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EDITORIAL AND NEWS
Beginning with a report of the 2018 Annual Luncheon and our guest of
honour Charles Allen’s excellent speech on ‘Kipling and Indian soldiers
in the Great War’, this issue carries the third report on the reinvigorated
John Slater ‘Writing With Kipling’ competition for school-children. It
is always a pleasure to publish the children’s work because the writers
have so clearly enjoyed reading the Just So Stories, inventing their own
with vigour and obvious relish, as readers can see from the winning
entry ‘How The Arctic Fox Got Its Changing Fur’. The three prizewinning MSS may be viewed in their illustrated glory on the Kipling
Society’s website, using the ‘Kipling in Schools’ tab.
Two articles address aspects of Kipling and place. Stephen
Ridgwell in ‘Nothing But All England’ analyses the figure of the
poacher in Kipling’s writings, tracing connections with Edward
Thomas and Richard Jefferies to show its importance for Kipling’s
idea of Englishness. Chetan Saini addresses The Naulahka, the thriller
co-written with Wolcott Balestier, which has attracted less critical attention than Kipling’s other Indian writings. He teases out the implications
of its two settings: the new town Topaz in the American South-West,
and the ancient state of Rhatore, whose portrayal is based on Kipling’s
‘Letters of Marque’, his travel writings describing his 1887 tour of the
princely states of Rajasthan.
Our third instalment of Kipling’s uncollected journalism, edited by
Thomas Pinney, is something of a hotch-potch: two lively reviews, a
brief Simla report, and the less than vintage ‘Simla Natural History
Society’ whose length and lumbering humour probably owe a good
deal to the ‘Pater’ Lockwood Kipling (who would write much better
about real animals in Beast and Man in India). The issue is completed
by Alastair Wilson’s lively JISCMAIL report and three Letters to the
Editor. Members, please keep these coming.
A NEW BOOK BY MICHAEL AIDIN

Michael Aidin, a ‘war child’ born in 1933, has a lifelong fascination with
war memorials. Author of ‘Rudyard Kipling and the Commemoration
if the Dead in the Great War’ (Kipling Journal 324, 2007), the range of
his Memories of Memorials: My Life in Monuments to the War Dead
(Syncline Press, 2017, £8.99) includes the Franco-Prussian War and the
US Civil War as well as the Great War, with a substantial discussion
of Kipling’s involvement with the Brighton ‘Chattris’, and his work
for the War Graves Commission. This book will be of great interest to
many members of the Kipling Society.
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ANNUAL LUNCHEON 2018
The Kipling Society’s Annual Luncheon was held on 2nd May, 2018,
at the Army and Navy Club, 36 Pall Mall, London. The Guest Speaker
was Mr Charles Allen. At his table were our President Lt. Col Roger
Ayers and his wife Lesley Ayers, Mr Julius Bryant and his wife Barbara
Bryant, and our Chairman John Walker. The occasion, which was a
great success, was attended by 70 guests, including the following:
Mr Charles Allen, Lt Col Roger Ayers, Mrs L Ayers, Mr R Baker,
Mr Ray Beck, Mrs Elizabeth Beck, Lt Col G Bleaker, Mrs H Brown,
Mrs D Bonny, Ms B Bryant, Mr Julius Bryant, Mr D Burnett, Mr Z
Cama, RAS, Sir John Chapple, Lady A Chapple, Dr N Cooper, Lord
and Lady Cope of Berkeley, Dr. S Das, Dr H Driver, Mr G Enstone, Dr
A Eyre, Ms L Freeman, Mr K Garland, Mr J Gatiss, Dr M Hamer, Miss
A Harcombe, Mrs J Hartwell, Miss J Hett, Lt. Col R Illingworth, Mrs
C Illingworth, Gen. Sir G Johnson, Mr S Keskar, Mrs J Keskar, Mr J
King, Mr M Kipling, Mr J Lambert, Mrs Catriona Lewis, Mr M Lewis,
Lord and Lady Magan of Castletown, Mr M Maunsell, Mrs C Maunsell,
OBE, Mr N Mayhew, Mr R Mitchell, Mrs J Mitchell, Professor J
Montefiore, Mrs P Morgan, Mr F Noah, Miss A Pain, Mr M Parker, Mr
G Parsons, Mr M Powell, Mr J Radcliffe, Dr P Shaw, Dr P Shipley, Mr
S Simmons, Mrs C Simmons, Professor S Spurling, Mrs I Spurling, Mr
V Saunders, Mr D Tyman, Mr J Walker MA, Cdr A Wilson.
CHAIRMAN’S WELCOME

My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen, it is with very great pleasure that I
welcome you to the Annual Luncheon of the Kipling Society. We may
be in new surroundings, but there are very pleasant echoes of almost
eighty such gatherings of Kipling enthusiasts, since the first, in 1927.
I looked through reports of those events, which are readily available now as scans through the Society’s web site, and I found that just
twelve years have been missed through the decades – during the war,
and at some low times when the Society passed through difficulties.
So, it is a very comfortable feeling to look around at familiar faces,
and welcome new ones, and to reflect that we seem to be doing rather
well at present.
Part of that comfort is engendered by the sheer quality of our
company today. I must first say how much we have been looking
forward to listening to our Guest of Honour, Charles Allen. Charles
has always been a good friend, a true scholar, and a great publicist for
our man. It is particularly pleasing that our speaker has attracted some
enthusiasts from the Royal Asiatic Society, but then that august body has
been with us before. In 1932, for example, we were pleased to welcome
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Sir James Stewart Lockhart, who was then Honorary Secretary of the
R.A.S.. With growing links through our libraries, we hope to welcome
many more in future.
Looking around, I see some friends who have been our guests as
speakers at previous luncheons, and though we are in a new venue,
I feel the presence of others: Sir Malcolm Sargent spoke to us very
memorably on one occasion, Somerset Maugham, T.S. Eliot. . .
Through the years we have often welcomed Ambassadors and other
dignitaries, and I am pleased that we have no less than two Presidents
here today. Sir John Chapple is described as ‘Immediate Past President’
of our Society, which seems a strange enough title for a man who,
together with Lady Annabel is so much still part of our life and work.
It is very pleasing, also, to see our current President, Lt Colonel Roger
Ayers, with us today, who, with his wife Lesley, has been a tremendous
support to your current Chairman.
You will know that the Chair is elected for just two years, and you
may remember that my address last year – a somewhat droning, dutiful
list of names and events – also outlined my concerns about membership. In a more positive tone, I would like to quote from a speech made
in 1930, when the Chair had evidently been similarly concerned: The
speaker said: “The ‘Kipling Society,’ as I understand it, comprises practically every English speaking man and woman all over the world. I
therefore look upon your modest list of enrolled members as merely the
G.H.Q. or organizing staff for the vast numbers of Kipling devotees all
over the world.”
So, to those organising staff: The supreme organiser must be John
Lambert, whose ability and care for detail made the present event
possible. In the midst of moving house recently, he was responsible
for all of the hard work which goes into our Annual Luncheon. John
has announced that he will be retiring as Honorary Secretary this year,
and I would like as many members as possible to come to our Annual
General Meeting, on Wednesday 11th July, to help him celebrate the
end of his ‘five years hard’.
John Lambert was one of the team from our Council who helped
to make such a success of one of our 2017 events – ‘A Diversity
of Kipling’. The idea was to expand our offering of readings to the
public at Bateman’s by inviting anyone brave enough to come along
and contribute to 24 hours of continuous readings from the verse and
the prose, transmitted live across the world via the internet. Thanks to
the immediate support of staff and volunteers at Bateman’s, and many,
many members, this actually happened. The technical side was handled
seamlessly by James McGrath of the National Trust, who managed
to interweave live performances with recordings offered by members
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from Australia, Belgium, China, Denmark, Ukraine, the U.S.A. – and
of course the United Kingdom.
I was able to enjoy looking after the introductions and the thanks,
as the event sailed so successfully along. Mike Kipling, our Honorary
Treasurer was there, showing that he has a possible career in ‘voiceovers’, our President read ‘The Gardener’ very movingly, our Journal
Editor, Professor Jan Montefiore, who has made such an international
success of the themed editions, offered ‘A St Helena Lullaby’, and the
member of Council one automatically links with the word ‘indefatigable’, our On Line Editor, John Radcliffe, gave us ‘The Harp Song of
the Dane Women’.
That other indefatigable, Alastair Wilson, who has been transcribing
notes on Caroline Kipling’s diaries for our web site, showed how
‘McAndrew’s Hymn’ should be done. Our Meetings Secretary, Alex
Bubb, gave us ‘The Ballade of Dak Bungalows’, while Linda Burton,
our Bateman’s Representative, offered a most moving live reading of
‘Merrow Down’.. . . I must stop, or I will be off on another marathon.
You can enjoy the complete twenty four hours again on Youtube, or
a masterly one hour sample on DVD. The whole exercise demonstrated the true diversity of Kipling’s work, and the breadth of talent at
Bateman’s and across the world.
You will have gathered that my theme is definitely ‘all over
the world’. The web site and the Journal keep us in the public and
academic eye, and this year will mark the completion of notes in the
New Readers’ Guide, on all of the prose, and now all of the verse in the
Definitive Edition. I am not the only person who has taken to calling
this amazing work ‘The Radcliffe Guide’. John will be reviewing
the work, and demonstrating the site after our AGM, followed by a
musical entertainment featuring our own Ray Beck, whose arrangement of that risqué verse ‘The Ladies’ was one of the hits of the 24
hours.
In fact, the internet broadcast some have called ‘The Readathon’
included a reading of ‘How the Tortoise Got its Shell’ You will realise
that this is not a Just So Story that you know, and in fact it was a prize
winner in the competition for Year Five pupils run last year by Mary
Hamer and Angela Eyre. These two members have repeated the excellent exercise very successfully again this year, and a winner will be
announced once the judging is completed.
I will shortly be dusting off my other hat, as Honorary Librarian,
and I must record my personal thanks to Toby Parker, our Honorary
Archivist, who has kept an eye on our collection at Haileybury, while I
dealt with the usual range of questions from researchers and the general
public, and made ghostly visits at weekends. As Librarian, I was very
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pleased to organise a visit to The Keep, at the University of Sussex, in
order to see some of the new material relating to Trix Kipling.
Several of those who took up this invitation were subscribers to the
email newsletter, which was introduced in the Autumn of 2016. The
next edition is due later this month, and if you are not one of the 356
recipients, you have only to contact me. Reaction to this project has
been very positive indeed, and it is certainly an example of another
connection between Kipling enthusiasts all over the world.
In the days when Stalky himself would be offering this report
(and they sat down for the Luncheon after the AGM in those robust
days), I am sure that the members and guests present would have been
happy with the health of a Society featuring this range of activities and
services. Undoubtedly, we do need to recruit more members as our
Honorary Officers grow older. . . but I am very proud to be part of the
Kipling Society.
GRACE BY JOHN LAMBERT

For this good wine
For this good food
For these good friends
We thank you, Lord.
THE CHAIRMAN’S INTRODUCTION: GUEST OF HONOUR

I have, for many years, collected books whose titles are obviously stolen
from Kipling’s work. I started, at least fifty years ago, with Plain Tales
from Flanders (1929), in which Tubby Clayton remembered Toc H, the
First World War refuge in Poperinge. Since then, I have found such
gems as Poolorn of the Elephants (1937), and Sandman’s Might-Be-So
Stories (1922), and many more. In 1975, I picked up Plain Tales from
the Raj, and found it to be by a fellow who knew our man. Born in India
‘in the twilight years of the British Raj’, to parents who themselves
were both born in India, this writer had enjoyed a childhood not dissimilar to Kipling’s. Most direct of connections, his Great Grandfather had
given young Rudyard a job.
So I went on to buy and enjoy Kipling’s Kingdom in 1987, and Kipling
Sahib in 2008. The critics have described his work as ‘immensely readable’, with ‘delicious detail’ and ‘delightful evocations’, demonstrating
the ‘unfailing command’ of a ‘master storyteller’, always with ‘great
sensitivity, insight and rare charm’.
I will invite Charles Allen to give us : “The Eyes of Asia: Kipling
and the Indian troops in the Great War.”
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RUDYARD KIPLING AND THE INDIAN
TROOPS IN THE GREAT WAR
BY CHARLES ALLEN

