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Kipling Society. Speaker: Professor Daniel Karlin on ‘Kipling and
Browning’.
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Dr Jarad Zimbler (Birmingham University): topic to be arranged.
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December 2018
Alex Bubb
(Meetings Secretary)
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EDITORIAL AND NEWS
In this themed issue on ‘Women and Kipling’, Kipling’s fiction is
addressed in three substantial articles: Mark Paffard on ‘The Wish
House’, Luc Nerwinski on ‘Mrs Bathurst’, and myself on women
singers in stories from ‘Beyond the Pale’ to ‘The Dog Hervey’. Thomas
Pinney edits a selection of Kipling’s early Indian journalism dealing
with women, while Rosamond Parsons’ 1921 letter about Kipling at the
University of Sorbonne’s degree ceremony gives an intelligent teenager’s view of the middle-aged Kipling.
Mark Paffard’s subtle and attentive interpretation of ‘The Wish
House’ approaches it via Raymond Williams’ The Country and the City,
praising the story for ‘not project[ing] any pastoral-historical vision’
on to its subject. He argues that the historical authenticity with which
Kipling renders the Sussex working class characters, and the sensitive
portrayal of Grace Ashcroft, makethis story rank with Thomas Hardy’s
Wessex novels.
The latest instalment of Kipling’s uncollected journalism, edited
by Thomas Pinney, departs from chronology (as did our Lockwood
Kipling Supplement: KJ. 373, April 2018). It begins with Kipling’s
lively account of the 1887 ‘Ladies Lahore Cricket Match’ against the
5th Fusiliers and Lancers, where his sister Trix batted last (one run) and
the men played with ‘broomsticks’ in their left hand, followed by his
facetious afterword in the voice of a girl (“If a catch came my way I
should scream, I know I should !”) Kipling’s review of a book of advice
to memsahibs follows (1886) and, much more seriously, his critique
(1886) of the Hindu custom of child marriage, of which Bisesa in his
story ‘Beyond the Pale’ is a victim. My own article ‘Singing Magic’,
which begins with Bisesa singing ‘The Love Song of Har Dyal’, argues
that Kipling’s many fictional women singers are the fruit of his love
of the oral culture of North India, which he learned in childhood and
youth, and of Victorian and Edwardian English domestic music, very
much a women’s province, which features in the later stories.
Kipling’s own views of women are complemented by a teenage girl’s
view of the man himself in a letter describing Kipling being awarded an
honorary doctorate at the University of Sorbonne. Rosamond Parsons’
lively and perceptive intelligence (deeply admiring Kipling, she nonetheless notices his poor French accent), shows up the callowness of
Kipling’s 1887 parody of a girlish voice.
Luc Nerwinski’s ‘Mrs Bathurst and the Three Beers’ gives a probing
analysis of this story which suggests a new solution to its several
puzzles, beginning with the mysterious ‘Slits beer’ served by the eponymous heroine and ending with the tragedy of Vickery’s ‘misprision’.
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Alastair Wilson’s report from the ‘Kipling Mailbase’ is followed by
letters from Hugh Brogan on the Armistice centenary, and from George
Simmers on ‘Fairy-Kist.’
NEWS AND NOTES
KIPLING SOCIETY NEWS (1) HON. SECRETARY URGENTLY NEEDED

Members, please notice and read the flier in this issue explaining the
Society’s urgent need for a new Honorary Secretary.
KIPLING SOCIETY NEWS (2) ANNUAL LUNCHEON 2019

Please also notice the enclosed flier about the Annual Luncheon on
8th May. Professor Daniel Karlin, a splendid speaker, is the guest of
honour. The contact details in December’s flier are now out of date,
so please book your ticket(s), if you haven’t done so already, using the
contact details in this March flier,
KIPLING SOCIETY NEWS (3) NEWSLETTER

An e-mail newsletter from the Chairman of the Society is issued five
or six times a year to all those members whose current e-mail address
the Society holds (and who have agreed to receive the newsletter). It
contains updates on Society events, including any late changes, and
also a wide range of other Kipling-related news. The latest one was sent
out in mid-January. If you did not receive it and would like to receive
future ones, please send a request to the Membership Secretary at
ksmemsec@outlook.com from the e-mail address to which you would
like the newsletters sent.
THE LOCKWOOD KIPLING BUNGALOW

Member Bharat Bhushan tells us that ‘the Municipal Corporation
of Greater Mumbai has taken upon itself the onus of renovating,
improving and activating the Lockwood Kipling Bungalow within the
premises of the JJ College of Architecture at Mumbai. There are plans
to improve the structure without any changes to its intrinsic appearance, color scheme and internal design.’ This is splendid news. We shall
watch developments eagerly.
‘MOWGLI’ FILM

The new film of the Jungle Book ‘Mowgli’ is now out on Netflix and
will be reviewed in the next issue.
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‘THE WISH HOUSE’ AND THE
WORKING CLASS
By MARK PAFFARD
[Mark Paffard, Ph D. is the author of Kipling’s Indian Fiction (1989). His most recent
essay, ‘Is Mrs. Bathurst Black?’ appeared in Kipling Journal 371, March 2018. Ed.]

