … look
here, now, you are quite unfit to live with. ’Tisn’t in my Commission,
you know, that I’m to serve under a … a … man with Devils.’
‘Isn’t it?’ said Tesser. ‘If you make an ass of yourself I’ll put you
under arrest … and in my room! ‘
‘You can put me where you please, but I’m not going to assist at
these infernal concerts. ’Tisn’t right. ’Tisn’t natural. Look here, I don’t
want to hurt your feelings, but – try to think now – haven’t you done
something – committed some – murder that has slipped your memory –
or forged something … ?’
‘Well! For an all-round, double-shotted, half-baked fool you are
the … ’
‘I dare say I am,’ said the Subaltern. ‘But you don’t expect me to
keep my wits with that row going on, do you?’
The banjo was rattling away as if it had twenty strings. Tesser sent
up a stone, and a shower of broken window-pane fell into the Fort
Ditch; but the banjo kept on. Tesser hauled the other Subaltern up to
the quarters, and found his room in frightful confusion – lamp upset,
bedding all over the floor, chairs overturned, and table tilted sideways.
He took stock of the wreck and said despairing: – ‘Oh, this is lovely!’
The Subaltern was peeping in at the door.
‘I’m glad you think so,’ he said. ‘’Tisn’t lovely enough for me. I
locked up your room directly after you had gone out. See here, I think
you had better apply for Horrocks to come out in my place. He’s troubled with your complaint, and this business will make me a jabbering
idiot if it goes on.’
Tesser went to bed amid the wreckage, very angry, and next morning
he rode into Cantonments and asked Horrocks to arrange to relieve ‘that
fool with me now.’
‘You’ve got ’em again, have you?’ said Horrocks. ‘So’ve I. Three
white figures this time. We’ll worry through the entertainment together.’
So Horrocks and Tesser settled down in the Fort together, and the
‘Inextinguishables’ said pleasant things about ‘seven other Devils.’
Tesser didn’t see where the joke came in. His room was thrown upsidedown three nights out of seven. Horrocks was not troubled in any way,
so his ghosts must have been purely local ones. Tesser, on the other
hand, was personally haunted; for his Devil had moved with him from
Cantonments to the Fort. Those two boys spent three parts of their time
trying to find out who was responsible for the riot in Tesser’s rooms. At
the end of a fortnight they tried to find out what was responsible; and
seven days later they gave it up as a bad job. Whatever It was, It refused
to be caught; even when Tesser went out of the Fort ostentatiously, and
Horrocks lay under Tesser’s charpoy with a revolver. The servants were
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afraid – more afraid than ever – and all the evidence showed that they
had been playing no tricks. As Tesser said to Horrocks: – ‘A haunted
Subaltern is a joke, but s’pose this keeps on. Just think what a haunted
Colonel would be! And look here – s’pose I marry! D’you s’pose a girl
would live a week with me and this Devil?’
‘I don’t know,’ said Horrocks. ‘I haven’t married often; but I knew
a woman once who lived with her husband when he had D.T. He’s dead
now, and I dare say she would marry you if you asked her. She isn’t
exactly a girl though, but she has a large experience of the other devils
– the blue variety. She’s a Government pensioner now, and you might
write, y’know. Personally, if I hadn’t suffered from ghosts of my own,
I should rather avoid you.’
‘That’s just the point,’ said Tesser. ‘This Devil thing will end in
getting me badnamed, and you know I’ve lived on lemon-squashes and
gone to bed at ten for weeks past.’
‘’Tisn’t that sort of Devil,’ said Horrocks. ‘It’s either a first-class
fraud for which some one ought to be killed, or else you’ve offended
one of these Indian Devils. It stands to reason that such a beastly country
should be full of fiends of all sorts.’
‘But why should the creature fix on me,’ said Tesser, ‘and why won’t
he show himself and have it out like a – like a Devil?’
They were talking outside the Mess after dark, and, even as they
spoke, they heard the banjo begin to play in Tesser’s room, about
twenty yards off.
Horrocks ran to his own quarters for a shot-gun and a revolver, and
Tesser and he crept up quietly, the banjo still playing, to Tesser’s door.
‘Now we’ve got It!’ said Horrocks, as he threw the door open and
let fly with the twelve-bore; Tesser squibbing off all six barrels into the
dark, as hard as he could pull trigger.
The furniture was ruined, and the whole Fort was awake; but that
was all. No one had been killed, and the banjo was lying on the dishevelled bed-clothes as usual.
Then Tesser sat down in the verandah, and used language that
would have qualified him for the companionship of unlimited Devils.
Horrocks said things too; but Tesser said the worst.
When the month in the Fort came to an end, both Horrocks and
Tesser were glad. They held a final council of war, but came to no
conclusion.
‘’Seems to me, your best plan would be to make your Devil
stretch himself. Go down to Bombay with the time-expired men,’ said
Horrocks. ‘If he really is a Devil, he’ll come in the train with you.’
‘’Tisn’t good enough,’ said Tesser. ‘Bombay’s no fit place to live in at
this time of the year. But I’ll put in for Depot duty at the Hills.’ And he did.
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Now here the tale rests. The Devil stayed below, and Tesser went up
and was free. If I had invented this story, I should have put in a satisfactory ending – explained the manifestations as somebody’s practical
joke. My business being to keep to facts, I can only say what I have
said. The Devil may have been a hoax. If so, it was one of the best ever
arranged. If it was not a hoax … but you must settle that for yourselves.
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BOOK REVIEW
THE SURPRISING MR KIPLING: AN ANTHOLOGY AND RE-ASSESSMENT
OF THE POETRY OF RUDYARD KIPLING by Brian Harris, Createspace 2014,
ISBN 9781494221942, 366pp