My thanks for the great honour the Kipling Society has conferred on me
in inviting me to speak at its annual luncheon. It is, of course, a kiss with
a kick in that over the last 80 years the Luncheon has been addressed by
all manner of the great and good and great, from prime ministers and
archbishops to rear admirals and field marshals. Is it my imagination or
do I see their shades, led by General Dunsterville, looking down from
the walls in this room and shaking their heads, gibbering and muttering
about how things have gone to the dogs?
It was my good fortune to grow up unwittingly with Kipling
all about me in my grandfather’s house in Sussex. On the walls of
our dining room were two of the plaster plaques that Lockwood
Kipling had modelled to illustrate Kim. In the scullery there was a
brightly painted chest where the dog food was kept, inscribed ‘John
Lockwood Kipling’, which had been presented to him by his arts and
crafts students in Lahore. In the library there were a couple of shelves
devoted to Kipling, many of them signed first editions. Some of those
present will know what happened next. When my grandfather died the
house was put up for sale and the dealers descended from Brighton,
but just before the house was sold I was able to return and rescue a
few books. Two decades later, when I was completely skint and had
a growing family to support, I took one of those books to a specialist
book store: a first edition of Plain Tales from the Hills with its plain
olive cover and its title-page signed and inscribed to my great-grandfather, Kipling’s patron. The dealer had already warned me on the
phone that the book was exceptionally rare and far too expensive for
him to buy but he’d like to see it. He admired the cover for a moment
or two, turned to the title page and then handed it back to me: ‘I’m
afraid there’s no title page. It’s been cut out with razor.’ A book that
today might fetch thirty to forty thousand pounds was to all intents
worthless. And when I examined some of my two other first editions I
found that they too had suffered the same fate. So if someone present
has a loose title-page of a first edition of Plain Tales from the Hills, all
I can say is, “It’s mine! Give it back to me!’
However, I’m not here to mourn my lost Kipling fortune but to sing
of Kipling and the Indian Army, this being the last year of our marking
of the centenary of the Great War. To celebrate the role of the Indian
Army in the war Kashi House Publishing has – with a lot of help from
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Sharad Keskar and the Society’s Reader’s Notes – brought out a rather
splendid reprint of Kipling’s last India-inspired venture: the four Indian
solders’ stories that make up The Eyes of Asia.
But before I go further into The Eyes of Asia let me also say a few
words about its author, a writer who always wore his loyalties and his
hatreds on his sleeve. The hatred, I think, was born of his seven years
hard in the House of Desolation in Southsea but the loyalty, surely, had
to come from his four years at United Services College in Westward
Ho. Just think of it: a stunted, plump, myopic, dyspraxic, bumptious
thirteen-year-old is thrown among boys who are destined for a life of
action in some far-flung corner of the empire, preferably soldiering in
India. Now anyone who had the misfortune to go to an English public
school right up into the 1960s will tell you that the one thing you do
not do is show off or show that you are clever, and the one thing that
wins you the respect of your peers is to be good at games – and that is
precisely what the young Ruddy Kipling did do and what he couldn’t
do at USC. But not only did he get away with it, he flourished, he
blossomed. And we know why: he had the support of an exceptionally enlightened headmaster in ‘Uncle Crom’, and the protection of
two stalwart friends, who played ‘Stalky’ and ‘M’Turk’ to the young
Kipling’s ‘Beetle’. You might remember that joyous poem written at
thirteen years of age that was sent for publication by his pushy mamma
which begins:
Our heads were rough and our hands were black
With the ink-stains’ midnight hue;
We scouted all, both great and small,
We were a dusky crew.
And each boy’s hand was against us raised—
‘Gainst me and the Other Two.1
Ruddy Kipling could never be like the other boys. He tried to shoot but
was as much a danger to himself as to others, he tried to ride but kept
falling off, he was inept on the playing field, blind in the swimming
pool. He could never be a man of action like Stalky and his peers, but –
and here’s the rub – that didn’t stop him admiring the Stalkys and their
kind, while at the same time having very mixed feelings for his own
sort, the literary, intellectual types. Remember those wicked verses he
wrote in later years in London:2
It’s Oh to meet an Army man,
Set up, and trimmed and taut,
Who does not spout hashed libraries
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Or think the next man’s thought
And walks as though he owned himself,
And hogs his bristles short.
But I consort with long-haired things
In velvet collar-rolls,
Who talk about the Aims of Art,
And “theories” and “goals,”
And moo and coo with women-folk
About their blessed souls.
To hog, as in that line ‘hogs his bristles short’, is to trim a horse’s mane,
and that is typical of the way Kipling gets under the skin of whatever
it is he’s writing about, but it’s also Kipling signalling to those in the
know, ‘D’you see, I’m one of you really’. Because there was always
a part of Kipling that wanted to belong, to be a member of the club,
to be one of the boys, even while recognising that by temperament as
much as by class or occupation he was always fated to be an outsider,
the observer looking on. And that, of course, is part of the writer’s fate
– and his advantage.
All through his adult life, Kipling continued to admire the men
of action who did things rather than thought things, personified by
England’s officer class. These were Kipling’s beaux ideals, strong men
who put their lives on the line for their country: ‘God has arranged,
‘he writes in The Drums of the Fore and Aft, ‘that a clean-cut youth of
the British middle classes shall, in the matter of backbone, brains, and
bowels, surpass all other youths. For this reason a child of eighteen will
stand up, doing nothing, with a tin sword in his hand and joy in his heart
until he is dropped. If he dies, he dies like a gentleman. If he lives, he
writes Home that he has been “potted,” “sniped,” “chipped,” or “cut
over”.’ I think also of the men of the Chinn dynasty in The Tomb of his
Ancestors, who come out to India generation upon generation and who,
as it says in the Kipling Society’s Readers Notes, ‘were all first class
shots and could sit up in the jungle all night without getting fever’. So,
supermen stronger than the mosquito as well as the tiger.
But there was also another type of strong man that Kipling also
came to admire in India, not immediately but in time. These were the
men he met in the Punjab who were drawn from the so-called martial
races, as epitomised by the Sikhs and the Pathans of the North-West
Frontier, although I have to add that this admiration went hand in hand
with an intense dislike of Hindus – Bengalis, in particular – whom
he saw as effeminate and politically subversive. Now as soon as one
speaks of ‘strong’ in the Kipling context one’s mind automatically
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jumps to that so grievously misunderstood quatrain, so rarely quoted
beyond its opening line:
Oh, East is East, and West is West, and never the twain shall meet,
Till Earth and Sky stand presently at God’s great Judgment Seat.
But there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth,
When two strong men stand face to face, tho’ they come from the
ends of the earth!3
Here in essence is what made the phenomenon of the Indian Army
work: that potent recipe of British officer and Indian soldier, the sepoy,
bound together. Both strong in their self-respect but trained to respect
the other, joined by a formal oath of loyalty to the queen-emperor, as it
was in Kipling’s time in India, but also by a second unspoken oath: to
the regiment. Bound together by a tie that those of us who have never
put on a military uniform can only guess at, but which in India goes by
the name of Bhai-bund, ‘brotherhood’. And when I think of that word
‘brotherhood’ my mind goes straight to Shakespeare and King Harry’s
speech before the battle of Agincourt:
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother.
That surely is bhai-bund.
A young Indian journalist assured me just the other day that this
Indian Army was based on colonial coercion, that the Indians who served
in the Indian Army did so because they were exploited. You try telling a
Sikh that he’s being exploited, or perhaps better not. I remember an old
Indian Army general, Sir ‘Reggie’ Savory, whose life was saved by a
Sikh when he lay unconscious out in no-man’s-land at Gallipoli, telling
me years ago that commanding Sikhs was like walking on a tightrope,
because they were so bloody difficult to handle. They were fiercely
competitive, always quarrelling, always plotting, always finding imagined slights affecting their honour. But transcending all was their Sikh
identity, because what had had emerged out of centuries of fighting
the Mughals to preserve the Sikh faith was the khalsa, a community
of warriors, only to be scattered to the winds in the desperately hardfought battles of the two Anglo-Sikh wars. So why then did Sikhs then
join the East India Company’s army in such numbers and why, in that
terrible year of 1857, was it the Sikhs who stayed true to their salt
when regiment after regiment of the Bengal Army turned against their
officers? Part of the answer, of course, is that the Sikhs identified with
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the Punjab and not with either the high-caste Hindus who made up the
bulk of the Bengal Army or the Moslem cavalry who wanted the return
of the Mughal empire. But the key factor, surely, was that in the regiment they had recovered their identity as a warrior people.
Now back to Kipling. After four years in Lahore and two and a half
in Allahabad it became obvious both to Rudyard and to his employer
that his talents could no longer be contained in India and he left for
London – and to quite extraordinary literary fame. By the turn of the
century Kipling, at the age of thirty-five, had become the most widely
read writer in the world, a major celebrity who had newspaper editors
begging for his latest poem and journals vying with each other to
publish his latest story. In 1907 he had been awarded the Nobel prize
for literature, by which time he had largely ceased to look to India for
inspiration.
George Orwell called Kipling a ‘gutter patriot’ and a ‘jingo imperialist’ and, if we remove the adjectives, there is some justification for
that judgement. Kipling held strong political views on, for example,
what he called the ‘Hun peril’ and the threat that German militarism
posed to the British Empire. From 1910 onwards this became a major
theme in Kipling’s writing, and his response to the declaration of war
on 4 August 1914 was to write a call to arms with its rousing refrain of
personal sacrifice:4
For all we have and are,
For all our children’s fate,
Stand up and take the war.
The Hun is at the gate!
As is widely known, Kipling then tried to enrol his only son John in
the army on his seventeenth birthday, and when the boy’s application
was rejected due to his poor eyesight, his father wangled a commission for him in the Irish Guards. Three months later Kipling paid a
visit to some soldiers camped in the English countryside at Lyndhurst
in the New Forest awaiting transportation to France. There he had a
brief encounter with some Indian Army muleteers and their artillery in
the form of ‘screw-guns’; light field guns that could be dismantled and
transported by mules. Here is a taste of what he wrote:5
An hour later at ---------- (Shall we ever be able to name people and
places outright again?) the wind brought up one whiff – one unmistakable whiff – of ghi. Somewhere among the English pines that, for
the moment, pretended to be the lower slopes of the Dun, there were
native troops. A mule squealed in the dark and set off half-a-dozen
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others. It was screw-guns – batteries of them, waiting their turn also
at the game. Morning showed them in their immaculate lines as
though they had just marched in from Jutoghar – little, low guns
with their ammunition; very big English gunners in disengaged
attitudes . . . and the native drivers all busied over their charges.
True, the wind was bitter, and many of the drivers had tied up their
heads, but so one does at Quetta in the cold weather – not to mention
Peshawur – and, said a naick of drivers:
‘It is not the cold for which we have no liking. It is the wet. The
English air is good, but water falls at all seasons. Yet notwithstanding, we of this ---nth battery (and oh the pride men can throw
into a mere number) have not lost one mule. Neither at sea nor on
land have we one lost. That can be shown, sahib.’
So here’s Kipling remembering the days of his youth and indulging
his nostalgia. But think of the innocence of that phrase which I have
highlighted in italics – ’at the game’ – both writer and troops alike still
utterly unaware at this stage of the horrors that lie ahead, because even
as this was being written the Indian Expeditionary Force was being
blooded at Ypres.
Two months later, in February 1915, Kipling and his wife Carrie
paid their first visit to the Indian wounded in the newly-opened hospital
set up in Brighton’s Royal Pavilion. Now this is where propaganda
begins to come to the fore because just as we even today associate that
bizarre Regency folly with the wounded Indian troops of the Great War,
so too did the British public at the time, with the Sussex Daily News
burbling: “Valiant soldiers of our great Indian dependency are now
to be cared for in a Royal Palace in the greatest of British watering
places. It is like a chapter out of a wonderful romance . . . It will give
the Brighton Pavilion a name it has never had before.”
The reality, however, was that most of the wounded Indian troops
sent to Brighton were actually housed in the town’s old workhouse,
which became the Kitchener Indian Hospital – and they weren’t happy
about it, because both hospitals became virtual prisons for fear of
Indian troops going into the town and causing what the senior British
medical officer, Colonel Sir Bruce Seton, Bt., previously Deputy
Director-General of the Indian Medical Service, called ‘the gravest
scandals’. Seton also deemed female (white) nurses to be ‘out of place
in an Indian unit’, even though this was common practice in British
military hospitals in India. So British nurses acted only as supervisors,
with the hands-on nursing being done by orderlies from the RAMC
reserve. Not surprisingly, some of the letters written home by wounded
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Indians convalescing in the Kitchener Hospital were full of complaints,
as in this excerpt from a letter written by a soldier of the 40th Pathans:
‘They do not let us out to the bazaars. They do not let the French or
English girls talk to us, nor do they let us talk to them. The English
have now become very bad. They have become dogs. Our Indian
soldiers are very much oppressed, but they can do nothing. . .There
is abundance of everything but there is no izzat [honour]’.6
The ban ended when an enraged Indian doctor marched into Seton’s
office and tried to shoot him. He got seven years but the ban was eased
to the extent that senior Indian officers were given passes and the troops
allowed out in escorted groups.
Propaganda, of course, is a necessary weapon in war, and Kipling
was eager to play his part as his contribution to the war effort. Indeed,
he had done so earlier in the Boer War, when he had helped to edit
and write copy for a local propaganda newspaper. In August 1915,
both father and son were in France; Rudyard to visit French troops on
manoeuvres in Alsace and John with the Irish Guards at Loos. A month
later John was dead, listed as ‘missing believed killed’. That death cast
a second great shadow over the Kiplings and the guilt never left him
– think of those self-accusatory squibs he afterwards published in the
collection entitled Epitaphs of the War:
If any question why we died
Tell them, because our fathers lied.
And, under the epitaph ‘A dead statesman’:
I could not dig: I dared not rob:
Therefore I lied to please the mob.
Now all my lies are proved untrue
And I must face the men I slew.
What tale shall serve me here among
Mine angry and defrauded young?
Despite this family tragedy, Kipling continued to promote the war effort
through his writing. Nearly two years into the war he was visited at
Burwash by the head of the War Office’s Department MO5 (the forerunner of the Secret Intelligence Service MI5). Brigadier-General
Cockerill had come to seek Kipling’s help on ‘how best to give intelligence to neutrals’, and by neutrals Cockerill meant specifically the
government of the United States of America, which at this stage of the
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war was still maintaining a position of political neutrality. Cockerill
wanted Kipling to apply his gifts towards persuading the people of the
United States to come in with Britain and its allies in their war against
Germany and its allies.7
But what Cockerill left unsaid was the fact that Indian revolutionary nationalists were actively engaged in seeking to suborn Indian
sepoys, and that a particularly active revolutionary group, known as
the Hindustani Association of the Pacific Coast, was operating in the
United States and in Canada and had called on Indians to ‘start a war for
freedom’. This was in direct opposition to the Indian National Congress
which had answered Gandhi’s call for Indians to participate in ‘the
defence of Empire’ so as to show that they were ‘deserving of the rights
of Englishmen’. Alas, it was a call that went unanswered by the British
Government when the war ended.
This threat from the revolutionaries came to a head when an Indian
was detained in France and found to be carrying bundles of leaflets
which he had intended to spread among the Indian troops as they were
moved north from Marseilles to the Western Front. The authorities
responded by appointing a young Indian Army officer, Captain Evelyn
Howell, as a censor to check all letters received by serving Indian
soldiers. This proved unworkable so Howell had to content himself
with checking the letters sent out by the sepoys themselves. But what
Howell and his small team of translators soon discovered was that they
had very little work to do, because the Indian troops showed themselves to be astonishingly loyal. They had, in their own words, ‘taken
the government’s salt’, they had sworn an oath and so for izzat, their
honour’s sake, and for the honour of the regiment they had to keep
their word, even if that meant dying in a foreign land in a war that
appeared meaningless to them. Their overall tone, Howell noted, was
one of ‘fatalistic resignation’.8
A stack of Howell’s fortnightly reports, to which were appended
several hundred translated extracts, was passed on to Kipling, who
found them to be a ‘complete revelation’9. He would later speak at the
dedication service of the Indian Cemetery at Neuve Chapelle the of
‘soldiers for whom there was no darker sin than that of being false
to the salt of their obligation’, and how these letters offered a unique
window into their lives on the Western Front:
what they endured on the spiritual side when they voyaged forth
over oceans, whose existence they had never conceived, into lands
which lay beyond the extremest limits of their imagination – into
countries which, for aught they knew, were populated by devils and
monsters.10
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Within a month of receiving the censor’s reports Kipling had sent in
drafts of three stories, all presented as letters: the first as from a Sikh
landowner, the second from a ‘rogue of a Pathan’; and the third about
a ‘raffish native officer’. He also asked for more soldiers’ letters, after
which he revised what he had written and added a fourth story. These
proved to be the last of the many Indian stories that Kipling wrote11 and
it will come as no surprise to those who have not read them to learn
that the four protagonists of The Eyes of Asia are all from the so-called
martial races of North India: a Sikh, a Rajput, a Pathan and a Punjabi
Mussulman.
I will not pretend that these are among the best of Kipling’s short
stories, because they are not. And yes, they were essentially written
as propaganda, and, as intended, they played their part in helping to
bring America into the war on the side of Britain and the empire. But
I also think that in each of the four stories in The Eyes of Asia a point
comes when Kipling the propagandist steps aside and Kipling the creative genius takes over. I shall close by giving you a taste of one of the
four stories: ‘In the Fumes of the Heart’, which is set in the Dome of the
Brighton Pavilion. In writing it, Kipling returned to a familiar format
in which the subject relates his tale to the supposed writer of the story.
Kipling had done this in his first published short story, ‘The Gate of the
Hundred Sorrows’, back in 1884, and he did it again in South Africa
in 1901 in a story called ‘A Sahib’s War’, in which an elderly Sikh
Viceroy’s Commissioned Officer narrates his story to a listener, whom
we assume to be Kipling. Now in ‘Fumes of the Heart’ it is a wounded
Sikh named Jowahir Singh who speaks. He wants to send a letter to
his brother at home on their farm in the Punjab which he proceeds to
dictate to an Englishman who speaks Punjabi and can write Gurmukhi.
However, this Jowahir Singh is a very chatty fellow, so he constantly
breaks off his dictating to explain things to the letter writer and to the
attendant doctor. Here is a flavour:
This is the trouble, Sahib. My brother who holds his land and works
mine, outside Amritsar City, is a fool. He is older than I. He has
done his service and got one wound out of it in what they used to
call war – that child’s play in the Tirah [Military Campaign] years
ago. He thinks himself a soldier! But that is not his offence. He
sends me postcards, Sahib, scores of postcards, whining about the
drouth or the taxes, or the crops, or our servants’ pilferings or some
such trouble. He doesn’t know what trouble means. I want to tell
him he is a fool. . .
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Is he a good farmer? Sa-heeb! If an Amritsar Sikh isn’t a good farmer,
a hen doesn’t know an egg. Is he honest? As my own pet yoke of bullocks. He is only a fool. My belly is on fire now with knowledge I never
had before, and I wish to impart it to him, to the village elders, to all
people. . . And now we will begin. Take down my words from my lips
to my foolish old farmer-brother:
“You will have received the notification of my wounds which I took
in Franceville. Now that I am better of my wounds, I have leisure
to write with a long hand. Here we have paper and ink at command.
Thus it is easy to let off the fumes of our hearts. Send me all the
news of all the crops and what is being done in our village. . .
As to my own concerns, the trench in which I sat was broken by
a bomb-golee as large as our smallest grain-chest.”
He’ll go off and measure it at once!
“It dropped out of the air. It burst, the ground was opened and
replaced upon seven of us. I and two others took wounds. God
permitted my soul to live, by means of the doctors’ strong medicines. I have inhabited six hospitals before I came here to England.
This hospital is like a temple. It is set in a garden beside the sea. We
lie on iron cots beneath a dome of gold and colours and glittering
glass work, with pillars.”
You know that’s true, Sahib. We can see it – but d’you think he’ll
believe? Never!’
“Our food is cooked for us according to our creeds – Sikh, or
Brahmin, or Mussulman and the rest – when a man dies he is also
buried according to his creed. Though he has been a groom or a
sweeper, he is buried like some great landowner. Do not let such
matters trouble you henceforth. Living or dying, all is done in
accordance with the ordinance of our faiths.”
Jowahir Singh then goes on to describe some of the marvels he saw in
France but by stages the picture grows darker, as Kipling the propagandist gives way to Kipling the writer to the point where it is uncertain
who Jowahir Singh is talking to: the Englishmen present or his brother:
“The French in Franceville work continually without rest. Ploughs
and carts are drawn by horses. Oxen are not used for these purposes in
these villages. The field work is wholly done by old men and women
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and children, who can all read and write. The young men are all at
the war. I have a friend among the French – an old man in the village
where the Regiment was established, who daily fills in the holes made
in his fields by the enemy’s shells with dirt from a long-handled spade.
His grandchild, a very small maiden, grazed a cow behind a wood
where the shells fell, and was killed in that manner. Our Regiment
was told the news and they took an account of it, for she was often
among them, begging buttons from their uniforms. She was small and
full of laughter, and she had learned a little of our tongue.”
Yes. That was a very great shame, Sahib. She was the child of us all, but
she was slain – slain like a calf for no fault. A black shame! . . We will
write about other matters. . .
“Franceville is a country where the women are not veiled. Their
marriage is at their own choice and takes place between their twentieth and twenty-fifth year. They seldom quarrel or shout out. . .
When calamity overtakes them there is no ceremonial of grief such
as tearing the hair or the like. They swallow it down and endure
silently. Doubtless, this is the fruit of learning in youth. . . The
women also carry holy beads to help keep count of their prayers. . .
Certain men of our Regiment divided among themselves as many
as they could pick up of the string of beads that used to be carried
by the small maiden whom the shell slew. It was found forty yards
distant from the hands. It was that small maiden who begged us for
our buttons and had no fear. The Regiment made an account of it,
reckoning one life of the enemy for each bead. When a man of the
guarantors became killed, the number of his beads which remained
unredeemed was added to the obligation of the other guarantors, or
they elected an inheritor of the debt in his place.”
He will understand that. It was all very correct and business-like, Sahib.
Our Pathan Company arranged it.
“It was seven weeks before all her beads were redeemed because
the weather was bad and our guns were strong and the enemy did
not stir abroad after dark. When all the account was cleared, the
beads were taken out of pawn and returned to her grandfather, with
a certificate, and he wept.
This war is not a war. It is a world-destroying battle. All that has gone
before this war in this world till now has been only boys throwing
coloured powder at each other. No man could conceive it! What do
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you or the Mohmunds or anyone who has not been here know of
war? When the ignorant in future speak of war, I shall laugh, even
though they be my elder brethren. Consider what things are done
here and for what reasons. This is a world where the very hills are
turned upside down, with the cities upon them. He who comes alive
out of this business will forever after be as a giant. If anyone wishes
to see it let him come here or remain disappointed all his life.”
We will finish with affection and sweet words, sahib. After all, a brother
is a brother.
“As for myself, why do you write to me so many complaints? Are
you fighting in this war or I? You know the saying: ‘A soldier’s life
is for his family: his death is for his country: his discomforts are
for himself alone.’ I joined to fight when I was young. I have eaten
the Government’s salt till I am old. I am discharging my obligation.
When all is at an end, the memory of our parting will be but a dream.
“I pray the Guru to bring together those who are separated. God
alone is true. Everything else is but a shadow.”
VOTE OF THANKS BY ROGER AYERS