Grace Ashcroft and Liz Fettley, the two elderly women in ‘The Wish
House’, may be described as ‘rural working-class’, but such a description clearly needs refinement. Although they are Sussex-born and pick
hops, their lives have not been spent in rural pursuits. Grace has been
a cook in London for many years, and the husbands and lovers of both
women appear to have been involved in building and transport rather
than agriculture. We do not feel that Kipling is seeking to persuade us
that these women are rural ‘types’ rooted organically in the land and its
history, of which they have a hereditary knowledge, as are Jabez and
Jesse in ‘Friendly Brook’, the Clokes and Igguldens of ‘A Habitation
Enforced’ or the local people – Mr Springett, ‘Cattiwow’, and above all
Hobden, in Puck of Pook’s Hill and Rewards and Fairies.1 They do, of
course, have particular customs which confirm that they are of the older
generation, as represented by the food they eat – ‘buttered toast, currant
bread, stewed tea, bitter as leather, some home-preserved pears and a
cold pig’s tail…’ (117).This, however, is simply part of the texture of
their lives. Compare the description of eating in ‘Cold Iron’: ‘He (Puck)
ate with a slow sideways thrust and grind, just like old Hobden, and,
like Hobden, hardly dropped a crumb’ where the description reinforces
the age-old continuity that is the theme of all the stories.2 Deliberate as
Grace also is – before her story takes hold of her – this deliberateness is
not presented as an age-old rural trait.
In this essay I will use the work of Raymond Williams in The Country
and the City, in which he explores the meanings taken on by ‘Country’ and
‘City’ and their use as opposites at different historical periods. I hope to use
Williams’ analysis of Hardy and the Georgians to explore the presentation
of rural working-class life in ‘The Wish-House’ from a perspective that
connects it to both the actual changes in the countryside and their literary
treatments in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. I will argue
that Grace’s decision to ‘take everythin’ bad that’s in store for my man,’Arry
Mockler, for love’s sake’ (131) takes place against the background of a
whole life, and that the quasi-religious thrust of the accompanying poems,
‘Late Came The God’ and ‘Rahere’, which present Grace’s decision to
suffer in the light of ‘perfect love’ and the special role of ‘woman’3, are at
odds with the complex of pressures on her that Kipling actually reveals.
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Here is a significant early moment in Grace’s relationship with
Harry:
‘…we was burnin’ rubbish one day, just when we’d come to know
how ’twas with – with both of us. ’Twas early for burning, an’ I said
so. “No!” says he. “The sooner dat old stuff’s off an’ done with,”
’e says, “the better.” ’Is face was harder’n rocks when he spoke.
Then it come over me that I’d found me master, which I ’adn’t ever
before, I’d allus owned ’em, like.’ (122)
The integration of working life here with Grace’s emotions is something
which Raymond Williams, writing of Tess on the threshing-machine
in Tess of the D’Urbevilles and Giles and Marty planting trees in The
Woodlanders, identifies as a new development in writing about the
countryside: ‘Hardy…achieves a fullness which is quite new, at this
depth, in all country writing: the love and the work, the aches of labour
and choice, are in a single dimension.’4 This remark is enlarged on in
the conclusion of his chapter on Hardy:
The general structure of feeling in Hardy would be much less
convincing if there were only the alienation, the frustration, the
separation and isolation, the final catastrophes. What is defeated but
not destroyed at the end of The Woodlanders or the end of Tess or
the end of Jude is a warmth, a seriousness, an endurance in love
and work that are the necessary definition of what Hardy knows
and mourns as loss… That all are frustrated is the essential action:
frustrated by very complicated processes of division, separation
and rejection. People choose wrongly but under terrible pressures;
under the confusions of class, under its misunderstandings, under
the calculated rejections of a divided separating world.5
I do not suggest that Kipling was consciously influenced by Hardy,
but that Hardy is one of the writers (Maupassant, in his descriptions
of peasant life, may be another) that make the description of workingclass life in ‘The Wish House’ possible. Because ‘The Wish House’ has
the scope of a conventional novel rather than a story6 there is, I think,
a sense of endurance, frustration, and of a life under pressure which
has similarities with Hardy in spite of the obvious differences: Hardy’s
constant theme (although there are moments in Hardy where the ‘rustic’
is sentimentalised) is the damaging effect of class-difference; in Kipling
(although the final intrusion of the ‘superior’ nurse in ‘The Wish House’
is brilliantly done) the occasional entanglements of upper and lower
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class (in ‘My Son’s Wife’ for example), are more likely to be an occasion for humour.7
We can hear in the description above of burning rubbish the
constant rhythms of work (‘Twas early in the year for burnin’), and we
cannot isolate this brief scene from many others: Grace on a footpath
with Bessie’s children, or sleeping in the wash-house alone, or earlier
being threatened with a hay-fork by Polly Batten, that sketch out her
life through the women’s memories. Contrast this with a passage in
another story of rural working life, ‘Friendly Brook’, when Jesse tells
how the labour of clearing the flooded brook turns up the corpse of
Jim’s blackmailer:
Then we pulled on the pooker, an’ it reared up on eend in the roosh,
an’ we guessed what ’twas. ’Cardenly we pulled it into a shaller, an’
it rolled a piece, an’ a great old stiff man’s arm nigh hit me in the
face. Then we was sure. “’Tis a man,” ses Jim. But the face was all
a mask. “I reckon it’s Mary’s Lunnon father,” he ses presently.8
This passage is preceded, more typically for Kipling, with a long,
loving description of the work of clearing the brook.9 Here ‘the face was
all a mask’ provides a clear break between the activity and Jim’s sense
of relief; the two are not quite in ‘one dimension’ and Jim’s emotional
state is not conditioned by the work itself. Wonderfully though the
countryside is evoked in it, ‘Friendly Brook’ is a fable in which the
brook itself joins forces with the country folk and their customary way
of life against the intruder from London. In this way it is not untypical
of a tendency that Williams identifies in the ‘Georgians’ of the pre-war
years:
And this is the point at which the Georgian imagination broke down:
the respect of authentic observation overcome by a sub-intellectual
fantasy: a working man becoming ‘my ancient’ and then the casual
figure of a dream of England, in which rural labour and rural revolt,
foreign wars and internal dynastic wars, history, legend and literature, are indiscriminately enfolded into a single emotional gesture.
Lob or Lud, immemorial peasant or yeoman or labourer: the figure
was now fixed and its name was Old England. The self-regarding
patriotism of the high English imperialist period found this sweetest
and most insidious of its forms in the rural past.10
These are harsh words but we can, if we wish, accept them and still
enjoy (for example) the close observation of Edward Thomas’s poetry
or the complex layers of the Puck books; and undeniably Kipling’s
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Hobden and Edward Thomas’s Lob are similar, albeit that Kipling’s
patriotic vision of ‘Old England’ is most prominent in books for children where there is some deliberate simplification.
In this context ‘The Wish House’ is remarkable because Kipling
does not project any kind of pastoral-historical vision onto the story
itself. Instead the descriptions of place and action, always brief, always
move Grace’s emotions on to another present state: passion for ’Arry;
pity and fear for his illness; elation at finding a means to control him;
anxiety that her pain be ‘rewarded’. As well as the social changes there
is the complete overlapping of emotional states with unglamorous work,
from the moment the story opens with Grace making a rush-basket and
Liz Fettley trying unsuccessfully to sew quilt patches together; and in
the rapid movement through time there is also no room for the appreciation of the skill involved in work, the craft and discipline, which
we find Kipling elsewhere celebrating in occupations as diverse as
chemist, tobacconist, engineer, hedger and music-hall impresario.
Grace sews and cooks, but the activities appear almost mechanical,
with no suggestion that she finds them rewarding in themselves. But
there is always, even insistently, the ‘single dimension’ in which love
and work (here the way a cook’s feet suffer) exist: ‘ ’E was me master,
an’ – O God help us! – we’d laugh over it walkin’ together after dark in
them paved streets, an’ me corns fair wrenchin’ in me boots!’ (122–3).
Through this accumulation of details Kipling shows us the pressures
on Grace as well as their consequences. It is not so obvious that she
‘chooses wrongly’ in taking on pain and disease on ’Arry’s behalf since
her choice is entirely self-willed, but we do see all her experiences
going to inform her emotional life. As readers we experience change
with her, not simply from the horse-drawn vehicles to the motor-cars,
but from a place in her community that includes early days haying (and
fighting), and hopping, the times of return to her sister Bessie, ( ‘an’
‘all ’ands glad to be’old of me’ (121)), to the relative isolation of her
London life as a cook, keeping in touch with Bessie by letter. In parallel
with her own pattern of work, ’Arry moves from cartering at Smalldene
to working across the country for ‘one o’ them big tractorisin’ firms’
(136). Her friend Liz Fettley stays in one place, but the love of her
life is a railwayman, and she loses him when he changes job. These
patterns of work have their own influence, indirectly on the texture, and
sometimes more directly. ‘I couldn’t ever get ’Arry – ’ow could I?’ says
Grace (130). As well as his rejection of her, it is his absences from the
village that enable her to make of him a fetish – while also hoping these
absences, and his mother, will serve to keep him single.
Grace is no saint in her early life and the idea planted by her
Christian name may suggest that her suffering also atones for this
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‘sinning’. The brief details of the time before her husband dies show
us a loveless marriage and two unfaithful partners; the aridity of this
marriage might help to explain the single-mindedness of the passion
she later conceives for ’Arry. Although it seems clear that Kipling
intended some idea of symbolic ‘atonement’ (the first stanza of ‘Late
Came the God’ suggests a punishment for ‘contempt’), Grace is not
shown as feeling any remorse, almost the opposite.11 Quizzed by Liz
Fettley about her relations with Jim Batten, she neither wholly denies
the charge, nor allows it to have much significance: ‘There’s some that
would ha’ made it out so – bein’ barren-like themselves’ (117) Then she
changes the subject. Now that she has moved back to the village for
good, Grace’s isolation is both that of the ailing, older woman, out of
sympathy with the modern world, inside her cottage ‘that trembled at
the passage of two specially chartered forty-seat charabancs’ (115), and
the mental isolation that her preoccupation with ’Arry has brought her
to. It is plain that neither her own daughter, (the child of her affair with
Jim Batten), nor the grandson who fails to thank her, play much part in
her emotional life. Behind this present mental and physical isolation lie
both Grace’s particular experience and the effects on her of a shrinking
of the rural economy and changes in the patterns of work, and this dense
personal history, though laid out with such brevity, is what creates the
sense of a whole life lived out under pressure.
Perhaps the realism Kipling achieves here is possible because
although, like many of the ‘Georgians’, he came to the countryside with
a feeling of discovery, he did not do so simply for mental respite or in
search of a more natural or ‘vital’ life.12 By the time of ‘The Wish-House’
he had lived in Sussex for over twenty years, and through his friendship with Rider Haggard and his reading of Haggard’s researches into
rural England, he was well aware of rural issues, particularly the migration of rural labour to the towns consequent on the depression caused
by cheaper food imports. Like Haggard he would have mourned the
disappearance of a yeoman class, and deplored the buying up of estates
by rich capitalists emulating the aristocracy (a Brazilian of this type is
mentioned in ‘A Habitation Enforced’.)13 Although we see nothing of
the changes in agriculture itself, Grace’s own migration to London and
her seasonal work in the fields are consistent with what was happening
to the countryside in the first quarter of the twentieth century. At the
same time, however, it is no accident that Kipling portrays people who
have no ‘cheap-dog pride’ and are glad to ‘lay hold o’ any job that
promised a shillin’ to the backside of it’ (121). In 1924 unemployment
was increasing rapidly towards its peak in the Great Depression, and
part of the picture was the refusal of increasingly organised labour
to accept wage-cuts, leading to ‘real-wage unemployment’, and the
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existence of Unemployment Insurance from 1920 (which initially
cost relatively little, until the sudden increase in unemployment in the
following years) – this was the ‘cursed Dole’, in Kipling’s opinion.14
The harshness of Grace’s experiences is also reflected in the
language of ‘The Wish House’. Grace is initially described as ready
‘to slip back into easy, ancient Sussex (‘t’s softening to ‘d’s’ as she
warmed’)’ (113); but although this is borne out in the unobtrusive use
of dialect, what is also noticeable in the women’s speech is a harsh
consonantal sound pattern, a texturing reflective, beyond the particular
moment, of what they have endured:
‘’Tis like a tooth,’ Mrs. Fettley commented. ‘It must rage and rugg
an’ rugg till it tortures itself quiet on ye; an’ then - then there’s na’un
left.’ (124)
‘Never! S’runk an’ wizen; ’is clothes ’angin on ’im like bags, an’ the
back of his neck whiter’n chalk. ’Twas all I could do not to oppen
my arms an’ cry after him.’ (128)
‘She just breathed out – a sort of A-ah, like. Then the steps went
back an’ downstairs to the kitchen – all draggy – an’ I heard the
cheer drawed up again.’ (131)
This harshness is their normality, the world of the story. Only when
Grace philosophises that ‘We’ve only a backwents view of our proceedin’s’ (121) do we feel, for a moment, Kipling standing behind his
character.
Grace’s decision to ‘sacrifice’ herself is arrived at gradually, first
through her experience of the little girl Sophy, who takes away her
headaches; secondly through the emotional turmoil she feels on seeing
’Arry close to death, and thirdly as an idea occurring at the grave of
her ‘death-wise’ husband. Nor does she know, when she makes her
pact with the ‘Token’, that the final outcome will be cancer. At first she
makes nothing of the accident with the roasting-jack which causes a
boil to break out, and only when it breaks out a second time while she is
watching the doctor attend on the accident-prone ’Arry does she begin
to believe.
Clearly Grace is, nevertheless, ‘a superstitious woman’,15 in relation to her husband as well as the ‘Token’, and yet, as J.M.S. Tompkins
argues, to see her as simply deluded makes her ‘a psychopathic case’
and even ‘hysterical’, which she clearly is not. Therefore we should
read the story as the writer intends: ‘the power of love opposed to the
powers of death and hell.’16 At least while reading we should accept the
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supernatural as supernatural: this, after all, is consonant with Kipling’s
own willingness to believe in it at times. One could also point to a
number of related late stories in which Kipling in various ways explores
the power of love and the ‘virtue’ of physical and mental suffering.
In ‘Uncovenanted Mercies’ Satan has taken down the sign saying
‘Abandon Hope…’ from the entrance to Hell because, he explains, souls
are better ‘reconditioned’ by hope deferred.17 Some critics, however,
place more emphasis on the fact that Grace’s love is possessive and
rooted in her own ego: ‘I knowed it must go on burnin’ till it burned
me out’ (130), and are prepared to see her as ‘pathological’ to at least
some extent. While Sandra Kemp sees Grace’s behaviour, inspired by
the girl Sophy’s, as ‘selfless and redemptive love’, she also notes that
‘we are never entirely sure of the real motivation for her actions.’ Jan
Montefiore describes ‘The Wish House’ as one story in which ‘intensely
enduring sexual passions transform or destroy the lives of those who
experience them.’ ‘It is a story of fierce, insane, possessive love,’ says
Angus Wilson, ‘and Kipling conveys his terrible anti-heroine with all
the love that he clearly feels for those whose will to endure is as strong
as their desire’, while for Nora Crook ‘it becomes difficult to regard
‘The Wish House’ as simply an exposition of woman’s capacity for
self-sacrifice…It is a rather tougher story about the obsessiveness of
woman’s sexual desire.’18
But if the genuine power of Grace’s love is not of the wholly spiritual variety, neither is she quite as extreme as these comments taken
together suggest when we see the pressures that stem from her whole
working life. Grace herself associates her life as a cook with her disease
when she speaks of working her boil, or ulcer, or tumour ‘like regulatin’
my own range’ (135). As a ‘clean-fleshed’ woman it makes her ‘sick to
look at it’ (133) and yet she is anxious for Liz to see it. Like her work it
gives her an identity, and has further meaning because she believes that
her cancer keeps her former love alive: it gives her something intimate,
although it may be a delusion; but also, like normal work, the meaning
is not separate from the idea of payment. Grace wants her pain to
count, ‘to keep ’Arry where I want ’im’ (i.e. single), and Mrs. Fettley is
equally sure that she will have her ‘reward’. (137). Even though Grace
is dying the word ‘reward’ here is not obviously a ‘reward’ in heaven;
to both the women it seems her just due for what she has undertaken,
and it is significant that this passage is interwoven with reference to a
practical type of ‘reward’ – her pension. In this she is not the woman of
‘Late Came The God’ who is ‘Alone, without hope of regard or reward,
but uncowed’ (my italics) (112). Stoical as she is overall, Grace is not
wholly so at the end of the story, where she pleads that the pains should
be ‘counted’ three times in the last three pages. Illogically, she wants
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her reward for suffering to continue even after she is dead and ’Arry is
still alive. Her physical needs as a younger woman have been replaced
by a fierce need for ’Arry to belong to no-one else and she is to this
extent a ‘pathological case’: but the whole story shows us how this has
come about; it is a troubled, ultimately tragic response to an unrewarded
life, and Kipling’s ability to portray it, rather against his ideas about the
working-classes in general, is a remarkable imaginative achievement.
Again, there is a similarity with Hardy in the way that inexplicable
events and extremes of feeling can overtake the characters. In Hardy’s
story ‘The Withered Arm’19 a rejected woman, though not acting deliberately, appears to bring about physical deformity in her rival through
sheer force of emotion. This supernatural element blends into a story
in which both female characters are vulnerable to superstition because
of fears about their own place in the world and their need for affection.
At the end of The Woodlanders, Marty South’s wholly unrequited love
for the dead Giles Winterborne finally breaks out, after Grace Melbury
returns to Fitzpiers: ‘Now, my own, own love,’ she whispered, ‘you are
mine, and only mine; for she has forgot ’ee at last…’20 This is effective
because of the way Marty’s whole life has intertwined itself, in their
shared work, with that of Giles. In ‘The Wish House’, as in Hardy, we
see the circumstances under which superstition and passions that are
not strictly ‘logical’ arise.
Directly and indirectly ‘The Wish House’ reflects Kipling’s concerns:
the decline of agriculture, growth of unionised labour, increased mechanisation and spread of mass popular culture (‘them aireated wash-poles
folk puts up in their gardens to draw the music from Lunnon’ (115));
all of this taking place as the strength of the British Empire continued
to dwindle. Uniquely for him, Kipling’s focus is not on the survival
of age-old rural tradition, but on the pressures created by change. The
story illustrates a contradiction: a character rooted so strongly in historical reality that we see some of the frustrations of working-class life, yet
intended to represent a conservative view of the special role of ‘woman’
and of the ‘proper’ working-class (as opposed to unionised labour) as
shrewd, stoical and uncomplaining. To this intention, in a way characteristic of his late manner, the poems ‘Late Came the God’ and ‘Rahere’
add the notion that stoical suffering is redemptive. But it is not this
mythologizing, but rather the realism of Kipling’s actual portrayal of
working-class life that gives the story its power: to see its real depth we
also need to reject the suggestion in the poems that a religious feeling
(which the women themselves are never shown to share) is what the
story is really about.