This lively, original anthology will be much enjoyed by enthusiasts
for the poetry and verse of Rudyard Kipling. As Brian Harris explains,
his book fills a perceived need ‘not [for] another selection of Kipling’s
best work, but one which demonstrates the extraordinary width and
depth of his talents’. After a short biography of Rudyard Kipling and
an account of the poet’s mixed reception through the twentieth century,
we get a generous 300-page selection of poems, grouped not chronologically as usual, but according to eleven ‘themes’, beginning with the
Browningesque ‘Men and Women’ and ending with ‘Autobiographical’.
Several themes have subsections, so that ‘Exploration and Discovery’
includes both ‘Technology and the Sea’, with narrative poems like ‘The
Ballad of the Bolivar’ and ‘The Mary Gloster’, and ‘The Wide World
O’er’, and with poems of Wanderlust like ‘Envoi’ and ‘For To Admire’.
The longest section,, naturally, is ‘The Burden of Empire’, with no less
than 8 sub-sections, beginning with ‘Rome’, which includes the harshly
brilliant ‘The Coin Speaks’ (‘Warmed against and worn between/ Hearts
uncleansed and hands unclean/ What is there I have not seen?’) Some
sub-sections, notably ‘War, Duty and the Soldier’ and ‘A Soldier’s
Life’ could be ‘themes’ in themselves. Occasionally the categorising
seems odd; I couldn’t see why ‘Late Came the God’, the lyrical verse
commentary on the heroine of ‘The Wish House’, should count as
‘Autobiographical’, or why the dog poem ‘His Apologies’ (‘Master,
this is Thy Servant. He is rising eight weeks old’) is ‘Greathearted.’
That said, these two relatively little-known poems are, respectively,
moving and charming, and it’s good to be reminded of them. The
arrangement of poems on like subjects made me attend to them more
closely, and stimulated me to meditating on what poems or themes I
would have chosen as well or instead. This imaginary conversation with
the editor contributed to the pleasure of the book, and I don’t doubt that
other readers, with their own preferences and priorities, will be likewise
stimulated and pleased.
Certain areas of Kipling’s work get comparatively little coverage;
there are only three poems from ‘Departmental Ditties’, and the playful
and parodic Kipling is represented only by an extract from ‘The
Masque of Plenty’. Nor is there much of Kipling’s verse for children:
nothing from the Just-So Stories, and from the Jungle Books only ‘A
Seal’s Lullaby’; though the ‘Puck’ books do much better, with ‘The