Col. Ayers, responding on behalf of the Kipling Society, thanked
Charles Allen. He said how much we welcomed the chance to hear
Charles Allen speak to us once again, and how very well rewarded we
had been.
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THE JOHN SLATER COMPETITION:
‘WRITING WITH KIPLING’ 2018
BY MARY HAMER

This is the third year the Kipling Society has run a creative writing
prize for primary school children, using the generous legacy left to the
Society by the late John Slater to encourage the knowledge and appreciation of Rudyard Kipling’s writing among school children. Two of the
primary schools which participated last year were able to do so again,
and the total number of children who entered went up again to 192.
This was a pleasing response to the prize, and a tribute to the enjoyment children and teachers derived from Kipling’s Just So Stories.
We have heard that the competition has inspired children who entered
last year to keep writing for fun. The Hamilton Trust, an educational
charity (www. Hamilton-trust.org.uk), once again generously supplied
teaching resources about Just So Stories which are tailored to the curriculum. ‘Language poverty is the new threat to our children’, wrote Laura
Freeman recently in the Spectator. Against this destructive trend, the
John Slater Competition uses Kipling’s stories to get children reading
and writing for pleasure as they join in with a famous writer.
We were delighted that the children’s author Lee Weatherly agreed
to judge the prize. She awarded the first prize to ‘How the Arctic Fox
Got Its Changing Fur’ by Alice Eyre (Prettygate, Colchester) for its
‘fresh witty dialogue’ and ‘the way the characters truly came to life’.
The second The second prize went to ‘How The Turtle Got Its Shell’ by
Imogen Lovett (The Study School, Wimbledon) for its ‘sense of magic’
and haunting use of language. The third prize was given to ‘How the
Cockatoo got his Frills’ by Ruby O’Brien (Greenleaf, Walthamstow):
‘It made me laugh out loud’, wrote Lee. The prizewinning story follows
this report.
We would very much like to see the prize grow to include more
schools. If any member knows of children who are about to start in
Year 5 (9 or 10 years old), we would be very happy if they would like
to bring the prize to the attention of their school. We have generally
found the best way to develop interest in the prize is to approach Year
5 teachers directly.
A fuller account of the project is available in the ‘Kipling for
Schools’ tab at www.kiplingsociety.co.uk, and the ten short-listed
stories were put on display this summer at Bateman’s.
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HOW THE ARCTIC FOX GOT ITS
CHANGING FUR
BY ALICE EYRE

On the third Monday of the year, O, my beloved, when the world was
new and all, there lived a family of Arctic Foxes who had way too
much self-pride. All of the other animals: the Sloth, the Goth, also the
Penguin, all of the Lemmings, the Polar Bear and Sun Bear, the Otters
and the Dotters – every animal became overly jealous and tiresome
about the Arctic Foxes and extremely furious with living in the Arctic
Pole. O, best beloved, this is the story of how the Arctic Fox got his
changing fur.
One particular morning, O, my best beloved, the annoying family of
Arctic Foxes were trudging along, slowly hunting for lemmings when
they stumbled upon Super Slow Sloth and immediately started bragging to Super Slow Sloth “We are amazing at hunting. You should have
seen us on our last hunt,” “Yes you could have seen us on our expedition. We were amazing!” called the rest of the family in unison. Super
Slow Sloth eventually gave up trying to talk, and climbed to the top of
the monkey puzzle tree, muttering “Will they ever stop bragging?”
Presently, the very next day, O, my best beloved, Prowling Polar
Bear, who was in an extremely malicious mood, strolled past the
annoying Arctic Foxes’ cave. The Arctic Foxes, who knew Prowling
Polar Bear was not in a good mood at all, called pleadingly “Come in
to our warm cave.” “Fine,” growled Prowling Polar Bear. Yet again
all they did was boast and brag about how good at hunting they were.
“Well Mr Polar Bear I don’t know about you but we have raised our
children better than you. We have raised them better than you the cock
a doodle doo and the cockatoo,” commented Mr Annoying Arctic Fox.
“Yes!” Prowling Polar Bear snarled. “I’ve heard and you’ve stated
this before,” he bellowed, growling, ’mmensely enraged, O, my best
beloved. Then he yelled “I am leaving! Out my way!” “Well that was
a very impertinent visit” stated Annoying Mrs Arctic Fox sulkily. Then
Annoying Mr Fox commented “how unnecessary and disrespectful to
our family!” “I agree,” said Master Annoying Arctic Fox.
Meanwhile, Annoying Fox who was the eldest brother was strolling
along to the Protective and Patient Penguins’ iceberg and announced
pompously “I am coming in!” Then the very annoying Arctic Fox
proceeded to drag on and blab on and on about “How good at hunting I
am, I am never hungry, shame for you. You must find it very tiresome to
be such dreadful hunters.” O, my best beloved, he stated this in a very
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superior voice. “Poor dear, he gets it from his rude mother and father,”
Mrs Protective and Patient Penguin muttered very quietly. “Well if you
have nothing to say, I shall leave!” declared Annoying Arctic Fox as if
he were an adult.
O, my best beloved, the very next day the Sloth and the Polar
Bear and the Penguin and all the other animals got together and held
a meeting. “How can we stop the annoying Arctic Foxes always
boasting?” exclaimed blue bird quietly. “We have a few ideas”, replied
Prowling Polar Bear and Super Slow Sloth at the same time. “Well, let’s
hear them then” stammered Mrs Protective and Patient Penguin. “Well
there is magic snow on Mountain Clear Water, and if you roll in it, it
turns you the colours of the black and white snow.” “If we can get the
annoying Arctic Fox family to roll in it then we will be able to see them
in winter as well as summer, so they can’t sneak up on us to boast. I shall
be able to scare them by pretending to hunt them” exclaimed Prowling
Polar Bear. So the very next day, Mrs Protective and Patient Penguin
called in at the annoying Arctic Foxes’ cave and exclaimed “come to the
Clear Water Mountains. We have a surprise for you.” “Okay I’ll bring
some fish water” called Mr Annoying Arctic Fox loudly.
When they all arrived, Prowling Polar Bear and Mr and Mrs
Protective and Patient Penguin and Super Slow Sloth were all chanting
loudly “Roll in the snow. Roll in the snow” “Why?” questioned Mr
Annoying Arctic Fox. “It’s fun! Quick, do it before the snow melts,
quick now!” shouted Prowling Polar Bear,
So, my best beloved, they did, and from this day on Arctic Foxes
never boast or brag, and now they have learnt their lesson from their
black and white coat, but they always have to look out for a polar bear
or two. They’ll never know what colour coat they’ll have.
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‘NOTHING EXCEPT ALL ENGLAND’:
KIPLING AND THE IDEA OF THE POACHER
BY STEPHEN RIDGWELL
[A resident of Sussex, Stephen Ridgwell recently completed a doctoral thesis on
poachers in Victorian and Edwardian culture. Ed.]