March 2019

KIPLING JOURNAL

15

WORKS CONSULTED

Rudyard Kipling to Rider Haggard  (1965)
Kipling’s Myths of Love and Death  (1989)
Rural England 
(1906)
‘A Tragedy of Two Ambitions’(1888)
‘The Withered Arm’ 
(1888)
The Woodlanders 
(1887)
Kemp, Sandra (ed)
Debits and Credits 
(Penguin 1987)
Kipling, Rudyard
Debits and Credits 
(1926)
Actions and Reactions 
(1910)
Rewards and Fairies
(1910)
A Diversity of Creatures 
(1917)
Limits and Renewals 
(1932)
Montefiore, Jan
Rudyard Kipling 
(2007)
Rutherford, Andrew (ed) Kipling’s Mind and Art 
(1965)
Tompkins, J.M.S.
The Art of Rudyard Kipling 
(1959)
Williams, Raymond
The Country and the City 
(1973)
Wilson, Angus
The Strange Ride of Rudyard Kipling(1977)
Cohen, Morton (ed)
Crook, Nora
Haggard, H. Rider
Hardy, Thomas

NOTES
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9

10
11
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Habitation Enforced’ in Actions and Reactions (1910); ‘Friendly Brook’ (1914) in A
Diversity of Creatures (1917). Page numbers refer to the Macmillan edition.
‘Cold Iron’, Rewards and Fairies (1910), p. 8.
‘What is a God beside woman? Dust and derision!’ (‘Late Came The God’) ‘In the
shape of Love exceeding, which regards not taint or fall, Since in perfect Love, saith
Scripture, can be no excess at all’ (‘Rahere’): Debits and Credits pp. 111, 141.
Raymond Williams, The Country and the City, (Chatto and Windus 1973), Vintage
Books 2016, p. 306.
Ibid, p. 307–8.
This feature of the story is brilliantly explored by J.M.S Tompkins in The Art of
Rudyard Kipling, (Methuen, 1959), pp. 4–8.
‘My Son’s Wife’, A Diversity of Creatures.
‘Friendly Brook’, A Diversity of Creatures, p. 58.
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this case of a feckless father who threatens to thwart the ambitions towards gentility of
his grown-up children. The key difference is that the drowning is not wholly fortuitous
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In Thomas Hardy: The Complete Short Stories, Delphi Classics ebooks, (Hastings,
UK), 2017.
Williams, op cit, p. 370.
For ‘Atonement’ see the notes on ‘The Wish House’ in The Kipling Society’s
Readers Guide at http://www.kipling.co.uk/bookmart_fra.htm and also Sandra
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Kemp’s note (8) on the possible influence of Christian doctrine in Debits and
Credits, (Penguin Classics edition, 1987) p. 297. One possibility is that Grace is
following the example of Christ in accepting suffering for love’s sake. But the first
stanza of ‘Late Came The God’ (‘The wrong shall be paid, the contempt rewarded’)
suggests the common meaning of ‘atonement’, making amends for an injury or sin,
an idea more associated with the Old Testament.
See Williams, op cit, pp. 361–7.
These preoccupations, especially the shortage of labour, are much in evidence in
the Introduction and early chapters of Haggard’s Rural England (1906) – I have not
read it all, nor Haggard’s many other writings on agriculture – which can now be
found online at: https://archive.org/details/ruralenglandbei00hagggoog.
From the end of a letter to Rider Haggard (Feb 21, 1925) in Morton Cohen (Ed.)
Rudyard Kipling to Rider Haggard, (Associated University Presses, Inc, Cranbury,
New Jersey (USA), 1965) p137. Kipling’s suggestion in this letter that the dole
was discouraging the working-classes from exerting themselves (or emigrating)
must be seen as debatable. The following websites provide information on
Unemployment Insurance and Real Wage Unemployment: https://en.wikipedia.org/
wiki/Unemployment_Insurance_Act_1920 https://www.economicshelp.org (The
UK Economy in the 1930s).
W.W. Robson, ‘Kipling’s Later Stories’ in Andrew Rutherford (Ed), Kipling’s Mind
and Art, (Oliver and Boyd, Edinburgh, 1965) p. 269. Robson’s reading of Grace
is very close to my own: ‘That we do not find Grace’s behaviour incredible, or a
neurotic vagary, is due to the completeness with which we are made to believe in
her as an ordinary person’ (p. 269).
J.M.S Tompkins, op cit, p. 208.
In Limits and Renewals (Macmillan, 1932), p. 380–1.
Kemp, Op cit, p. 21; Jan Montefiore, Rudyard Kipling, (Northcote House, Tavistock,
Devon, 2007) p. 163; Angus Wilson, The Strange Ride of Rudyard Kipling (Secker
and Warburg, London 1977), p. 288; Nora Crook, Kipling’s Myths of Love and
Death, (Macmillan, London, 1989), p. 120.
Hardy, The Complete Short stories, op cit.
Thomas Hardy, The Woodlanders (1887), ( Macmillan Papermacs, 1969) p. 380.
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RUDYARD KIPLING’S UNCOLLECTED
JOURNALISM NO.5
Edited By THOMAS PINNEY

1. LADIES’ CRICKET MATCH AT LAHORE
(From a correspondent)
Civil and Military Gazette, 17 January 1887

[This two-part article begins with a fairly straight report, followed by
Kipling assuming the voice of one of the lady players, writing as “another
correspondent.” Kipling wrote several reports of horse races, but accounts of
cricket matches are rare. Perhaps he was moved to do the piece because his sister,
“Miss Kipling,” was among the lady cricketers. T.P.]
LAHORE LADIES VERSUS 5TH FUSILIERS AND LANCERS

This novel match – not without its precedent – last year at Simla and
lately at Jallandur – was played on the 14th instant at Lahore, and
caused great amusement to the players and merriment to the on lookers.
Miss Tribe was the Ladies’ Captain. She lost the toss – but on the
principle of “Ladies first” they were put in and batted with much vigour
and determination for 66 runs. The most successful batsman (?) on their
side was Miss Trench whose power was exemplified by a hit to leg for
four to the boundary which elicited much applause. All played well and
I hope it is not the last time they may be seen in the field. Something
must now be said of the conditions of the match. The Ladies were to
play as they liked. This they certainly did – some thinking it necessary
to touch the wicket with their bat at the other end when making a run;
others to assist the field by hitting the ball at least twice; to ensure the
fact of not retiring till they had had a good innings we must conjecture.
When fielding, at one time there was a good deal of “cup and ball” which
resulted in only five runs to one of the opposite side as a lady finally
sat on the ball to prevent further “overthrows.” The Ladies played with
cricket bats, but the men with “broom sticks” held only in the left hand.
Another condition for them was that they bowled and fielded with the
left hand or foot; any use of the right hand or foot counting four runs to
their antagonists. Men playing under these restrictions, however good,
become mean cricketers. They throw like girls (we only wish they did
half as well as some of those who played that day), often bowl in any
where but in the same presidency with the wickets; and their action in
delivering the ball is most crab like. Mr. Riddell’s nurse had evidently
allowed him to pick up stones with the left hand when young as – great
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Caesar! he bowled round hand; but in the long run underhands prevailed
and all the Ladies were dismissed for 66 runs.
Misses Tribe’s, Phillipp’s and Trench’s bowling deserves great
praise; nor must a piece of legerdemain on the part of Miss Tribe be
overlooked. As she was about to deliver a ball, perceiving that the
batsman at her end had backed up too far, she dexterously stumped him,
and earned all the applause she received from a tribe of admirers. Miss
Burney as a runner was second to none in the field; and Miss Spitta’s
fielding was the admiration of all.
The Ladies went in a second time, but being a one day’s match the
result was decided on the first innings, namely a win by eleven runs for
the gentlemen. We have heard something about one of the gentlemen
being better able to defend his wicket with his foot than a broom stick,
which question had it been asked, would have materially altered the
result of the match, but the question of “leg before wicket” was a riddle
to the ladies until too late. The score is as follows:
Lahore Ladies
1st Innings.