March 2015

KIPLING JOURNAL

59

Charm’, ‘Cold Iron’, ‘Harp Song of the Dane Women’, ‘The Runes on
Weland’s Sword’ and ‘St Helena’s Lullaby’. The book’s remit after all
is to ‘surprise’ readers out of their preconceptions, and it does not disappoint. Brian Harris includes few of the usual old favourites, though he
discusses several in his Introduction, while several of his chosen poems,
like ‘The Coin Speaks’, and the vividly melodramatic ‘A Murder in the
Compound’ are not in the old Definitive Edition. He has included many
poems sympathetic to women, including the excellent, little-known
‘Dirge of Dead Sisters’ which appears under the theme of ‘Healing’
alongside ‘The Settler’, a post-Boer War poem of reconciliation, rather
than in a separate section on women. The Kipling we encounter here
is Kipling the narrative artist, Kipling the craftsman and Kipling the
spokesman for duty and the law, for the ideals of service, for an imperilled empire (especially in the splendid, menacing ‘The Dykes’) and for
the common man. The selection of Kipling’s wry, sometimes brutal,
sometimes funny, always sympathetic soldier poems is particularly
good. Another great strength in this anthology is its admirable selection
of relatively little-known Boer War poems such as ‘Lichtenberg’ and
‘Bridge-Guard on the Karroo’.
This self-published anthology makes no claims to be a scholarly
edition. As well as the long Introduction, Brian Harris gives fairly
numerous (149) notes and a brief bibliography, without dates; but
readers who want information about the poems can find much more
in the online New Reader’s Guide. There are a few oddities, such as
‘Cities and Thrones and Powers’ being printed in italics for no obvious
reason, or the apostrophes at the beginning of abbreviated words being
reversed so that they look like quotation marks, and there is the odd
textual error, for instance in ‘A St Helena Lullaby’ and ‘My Boy Jack’.
Each poem is prefaced by critical remarks from the anthologist. About
these I had slightly mixed feelings: on the one hand, I felt a bit ‘nudged’
towards a particular interpretation which I didn’t necessarily agree
with (for instance, his praise for the ‘compassion’ of the grimly comic
‘Story of Tommy’, which parallels the black comedy of the slightly
later story ‘In the Matter of a Private’; although the poem certainly has
ironic sympathy for ‘Tommy, aged twenty… mad with fever and drink’,
it shows little or no concern for the ‘gaily’ slumbering coolie whom
the drunken Tommy murders). On the other hand, Brian Harris’ lively
remarks about the chosen poems are part of the independence and originality that give his selection of Kipling’s poetry its quirkily ‘surprising’
charm and stimulus. And at the very modest cover price of £9.29 – for
366 pages (£6.00 from Amazon), his book is a splendid bargain.
Jan Montefiore
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RUDYARD-KIPLING@JISCMAIL.AC.UK
Report for June-November 2014
by ALASTAIR WILSON

These six months started with John Walker giving final details of the
move of our library to Haileybury (mostly) and to the University of
Sussex, his report about which has already appeared in the September
Kipling Journal, no. 357, pp.20–21.
July had a number of interesting queries, in particular about Kipling
and the death of King George V, and about a piece entitled “How to
bring up a lion”. The former asked for the source of the remark, made
at the time of the King’s death, about sending his trumpeter before him.
This was traced to a letter in The Times, dated 30 January 1936, from
the Reverend Dr. Archibald Fleming, Minister of St. Columba’s church
in Pont Street, Kensington, who cited “a brilliant young relative, a lady
who was an “ardent and discriminating admirer of Kipling”, to whom
he had sent a copy of the order of service for Kipling’s funeral, and who
in acknowledging its receipt, had written that “I am rather glad now to
think that the King has taken his trumpeter with him to ‘the other side’ ”.
The second query was answered by David Richards and David Jury,
who gave the original source, and another which would have been more
generally available. The basis for the article was the lion cub ‘Sullivan’,
which Cecil Rhodes sent from his menagerie at Groote Schuur to be
reared by the Kipling children at The Woolsack, February–April 1901,
as Kipling describes in Something of Myself.
In August, there was an exchange about French translations of
Kipling: when was the earliest? Diana Briscoe was able to tell us
that, according to the Bibliothèque National de France, this was The
Jungle Book and The Second Jungle Book, translations of which were
published in 1899. (As an aside, it took five and four years respectively
for French translations of these two books to appear: but Kim was translated and published in France in the same year as it appeared in Britain
and the USA.) There was also an interesting exchange about the notes
in the New Reader’s Guide on “A Village Rifle Club” and some esoteric
detail (which would have delighted Kipling) about the cartridges used.
The next month saw a post from Brian Harris about ‘Mary Postgate’
(A Diversity of Creatures). He pointed out that the list of Wynn’s
belongings would form the basis for an exhibition of a middle-class
Edwardian adolescents’ belongings. John Radcliffe suggested that
Kipling had written the story, using John as a model, as a superstitious attempt to avert the fate which he feared would overtake his son
John. (We wonder if the National Trust, in ‘re-dressing’ John’s room for
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display, used the list from “Mary Postgate” as a template?) On a lighter
note, we were asked by a non-member if we could think of a fictional
sleuth whose nickname was a Kipling story. We agreed that Meredith
Dixon’s candidate, Lord Peter Wimsey (Dorothy L. Sayer’s detective)
was the answer, even though the reference to him as ‘Elephant’s Child’
was less a nickname than an allusion to his ‘’satiable curtiosity’.
In October, Bryan Diamond picked up a fleeting reference to Kipling
in the TV mini-saga Downton Abbey, in which Kipling was cited as a
“modern writer”.
November has seen a query about the publication date of ‘The Way
through the Woods’: one of our members wanted to give it to one of his
students, to persuade him/her that Kipling’s poetry was worth reading.
And throughout, we have had notifications of various Kiplingrelated events, such as Mary Hamer’s interview on ‘Woman’s Hour’
about her book Kipling and Trix and the discussion of Kipling in Melvin
Bragg’s programme ‘In Our Time’, but we missed out being able to
advertise our editor’s appearance over our breakfast tables on ‘Today’,
talking about Kipling’s war poems. (The BBC’s invitation came at just
12 hours’ notice. Ed.)
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
From Commander Alastair Wilson