Early in 1915, Rudyard Kipling spoke at the Mansion House on ‘The
Soul of a Battalion’. Emphasising the importance of music in the life of
a soldier, the author recalled his experience of a hospital camp in India.
Though stricken with cholera, the morale of the men was dramatically
restored by an impromptu sing-along to ‘The Lincolnshire Poacher’.1
Officially adopted by the Lincolns in 1881, what Kipling termed this
‘queer, defiant tune’ had numerous regional variants and leading folksong collectors like Cecil Sharp and Percy Grainger (the latter a visitor
to Bateman’s in 1905) recorded versions of it across the country. Printed
and performed in a range of formats and settings, including Kipling’s
beloved music hall, the song was also a fixture at public schools, places
where poaching itself was part of the culture. In the Rugby-set Tom
Brown’s School-Days (1857), Tom and his trespassing friends delight in
taunting a gamekeeper with a hearty rendition of this ‘favourite Schoolhouse song’:
As I and my companions / Were setting of a snare
The gamekeeper was watching us; / For him we did not care:
For we can wrestle and fight, my boys,/ And jump out
anywhere.
For it’s my delight on a shiny night,/ In the season of the year.2
Confident in his point of reference, Kipling could therefore dispense
with quotation and tell a cheering wartime audience how ‘you know the
words . . . There is nothing in it except – except all England.’3
As Kipling’s words suggest, the principal interest of this song
comes not in what it says about poaching, but in what it shows about
the idea of it. Taking a lead from this popular account of poaching on
‘a shiny night’, the following explores how the idea of the poacher was
manifested in Kipling’s own literary output in the first two decades of
the twentieth century: particularly the interwar period of 1902–14.
While schoolboy poems like ‘The Dusky Crew’ (an early outing for
Stalky & Co.) suggest a prior identification, and ‘The Lincolnshire
Poacher’ itself was referenced in several of the army stories and ballads
of the 1890s, it was through Kipling’s discovery of a homeland that
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the idea of the poacher came to inform some of his best known work.4
At the moment when Englishness became synonymous with the rural,
and when the politics of land and national efficiency were of major
concern, Kipling’s engagement was significant. In pursuing this line,
Kipling’s own experiences and creative Daemon were clearly in play,
but there was a wider context too. If Kipling’s image of Edwardian
England was ‘at once unique and representative’, then so was his
poacher.5
From at least the time of the Robin Hood legends, sympathy and
support for a practice more akin to outlawry than theft has been broadly
consistent. ‘The finest of all boys . . . are those birds of the night, and
minions of the moon, whom we call, most unjustly, poachers’, declares
Jack Palmer/Dick Turpin in Harrison Ainsworth’s defining account of
the highwayman, Rookwood.6 Long associated with the liminal spaces
of woodland and forest, even the supernatural could be recruited to the
side of the poacher. In ‘The Ballad of Minepit Shaw’ (1910), Kipling
has one of the ‘Folk of the Hill’ save two men found poaching on the
estate of Lord Pelham. Pursued by the keeper’s baying hounds, the men
are literally swallowed up by the ground (a key element for the poacher)
and kept safe until morning. The poem ends in a contemplation of the
mysterious rescuer:
But whether the man was a poacher too
Or a Pharisee [fairy] so bold –
I reckon there’s more things told than are true,
And more things true than are told.7
In the enchanted world that Kipling was conjuring up in rural Sussex,
from across the centuries poachers and fairies trod the same earth.
In giving this powerfully imagined vision of the past, Kipling was
also attending to the present. By the time this ingenious take on the
poaching ballad was written, the idea of the poacher had gained a reach
and significance out of all relation to physical reality. Within the perception of a more ordered and better policed society, the poacher emerged
as a fully formed part of the culture. Framing this development was the
general repurposing of the countryside. A place where fewer people
lived and worked in the established sense became the central repository
for national values and identity. Kipling’s desire to run a dairy herd
at Bateman’s was more about ruralist aesthetics than economics. With
the essential England to be found in the rural, the poacher could therefore be viewed as a model of traditional, and pleasingly illicit, skills
and folkways. Although some forms of poaching remained beyond the
pale, that of the potentially violent town-based gang for example, in
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representational terms the archetypal village poacher of late Victorian
and Edwardian England had never had it so good.
Significant as ruralism was in allowing for a more legitimised form
of the poacher, it would have counted for much less were it not for
the game laws. Almost universally disliked, this complex legal code
(reformed, but not fundamentally altered, in 1831) turned wild animals
into the ‘qualified’ property of landowners and made trespass in pursuit
of game the principal poaching offence. It was on these terms that
poaching was inextricably linked to the question of the land itself. With
more game being preserved than ever before, and with keeper numbers
at an all-time high, the sporting estate became a widely contested social
space. The Edwardian countryside was an idyll, but it was also an argument. Here we find one of the severest critics of the game-preserving
class to be Kipling. In the kind of language later used by Lloyd George,
who in his campaigns for Lords’ and land reform would gleefully refer
to his career as a ‘poacher’s lawyer’, the laureate of Empire controversially asked of his fellow islanders: ‘Will the rabbit war with your
foemen – the red deer horn them for hire? / Your kept cock-pheasant
keep you? – he is master of many a shire’.8
Putting such rhetoric aside, Kipling was certainly not a populist
in the way of the hated ‘Welsh thief’ Lloyd George.9 Determined to
improve and add to his own estate, Kipling wanted to celebrate England
as well as chastise it. As part of the ruralist mythology that Kipling
now developed, in which the half-hidden continuities of the land and
its past rooted the present and secured the future, the poacher had an
important role to play. A living exemplar of the Kiplingite notion of
‘Stalkiness’ – the quality of being clever, well considered and wily – at
a deeper level the poacher symbolised both a time-honoured challenge
to unreasonable authority, and a sturdy insistence on an Englishman’s
right to hunt game. Poaching, we learn from Kipling’s ‘Dusky Crew’,
was liberty personified:
‘We chased the hare from her secret lair, / We roamed the
woodlands through;
In parks and grounds far out of bounds / Wandered our dusky
crew;
And the keepers swore to see us pass –/ Me and the Other
Two.10
Beyond the law, but part of the lore of the land, poaching was never
the ideological preserve of radicals. Poachers could also be Tories. ‘On
public and private grounds I am a Conservative . . . Liberals are hollow
and turn like a weather cock [and] care nothing for Old England’,
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recorded the Devonshire poacher John ‘Lordy’ Holcombe in his 1901
autobiography.11 Even at his most Die-hard, Kipling could not have put
it better.
In both of the Puck books and in poems like ‘The Land’, Kipling
turned the septuagenarian Sussex farm labourer, William Isted, into the
timeless rustic figure of Hobden – a ‘flagrant poacher’ of the ‘old unaltered blood’ whose forbears have been known to Puck for centuries.12
While bearing some comparison to the time-shifting narratives of Edith
Nesbit and Henry Newbolt, Kipling’s ruralised version of Albionism
had more in common with Edward Thomas, another patriotic celebrant
of the land who several times anthologised ‘The Lincolnshire Poacher’
and whose outstanding literary creation, ‘Lob’, is effectively another
version of Hobden.13 Likewise embodying the spirit and history of
England, ‘Lob’ was also modelled on a real-life poacher: n this case the
Wiltshireman David ‘Dad’ Uzzell, a lifelong friend to Thomas and very
much his ideal of a countryman. Sounding remarkably like a prototype
Dan or Una, Thomas writes from Oxford in the late 1890s; adopting the
idiom of his chosen ‘man of the woods’, the student asked eagerly of his
guide ‘And we will have some fine times, “won’t us”? Shall we go out
all night, like we did at Burderop that time when we heard the nightjar,
and shall we see the sun rise?’14
Like Thomas, Kipling was clearly influenced by the work of
Richard Jefferies. Best described as something between Gilbert
White and Cobbett, in books like The Amateur Poacher (1879) and
Bevis (1882) this singular author drew on a rich seam of memory and
imaginative impulse to create new templates for countryside writing
and stories about children.15 At the same time, Kipling’s poacher came
out of the ‘competing energies’ that marked his own developing sense
of Edwardian England and which, in keeping with the contradictions
of the age, combined an active pursuit of the modern with frequent
recourses to the past.16 Fascinated by the wirings of new technology,
Kipling was also drawn to the poacher’s more ancient world of wire
and snares and to the ‘trees and green fields and mud’ that marked the
terrain of his unforced habitation.17
In the autumn of 1902 the house and estate known as Bateman’s
became the Kiplings’ permanent home in England. If only by moving
from one part of East Sussex to another, leaving the more open landscape of Rottingdean for the densely wooded heart of the Weald at
Burwash, Kipling took an important creative step. Having already
formed an interest in a ruralised English past, where in motorised
journeys through the countryside time as well as space was traversed,
settlement in a place where every corner was ‘alive with ghosts’
became central to his realisation of it.18 At the opening of the Burwash
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Institute in 1907, the kind of function he usually avoided, Kipling was
keen to stress that ‘when speaking here, one is speaking to men whose
names stand unchanged in the parish registers century after century’.19
Rich in the kind of local customs and folk-lore that he enjoyed,
Burwash also had links to popular forms of lawlessness like smuggling and poaching. While the former was now largely confined to
works of antiquarianism like the Rev. John Cocker Egerton’s Sussex
Folk and Sussex Ways, a book that Kipling seems to have known,
poaching was another matter.20
Although levels of poaching had been falling in England since the
early 1880s, it remained a significant part of the rural scene and in places
like Burwash it was an everyday fact of life. Part cottage economy, part
sport, poaching was sustained by high levels of community collusion
and the belief that it contained no moral harm. Villagers who worked
extra hours to buy Bibles for their children could also be poachers.
Shortly into his ministry at Burwash (1857–1888) Egerton learned
of a well-organised fund to cover the costs of those caught and on at
least one occasion it appears that Kipling’s model for Hobden, William
Isted, was a beneficiary.21 In a neat demonstration of the continuities
that Kipling sought to emphasise, as well as the limits to his tolerance,
half a century later we find him concerned that if the ageing, but still
active, Isted was allowed to wire the rabbits at Bateman’s the rest of
the village would quickly follow suit. Poaching, claimed the leading
contemporary chronicler of Kipling’s Sussex, was ‘in the blood’ of the
locals and the ‘hares and the rabbits and the pheasants’ were deemed to
be theirs for the taking.22
Whatever the truth of such statements, the idea of poaching as an
inherited characteristic was another important source of validation. In
distinguishing the ‘right’ kind of poachers from the wrong, the entry
on ‘Poachers and Poaching’ for The Encyclopaedia of Sport (1900)
observed how the village poacher ‘illustrates the doctrines of heredity
. . . brought up to the trade, like his father and grandfather, among
nets, wires and lurchers’. A decade earlier the Cumbrian naturalist and
writer on poaching James Watson noted that the object of his study had
‘poached time out of mind’ and that if ‘poets are born and not made, it
is equally so of poachers.’23 This was exactly the view that Kipling took
of Isted. Even if he could never spell his name right, Kipling undoubtedly had a soft spot for the hard drinking labourer who ‘of poaching . . .
talked in all its branches’ and, in Roger Lancelyn Green’s view, became
his ‘real link with the soil’.24 In correspondence with his son, John (the
model for Dan), Kipling spoke in familiar terms of ‘Old Istead . . . a
poacher all his life’ [sic] and in Something of Myself he was quick to
describe ‘our special stay and counsellor’ as a ‘a poacher by heredity
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and instinct . . . more “one with nature” than whole parlours full of
poets.’25
If poaching was a natural and inheritable instinct, to poach was to
be closely aligned with the natural world. Indeed, it was the formation at United Services College of a Natural History Society that gave
boys ‘who had the poaching instinct’ a golden opportunity to go out
of bounds in the feigned pursuit of specimens. By his own account,
Kipling’s first introduction to gunpowder came via ‘a charge of salt
fired at our legs by angry keepers’.26 Whatever its unintended consequences, the initiative at the school was part of a growing interest in
the nation’s flora and fauna that spread thickly across late Victorian
and Edwardian society and spawned numerous publications and clubs.
Within this milieu the poacher was not only presented as a leading character in the daily drama of rustic life, but as a privileged companion and
witness to nature itself. Drawing together his readings of Jefferies and
time spent with Uzzell, Edward Thomas gave a vivid account of this
fabled aspect of the poacher’s life:
He was a true scholar in his kind. The pedants who peep and botanise and cry ‘allium’ or ‘cnicus’ to one another . . . and the sublime
enthusiasts who cannot see the earth for the flowers, were equally
beneath him. He would give twelve hours a day at least to the open
air, as a scholar to his books. In the case of this man, the knowledge
came out not so much in speech – of which he was economical – as
in an infinite fact.27
In Puck of Pook’s Hill and Rewards and Fairies, Hobden is placed on
similarly intimate terms with nature. Dan and Una’s ‘particular friend’
not only shows them how to set wires and where to find the best ‘secret
hunting-grounds’, but how to know and respect the world out of doors.28
Whereas Hobden poaches in moderation, and is protective of dormice,
Ridley the gamekeeper (a ‘beast’ in Dan’s words and easily outwitted
by Hobden) proudly displays the wildlife he has killed in the effort to
preserve the maximum number of pheasants.29 Encountering Puck in
the guise of a fox – the animal analogue of the poacher, and equally
loathed by keepers – Hobden recognises a kindred spirit. Slipping into
his own version of Reynardism, the poacher is alive to other wisdoms:
‘Oh, Mus’ Reynolds, Mus’ Reynolds . . . If I knowed all was inside your
head, I’d know something wuth knowin’ [sic].30 While Puck teaches the
children where they have come from, the man who has ‘not forgot [his]
way about the woods’ is instrumental in teaching them where they are.31
Equally important, he teaches them how to see. In his work on Kipling’s
poetics, Peter Keating has persuasively argued that Puck’s magic is really
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a ‘metaphor for sight. Look carefully, and all the past is there to see’.
Within the ruralised world of the stories, where the land’s very substance
had been ‘poached and stoached’, an endlessly forming palimpsest, there
could be no better visual guide than a poacher.32 Though it was wealthy
men like Kipling who owned the land and enjoyed legal rights of ‘chase
and warren’, at ground level, so to speak, it was those who could ‘tickle’
fish and ‘wire’ game who were the true possessors.33
In the second of his 1953 Clark Lectures at Cambridge, the great
writer on the English past and its landscape connections, G.M. Trevelyan,
claimed that through characters like Hobden a complete vision of the
‘whole length of our island history’ was seamlessly unfolded. But while
providing a colourful way into the national past, such figures could also
be used as a way of commenting on the present.34 Although on its first
appearance in 1902 ‘The Islanders’ had drawn considerable fire, many
regarding the poem as nothing short of treacherous, Kipling was not
alone in thinking that the choreographed slaughter of the modern shoot
marked a worrying sign of decadence. Among other things, gameshooters of a more traditional bent frequently voiced concern that the
battue and the drive had not only de-skilled their sport but reduced its
worth as military training. At the height of the war in South Africa,
a conflict in which Kipling took an active interest, an editorial in the
Field lamented how ‘woodcraft even of the simplest character [was]
no longer necessary for success’ and that current events were revealing
a military caste ‘deficient in those qualities of intelligent speculation’
once thought essential to field sports.35
Within this context of military/imperial concern it is again possible
to see the attraction of the poacher idea. Not only did the poacher form
an integral part of the national fabric, he also appeared well equipped to
preserve it. This in turn fed into Kipling’s enthusiastic support for the
Scout Movement, an organisation formed by one of the bright spots of
the Boer War and former schoolboy poacher at Charterhouse, Robert
Baden-Powell. For men such as these, it was the skills and attributes
required of the successful poacher, rather than those of the legally qualified sportsman, that would likely be more useful in combat situations.
‘The Scout has very much to learn from poachers and their ways’,
advised The Woodcraft Supplementary Reader for Schools (1911), ‘and
many of his dodges – though not the poaching ones! – might stand
scouts in good stead’.36 Providing lyrical testament to the belief that
from Crécy and Poitiers to Waterloo, the poacher’s qualities had helped
win the day, as well as re-emphasising the Hobdenite timelessness of the
act, we have Kipling’s own account of ‘Norman and Saxon’. Designed
for inclusion in C.R.L. Fletcher’s more conventional history of England
for children (also 1911), Kipling wrote admiringly of the natives:
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They’ll drink every hour of the daylight and poach every hour of
the dark.
It’s the sport not the rabbits they’re after (we’ve plenty of game in
the park).
Don’t hang them or cut off their fingers. That’s wasteful as well as
unkind,
For a hard-bitten, South-country poacher makes the best man-atarms you can find.
Linked closely to the above was the rise of the ‘new men’: the cosmopolitan incomers who according to Kipling’s close friend and adviser
on rural affairs, Henry Rider Haggard, treated the land as nothing but
a ‘costly toy’.38 Characteristically, these plutocratic sporting parvenus
were attracted to shooting for all the wrong reasons. Lacking skill or
decorum they simply wanted to kill as much game as possible, with
the least amount of effort, while basking in the social cachet they
thought they were earning. Though in areas where high levels of game
were preserved, the money paid in shooting rents and the associated
demand for more keepers and beaters helped sustain the local economy,
in various accounts of the period the ostentatious behaviour of these
‘weekend merchant princes’ brought considerable tension and resentment; to say nothing of snobbish disdain. For those of Lord Winterton’s
more discreetly wealthy circle, a typical Edwardian shooting party
meant ‘too many big meals, meeting too many rich Jews, and shooting
too many fat pheasants.’39 In a clear demonstration of his ‘two-headed’
nature, it was partly against this cultural turn that the self-made, and
foreign-born, Kipling set himself in ‘The Treasure and the Law’, the
closing story in Puck of Pook’s Hill.
Describing how Magna Carta came to be written in the thirteenth
century, the story is full of contemporary concern about the land. In its
ambivalent ‘semitic discourse’ – the hero is the Spanish-born Jewish
money lender, Kadmiel – the story also deals with racial identity, a
pressing issue in the wake of the Aliens Act (1905).40 His unusually
harsh and sardonic presence in the generally benign world of the ‘Puck’
books notwithstanding, Kadmiel’s actions are shown to have been
crucial in securing the charter and thus the rights of the natives. Here,
however, I am more interested in the story’s other Jewish character, the
twentieth century Mr Meyer. Determined to live the life of the English
country gentleman, ‘young Mr Meyer’ has taken up pheasant shooting
in Sussex – an area known for its particularly high rents on account of
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its attractive scenery and close proximity to London. Lacking in formal
rules, Meyer’s adopted sport was loaded with codes and conventions
and in every possible way he breaches them. Instead of drab coloured
tweeds he wears ‘yellow gaiters’ (a colour often associated with the
business of money lending), while his greed and lack of restraint make
him fire numerous untargeted shots. ‘Busy’ and over excited, Meyer is
also prone to shooting at ground game, behaviour that has previously
resulted in a beater getting hit. Although Meyer does the decent thing
and pays the man for his trouble, he is crassly over generous to the point
of being a joke. ‘Waxy told Hobden he’d have stood both barrels for
half the money’ recounts a suitably amused Dan.41
Within the overall shape of the story Meyer’s presence is no doubt
secondary to that of Kadmiel. However, the importance that Kipling
attaches to this strand of the narrative is clear in the opening sentence:
‘Now it was the third week in November, and the woods rang with the
noise of pheasant shooting.’42 It is worth recording that the dating of the
story (1904–5) exactly coincides with the peak number of game licences
issued, a movement paralleled by the increasingly intensive preservation
of game. In the age of the scientifically run sporting estate, more guns
were shooting at more birds than ever before. Given this, there are two
ways of regarding Meyer. First is through Kadmiel’s catch phrase ‘Why
not?’ Acting within the law that Kadmiel has helped bring, Meyer has
every right to enjoy himself, and if his actions fall short of the mark he
is young enough perhaps to learn better. Ultimately, therefore, Meyer
can be assimilated. Moreover, in one scholar’s view he signifies the vital
supplies of money on which future successful wars will depend, a future
prefigured by the explosively falling birds.43 This of course is Kipling
putting the ‘outsider’s’ defence – a cause he never entirely abandoned.
The second, more persuasive, reading of Meyer is the reverse.
Initially deemed by the unofficial squire of Burwash, Colonel Wemyss
Fielden, to be an ‘awful little bounder’, Kipling was sensitive to his
new found position in Sussex and determined to be accepted as one
of the gentry.44 Two of Kipling’s closest friends, Rider Haggard – and,
eventually, Fielden himself – were both sportsmen of the more traditional landed variety, and though making little of his own rights to game
(he gave Fielden what shooting there was), he was obviously pleased
to have them. Contra the likes of Meyer, Kipling greatly respected
Fielden’s ability to bring down pheasants from ‘high heaven’, while
Haggard was a source of ‘ample land wisdom’.45 Meyer, in other words,
is displacement. Through borrowed mockery of the hapless outsider,
Kipling consciously put himself in the opposite camp: a ‘new man’ to
be sure, but one who understood the ‘old acres’ and those who more
properly populated them.
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And this brings us back to Hobden. In sustaining the unacceptability of Meyer’s kind of modernity, Kipling also needed the idea of
the poacher. With his wires and trusty lurcher Blue Bess, Hobden has
little need for modern firearms. That said, we know from the preceding
story, ‘Dymchurch Flit’, that in earlier days he had been a crack shot.
Visited by his long lost friend, Tom Shoesmith (once again Puck in
disguise), the ‘oldest Old Thing in England’ mimes Hobden practising
another of the poacher’s accredited arts.46 When we do encounter
Hobden, the shoot has ended and Kadmiel and Meyer have gone their
ways. Finishing off some hedge-work he appears oblivious to the day’s
events as he talks in the twilight of cuckoos and the eventual return of
spring. Up before breakfast, the wily old poacher has long since cached
his game in the faggots he will take to his cottage by the forge. While
the keepers would love to see Hobden ‘clapped in Lewes Jail all the
year round’, they will need to catch him first.47 Charles Carrington, the
author’s official biographer, has not been in alone in recognising both
the personal and artistic significance of Kipling’s poacher.48 Through
his appreciation of Isted, Kipling found a way to fix his legal ownership of the land at a much deeper level. The authenticating presence of
the poacher made Kipling an authentic presence. Through his construction of Hobden, he could elide the apparent continuities of life on the
land into the stabilising continuities of the past in the present – a key
endeavour within the Edwardian ruralist project to which Kipling’s
enchanted moral histories formed such a major part.
Writing in 1898, Rider Haggard judged it ‘extraordinary’ that so
much ‘false sentiment is wasted in certain quarters on poachers’.49
Sadly we can never know what Haggard made of Hobden. We do know,
however, that in his representation of the poacher Kipling was both
reflecting and shaping a clearly discernible trend. This is not to reduce
Kipling’s achievement, but merely to understand it better. If ‘The
Lincolnshire Poacher’ was nothing but ‘all England’, then so indeed
was Kipling’s. In 1918, Kipling returned to the idea of the poacher as
he worked on his ‘Epitaphs of the War’. Never getting beyond a draft,
‘On A Poacher Shot In No-Man’s Land’ told how
Tom Airos the free hunter owed his country no more
than imprisonment in several gaols. In return for this,
he gave her all his skill in catching rabbits and, at the
last, his soul that abhorred imprisonment.50
In Kipling’s Edwardian fantasies of a timeless rural England, figures
like Hobden were the indestructible inheritors and guardians of the land.
Yet not even the hardest-bitten poacher could survive in the blasted
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landscapes of industrialised war. Beyond his recollections of Isted in
the closing year of his own life, Kipling never wrote of poachers again.
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MEMBERSHIP NOTES
September 2018
NEW MEMBERS