2nd Innings.

Miss Phillipps, b. Sturges...........9
“ Spitta c. & b. “....................6
“ Trench, b. Riddell ..............14
Mrs. Cunliffe, b. Maclagan ...... 2
“ Harris, run out.......................7
“ Burney, c. and b. Cole...........3
“ Elamie, b. Cole .....................2
“ Holderness, b. Meredith........3
“ Braithwaite, b. Meredith.......0
Miss Kipling b. Riddell..............1
Extras ........................................0

c.Riddell, b. Meredith............... 13
c. Sturges, b. Maclagan .............. 0
c. Meredith, b.Riddell................. 7
b. Meredith ................................. 0
run out ........................................ 2
b. Sturges .................................... 6
run out ........................................ 0
not out ........................................ 0
to bat ........................................... 0
“ .................................................. 0

5th Fusiliers and Lancers
1st Innings.
Capt. Sturges, 5th Fus., b. Miss Harris..................................................6
“ Cunliffe, D.S.O., b. Miss Trench ....................................................10
Mr. A. Meredith, C. S., b. Miss Tribe ...................................................1
“ A.G. Braithwaite, 5th Fus., b. Miss Tribe .........................................0
“ J. F. Riddell, 5th Fus., b. Miss Tribe ...............................................15
“ E. S. Beard, “
b. Miss Trench......................................................8
“ E. D. MacLagan, C. S., run out .........................................................5
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H. O. S. Tuite, 5th Fus., b Miss Phillipps ........................................11
C. E. Roe
“ b. “ “ ......................................................................2
B. Cole
“ not out ...................................................................0
E. W. Fletcher, “ b Miss Phillips .......................................................3

Extras ..................................................................................................15
___
Total 77
(From another correspondent)
Cricket is a magnificent game, but I think it is only fit for men to play.
Men don’t care how their hands are bumped and bruised, or how they
look running about the play-ground, or pitch – which is it? We ladies
of course look least lovely when we run. Running, especially running
fast, is ungraceful; and I think cricket ought to be played at a walking
pace. But I must say that the men playing with their left hands looked
much worse than we did. They lost their balance and sat down, and that
stony-hard ball hit their poor shins and ankles; because, of course, they
could not protect themselves with mere broom-sticks. The essence of
cricket is to throw the ball straight at the man who is in the wickets. He
steps aside, and the ball sometimes hits off the rails, or whatever they
are called, in all directions. The rails are on the heads of the stumps,
you know.
It is all nonsense to say that girls cannot bowl. They bowl beautifully, and they look much prettier than a long-legged man capering on
one leg and swinging his left arm over the back of his head before he
can “get up steam to chuck,” as the professionals say. Girls can bat too.
Indeed, there is nothing easier than batting. You must wait till you see
the ball close to you and then you shut your eyes quickly, turn round
and hit hard. Bats are a little too narrow, and very heavy to hold. They
should be made more like tennis-bats, and the ball should be lighter. At
present balls are very hard to stop, and if you are in a dangerous position, a little to the left of the man who is batting – “square-point” is the
correct name – all the balls come trundling along at terrible speed. I
think that the game would be much nicer if all balls that went beyond a
certain distance didn’t count, and the batter himself had to go and pick
them up. Two or three of the girls fielded very bravely yesterday – I
know I should have screamed – but the nicest way is not to stop the ball
at all but to trot after it till it nearly stops and then put your foot on it.
Then stoop down and roll it back along the ground.
I think it would be nicer if stopping a ball counted just like a run
does, and was put down to the credit of the girl who stopped it. I am
sure it is much more difficult to stop a dirty hard ball than it is to run.
One of the nicest things in the game is to hit a ball all among the fielders,
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– “points” and “counter-points” you know – and then watch the poor
left-handed men scuttling after it. When a ball has been hit far enough, I
do not see why the hitter should run at all. She is certain of the run, and
the exertion only makes her very hot and purple. The hit should be put
down or upon the notice board thing by the captain of her team.
I don’t think men play fair. There was one man stopped a ball with
his foot, and we all knew that was wrong; but we didn’t know what to
call it. He was “poppin-creased” of course – we found that out afterwards – but somebody might have told us the correct piece of abuse
to shout at him. Another man was hit on the shin – we managed to
cripple several before we had finished – and he got two runs because
that hateful ball bounced sideways, and there was no one to sit down on
it or kick it back. I don’t think that was fair.
I don’t think catching ought to count. Any man can catch because he
doesn’t mind how he looks; but no one expects a girl to run staggering
and shrieking towards a ball that may hit her on the head or knock her
teeth out. If a catch came my way I should scream, I know I should! But
even with all our disadvantages we made a very close game of it and
we nearly beat the man. We should have beaten them altogether if those
absurd things called “over throws” had not been allowed. I think if a
ball is once stopped, the running ought to stop too, and I think it is very
unfair of men to laugh in their coarse way, till they have to sit down,
just because a girl throws a little bit away from the wickets. They were
nearly as bad and a hundred times more clumsy than we were.
Next time let us play with girls. The men can help, if they promise
not to laugh, before the match comes on, by teaching us to bowl
“caulkers” and “rail-splitters” and “timber-yards” and deadly balls of
that kind. Then a team of Lahore ladies will play a team of Mian Mir
ones, and we will show men how cricket should be played, quietly and
gracefully, without any of that stupid running about like “general post”
every five balls.
Men are fearfully clumsy, and the influence of a few girls might
make cricket a really nice game.
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2. ‘MORNING HOURS IN INDIA’
Civil and Military Gazette, 5 March 1887
“Morning Hours in India” is the title of a little book, published by
Trubner & Co., which strives to teach the Englishwoman in this country
to take care of her house, her servants, her time, her meals and her
children. Mrs. Elizabeth Garrett speaks, in her preface, of a residence
of nearly twelve years in Bengal, the North-West and the Punjab; and
the body of the book proves amply that the years brought her much
experience in housewifely arts. The horrors of Indian housekeeping, the
morning scuffles amid helpless, persistently foolish servants, jharans,1
horse-food, butcher’s meat and dusty furniture, followed by the dead
blank monotony of the “long, long Indian day,” when the house is shut
and darkened from the sun, are truthfully described, and such means as
may be, suggested for making the burden less heavy. But surely Mrs.
Garrett, despite her quotations from the revered Tupper, makes too
much of the alleviations of music, reading, and painting. Each of the
sixty or eighty hot weather days brings with it, to the average woman,
nine dragging hours which must be killed somehow. Three hours of
piano playing or singing alone in an empty house, is a thing to shudder
at; the worn-out body does not permit the mind to devote itself continuously for three hours a day to the study of literature, even assuming that
the house or Station library is equal to the drain of books; and three
hours’ painting alone in the half-light seems almost as maddening, if
essayed for pleasure’s sake, as the piano. Some day, perhaps, a woman
greatly daring will say in print that the Plains in the hot weather are no
fit place for women that have nothing to do throughout the day, and that
the proper solution of the matter is to send the wife to the Hills. She will
be met with horrified indignation from those whose pride it is never to
have left “Tom” or “Harry” “for a single day, my dear, except when I
went home sick.” Mrs. Garrett’s book is a good book in the matter of
babies and servants; but it seems to us that she does not touch, as she
ought to have done, after twelve years’ residence, on the great Hills
Question as it affects the household. Want of means, unfortunately,
has sacrificed a good many Englishwomen’s lives in this country; but
a mistaken sense of devotion must be responsible for the loss of nearly
as many, and those of the best and bravest type. Required therefore, a
skilful writer to write on “the Expediency of Summer Separations” and
be ready to incur the abuse that will follow.

22

KIPLING JOURNAL

March 2019

3. ‘ON CHILD MARRIAGE AND ENFORCED
WIDOWHOOD’
Civil and Military Gazette, 13 February 1886
In sending this article to his former teacher W. C. Crofts, RK wrote:
“I enclose a letter on my pet subject – infant marriage and enforced
widowhood. I’m a hog on both these things – and drains.” 2
Professor Wordsworth3 has been at some pains to communicate to Mr.
Malabari4, of the Indian Spectator, his views on infant marriage and
compulsory widowhood. An extract from his opinions we quoted a few
days ago. It will be seen that the Professor, while admitting the hard
lot of child-wives and widows, acknowledging the cruelty and perversity of the practices which Mr. Malabari is doing his best to combat,
says:--“I do not believe that the moral and social consequences have
been or are so disastrous, as eager reformers would have us believe.
I do not believe that Italian nuns, whose vocation was determined by
their parents’ choice, were necessarily either miserable or vicious; or
that the same can be said of the great majority of Indian widows.” His
well rounded sentences are too lengthy to quote; but the conclusion of
the whole matter, according to the Professor in his study, is something
like this:--“Human nature is plastic. The women of this country don’t
understand the hardships of their position. They rather like sacrificing
themselves. It is selfish of the men of course; but, if Europe had been as
deeply religious as the Hindus, re-marriage would have been forbidden
in the West long ago. I dare say the widows and the children are not so
very unhappy after all; and at any rate a direct attack on the institution
would do more harm than good. One of these days India will be intellectually emancipated” – and here Professor Wordsworth branches off
into the question of higher education; treating it as one who knows and
loves the subject. Mr. Malabari, in his own paper, replies to the letter
with commendable moderation; for the bland, luxurious, over-intellectual fashion in which Professor Wordsworth daintily picks up the vexed
subject of early marriages and enforced widowhood, and dismisses it
as of less account than the “Higher Education,” must be enough to try
the most temperate of reformers. “The moral and social consequences
are not so serious as eager reformers would have us believe.” Let us
grant, then, that it is immaterial whether young India marries a wife of
ten or twenty – a sympathetic helpmate of moderate intelligence or an
unformed child, whose mind is, save in one or two undesirable directions, a blank. Let us admit, as Professor Wordsworth does, that human
nature is plastic, and the women of India are happy in an ignorance
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which it is not necessary to rudely disturb. Still, in the name of common
sense, how is it possible to “intellectually emancipate” a human being
who takes upon himself the duties of husband and father, at an age
when he should be building up the foundation of a healthy physique in
a playground? The children of children do not make a nation, and no
education can elevate weaklings. Setting aside the infamy of enforced
widowhood, and having regard only to the social consequences of early
marriage, surely, so far from waiting for the operation of the “Time
Spirit,” and the coming emancipation, the men of to-day should strive
their utmost by criticism, by rebuke and every legitimate means in their
power to advance the time when it shall be the rule and not the exception for a man to marry a woman. The leaders of the people die young,
and the average native of India is worn out at five and forty. For the cure
of these evils, we are told to look to the Time Spirit and “Intellectual
emancipation.”
NOTES
1
2
3