Mark Paffard’s excellent article on William the Conqueror (Kipling
Journal no.357, September 2014) describes the heroine William as “a
variant of the ‘New Woman’ that had captured the popular imagination
in the Nineties, often associated with a new invention, the bicycle.”
Members who do not use the Internet may be interested to know that
Carrie Kipling, in noting the start of work on William the Conqueror
wrote in similar terms.
The Carrington Extracts of Carrie’s diaries, which we are in process
of reproducing and annotating on the ‘For Members’ pages of the
Society’s website (www.kiplingsociety.co.uk), contain the following
two entries in 1895 (with our annotations).

20 Mar.

Starts

“William the Conqueror.”

This was, in many ways, one of Kipling’s most important tales of
Empire and we commend to your notice our notes on this site. [Click
on ‘Readers’ Guide’ on the Home page and on ‘The Stories Listed’ in
the sidebar].
21 Mar.	He has got the hang of quite a new sort of woman and
she is turning out stunningly.
“William the Conqueror” was written for two ladies’ magazines, The
Gentlewoman in Britain and The Ladies’ Home Journal in the USA.
The story appeared in two parts at the end of 1895 and was collected
in The Day’s Work. The heroine (the men play lesser parts) was, to late
Victorian eyes, a ‘New Woman’, independent, thinking for herself, and
as capable as a man in most aspects of life. In the 21st century she is
scarcely unusual. LYCETT, p. 259, suggests that the seed of the idea of
writing about the new woman had been planted by William Heinemann.
Professor Carrington notes that the entry for 21 March is lifted verbatim
from the diaries, so no doubt Carrie herself was echoing the phrase
‘New Woman’ in the sense in which it was then used.
Alastair Wilson
Fishbourne
West Sussex
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From John McGivering

I should like to draw Kipling Society members’ attention to Jed
Hartman’s delightful ‘The Parsee’s Tale’, available online: a version
of ‘How the Rhinoceros Got his Skin’ as it might have been written
by Chaucer. Hartman follows the story faithfully which some may
say makes this version a little long-winded, but it is an entertaining
piece in its own right. There is a Knight who dislikes being called ‘Best
Beloved’ and a Cook who mocks the stove which has a crack in it; both
get their come-uppance in the end.
John McGivering
Hove, Sussex
From Omer Tarin

As a former contributor to the Kipling Journal, I wish to share my
sorrow at the news of the recent demise of writer, explorer and Kipling
aficionado Peter Hopkirk in August 2014.
Although better known for his fine works on espionage and travel
in Central and South Asia – ‘The Great Game’, ‘Trespassers on the
Roof of the World’ and ‘Foreign Devils on the Silk Road’, Peter also
researched and wrote that fascinating book Quest for Kim (London
1996). It inspired me to submit an article of my own on Mahbub Ali,
which was published in June 2008 (No.327), and thereafter to correspond with him in 2008–9.
A world of knowledge passes away.
Omer Tarin
Abbottabad, Pakistan.
[Ed. Sad news indeed, though at least Peter Hopkirk (1930–2014) lived
to a good age. I also deplore the premature death of Andrew Huxley
(1948–2014), who recently contributed the splendidly lively and scholarly essay ‘Kipling, Theosophy and Babu Mukherji’ to the September
2014 Kipling Journal.]
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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, nonprofit-making organisation. Its activities, which are controlled by a
Council and run by the Secretary and honorary officials, include:
•
•
•
•
•

maintaining a specialised Library in the Haileybury, Hertfordshire, and Special
Collection, Sussex University
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, the texts of talks given by invited speakers, and articles
on all aspects of Kipling and his work. She is happy to receive letters
and articles from readers. These may be edited and publication is not
guaranteed. Letters of crisp comment, under 1000 words, and articles
between 500 and 5000 words 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