I am very pleased to welcome the below new members to the Kipling
Society.
Stephen Jefferson (Wiltshire)
John Ledlie (California)
Jason Allen (Illinois)
Mauro Pavan (Venezia)
NEW MEMBERSHIP FEES 1ST JANUARY 2016

Please ensure you are aware of the new rates which can be found at
the back of this issue. If you have not yet adjusted your fee to the new
amount and it has not been paid already, please forward the balance as
soon as possible. Please ensure your SOM has been changed via your
bank. If you have any doubts, please do contact me.
PAYMENT OF SUBSCRIPTION FEES

Members are also reminded of the due date of their subscription on their
address label when they receive The Kipling Journal. The date given as
such 06/18 refers to June 2018.
If you are in any doubt, please contact me by the methods also
given on the back cover. Please also advise me of any changes of
address, including e-mail if applicable as I do like to keep in contact
with members. Please ensure Kipling Society emails do not go to your
SPAM box.
John Lambert
Membership Secretary
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THE NAULAHKA: AN ANALYSIS OF
LOCALITY IN COLONIAL RAJASTHAN AND
THE AMERICAN SOUTH-WEST
BY CHETAN SAINI
[Chetan Saini is a postgraduate student in the Department of English of the University
of Delhi, completing his doctoral thesis on ‘History, Fiction and Young People in
Kipling’s Indian Writings’. Ed.]