4

Jharan mop (Urdu).
Thomas Pinney (ed.) Letters of Rudyard Kipling Vol.1: 1872–1889, Palgrave
Macmillan 1990, p. 121.
Professor William Wordsworth, b. 1835, Sheriff of Bombay, 1886; Principal,
Elphinstone College, University of Bombay. A liberal sympathiser with Indian
nationalism, he attended the first Indian National Congress in Bombay,1885
as observer (Information from www, Britannica.com and Gautam Sharma,
Nationalisation of the India Army 1885–1947 (Allied Publishers Ltd., Bombay,
1996, p. 9.).
Mr Malabari: Behramji Merwanji Malabari (1853–1912), owner and editor of the
Indian Spectator from 1880 until it merged with the Voice of India, which Malabari
also edited. A leading reformer and advocate of the rights of women, Malabari
published and distributed Notes on Infant Marriage and Enforced Widowhood,
1884 It was largely thanks to his efforts that the Age of Consent Act was passed in
1891, raising the age of consent for Indian females from 10 to 12. (Information from
Wikipedia).
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‘SINGING MAGIC’: WOMEN AND SONG
IN KIPLING’S FICTION
By JAN MONTEFIORE
[Jan Montefiore, Professor Emerita of the Kent University and Editor of the Kipling
Journal, edited In Time’s Eye: Essays on Rudyard Kipling (2013). With Harish Trivedi,
she is co-editor of the forthcoming book Kipling in India: India in Kipling, based on the
symposium they co-directed at the Indian Institute of Advanced Study, Shimla, in April
2016. Her most recent book is the poetry collection Shaping Spirits 1948–1966 (2016).]

This essay addresses two kinds of woman singers in Rudyard Kipling’s
stories: on the one hand, the Indian ‘vernacular’ singers in his early
work, and on the other, Victorian and Edwardian popular music;
although I say much less about public hymns and music-hall songs,
important though these were to Kipling, than about the ballads and
songs performed in private drawing-rooms by Victorian ladies which
so often feature in his later stories, and which have been less noticed.
Kipling is of course famous for his poems speaking of men’s lives
in men’s voices, notably Barrack Room Ballads which he began when
he lived in Villiers Street opposite Gatti’s music hall, where as he wrote
later, ‘the smoke, the roar, and the good-fellowship of relaxed humanity
“set” the scheme for a certain kind of song.’1 Delight in masculine
‘good-fellowship’ goes back to his dark childhood years in the ‘House
of Desolation’, which were lightened by the annual saving respite of
Christmas visits to his Burne-Jones relations, during which he and
his cousins would after bedtime ‘hang over the stairs listening to the
loveliest sound in the world – deep-voiced men laughing together over
dinner.’2 Stories in which men happily roar out choruses include ‘My
Great and Only’ (‘That’s what the girl told the soldier’), ‘The Courting
of Dinah Shadd’ (‘Private Ortheris’ Song’) and above all the musichall scene in ‘The Village That Voted The Earth Was Flat’ where the
title song, set to the tune of ‘Here we go gathering nuts in May,’ first
takes off as the runaway hit which will eventually reduce the House of
Commons to hysterics.
Yet it was the Woman who made ‘the First Singing Magic in the
world’;3 and that scene in ‘The Village That Voted’ represents the
triumph of a woman star, ’Dal Bezaguen, ‘a queen … conscious of her
subjects … a woman delighted’ over her roaring male audience.4 For a
more potent spell even than male voices en masse, is that of the women
in Kipling’s stories whose songs enchant a delighted man or men. The
magic of a woman’s singing goes back to Kipling’s infancy and early
childhood in Bombay, when the small Ruddy heard from his ayah and

March 2019

KIPLING JOURNAL

25

‘my bearer Meeta … stories and Indian nursery songs all unforgotten,’5
In ‘Without Benefit of Clergy’, one such nursery song reappears
poignantly, in ‘the wonderful rhyme of Aré Koko ! Jaré koko!’, sung
by Ameera to her baby, which becomes the signature tune first of her
parental joy shared with the Englishman Holden, later of their grief.6
Kipling’s own mother did not sing lullabies her children in their Indian
nursery. There is a glimpse in the autobiographical ‘Baa Baa, Black
Sheep’ of ‘Punch’ and his little sister on the voyage from Bombay to
England, when ‘Mamma every evening … had come into the cabin to
sing them to sleep with a mysterious rune that he called “Sonny, my
soul’,7 but it is plain that she only does this on board ship. In India,
Alice Kipling’s songs were reserved for the evenings when the children
were brought into the drawing-room, instructed to ‘Speak English now
to Papa and Mamma … The Mother sang wonderful songs at a black
piano and would go out to Big Dinners.’8
LOVE SONGS, VERNACULAR AND ENGLISH