Between 1887 and 1889, Kipling worked as a special correspondent for
the Pioneer newspaper, which sent him to visit the semi-independent
‘Native States’ of Rajputana, now Rajasthan, for a month in the late
autumn of 1887, about which he wrote a series entitled “Letters of
Marque”. These articles were later published with other travel sketches
in Kipling’s From Sea to Sea: Letters of Travel, in order to preserve
their textual integrity, as Kipling’s preface explained:
In these two volumes, I have got together the bulk of special correspondence and occasional articles written by me for the Civil and
Military Gazette and the Pioneer between 1887 and 1889. I have
been forced to this action by the enterprise of various publishers
who, not content with disinterring old newspaper work from the
decent seclusion of the office files, have in several instances seen fit
to embellish it with additions and interpolations.1
During his journalistic-cum-touristic excursion to the North Western
region of India, Kipling visited nearly all the administratively important cities in what is now Rajasthan. He started his journey from Jaipur
(which allowed him to visit Amber) and moved to different cities:
Udaipur, Chitor, Ajmir, Jodhpur, Boondi, Chittorgarh and Marwar. His
description of these places, with specific focus on landscape, forts, transport, hospitals, politics, wildlife, architecture, land revenue, culture,
women, gothic places, religion, temples, local administration, lakes,
beasts, zanana and history, represents a kind of layout of ‘Rajputana’
for his colonial audience of British officials and army officers.
Conforming to the Victorian convention of journalistic anonymity,
Kipling calls himself “the Englishman” throughout the “Letters of
Marque.” His first travel sketch, published on December 14, 1887 in
the Pioneer, mesmerizes the reader with a marvellous description of
the city of Jaipur, its architecture, temples, palaces and legends. The
series includes four articles on Jodhpur, published in the Pioneer
between January 24 and February 10, 1888, describing it as politically
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well-managed and an attractive place for British tourists: “Jodhpur
differs from the other states of Rajputana in that its Royalty are particularly accessible to an inquiring public.” (FSS 72) Jaipur, on the other
hand, gets mixed responses from “the Englishman”, who admires its
provision of hospitals, its efficient new water-works and its museum,
but is horrified to by its tank “swarming with crocodiles” with “green
slime thick upon [their] eyelids.” (FSS 38) Kipling would draw on these
descriptions and his memories of both these states when he invented
the imagined princely state of Rhatore. Jan Montefiore writes that these
experiences “proved an inspiration for his fictions of India: the story
‘Bubbling Well Road’ and the much longer ‘The Man who would be
King, the adventure story The Naulahka and . . . important scenes in
The Jungle Book and Kim.”2
Kipling transcribed his journalistic experiences of Jodhpur, Jaipur,
Chitor and Bundi into the adventure story The Naulahka: A Story of
West and East (1892) written in collaboration with his friend Wolcott
Balestier, who died before the book appeared. Since The Naulahka
is a joint venture, the early chapters based in the south west state of
Colorado in the U S A are presumably the work of Balestier, to which
Kipling added the local ingredients of Rajasthan in the novel’s second
half. The Naulahka is a thrilling story of two American youngsters,
Nick Tarvin and Kate Sheriff, who visit the state of Rhatore in India.
Resolutely philanthropic, Kate chooses to become a trained nurse and
secular nun, helping Indian women with her medical expertise in a
missionary hospital. Tarvin, an American engineer, follows her to India
out of love, but he has another reason: to search Rhatore for ‘Naulahka’,
a fabulously valuable diamond necklace worth 900,000 or nine lakhs
of rupees, a lakh being 100,000 in the Indian numbering system, in
order to bribe the wife of a tycoon; Kipling presumably retained the
misspelling ‘Naulahka’ out of piety toward the dead co-author. (The
inspiration for the necklace may have been the 1891 court case of the
Imperial Diamond, then the most expensive jewel in the world, after its
abortive sale for 2,000,000 rupees to the Nizam of Hyderabad.) 3
The East welcomes the Americans into its estranging conditions,
quite differently from the American towns of Topaz and Rustler. When
Tarvin and Kate enter the town of Rhatore, they are bewildered by
its dreadful silence. Both of them become entangled in the political
conspiracy of Sitabai, the head queen. She plans to kill Kunwar Singh,
the son of the Maharajah by his first wife. Tarvin and Kate prove an
insurmountable obstacle to Sitabai and save the life of the prince
Kunwar Singh. Kipling incorporates elements of adventure, romance,
gothic imperialism and aesthetic appreciation into the story. Several
incidents in the plot are fictional replications of his personal experiences
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in Rajasthan. Thus in “Letter of Marque” XIV, published February 4,
1888 in the Pioneer, Kipling meets the little prince Maharajah Kanwar
at Raika Bagh in Jodhpur, where the little boy asks him “Are you going
to see my faver and horses?” (FSS 73) This small prince is clearly
the original of Kunwar Singh. In the same letter, Kipling describes
the Rajputs’ passion for poaching and their enthusiasm for horses and
shooting, which also reappear as sub-themes in The Naulahka. Another
key incident is the melodramatic subplot of Tarvin’s dangerous visit to
the Gau-Mukh, which is clearly based on Kipling’s tour of the ruined
city of Chitor in Letter XI, which describes a terrifying encounter with
Indian otherness. The Gau-Mukh (“Cow’s Mouth”) is a stone carving
over the sacred spring that feeds a great tank below it, which greatly
disquiets the foreign visitor:
The Englishman slipped and bumped on the rocks, and arrived,
more suddenly than he desired upon the edge of a dull blue tank,
sunk between walls of timeless masonry . . . It seemed as though the
descent had led the Englishman, firstly, two thousand years away
from his own century, and secondly, into a trap, and that he would
fall off the polished stones into the stinking tank, or the Gau-Mukh
would continue to pour water until the tank rose up and swamped
him, or that some of the stone slabs would fall forward and crush
him flat.( FSS 57)
Kipling the journalist blames his panicked response to the Gau-Mukh
on the alarming “Genius of the Place,” (FSS 57) but in the novel it
becomes a genuine trap. Rashly penetrating a gap in the badly maintained surrounding wall, Tarvin enters a cave just above the tank, a
place of ancient slaughter where the Naulakha necklace is supposedly
hidden, only to flee just in time from the snakes infesting its darkness.
He then narrowly escapes a huge crocodile emerging from the slimy
waters of that “stinking tank”.
More prosaically, the hospitals, medical facilities, diseases and
patients encountered by Kate in the fictional Rhatore are closely based
on those witnessed by Kipling in Jaipur, Marwar and Udaipur and
Boondi, all described in “Letters of Marque.” The first reference to
a hospital is in Letter IV, where “the Englishman” meets a man who
comes to see his brother’s son admitted to Jaipur’s big Mayo Hospital,
whose construction and history Kipling describes at some length. The
hospital’s records show a large inflow of patients coming for treatment,
confirmed by Kipling: “The Englishman went first to the Hospital, and
found the out-patients beginning to arrive. A Hospital cannot tell lies
about its own progress as a municipality can. Sick folk either come
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or lie in their own villages.” (FSS 60) Kipling emphasizes that in the
Mayo Hospital, natives get special care from doctors and civil surgeons.
Later, “Letter of Marque” XVI sheds light on a charitable dispensary
in Boondi, run entirely by Indians as this town has no English residents. The head of the dispensary, which has sixteen beds and thirty
one out-patients who have come in for treatment, is a former pupil of
Lahore Medical College. Kipling mockingly describes the dispensary’s
operation book recording patients treated for “numonia, asthama, and
loin-bite”, meaning pneumonia, asthma and “lion-bite – or tiger if
you insist upon zoological accuracy.” (FSS 163) These comic spelling
mistakes reappear unchanged in the fictional dispensary described in
The Naulahka. Jan Montefiore has shown that Kipling’s journalistic
and fictional versions of ‘Rajputana’ differ markedly, the imaginary
Rhatore being a far darker and more corrupt place than any visited by
“the Englishman.” Thus, the real Maharajah of Jodhpur is presented
admiringly as “like an English country gentleman,” (FSS 133) whereas
the fictional Maharajah of Rhatore is a degenerate drunkard. Montefiore
further shows how Kipling describes actual hospitals in “Letter of
Marque” as much more progressive and organized than anything in
The Naulahka. For all Kipling’s condescending mockery of Boondi’s
Indian-run dispensary, he admits it is “a good one, and must relieve a
certain amount of human misery” (FSS 164), which could not possibly
be said of Rhatore hospital, that hell-hole of filth and neglect.4
In this article, I attempt to revisit the Indian state of Rajasthan in the
light of the newspaper articles and The Naulahka, in order to focus on
how Kipling and Balestier reflect on the idea of ‘locality’ and ‘spirit of
place,’ comparing the conceptualization of locality with its its counterpart in the USA. ‘Locality’ is understood in relation to a place having
its own history, culture, politics, society, geography, and economy.
Arjun Appaduari, a social and cultural anthropologist, argues in his
book Modernity at Large: Cultural Dimensions of Globalization that
the production of locality must be seen as
primarily relational and contextual rather than as scalar or spatial. I
see it as a complex phenomenological quality, constituted by a series
of links between the sense of social immediacy, the technologies of
interactivity, and the relativity of contexts. This phenomenological
quality, which expresses itself in certain kinds of agency, sociality,
and reproducibility, is the main predicate of locality as a category
(or subject).5
The spirit of place is often associated with unique and cherished rural
landscapes reproduced by artists and writers in their works. Despite
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persistent change in the character and appearance of the place, the spirit
of place is a living reality and local people create physical and psychical
relationships with it. Artists and writers find inspiration in the local
character of rural landscape and urban milieus. The Norwegian author
and architectural theorist Christian Norberg-Schulz, explains in Genius
Loci: Towards a Phenomenology of Architecture that artistic inspiration
is an urge to experience different places for three important reasons:
first, to visualize an understanding of nature; second, to complement
the given situation; and third, to symbolize the artist’s understanding
of nature.
Analyzing The Naulahka in the context of these concepts, we find
that Kipling and Balestier are engaged in discourses of locality and
of spirit of place. The first four chapters, set in the state of Colorado,
depict rivalry the between the American towns Topaz and Rustler for
economic primacy, their citizens hoping to make each a boom town by
inviting capital investment from giant companies. Balestier thus shows
the locality of these towns in the light of industrial modernity, with
specific reference to economic development, transportation systems, rail
projects and trade boards that create business opportunities for citizens.
Without a thriving economy, Topaz and Rustler risk a mass exodus of
citizens to more prosperous towns, which is a common trend. Economic
growth and modern infrastructure represent the locality of American
towns, whose citizens are in transition from a traditional rural outlook
to a technology-driven approach. Topaz and its citizens are therefore
inextricably connected with each other, Topaz getting its identity and
recognition from its citizens who take it as an invaluable possession.
“The most precious possession of a citizen of the West is his town pride.
It is the flower of that pride to hate the rival town. Town pride cannot
exist without town jealousy, and it was therefore fortunate that Topaz
and Rustler lay within convenient hating distance of each other, for this
living belief of men in the one spot of all the great Western wilderness
on which they have chosen to pitch their tents, contains within itself the
future and the promise of the West.” (N 37)
Balestier’s narrative suggests that Tarvin’s belief in the western
concept of town pride is manifested in his ambition for Topaz. It is
a kind of patriotism. Shopping markets, entertainment avenues, theatres, mineral wealth, a well irrigated valley, all give ample reasons
for Tarvin to see Topaz doing better than its rival towns. Tarvin tries
to promote the town’s economic development by trying to bring in
the railroad projected by the ‘Three Cs’ (the Colorado & California
Central Railroad) to Topaz instead of its rival Rustler. His attachment
towards his hometown exhibits a sense of belongingness as Edward
Relph defines it, “in both our communal and our personal experience
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of places, there is often a close attachment, a familiarity that is part
of knowing and being known here, in this particular place. It is this
attachment that constitutes our roots in places, and the familiarity that
this involves is not just a detailed knowledge, but a sense of deep care
and concern for the place.”6 Unscrupulous but patriotic, Tarvin shows
this strong attachment in the way he willingly takes on the challenge of
finding and stealing the immensely valuable Naulahka necklace for the
wife of president of the Three C’s Company, on the condition that she
persuade her husband to build the railroad through Topaz.
Throughout the novel, both Kipling and Balestier suggest that
citizens contribute to the identity of the place in which they live, in
a two-way process whereby the place is known by its people and vice
versa. People construct their existence in a place; they orientate themselves towards its environment and identify with it, while the place gains
its nomenclature, history and present from them. As people become
intimately familiar with their place, they become able to gain access
to its past from folklore and myths; thus, Tarvin’s plan for bringing the
new railroad to his own town lives out the contemporary myth of the
American frontier. Practically, people’s description of their locality is
glossed by how it supports their existence.
In contrast to the progressive American Topaz, Rhatore in The
Naulahka is a place of wild landscapes, gothic palaces, diseases,
temples, mystical places, legends, poor infrastructure and economic
backwardness. Americans eagerly cooperate in the economic development of their own place, but this bond is missing in Kipling’s Rajasthan,
whose people have an inconsistent approach to development. Presented
as a satellite state of the British Empire, the princely state of Rhatore
witnesses some projects of economic development: railways, a telegraph, water management and local administration on the model of
American cities. But these progressive achievements are clouded by
local cultural beliefs and ideological rigidity affecting the social and
political continuum of the state and constituting its locality, problems
which are compounded by official laziness and corruption. There is
little public spirit in Rhatore; the station master is fast asleep when the
train from Bombay comes in; the hospital is chaotic and unhygienic;
and no one is ashamed of the mess or tries to improve it, except for
Kate the outsider. The maharajah of Rhatore takes little or interest in
the well-being of his subjects whose society is characterized by sluggishness and intrigues.
To constitute this binary opposition between the localities of Topaz
and Rajasthan, Kipling seems to have restructured his personal experiences of Rajputana. His hero Tarvin does not compare the two places;
he visits Rhatore for experience, perhaps to collect material and reflect

48

KIPLING JOURNAL

September 2018

on it but principally, in old-fashioned colonial style, to loot the State
of its principal treasure. He comes with preconceived notions when he
introduces Kateto the princely state:
In their walk about it, Tarvin did not spare her the advantage of his
ten days’ residence in Rhatore preceding her coming . . . His ceaseless and fruitful curiosity about all new things had furnished him, in
ten days, with much learning about Rhatore and Gokral Seetarun,
enabling him to show to Kate, with eyes scarcely less fresh than
her own, the wonders of the narrow, sand-choked streets where the
footfalls of camels and men alike fell dead. They lingered by the
royal menagerie of starved tigers, and the cages of the two tame
hunting leopards, hooded like hawks, that slept, and yawned, and
scratched on their two bedsteads by the main gate of the city; and he
showed her the ponderous door of the great gate itself, studded with
foot-long spikes against the attacks of that living battering-ram, the
elephant.” (N 126)
Kate and Tarvin visit Rajasthan as tourists, with an apparently poor
knowledge of Rhatore’s nature and history. Tarvin seems to have gained
a lot of geographical information, but he is ignorant of how the state is
run. The emphasis on animals in this passage implies that Rhatore is a
pre-industrial state, with an affinity with wild country and wild animals
suggested by those tigers, leopards and imagined elephants. Tarvin later
encounters a frightful scene of snakes and crocodiles when he visits the
Gau-Mukh.
At the time of Kipling’s visit to Rajasthan, the region was divided
into a number of princely states under the indirect control of British
government. The states had lost their sovereignty in 1818, and their
rulers had no foreign powers to exercise, only some domestic powers
which were subject to certain provisions. “The governor general of India
would exercise power in the field of foreign affairs, defense, communication and coinage in behalf of the princely state.”7 Kipling’s portrayal
of a princely states in Rajasthan in “Letters of Marque” and later in The
Naulahka shows an Orientalist outlook which parallels such political
control. He exoticizes the town and land of Rhatore, endowing it with a
mystic history and nature. It is a strange land, a home of starved beasts,
of dark shops, fantastically attired soldiers and horrid places of worship.
India’s forests and wild terrains are imagined as dangerous for humans,
though the wild beasts, ruined palaces and gigantic architecture may
also appeal to a curious foreign writer eager to find good copy for his
readership – especially when he collaborates with a friend on a popular
adventure story. It is an important trait of travel writing not only to
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focus on the unfamiliar but also to compare it with the known, and
the novelty of Rhatore gains by dialectical opposition to the bustling,
competitive, industrialized American town Topaz.
The representation of locality becomes bound up with genre. In
“Letters of Marque”, Kipling consciously incorporates an element
of Gothic through reference to Indian myths and folktales, invoking
horrors from Indian legend and history to represent the ‘Genius of
the Place.’ In Letter X, Kipling learns about the terrible death of the
princess Pudmini and her handmaids who were burned to death in the
underground chamber of Gau-Mukh centuries before; and he put his
energies fictionalizing the same historical legend in the Naulahka to
produce a strangeness in the place, establishing a connection between
the Naulahka necklace and the Gau-Mukh by unifying their characteristics. The necklace prompts speculation and the place where it
is said to be hidden is dreadful and frightening. “This [necklace] is
not a State jewel, but the State jewel--the jewel of the State. It is a
holy thing. Even I do not keep it . . . it must be in the Gau-Mukh--the
Cow’s Mouth. But there are no priests there, and nobody goes.” (N
172) The place which is a no man’s land is the appropriate place to
hide the precious jewel of the state. When Tarvin takes his lonely
journey to the Gau-Mukh, he experiences the fear which becomes a
defining characteristic of the place where the trees “sprang from the
masonry round the sides of a square tank of water so stagnant that it
had corrupted past corruption, and lay dull blue under the blackness
of the trees. The drought of summer had shrunk it, and a bank of dried
mud ran round its sides.” (N 191)
This episode unravels into an unknowable Rajasthan which presents
a challenge to the rationalist Tarvin, who is only there because he wishes
to further connect his home town into the networks of modernity, i.e.
the railroad and the money it can bring, which in contrast are openly
legible and safely desirable. There is no gothic in the representation of
the US in the novel; rather, it is straightforwardly full of the romance
of money, the adventure of the late nineteenth century American West.
Industrial modernity has a ghostly appearance in Rhatore, particularly
in its medicine and its hospital, but does not actively operate as it does
in Topaz. The establishment of trade boards, and the direction of freight
and natural resources to industrial towns, are core values separating
Topaz from other towns. Rajasthan lacks any of such boards and organizations. Additionally, the moral ugliness and presence of evil which are
the identification marks of Gau-Mukh, reiterate the enigmatic existence
of Indian gods. Unsurprisingly, the epigraph of the chapter in which
Tarvin encounters the horror of the Gau-Mukh emphasises that the gods
of the East are unknown but their presence can be felt, revealing that
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Indian Gods are identified with beasts which appear after the completion of rituals:
This I saw when the rites were done,
And the lamps were dead and the Gods alone,
And the grey snake coiled on the altar stone –
Ere I fled from fear that I could not see,
And the Gods of the East made mouths at me.8
In contrast to Christian American citizens, the Hindu Rajput ‘natives’
give significance to a religion that establishes a relationship among god,
beast and man. Worship of beasts with gods reflect on the principle of
coexistence of animals and men: a natural bonding of the pre-modern
era. It is a frightening experience for Tarvin to see the sacred snakes, and
he runs away in fear. Snippets of the occult such as this in Orientalist
fiction highlight the eroding faith of Europeans in their own civilization.
“Letters of Marque” invited its Anglo-Indian readers to accompany the “Englishman” on his tour of the princely states of Rajasthan,
observing on many fronts the transitions from a pre-modern to a developed state. When Kipling transcribed his experience into The Naulahka,
he gave Rhatore the poetry of ancient strangeness, and the prose of
modern progress in the American town Topaz.
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RUDYARD KIPLING’S UNCOLLECTED
JOURNALISM PART 3:
ESSAYS AND REVIEWS

1. “DRINK” AT THE RAILWAY THEATRE

Civil and Military Gazette, 20 February 1885
[“Drink” is an adaptation by Charles Reade of Zola’s novel
L’Assommoir” (1877). Reade’s version was produced in London
on 2 June 1879 and created a sensation. RK saw the play during a
Christmas vacation in London, and his recreation for his schoolmates
of the delirium tremens scene at the center of the play is described in
G.C.Beresford’s Schooldays with Kipling (1936):
He would sit on a chair and gradually work himself into convulsions, drawing down the corners of his mouth and trying to make his
eyes look terrible behind his giglamps. By degrees he would slip off
the chair to the floor and grovel and work himself about like a very
fat worm, growling and moaning.
RK’s Diary for 19 February 1885 reads: “Long critique [in the CMG]
on last night’s rendering of ‘drink’ a bad play wh. I’m afraid I ‘buttered’
shamelessly.” This is followed by an entry apparently added after the
original entry: “Note that butter paid. Very nice woman. V.”.2 T.P.]
*

*

*

M. Zola’s writing is for the most part caviar – extremely highly
flavoured caviar – to the general public, and his name “Anathema
Maranatha”3 in the British family. Obviously, therefore, when the Rosa
Towers Company advertised so sensational a Drama as “Drink” for Ash
Wednesday of all days of the year, it was only to be expected that the
front seats of the auditorium would be but scantily filled. But, after all,
the experience of stage-managers in this part of the world goes to show
that the back of the house is most enthusiastic when the heavy villain
dies or the heroine, with her back hair down, rejects the advances of
the muchly-married Baron; and this was the case on Wednesday night,
when in place of lovely heroine or heavy villain, they watched M. Zola’s
presentment of the “short and simple annals of the (Parisian) poor.”4
The presentment is a graphic, and it must be admitted, a revolting one;
demanding an immense strain on the facilities to reproduce it adequately
on the stage. A grisette (Gervaise) marries a workman (Lautier) who
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disappears; marries another (Coupeau) who is somewhat given to drink
and attempts to reform him. Succeeds. A Bold Bad Girl (Virginie) hates
Gervaise on account of her mock modesty and, with all the charming
inconsequence of a revengeful woman, devotes herself to ruining the
second husband, body and soul. The Bold Bad Girl has married a Prefet
of Police and is well to do in the world. Comes to taunt the mockmodest wife, finds the second husband suffering from the combined
effects of brandy and a fall from scaffolding. Says she will bring claret
for the poor man. Brings, instead, a bottle of V.O.P. which the poor man
drinks. Result, magnificently realistic rendering of an aggravated D.T.
on the part of the poor man, culminating in his sudden death. Mock
modest wife naturally disgusted with this sort of thing, meets the Bold
Bad Girl in the street, calls her a murderess and faints in a “patchy”5
snowstorm. Fainter removed by a friend. Bold Bad Girl stabbed by an
enemy, and the Eternal Proprieties are avenged to the sound of soft
music. Of course, there are numerous side issues in the play; but this is
a skeleton of the plot, which is far too terrible a matter to take seriously.
On the first representation at home, the public objected strongly, on the
score that it upset their nerves and drove them to the refreshment bar
for comforts so that the moral of the piece was considerably impaired.
In this country we can scarcely expect to be as powerfully affected – for
after all there is but one Coupeau, whose name is Warner.6 Nevertheless
the actors last night moved their audience to mingled disgust and admiration, which, under the circumstances, were the highest tribute to their
powers. It is hard to write enthusiastically about delirium tremens, faithfully pourtrayed; and we must be forgiven for passing over Mr. Frank
Towers’ representation of that particular form of insanity, with the
remark that it was unpleasant to look at or think about. The realism that
leads an actor on a bitterly cold night to discard shoes and stockings,
and to rave minus coat and waistcoat for twenty thrilling minutes, is
always commendable. The result, as has just been said, was unpleasant.
Virginie (Miss Rosa Towers) and Gervaise (Miss Katie Towers) were
wicked, pathetic, proud and pitiful by turns with the most praiseworthy
diligence and good taste; but they were, as is only natural in a play of
this sort, eclipsed by the “stars,” Coupeau and his ever tipsy ally Mes.
Bottes (Mr. F.T. Hart). The latter, next to Coupeau, was the success
of the evening, and, be it remarked, was dressed as nearly as possible
after manner of the genuine ouvrier. Of the minor parts, it may be said
that they aided effectively and intelligently in the representation of a
thoroughly nasty and in every respect unworthy-of-being-acted-by-sogood-a-company play.
*

*

*
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2. OUIDA’S PRINCESS NAPRAXINE

Civil and Military Gazette, 11 March 1885
[An excerpt from “A Week in Lahore,” (noted in diary). See RK on
Ouida generally (Letters, II, 73–4). T.P.]
Ouida’s Princess Napraxine is a charming story, marked by the writer’s
well known fullness and accuracy of detail. Of one of the characters it
is said that he “received the news (of his father’s death) far away in the
forest recesses of Lahore at the Court of an Indian Prince, where he was
being feasted with royal honours in the course of his travels over the
world.” This delicious nonsense occurs in a story of to-day. That Lahore
never within any period known to history had any forest recesses deeper
than the mango orchard at Shalimar Gardens, and that there is no Indian
Prince here to give royal receptions to globe-trotters are discreditable
facts for which I feel we ought to apologise to the great genius who has
condescended to touch our city with the wandering wing of her fancy.
A poetical artist should never be troubled by prosaic facts for insight is
greater than mere knowledge. Let us therefore “lie low” and modestly
accept the forests recesses and the Indian Prince.
If Mademoiselle de la Ramée wants to extract some genuine
romance out of our dingy surroundings, she might journey to Shadera,
and there moralize over the tombs of certain English soldiers who died
and were buried hard by Jehangir’s last resting place forty years ago.
There are seventeen graves altogether, set in a ruinous brick enclosure
and overshadowed by trees. The reh7 has attacked and eaten away the
brickwork; the tombs themselves are untended and unclean; and there
are obvious signs that the kite and the pariah dog have the place altogether to themselves. Of course the men were buried decently once
upon a time; but it seems a little hard that their fellow countrymen
should neglect them so completely now.
*

*

*

3. TOMMY ATKINS AND FLIES

Civil and Military Gazette, 15 July 1885
[Appears as part of “Simla Notes”: dateline is 11 July. The lines from
Emerson are correct, except that the last line should read “nor. . .nor”
rather than “and. . .and.” RK is probably quoting without book, as he
regularly does. T.P.]
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Once upon a time, a traveller in search of information and cooler climate
came across the bugler of a mule battery. The bugler had seen any
amount of hard service in Egypt and the Soudan, and being a genuine
Tommy Atkins was thirsty. At the end of his second gallon of beer,
he consented to be pumped about his past exploits and experiences.
The enquiring traveller looked for narratives of a wild and startling
nature, of lurid glimpses through the cannon smoke of “hair breadth
’scapes i’ the imminent deadly breach,”8 and so on. To him answered
the bugler reflectively:-- “Wot was it all like, Sir? Well” – here he took
refuge in the cheering pewter – “the flies was hawful!” And this was
the history of the great and glorious Egyptian campaign, which will
redound to the lasting glory of England &c., &c. as told by one who
had taken an active part in it. “The flies was hawful!” He had been in
three general engagements, and had seen his comrades fall on every
side; but those flies impressed him most. And if it were possible to
summarize the past week, as that bugler summarized his campaigns, his
words might be quoted as they stand: “The flies is hawful.” The carnage
of our own hill campaign is beginning, and general engagements are
already announced; but the one feature that most impresses the bugler
of Society is the flies. Like the valentines which pursued a hapless lady
Saint many centuries ago:
They are on our plates at breakfast
They surprise us on the stairs,
And we find them in our Mass books
When we go to say our prayers.
The fly is the preordained scavenger of nature. That is why we kill him
with flappers and poisoned papers as much as we can. We fly in the face
of nature as much as ever we can; and we are beginning to be seedy
already. In my last letter I said that the maimed and wounded would
begin to fall out about six weeks hence. That unpleasant prophecy has
been verified in the past seven days, and our ranks are already broken.
Of course it’s all Simla and the “rains” – nothing else at all.
A chill, after four hours persistent prancing, is the detestable climate
[sic]; so is nervous prostration at the end of a fortnight’s dining and
dancing out. Go to bed at three o’ clock every night for ten days; take
to bed for the next week, and abuse the rains as heartily as you can.
That is only just and fair, and only just what we are doing. The ever
present fly is triumphantly pointed to (and smashed) as a proof that
the station is getting unhealthy. Twenty-four thousand people can’t be
crowded into ill-drained and not too well ventilated tenements, without
suffering a little from low fever and other minor ailments, but a lot
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of the general seediness has far more to do with dancing than drains.
Emerson’s Alphonso of Castile has the moral of it in four rugged lines:
“Hear you then Celestial fellows!
Fits not to be over zealous;
Steads not to work on the ‘clean jump’
And wine and brains perpetual pump.”
Thus it is that a great poet sings for all sorts and conditions of men,
under many varying skies.
*

*

*

4. THE SIMLA NATURAL HISTORY SOCIETY

Civil and Military Gazette, 23 July 1885
[A somewhat labored spoof in which Rudyard’s father John Lockwood
Kipling was probably involved. The piece was claimed by both: it is in
RK’s scrapbooks and also in a volume called “Mixed Scribble” kept by
JLK (in the Kipling archive at the University of Sussex). But Lockwood
Kipling was not in Simla at the time this was published. RK, then in
Simla, writes on 30 July “He [JLK] comes up in a couple of days”.9 So
how was the collaboration managed? T.P.]
We are enabled to place before our readers to-day, an account of the first
meeting of the above Society, held in the rooms of the United Services’
Institute on a recent date. The proceedings were of a strictly private
nature, but the interest they possess for all Anglo-Indian naturalists
must be our excuse for lifting the veil of secrecy.
Present: The hon’ble C. P. I[lber]t, President, in the Chair, and 47
ordinary members of both sexes. H[is] E[xcellency] the V[icero[y] and
G[overnor] G[eneral], H. E. the C[ommande]r-in-C[hie]f and many of
the social lights of Simla also attended.
The President opened the proceedings with a terse and vigorous
speech on the advantages which accrued to man from the study, in an
unbiased spirit, of the fauna and flora of the land, whose laws he helped
to fashion. He was glad to think that the Society brought, for the most
part, to its researches, minds innocent of the prejudices which special
knowledge was apt to foster, and he felt that, so far as the possession
of a bland and pellucid, but highly receptive ignorance of the subject
was concerned, they all started fair. There were exceptions, of course,
but they need not be specially noted. He would point out to those who
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entered on the study of natural history for the first time, that murder,
rapine, greed and bloodshed are the pre-ordained laws under which the
animal world is governed, and they must not be surprised at anything
they may see or hear. The struggle of two blister flies for supremacy in
the heart of a rose, had obviously no parallel in human life. Investigators,
therefore, entered a realm ruled by strange laws, which they must understand before they could comprehend one fraction of the marvellous
animal and vegetable life with which they were environed. He would
not detain the meeting with a long speech, but ventured, before sitting
down, to express a hope that Government which had so much money
to spend on ethnology, anthropology, geology, paleontology, philology
and other ologies would see its way to endowing the infant Society with
a grant-in-aid.
H – s E----y the V----y trusted the Society would pardon a few words
from his lips. He was very glad to attend the first conclave of a Society,
whose labours, he felt sure, would lead to a wider knowledge of and
hence a deeper sympathy with the lower forms of life to which the
Hon’ble President had so gracefully alluded. Personally, he confessed,
he agreed with the poet who had declared that the proper study of
mankind is man. He regretted he could offer so little of a practical kind
to the Society. He would have, however, the pleasure of presenting to
the Zoological Section of the Museum, some of the teeth and claws of
the British Lion, which had been drawn by that skillful naturalist, Mr.
Gladstone, and forwarded by parcel post as practical evidences of the
spirit in which that noble animal regarded current events. These had
been of some value to him during the recent period of tension, but he
trusted he had now no further use for them. To the Geological section,
his E – y would be happy to contribute a small piece of the blarneystone, which had been in his possession for many years. Osculation
of the remarkable fossil was at least unattended by any of those dire
consequences which, he had been assured, occasionally supervened in
the case of other relics of antiquity at Simla.
His Excellency the C--------r –in-C------f,10 after a brief reference to
the subject of osculation, and an energetic denial that it ever went by
favour under his auspices, displayed a weasel in the act of not being
caught asleep. Vigilance, and a state of active preparation were shewn
in the creature’s attitude; while nothing could exceed its cunning and
agility.
Mr. M------h, C. E., C. I. E.,11 admitted that the specimen shown
looked smart, but he doubted the eulogy pronounced on its attitude
when quiescent.. So far as his experience went, the animal seldom saw
farther than the end of its own nose. It had no idea of providing, like
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some other animals, a winter store. It was careless about its runs, it was
frequently entrapped and as to its cunning, even the bear---------The Hon’ble Sir C------s W-------n12 here rose to a point of order.
Was the bear of which Mr. M-------h was about to speak, a Himalayan
bear? If not, he was travelling out of bounds. Mr. M-------h explained
that the bear he meant, was a trans-Himalayan animal, and nothing like
the Sloth-bear common in the Simla hills. But he would not press his
objections further
One of the leading hotel-keepers reported a falling off in arrivals
of the Great Wanderoo monkey or Pachydermatous globe-trotter. Was
unable to describe it in technical terms, but had been assured its vision
was imperfect, and its cranial capacity small, while a Blunt-nosed
variety, supposed to be of Arabian origin, was a remarkable compound
of the lowest qualities of the Simian tribe and the more mischievous
attributes of meddlesome humanity. A specimen had been recently
stalked by Sir L----l G-----n,13 but the hide of the creature was so thick,
that though the shots went home, no material damage was done.
The Hon’ble President regretted there was no time to enter at
length into the interesting subject of the Wanderoo. He would quote Sir
Emerson Tennent’s description. “Throughout the day its loud and peculiar howl, which consists of quick repetitions of the sound how? how?
may be frequently heard in the mountain jungles and forms one of the
characteristic noises of these lofty situations.”14 In the great scheme of
nature, there was probably a use even for the Great Wanderoo, though
he must admit, its entire lack of any sense of gratitude, checked our
sympathies. He regretted also that the Henricus Ululus or “ ’Owlin’
’Arry” had begun to appear, with the Wanderoo. A gentleman wearing
the uniform seen at the ends of the V[icerega]l dinner table, read an
interesting paper on the “common or ’ricksha bow-wow,” a variety of
the race canis familiaris, in which he took much interest. Indeed, he
would go so far as to say, that in the interests of science, he had practically identified himself with the object of his study. It was cleanly in its
habits, and, except in the presence of its owner, almost mute. It preferred
spoon-meat, but was frequently observed sucking the ends of canes and
the buck-horn tops of riding whips. Regretted his inability to produce
a specimen, for, though, like the notes in a lost pocket-book, of no use
to any one but its owner, it was hard to capture by day light. It had a
striking preference for the dark places, known to Persian Scientists as
Kala jagahs, frequented the back of Jakko in the dusk, B[enmor]e15
and the verandahs of G[overnmen]t H[ous]e. It was pink and white in
colour, generally hairless, resembling more the Japanese lap-dog than
the sporting, coursing, dashing military “Dawg” of the last generation.
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The Hon’ble President then invited the attention of the Society to
the subject of ornithology. To this section he would contribute his fine
specimen of the Toucan, rarissima avis in terra,16 inviting special attention to its distinguishing peculiarity, a hollow bill in many sections.
This appendage was more for ornament than use, but an occasion might
arise when the gigantic monstrosity would serve some useful purpose.
While hatching its eggs, this bird deliberately put itself into a hole,
whence egress was impossible, on account of the dirt liberally plastered
over the orifice. This left barely sufficient room for the protrusion of the
bill above-mentioned.
Sir C[harle]s A[itchiso]n, C. S. I., &c., produced a curious lusus
naturæ,17 an “ugly duckling” hatched from a Swan’s egg laid with
tremendous cackling, under the personal supervision of a noble and
well-known Anglo-Indian amateur. Its incubation had been carefully
– perhaps too carefully – watched and tended; but it grew uglier and
more disappointing daily. It was brought up on short commons it is
true, but that did not account for its being a nuisance in the fowl-yard,
quarrelsome and greedy-------The President intervened with this remark, that this was after all
merely a domestic bird, and that the Society was mainly intended for
the investigation of wild creatures.
Sir C-----s thereupon hastily drew from his pocket a vast roll of
documents, printed on blue paper – “If it’s wildness the Society wants,
I will give an account of an attempt to make a Unicorn go in a curricle.
The creature in question – Universitatis devastator,18 was an inhabitant
originally of the nearer East--------.”
Here again the President interposed with the question, whether all
those papers were to be read. “I at least had to do it,” replied Sir C-----s
A-------n ruefully, “and that too at a time when I could have been much
better employed. I admit, however, that the subject is not connected
with ornithology, and I beg to withdraw it.”
Mr. A. O. H---e, G. B.,19 showed a specimen of one of the Lanidæ, a
shrike or butcher bird, which had been in his possession for some years.
Originally of blood-thirsty and carnivorous disposition, it had killed
61,000 smaller birds and sucked 18,500 eggs. He could vouch for the
accuracy of these figures. Now, however, it had learned a “more perfect
way,” and lived exclusively on dhall and rice, which had not improved
either the temper or the plumage of the bird.
The Special Correspondent of a newspaper, the name of which our
reporter failed to catch, brought forward some specimens of canards
and mares’ nests20 collected with great difficulty in public offices, at
dinner tables, in drawing rooms and other Himalayan solitudes.
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Mr. D-----e W------e21 congratulated the pushing sportsman on his
trouvaille, remarking that, from his past experience, he could sympathise with the unsuccessful in this line. Having gone out in search of one
kind of game, he generally came home with another. Such was life. He
(Mr. W------e) regretted the game laws were so strict, but it was his duty
to enforce them to the best of his ability.
Colonel D-----n, R.E.,22 after an entrancing prelude on the (bird)
organ, discoursed “On the habits of some Simla song birds (Oscines)”
especially dwelling on the difficulty of collecting them together. After
sketching some of the leading varieties, the Demoiselle Crane, the
Spectacled Warbler, the Waxen Chatterer and the Fan-Tailed Warbler –
he remarked that their notes, as a whole, lacked breadth and ensemble,
and that the tones of the of the male birds were apt to be flat.
Colonel W. G. D-----s, C. S. I.,23 observed that nothing had been said
about the Fluting Bulbul (vulg. bill-bill), certainly not the least of the
songsters of the grove, and ready to pour forth its wood-notes wild on
the slightest provocation.
The Hon’ble W[illiam] W[ilson] H-----r,24 &c., exhibited a variety of
the Indian cuckoo (Fur plagiarosus) inadequately translated “Whistling
Thief.” Lofty in flight, audacious and slightly predatory in its habits,
accused of laying its eggs in the nests of other birds, and even of
picking their brains, changeful in plumage, with the changing aspect
of the political heavens, this bird invited the careful attention of all
Anglo-Indian naturalists. At this point, the specimen, which was neither
caged nor wing-clipped, became obstreperous, and was removed after
a struggle, while in the act of investigating the lining of the V[icerega]l
hat.
Mr. H. B. B-----d25 would introduce to their notice another cuckoo,
the celebrated “Rain-bird” – Saurothera Vetula – whose notes are freely
given forth at the beginning of each rainy season. He fastened on this
interesting bird an epithet little complimentary to its intelligence. He
would refer the Society to Mr. Gosse’s charming book, “The Birds of
Jamaica.” The plumage of the specimen shown, he admitted, was not
brilliant, but it had been difficult and costly to rear. In time it would
doubtless vie with the the more gorgeous Himalayan birds.
Mr. H------e26 showed a superb specimen of the Secretary bird,
Serpentatius Secretarius, scornfully alluding to the exploded theory
which would place this fine example of theoaring Gaptantes among the
Waders. It was emphatically a bird of prey, sharp in the beak and strong
in the wing quills.
Lieutenant O-----n W------r27 exhibited a row of quaint birds –
“Hiantes,” or Gapers, caught on the benches of the United Services
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Institute during a recent lecture. All had a ludicrous air of boredom, and
the eyes of some specimens were shut.
A party of ladies, produced in bottles, specimens of the very curious
“daughters of the horse-leech,” or charitable blood-suckers recently
observed in Simla, where, indeed, nobody was safe from their importunities. Some were explained to be Agama zooids, while other were
mated. Though not positively deadly to human life, they formed one
of its greatest plagues, and they were dangerous in exact proportion to
their attractiveness of appearance.
In botany there was not much to report. The Hon’ble T. C. H--e28
had heard of a “Screw-pine,” pandanus sp. which he was assured could
be used to reduce estimates, but the President observed that economic
questions were inadmissible.
Mr. F. C. T------r, C. S.,29 read a portion of a paper on “Wind-Sowing,”
instancing the dandelion, the thistle, the madar and other winged seedbearing plants, as prototypes of the many-seeded “Departmental head.”
It was explained how these heads had become mere organisms for the
production of winged leaflets, which were blown off and floated over
the country. Mr. H. C. F------r, C. S.,30 remarked that, though to the
vulgar eye, the greater part of these seedlets were lost, some occasionally took root, and by a bountiful provision of providence, the supply
was practically inexhaustible.
The President protested that there was no time to hear papers by
young lady members on the following subjects: “The natural history
of a spiteful old cat”, “The place of the Goose-berry in creation,”
“Observations on wallflowers,” “Simla as a hunting ground for larks.”
The same objection was held to apply to a series of observations by
Colonel P. D. H.------n, C. S. I.31 and Major J. D---e32 on “Some difficulties experienced in training performing bears, &c.”
After a vote of thanks to the President, who observed, that after such
a meeting as the present, they must all feel that the future prosperity of
the Society was assured, the assemblage separated.
NOTES
1
2
3
4
5