The first and perhaps finest of the songs in Kipling’s stories is ‘The Love
Song of Har Dyal’ in ‘Beyond the Pale’ (1888), in which the teenage
Hindu widow Bisesa, unobtrusively reversing gender convention,
serenades an unknown lover standing in the alley below at their first
assignation. Her lyric is apparently part of a much longer Indian song
with the same title which is common knowledge in Lahore, for the pair
have already exchanged verses from it when the Englishman Trejago,
entering a dark ‘gully’ in the native quarter of Lahore the previous day,
stumbles and hears a ‘pretty little laugh’ from a grating above him.
Recalling the Arabian Nights, he whispers a verse from ‘The Love Song
of Har Dyal’ beginning ‘Can a man stand upright in the face of the naked
Sun?’, to which a woman’s voice answers ‘Alas, alas! Can the Moon tell
the Lotus of her love when the Gate of Heaven is shut ?’9 He is intrigued
by the unseen woman who ‘capped his verse so neatly,’ and when she
invites him by means of a coded anonymous ‘object-letter’ to visit her at
11 that night, Trejago arrives punctually, disguised in a burqa.
The little voice behind the grating took up ‘The Love Song of Har
Dyal’ at the verse where the Pathan girl calls on Har Dyal to return.
The song is really pretty in the vernacular. In English you miss the
wail of it. It runs something like this:
Alone upon the housetops of the North
I turn and watch the lightning in the sky,
The glamour of thy footsteps in the North.
Come back to me, Beloved, or I die!
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Below my feet the still bazar is laid –
Far, far below the weary camels lie,
The camels and the captives of thy raid.
Come back to me, Beloved, or I die!
My father’s wife is old and harsh with years,
And drudge of all my father’s house am I,
My bread is sorrow and my drink is tears.
Come back to me, Beloved, or I die!
As the song stopped, Trejago stepped up under the grating and
whispered,
– ‘I am here.’
Bisesa was very good to look upon.
That night was the beginning of strange things …
(PT pp. 134–5)
Bisesa’s lyric has had a long after-life.10 T. S. Eliot acknowledged that
he drew on its title for ‘The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock’11, which
reshapes the imagery and loose syntax of the lonely watcher of ‘the
lightning in the sky/ The glamour of thy footsteps’ into sunset ‘spread
out against the sky.’ The 1900 setting by Percy Grainger is as tuneful
and romantic as Amy Woodford-Finden’s ‘Pale Hands I Loved Beside
the Shalimar’ (1902 ),12 but both are a long way from the Indian song
rendered in Kipling’s quatrains: ‘in English you miss the wail of it.’
Since the Punjabi name Har Dyal can be either Sikh or Hindu and the
unnamed ‘Pathan girl’ must be Muslim, ‘The Love Song of Har Dyal’
clearly deals with a tale of inter-ethnic romance. This, according to
Dinesh Chandra Sen’s introduction to Eastern Bengal Ballads, a copy
of which Kipling owned, is a frequent theme of Bengali ballads:
The Mahommedan and the Hindu poets have described love-tales
in which the lovers belonged to different communities. In one case
a Mahommedan princess falls in love with a Kshatriya youth, and
in another there is a most devoted love, verging on a martyrdom,
between a Brahmin girl and a Mahommedan youth. In yet another
we find a Hindu widow of high status in society running away
with her Mahommedan lover. All of these ballads were written
by Mahommedans. In the ballad of Chandravati composed by the
poet Nayandrad we find Jayachanti, a Brahmin youth, marrying a
Mahommedan girl.13
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Punjabi ballads had similar themes. I learned recently from Indian and
Pakistani colleagues about the North Indian traditions of folk song
about divided lovers, notably Waris Shah’s classic romance (1766)
of the girl Heer whose love for Ranja is thwarted, as in Romeo and
Juliet, by the lovers’ families. These traditional songs spread through
Northern India and Pakistan and are still very much alive, inspiring the
2011 movie Waris Shah.14 Santanu Das has shown in his recent book
India, Empire and the First World War that 19th and early 20th century
Punjabis enjoyed a rich oral culture of song and story: ‘It was a society
that might have been illiterate but was robustly literary, abuzz with oral
tales and performances.’ Das mentions ‘Heers’ ballads in his account of
Punjab’s ‘age-old tradition of oral performances, from the … singing
of devotional songs to the narration of qissas such as Heer Ranjha in
village fairs.’15
Kipling was introduced to North Indian oral culture as a child in
Bombay, through those ‘stories and Indian nursery rhymes all unforgotten’; and as a young man he learned much more. While working in
Lahore during the hot weather months when his parents and sister were
summering in Simla or Dalhousie,
I would wander till dawn in all manner of odd places – liquor-shops,
gambling and opium dens, which are not a bit mysterious, wayside
entertainments such as puppet-shows, native dances; or in and about
the narrow gullies under the Mosque of Wazir Khan … One would
come home, just as the light broke, in some night-hawk of a carriage
which stank of hookah fumes, jasmine-flowers and sandalwood;
and if the Indian driver were moved to talk, he told one a good deal.
Much of real Indian life goes on in the hot weather nights.16
Kipling’s acquaintance with Indian Lahore, a geographical mile and
a social world away from his family’s villa, is confirmed by an 1886
letter to his cousin Margaret Burne-Jones which mentions ‘night strolls
with natives; evenings spent in their company in their homes (in the
men’s quarter of course).’17 Kipling must have listened to the Punjabi
folk songs which lie behind ‘The Love Song of Har Dyal, either in his
friends’ houses, or (as he did not tell cousin Margaret), in less respectable places like the fictional house of Lalun in his 1889 story ‘On the
City Wall.’ Lalun, an exquisite and very high-class courtesan, keeps a
salon attended by Lahore’s native intelligentsia and by the narrating ‘I’:
She played little songs on the sitar, and to hear her sing ‘O Peacock,
cry again’ was always a fresh pleasure. She knew all the songs that
were ever sung, from the war-songs of the South, that make the old
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men angry with the young men and the young men angry with the
State, to the love-songs of the North, where the swords whinnywhicker like angry kites in the pauses between the kisses, and the
Passes are filled with armed men, and the Lover is torn from his
Beloved and cries Ai! Ai! for evermore. (Karlin ed. 41–2)
Lalun’s ‘love-songs of the North’ sound very like the song in ‘Beyond
the Pale’, whose refrain and accompanying rhymes actually do use the
sound Ai in six of the twelve line-endings. But what role does Bisesa’s
singing of ‘The Love Song of Har Dyal’ play in ‘Beyond the Pale’?
Unlike Lalun’s song or the flowery couplets first exchanged by the
not-yet-lovers, her performance doesn’t advance the story. Instead, it
raises the emotional and aesthetic level of what might otherwise be just
a exploitative sexual intrigue. The ‘Love Song’ endows a squalid back
alley with the romance of wide horizons through its elegant formal
quatrains, its imagery of lightning-streaked skies, distant mountain tops
and camels in the bazar ‘far, far below’, and above all by the passionate
intensity of the refrain ‘Come back to me, Beloved, or I die!’ More
indirectly, the song glosses the story, in that the geographic distance and
ethnic division between the Pathan girl and her Sikh or Hindu lover Har
Dyal parallels the racial, ethnic and class divide between the walled-up
Hindu teenager in ‘Jitha Megji’s bustee’ who ‘prayed day and night for a
lover’18 and the Englishman Trejago who in the daytime ‘drove through
his routine of office-work, or put on his calling-clothes and called on
the ladies of the Station’ in their spacious villas.19 The complaint ‘My
father’s wife is old and harsh with years/ And drudge of all my father’s
house am I’ likewise parallels Bisesa’s predicament: ward of her uncle
Durga Chan, she is expected to be the household drudge,and later on in
distress ‘did the household work evilly, and was beaten by Durga Chan’s
wife in consequence.’20 Far worse punishment than beating awaits her.
At the story’s horrible ending, Trejago discovers that Bisesa’s hands
have been amputated in an ‘honour’ punishment. He himself is stabbed
in the groin by her outraged relation.
Ten years later, Kipling invented another song that brings lovers
together in ‘The Brushwood Boy’ (1898). Its hero Georgie Cottar,
another servant of Empire, also experiences a split day-and-night
existence, divided not socially like the ‘double life so wild that to-day
Trejago’ wonders if it was not all a dream’ (Plain Tales p. 135) but
psychically, into literal dreams at night and a daytime life of successful
action. Georgie is first seen aged three having a nightmare about a
policeman. At six, he is telling himself stories that shade into dreams,
featuring a little girl who morphs into a real little girl his own age with
dark hair brushed back ‘exactly like Alice in Wonderland’, whom he
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sits next to at a conjuring show. Not being introduced, in his dreamworld he gives her the grand portmanteau name ‘AnnieanLouise’.
She saw Georgie drown in the sea by the beach and he said as
he sank: ‘Poor AnnieanLouise! She’ll be sorry for me now!’ But
AnnieanLouise, walking slowly on the beach called “Ha! Ha ! said
the duck, laughing”, which to a waking mind might not seem to bear
on the situation. It consoled Georgie at once, and must have been
some kind of spell, for it raised the bottom of the deep and he waded
out with a twelve-inch flowerpot on each foot. As he was strictly
forbidden to meddle with flowerpots in real life, he felt triumphantly
wicked.21
Georgie is then sent away to become a model public schoolboy, and
an even more model army officer, whose ‘training had set the publicschool mask upon his face and had taught him how many were the
“things no fellow can do.”’22 He is nicknamed ‘Galahad’ in the officers’
mess for being handsome and highly attractive to women, yet totally and
chastely taken up with the comradely all-male world of soldiering. At
night his dreams continue, always beginning with ‘a road that ran along
a beach near a pile of brushwood. By that road he would travel over a
swell of rising ground covered with short, withered grass, into valleys
of wonder and unreason’, but haunted by a frightening policeman:
He was filled with terror – the hopeless terror of dream – for the
policeman said, in the awful distinct voice of the dream-people, ‘I
am Policeman Day, coming back from the City of Sleep. You must
come back with me.’ Georgie knew …that just beyond him lay the
lights of the City of Sleep, where he would have been sheltered, and
that this Policeman Thing had full power and authority to head him
back into miserable wakefulness … Other dreams, however, filled
him with incommunicable delight.’ 23
Georgie is joined in his dream-world by the beautiful AnnieanLouise,
with whom he shares strange adventures. None of this interferes with his
daytime soldiering, which he performs with superb skill and courage.
Promoted the youngest Major in the army and decorated with the
D.S.O. (Distinguished Service Order), he goes on leave to his countryhouse home in England, where everyone spoils him rotten. His mother,
keen for her virginal son to meet some girls, arranges first a house-party
and then two guests, the widow Mrs. Lacey and her musical daughter
Miriam. The two young people don’t initially take to each other, and
Georgie goes off fishing. Coming back after dark on a summer night,
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he looks in at the lighted window of the drawing-room where the girl
is singing:
A prelude ended, and there floated out a voice of the kind that in his
childhood he used to call ‘creamy’ – a full, true contralto – and this
is the song that he heard – every syllable of it:
Over the edge of the purple down
		 Where the single lamplight gleams
Know ye the road to the Merciful Town
		 That is hard by the Sea of Dreams –
Where the poor may lay their wrongs away
		 And the sick may forget to weep?
But we – pity us! Oh, pity us !
We wakeful, ah, pity us!
		 We must go back with Policeman Day,
Back from the City of Sleep !
Georgie is mesmerised, and having ascertained next morning that the
words and music are Miriam’s, he takes her for a long ride. As dusk
descends, he makes himself known to her as the sharer of her dreams.
She falls into his arms. End of story.
‘The Brushwood Boy’ is far more prolix than ‘Beyond the Pale’ and
nowhere near as good. I have argued elsewhere that by solving the split
between masculine imperial adventure and feminised psychic danger
with the fairy-tale union of ‘my Brushwood Boy’ with his ‘original,
only AnnieanLouise,’24 Kipling turns his hero’s potentially fascinating
dilemma into a boringly easy ending;25 yet Georgie listening to Miriam’s
song through the window has interesting parallels with Trejago hearing
Bisesa’s ‘Love Song of Har Dyal’ through her grating. To an as yet
unknown lover, each girl sings a lyric which is prelude and catalyst for
their ecstatic mutual recognition, and opens up a parallel forbidden world.
Desire and dream are forbidden by the super-ego ‘Policeman Day’, and
for breaking the social rules of colonial India, which ban Englishmen
from courting Indian women with their seductive songs, the interracial
lovers will be punished, the woman more terribly. And in both stories the
woman singer is identified with racial otherness: Bisesa literally, Miriam
indirectly. The dark-haired musical girl has a Jewish first name which
does not impress Georgie when he first hears it from his father:
‘Oh, Miriam’s a dear girl. Plays beautifully. Rides beautifully
too … I’m very fond of Miriam’.
‘ ’Sounds Jewish – Miriam.’
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		 ‘Jew! You’ll be calling yourself a Jew next. She’s one of
the Herefordshire Lacys. When her aunt dies –’ Again the
elbow. ( DW 392).
This potential shadow of otherness is dispelled by the comedy of Mrs.
Cottar’s matchmaking which underlines what an ideally suitable bride
the girl is, coming from an English county family, and what’s more (as
the indiscreet Mr Cottar nearly lets slip) an heiress. As Zohreh Sullivan
wryly remarks, ‘Miriam comes trailing clouds of … attendant hegemonic prejudices against Others.’26 Yet however promptly cancelled,
the possibility of her Jewishness has been entertained. Kipling seems
to have associated Jews with musical talent. The impresario ‘Bat’
Masquerier of ‘The Village that Voted the Earth was Flat’ is almost
certainly Jewish, and his star singer ’Dal Benzaguen bears a Sephardic
Jewish surname.
DRAWING-ROOM SONGS

Bisesa and Miriam each sing an entire lyric composed by Kipling. This
does not happen in Kipling’s later stories, in which almost all the snatches
of song, whether publicly performed or overheard, have words quoted
from Victorian women poets, or ‘poetesses’ as Kipling would have called
them. The title of ‘My Son’s Wife’, taken from Jean Ingelow’s poem ‘High
Tide on the Coast of Lincolnshire, 1571’,27 is first perceived as ‘idiotic
songs about cows’ by the London intellectual Frankwell Midmore who has
inherited a country estate in Sussex. He is gradually cured of ‘the disease
of the century’28 – self-indulgence and amorality – by becoming part of the
traditional country life which he began by despising. Frankwell’s attraction to the nice girl Connie Sperrit, whom he will eventually marry, is
mediated by the snatches of the cantata she hums, which he first hears
when he visits her solicitor father ’s house. ‘“It’s our evening to take
the winter cantata,” Mr Sperrit explained …Thirty joyous young voices
shouted appeal to someone to leave their “pipes of parsley – ’ollow –
’ollow –’ollow!”’29 Ingelow’s poem becomes the story’s leitmotif through
the fragments hummed by Connie, who is heard first as an invisible voice:
He thought he heard horses’ feet on wet gravel and a voice singing
… It passed close to the shuttered bay-window.
But each will mourn his own, she saith,
And sweeter woman ne’er drew breath
Than my son’s wife, Elizabeth,
Cusha – cusha – cusha – calling….
The hoofs broke into a canter as Rhoda entered with a tray.30
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‘High Tide on the Lincolnshire Coast’ prefigures the flooding of the
brook on Frankwell’s estate which brings about the story’s comic happy
ending. Less directly, the invocation of the historic flood, together with
the poem’s archaised language (the original spelling is ‘my sonne’s
wife’), will draw Frankwell away from his debauched and alienating
London life and back to the healthy old England to which his future
bride belongs. More unobtrusively and subtly than ‘The City of Sleep’,
Connie’s song too is a catalyst of desire.
More resonant still is the setting of another Jean Ingelow poem,
overheard by the narrator of ‘The Dog Hervey’ when visiting the unattractive Moira Sichliffe:
Miss Sichliffe’s house I discovered to be a mid-Victorian mansion
of peculiar villainy even for its period, surrounded by gardens of
conflicting colours, all dazzling with glass and fresh paint on ironwork. Striped blinds, for it was a blazing autumn morning, covered
most of the windows, and a voice sang to the piano an almost
forgotten song of Jean Ingelow’s.
Methought that the stars were blinking bright,
And the old brig’s sails unfurled –
Down came the loud pedal, and the unrestrained cry swelled over a
bed of tritomas consuming in their own fires –
When I said, I will sail to my love tonight
On the other side of the world.
I have no music, but the voice drew. I waited till the end:
Oh maid most dear, I am not here,
I have no place apart –
No dwelling more on sea or shore
But only in thy heart.
It seemed to me a poor life that had no more than that to do at
eleven o’clock of a Tuesday forenoon. Then Miss Sichliffe suddenly
lumbered through a French window…31
The story dwells insistently on Miss Sichliffe’s unattractiveness. She
first appears as a ‘dark, sallow-skinned, slack-mouthed girl’ aged 34,
who adopts an equally unattractive squinting dog she calls Hervey,
on which she focuses all her love. Her tasteless house and garden are
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inherited from her father, a retired doctor who (as the narrator had
learned earlier), got rich by picking up ‘stormy young men in the
repentant stage’, treating them and then insuring their lives ‘heavily’
before discharging them to drink themselves to death (‘What a life for
the girl!’). Later, when the bachelor narrator is in Madeira is looking
after sick friends, a ‘youngish-looking middle-aged man’ called Shend
with a ‘blurred face and deprecating eyes’ befriends the party and, once
the invalids are recovering, joins them on the homeward voyage. On the
last night, during a Channel storm, Shend confesses to the narrator that
he is an alcoholic. Distraught by visions of a squinting dog, which he
thinks is a hallucination brought on by drink, his disjointed monologue
also reveals that he is the former patient of a shady doctor who ‘was a
murderer in intention’, that the doctor had exposed his own daughter to
‘insult’, and that her vulnerability had outraged Shend into confronting
the doctor: ‘I told him so at breakfast. I said, “Doctor, I detest brawling,
but if you ever allow that girl to be insulted as Clements insulted her,
I will wring your neck with my own hands … I don’t know what price
you’re going to put on my head, but if ever you allow Clements to insult
her again, you’ll never live to claim it.”’32 Having learned before the
ship reaches port that the insulted girl’s name was Moira, the narrator
after landing takes Shend in his own car, driving him across country to
the Sichliffe house where Moira is gardening ‘in a green waterproof,
an orange jersey and a pinkish leather hat …Shend got out and walked
towards her. They shook hands, turned round together, and went into the
house.’ Miss Sichliffe’s dog Hervey, suddenly losing his squint, throws
himself ‘joyously’ into a fight with the narrator’s own dog Malachi.33
Moira’s loud clothes match her vulgar house and garden, so much
disliked by the narrator on his first visit. Yet his condescending irony
about her ‘garden of conflicting colours’, as ill-looking as its owner
who wastes the fine morning singing indoors, turns out double-edged.
The real joke is on him, too busy disapproving of the Sichliffes’ bad
taste to notice the significance of Moira’s passionately ‘unrestrained
cry’ swelling across the flowerbed, let alone to realize that the woman
whose ‘voice drew’ has supernatural powers (which are first shown
in her awareness that ‘Mrs. Godfrey told you about us, the day I got
Harvey given me’,34 which she could only know by second sight.)
Sensing that her lover truly is ‘on the other side of the world’, Moira’s
song is part of the magic that will draw Shend back to her through the
narrator’s unwitting agency, much to the latter’s alarm (‘It scared me
horribly’). Powerful sexuality is linked to the paranormal in ‘The Dog
Hervey’ with coded but startling candour, from the erotic splendour
of the ‘unrestrained cry’ echoing across the bed of phallic red-hot
pokers, discreetly Latinised as ‘tritomas consuming in their own
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fires’, to the lovers’ meeting figured in the release of the two dogs
throwing themselves into a fight which ‘ended in a dead heat, and they
licked each others’ jaws in amity”.35 The slightly grotesque animality
of the affectionate dog-fight evokes both the gawkiness of the middleaged lovers, both damaged people, and their joyful physical release
off-stage.
Not every woman’s song in Kipling’s fiction is about sexuality.
Towards the end of the ghost story ‘They’, a very different narrator
hears the blind woman, whose house full of children he is visiting,
singing to the piano a lyric by Elizabeth Barrett Browning.
‘In the pleasant orchard-closes,
God bless all our gains, say we,
But ‘May God bless all our losses’
Better suits with our degree.’36
A little later, he will encounter the ghost of his own beloved little
daughter, realizing that the elusive children in the house and garden
are lovely wraiths whom the childless blind woman has summoned to
her house. Loss and mourning are also the theme of chapter near the
end of Captains Courageous about ‘Memorial Day’, when the whole
Gloucester community meets for its yearly ceremony of counting its
losses by naming each fisherman lost at sea during the past year (there
are more than a hundred), together with each man’s ship and the date
he drowned. The scene shows poignantly the grief and anxiety which
is the price paid by Gloucester’s women for the courage and comradeship of the fishermen celebrated in the book. Before the ceremony, a
‘Philadelphia actress’ renders
a poem about a fishing-port called Brixham and a fleet of trawlers
beating in against storm by night, while the women made a guiding
fire at the head of the quay with everything they would lay hands on.
‘They took the grandam’s blanket,
Who shivered and let them go;
They took the baby’s cradle,
Who could not say them no.’
The wonderful voice took hold of the people by their heartstrings;
and when she told how the drenched crews were flung ashore living
and dead, and they carried the bodies to the glare of the fires, asking
‘Child, is this your father?’ or ‘Wife, is this your man?’, you could
hear hard breathing all over the benches.
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And when the boats of Brixham
Go out against the gales,
Think of the love that travels
Like light upon their sails!
The women were looking for their handkerchiefs, and the men were
looking at the ceiling with shiny eyes.37
The poem is ‘The Wives of Brixham’ by Menella Bute Smedley, not
now a name to conjure with but known as a poet who, as Kipling
remembered, ‘stirred me to the deeps’ during his miserable Southsea
years.38 He would again contrast adventurous sailors with their suffering
women in the ‘Puck’ story ‘The Joyous Venture’, where he prefaces the
exciting quest by Viking sailors for African treasure with the melancholy ‘Harp Song of the Dane Women’: ‘What is a woman that you
forsake her./ And the hearth fire and the home-acre/ To go with the old
grey Widow-maker?’39 Different again is the the organ-playing ‘Lady’
in ‘The Conversion of St Wilfred’ in Rewards and Fairies, whose
singing of Dies Irae (‘Oh, what a miracle of a voice!’) dismisses Puck
from the church, bringing the story to its close:
‘Tuba mirum spargens sonum
Per sepulchral regionium.’
Deeper and deeper the organ dived down, but far below its deepest
note, they heard Puck’s voice joining in the last line:
‘Coget omnes ante thronum.’
As they looked in wonder, for it sounded like the dull jar of one of
the pillars shifting, the little fellow turned and went out by the south
door.
Puck cannot stay for the softer tune (‘But the voice was ten times
lovelier than the music’) of the prayer for redemption because it does
not apply to him. Christian doctrine ruled that on Doomsday neither
animals nor spirits, ‘even good ones’, would be called either to God’s
judgment or Christ’s salvation.40
Kipling’s mastery of ‘less is more’ in his short stories renders these
later songs only as suggestive fragments. The fact that his fictional
women sing words written by real women, not by their creator, is linked
to the racial otherness of earlier singers, mentioned above. Women in
Kipling’s stories hardly ever participate in his daytime world of action,
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justice, craftsmanship or fighting,41 and neither are they artists, just ladies
singing hymns or drawing-room ballads. Kipling loved popular songs
but he seems to have had no interest in serious music; his only poem
celebrating an instrument is, significantly, ‘The Song of the Banjo’.42
Domestic musical performance of hymns or drawing-room songs was
women’s business; Kipling’s only male singer is ‘Ahasuerus Jenkins’ in
Departmental Ditties who gains undeserved promotion for ‘warbling’
at the piano in a Simla drawing-room.43 Kipling’s women and their
songs are mediators of romance, perhaps of the supernatural, almost
always of sexuality: an endorsement of ‘separate spheres’ which is of
course part of his conservative imperialism. As Tricia Lootens says,
‘to speak from the imaginary “heart” of “the private” or “the domestic
sphere” has long been, by definition, to speak from the “heart” of nation
and empire.’44 Kipling had no more time for women’s rights (see ‘The
Female of the Species’) than he had for Indian or Irish nationalism;
and yet he sympathised with women, attributing to them the faculty of
feeling as well as of dream and of the supernatural.45 It is through the
difference of women, including the literally different language of Indian
vernacular and the words of Jean Ingelow, Menella Bute Smedley and
Elizabeth Barrett Browning, that Kipling’s stories are opened to dream
and to poetry.
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symposium, colonial Lahore was effectively an apartheid city whose spacious colonial buildings and residences were a mile distant from the native quarter of the old
city.
Kipling op. cit. p. 136.
Kipling ‘The Brushwood Boy’, The Day’s Work p. 362.
Kipling was less starry-eyed about public school taboos in his late poem ‘The
Waster’, (1930), whose scorching contempt is directed both at Jews and at expensive English educations that turn boys into stupid snobs knowing only ‘the things
no fellow can do’. Unlike Georgie, such gentiles are sluggish incompetents ‘only
quick to despise’, easily outdone by lesser breeds and ‘licked from the first by the
Pict,/ And left at the post by, etc’ [sc. the Jew]’: Pinney ed. Complete Poetry vol.2
p. 1432.
Kipling The Day’s Work pp. 368, 374–5.
Kipling op.cit p. 395, 402, 405. Miriam’s song has three stanzas, of which I only
quote the first.
Montefiore, Rudyard Kipling ‘ pp. 68–70. The otherwise admiring T. S. Eliot wrote
of the end of ‘The Brushwood Boy’ that ‘the end of In the Same Boat … is truer
to the experience (‘Rudyard Kipling’ in A Choice of Kipling’s Verse footnote to p.
20.) As Eliot hinted, Kipling’s treatment of the paranormal in the later story can
be read as a darker and better re-working of ‘The Brushwood Boy’. Its protagonists Conroy and Miss Henschil like Georgie Cottar and Miriam Lacey are young,
good-looking, rich, and share psychic experiences, only theirs are horrific. Driven
to drug addiction by their recurrent nightmares, the two find help in mutual support
before being cured by finding that their terrors have rational explanations. They
both shudder at the idea of their psychic intimacy becoming sexual: ‘It would be
horrible – horrible.’ A Diversity of Creatures p. 97.
Zohreh Sullivan Narratives of Empire p. 130.
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I have not been able to trace the original cantata sung by the village choir in
Kipling’s story.
Kipling ‘My Son’s Wife’, A Diversity of Creatures, pp. 338, 333.
Kipling op. cit p. 338–9.
Kipling op. cit. p. 340.
Kipling ‘The Dog Hervey’, A Diversity of Creatures p. 141. The poem is Jean
Ingelow’s ‘Sailing Beyond the Seas’, settings of which were popular drawing-room
items.
Kipling op. cit p. 132–3, 146–7, 150. Dr Sichliffe’s ‘stormy young men’ lived in his
house. Moira shows the narrator ‘a long corridor, flanked with more Gothic doors.
“This was where we used to – to patch ’em up.”’ (p. 143). Shend’s confrontation
with her father ‘at breakfast’ indicates that on the previous night he had witnessed
the drunken ‘insult’ (probably an assault or very heavy pass) by the fellow patient
Clements.
Kipling op. cit p. 155.
Kipling op. .cit p. 143.
Kipling, pp. 146, 157, 156.
Kipling ‘They’, Traffics and Discoveries, 1904, p. 243). The lyric is Barrett
Browning’s ‘The Lost Bower’ in Poems 1844: Karlin ed Rudyard Kipling: Stories
and Poems p. 270n.
Kipling Captains Courageous pp. 235.
Kipling Something of Myself pp. 7, 224n, alluding to Poems Written for a Child by
Menella Bute Smedley and Elizabeth Hart (1868).
Kipling, Puck of Pook’s Hill p. 67.
Kipling Rewards and Fairies pp. 241, 229. ‘Dies irae’: ‘Day of wrath’; ‘Tuba
miram spargens sonum/ Per sepulchra regionum/ Coget omnes ante thronum’: ‘The
trumpet scattering the fearful sound/ through tombs everywhere / shall summon
everyone before [God’s] throne’; Recordare Jeu pie/ Quod sum causa tuae viae/
Ne me perdas illa die: ‘Be mindful [of me], merciful Jesus, / because your life was
[given] for me, / do not lose me on that day.’
The competent eponymous heroine of ‘William the Conqueror’ in The Day’s Work
is an exception; but her masculine name is obviously telling.
This observation is Professor Daniel Karlin’s. I thank him for pointing it out.
Rudyard Kipling ‘Army Headquarters’, Complete Poems of Rudyard Kipling ed.
Thomas Pinney, pp. 10–11.
Tricia Lootens The Political Poetess p. 2.
In the late ‘Uncovenanted Mercies’, the unhappy man’s saving refusal of forgetfulness – ‘I’ll see you damned first … I charge you – I charge you at the Judgment’
(Limits and Renewals p. 397) uses a woman’s words. He is quoting the penultimate
line of Christina Rossetti’s Monna Innominata sequence: fourteen sonnets ‘spoken’
to a poet-lover by a silent woman like Petrarch’s Laura or Dante’s Beatrice.
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KIPLING AT THE SORBONNE, 1921
By ROSAMOND PARSONS
[Joanna Godfree has sent us a letter from her great-aunt Rosamond Parsons
(1893–1978), then a young student on what would now be called a ‘gap year’ in
Paris, to an older sister, containing a lively eye-witness account of the ceremony at
the Sorbonne University at which Rudyard Kipling, together with Sir James Frazer,
the author of The Golden Bough, were awarded honorary doctorates. She writes vivid
descriptions of the French and English participants and a summary of their speeches.
I am most grateful to Ms Godfree, who discovered the letter after inheriting her greataunt’s papers, for allowing the Kipling Journal to publish it. Ed.]