(“Drink”): G.C. Beresford Schooldays with Kipling, London: Gollancz, 1936, p.133
Rudyard Kipling Something of Myself and Other Autobiographical Writings ed.
Thomas Pinney, Cambridge, Cambridge University Press, 1990, p. 205.
“Anathema Maranatha”: accursed. See 1 Corinthians 16, 22: “If any man love not
the Lord Jesus Christ, let him be Anathema Maranatha.”.
“The short and simple annals of the poor”: Thomas Gray, “Elegy Written in a
Country Churchyard.”
“patchy”; perhaps in the sense of “spasmodic, irregular, inconsistent” (OED).
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“but one Coupeau, whose name is Warner’: Charles Warner (1846–1909) played
Coupeau in the original London production. “There can be no question of the
power and intensity with which Mr. Warner represents the most terrible scene
ever presented on the English stage” (Daily News, 3 June 1870, quoted in Roger
Lancelyn Green, Kipling and the Children, 1965, p. 63).
(“Ouida’s Princess Napraxine”): reh (Hindi) salty crust.
(“Simla Notes”): “hair-breadth ’scapes”: Shakespeare, Othello, Act I scene 3 line
139.
(“Simla Natural History Society”): Letters of Rudyard Kipling Volume 1 1872–
1889, edited by Thomas Pinney, London: Palgrave Macmillan, 1990, p. 83.
Commander in Chief: Lord Roberts.
Mr M------h (Sir) James Monteath (DNB).
Sir C------ s W------n Not identified.
Sir L----l G------n: Sir Lepel Griffin.
Emerson Tennent: Sir James Emerson Tennent (1804–1869), Secretary to the India
Board 1844–5, Civil Secretary to the colonial government of Ceylon (Sri Lanka)
1845–1859. Author of Sketches of Natural History of Ceylon, 1861, from which the
quotation is presumably taken. [Ed.]
‘The back of Jakko”: Jakko Temple is a famous Simla landmark. Kala jagahs “dark
places” (for flirtation). “Benmore”: a ballroom in Simla.
rarissima avis in terra: the rarest bird in the world.
lusus naturæ: freak of nature.
Universitatis devastator: destroyer of the world.
Mr. A. O. H: A. O. Hume (DNB).
canards and mare’s nests: delusions and follies.
Mr. D-----e W------e: not identified.
Colonel D-----n: John Davidson.
Colonel W. G. D-----s: Sir William George Davies.
Sir W.W. H-----r William Hunter.
Mr. H. B. B-----d Not identified.
Mr. H------e Not identified.
Lieutenant O-----n W------r Not identified.
The Hon’ble T. C. H – e: T.C. Hope.
Mr. F. C. T------r Not identified.
Mr H. C. F------r Not identified.
Colonel P. D. H.------n Philip D. Henderson.
Major J. D---e Deane, either Harold or Thomas.
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RUDYARD-KIPLING@JISCMAIL.AC.UK
AKA ‘THE MAILBASE’
BY ALASTAIR WILSON
December 2017– May 2018 (inclusive).

We seem to have hibernated during the winter months (and, let’s face it,
it was a pretty dreary winter, not really worth waking up for) and only
managed a total of 94 messages, of which eight were John Radcliffe’s
‘quotations’. These cover the whole range of Kipling’s works, though
we had no verse during this period. We had quotes from Wee Willie
Winkie, the two Jungle Books, Many Inventions, Stalky & Co, Kim, Just
So Stories, Puck of Pook’s Hill, A Diversity of Creatures, Debits and
Credits and Limits and Renewals. If you could identify all the quotes
from those collections, you can fairly be said to Know Your Kipling.
We started the period with an enquiry from John Radcliffe about
the song “Arrah, Patsy, mind the baby”, which appears in ‘Slaves of
the Lamp’, Parts I and II, from Stalky and Co. Was it a real music hall
song, or did Kipling invent it? It turns out to be a real song, originating
in American vaudeville in 1876, and Kipling was quoting it accurately,
except that, as given on-line, the name is Patrick rather than Patsy.
In January, we had an enquiry (John Radcliffe again) about the
poem ‘Seven Watchmen’, which Philip Holberton had noted as being
based on a quotation from Ecclesiasticus. John wondered ‘why seven?’
No-one was able to come up with a definitive answer, but it occurs to
me, as I write this, that seven was always a special number – days of
the week, branches on a candlestick, to say nothing of the man with
seven wives who was coming from St. Ives – and I suggest it may have
come under that heading. It also occurred to me, having read the poem
for the first time that I remember while writing this note, that it looked
also as if Kipling had intended it as a sonnet, but couldn’t think of two
suitable final lines. I’m sure that isn’t so, but I had to count the lines
twice before I convinced myself that it only had twelve lines. [No, it’s
13 lines. [Ed.] It was the unrhymed ninth line that fooled me. A.W.] In
the same month, Philip Holberton drew our attention to a recording by
Neil Gaiman of ‘The Gardener’.
In February, Mike Kipling drew our attention to a delightful early
tribute to Kipling from a provincial newspaper in Cheshire, dated May
1890 when he’d only been in London for a scant six months:
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To the new Scribe and Poet
(Air: O, Ruddier than a Cherry)
Oh Rudyard, in this sherry
I drink your very, very
Good health. I would
That write I could
Like Kipling, sad or merry.
Signed INVIDIUS NASO
In March, we had a piece of verse from Punch magazine in 1919, celebrating Mrs. Hauksbee. We also had a minor mystery, stemming from
Carrie Kipling’s diaries, concerning the first name of the Miss Parker
who was originally employed as a nanny or governess, but who became
Carrie’s secretary, subsequently marrying a colonial administrator. (She
revisited them at Bateman’s 30 years after leaving their employ). It
seems certain that her name was Katherine (‘Kitty’), rather than ‘Elsie’
which Carrie used
April produced for us a rather esoteric question about a missing
annotation in From Tideway to Tideway. Or rather, the query wasn’t
esoteric, but the reply was; it developed into a discussion about railway
signalling practice in the 1890s in Canada. This required the sort of
specialist knowledge which Kipling delighted in, and consulting friends
of friends who were not themselves Kipling Society members. The
reach of the Internet is marvellous.
May gave us a query from our member Brian Harris, picked up from
another web-site, about the dedication “To the Other Three” in John
Lockwood Kipling’s Beast and Man in India. The consensus was that
the other members of ‘the Family Square’, Alice, Trix and Rudyard
were the dedicatees.
So, we may have been short on quantity, but we made up for it in
variety of interest.
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
EDWARD PRICE AND THE CALCUTTA LIGHT HORSE
From Dr Tony Heathcote

The Kipling Society stands in Lorraine Bowsher’s debt for her two articles on the friendship between her father and RK(KJ 371 and 372), and
for her valuable comments and notes.
It might be worth mentioning that the Calcutta Light Horse in which
Edward Price served was not quite “an Indian cavalry regiment” as
described in the Kipling Journal no.372 (March 2018), p.41. In fact, it
was a regiment of the Auxiliary Force (India), a part-time local defence
force made up of Europeans and Eurasians (Anglo-Indians) rather than
Indians. Technically, Light Horse were not cavalry, and were not armed
or trained to fight on horseback. They were in the same category as
Mounted Rifles, intended to use their horses only for mobility and to
dismount and fight on foot as infantry.
The Calcutta Light Horse was quite a fashionable corps, comparable in that respect to some of the City of London’s Territorial Army
units. The feature film The Sea Wolves (1980) was based on a special
operation undertaken by some of its members during the Second World
War. It was disbanded, along with the entire Auxiliary Force (India), on
the achievement of independence by India and Pakistan.
Yours sincerely,
Dr Tony Heathcote (former curator, Royal Military Academy
Sandhurst), Camberley, Surre, UK
BUDDHA AT KAMUKURA
From Philip Holberton

In Susie Paskins’ article “Some Buddhist ideas in Kim” she discusses
the last verse of Kipling’s poem “Buddha at Kamakura”:
But when the morning prayer is prayed
Think, ere ye pass to strife or trade,
Is God in man’s own image made
No nearer than Kamakura?
She comments that “The last two lines rhetorically ask whether images
of the divine can be found any nearer than Kamakura. The implied
answer is no.”
I read these lines differently. I think Kipling is emphasising in man’s
own image. He is saying that you may consider the sculpture of the
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Buddha to be “a rusting bulk of bronze and gold”, no true God but an
idol made by man in his own likeness. But if you look nearer home,
you may find that “the harsh form of evangelical Christianity that he
[Kipling] had experienced in Southsea” is also a false God, made by the
likes of Mrs. Holloway in her own loveless image. Susie Paskins twice
criticises this brand of Christianity and contrasts it most unfavourably
with Buddhism as a religion of love.
Philip Holberton,
Kempsey, NSW, Australia
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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 and membership forms are available on the Society’s web-site, or from the Chairman Mike Kipling,
Bay Tree House, Doomsday Garden, Horsham, West Sussex, RH13
6LB, email mike@kipling.me.uk)
The forms quote the minimum annual subscription rates. Some
members contribute a little more. The Society is a Registered Charity
and a voluntary, non-profit-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, 56, Chaplin Drive, Headcorn, Ashford,
Kent TN27 9TN, England, or email to jwawalker@gmail.com.
The Editor of the Kipling Journal publishes membership news,
Society events, talks by invited speakers, and articles on all aspects of
Kipling and his work. She is happy to receive submissions from readers.
These may be edited and publication is not guaranteed. Letters of crisp
comment and articles between 500 and 5000 words are especially
welcome. Email jem1@kent.ac.uk, or write to The Editor, Kipling
Journal, 36, St Dunstan’s Street, Canterbury, Kent, CT2 8BZ, U.K.