Chez Mme. Arnaud
35 rue de l’Arbalete
Paris Ve
Dearest Joanling1,
I have just witnessed the most impressive and thrilling ceremony of
receiving Kipling & Frazer at the Sorbonne, and I must tell you all
about it, in spite of two pressing essays. To begin at the beginning, we
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had a good many tickets allotted to us at the Sorbonne, to which the
English students had the first claim, but as they told us cheerfully they
had issued 12,000 tickets & the Amphithéâtre holds 5,000, we felt we
had to take strong measures to get in. Mme Arnaud had 3 tickets from
the Recteur M. Appell, but as they were in the Amphithéâtre & I was
in the Tribunes, above, I only saw the others from afar the whole time.
The ceremony began at 3; I rendez-voused with an American
acquaintance, a Miss Bickford, at 1, & she brought another American
friend, a Miss Cook, so we were a happy trio. We waited sitting until
a queue began to form, which it did about 1.30, & then we got into
the front row, but the idiotic sergent-de-ville told us there was another
entrance for the Tribunes, so we trotted off through a mass of Gardes
Républicaines with their red cockades, only to find that there was only
one entrance. By that time there were some fifty people in the queue, &
of course we had lost our places; however, after standing packed like
sardines till 2.20 (it was indoors luckily) we got into the front row of
the upper of the two middle galleries, the best place for seeing in the
whole building.
The whole building was crammed, & there were people standing
everywhere. The Professors were a sight for the gods in their flowing
robes with hats like a chef’s. The scarlet & cherry ones clashed horribly,
but still it was very cheerful. The Professors ‘de titre’ have the whole
coloured robes, & the others black with coloured scarves barred with
ermine. The Profs really only occupied half the Parterres but I have
no room for the public. There were lots more gentlemen dotted round
on the estrade. The band was that of the Garde Républicaine, which
always performs on these occasions, but they had discarded their cockades. Punctually (for France) Millerand led in the procession, to the
Marseillaise & God save the King (not simultaneously). Frazer had a
crimson gown, Delacroix & Legouis of course were in yellow, Appell
had some purple about him2, & there were several gorgeously decorated
officers, in blue, so that Kipling, so small and in plain black, was a
striking contrast. I am sure it is what he goes in for – no title, or distinctions after his name, or robes – just himself.
Millerand conducted proceedings by saying ‘La parole est à – ’. First
Delacroix eulogized Frazer at great length, but he read his speech, & we,
knowing nothing about Frazer to start with, knew very little more when
he had finished. He kept on referring to ‘le rameau d’or de Virgile’3,
& tho’ we understood the allusion, we did not grasp its significance.
However, we heard mythologie, anthropologie, étymologie, taboos, so
we gathered the general drift. Then Appell spoke, & welcomed F. to the
Sorbonne, giving him the University’s medal, & the degrees in a great
roll of parchment, and then Frazer himself responded in a short speech
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in French, with a very bad accent but pronounced so slowly & carefully that everyone could understand. I was sorry for Frazer because
he was so absolutely swamped by the enthusiasm for Kipling, but the
Arnauds thought so much of him for speaking in French that they really
preferred him to K.
After F.’s speech the band discoursed some martial music, &
then Legouis eulogized Kipling, in a speech very interesting at first,
but much too long. He mentioned almost everything that Kipling had
ever written, & it was v. interesting to see the order in which the audience appreciated the different things; the Just-So Stories got by far the
biggest burst of applause, then the Light That Failed, then Kim & the
Jungle Books about equal – a curious order. Of course, for the short
stories & poems you couldn’t judge. Several people have asked me ‘But
is Kipling really as popular with you in England as he is with us here?’
It seems so extraordinary to doubt it. K. was very much amused when
Legouis mentioned ‘Stalky et Compagnie’, ‘in which the author evades
not classes but games.’ Of course they emphasized tremendously K.’s
foreseeing of the war & all he had to do with it, & Appell in his speech
thanked K. as a Strasbourgeois in the name of Alsace-Lorraine for
his (K.’s) help in the War, at which immense applause. Then Kipling
himself spoke, after several minutes’ clapping & stamping. He said
a few words in French (also in a v. bad accent) asking us to excuse
him for speaking in English, but he could not express his sentiments
in French sufficiently, & then made I thought a very good speech
in English, of course all in praise of France, ending by saying how
much he owed to the company of ‘frank, joyous & wise’ (I think those
were the words) French writers, and therefore ‘very humbly and very
proudly’ he thanked the S. for the honour conferred on him. He spoke
slowly and distinctly, & while we were applauding a man slipped a
paper into Legouis’ hand, and he translated the speech straight off from
that, hardly hesitating at all; he said ‘humblement et orgueilleusement’
at first, & then substituted ‘fièrement’4 – I think it was a remarkable
achievement of quickness.
Then Mme Segond-Weber, who in case you don’t know is the
classic actress of the day, read a prose translation of a poem of K.’s.
She called it ‘Ode à la France’, and I have read it, but I can’t remember
where it comes; the only part I recognized was something like ‘the
crime we both committed in Rouen market-place’5. I did not like Mme
S-W much, I thought she ranted too much, but they say she is wonderful
on the stage.
To close the proceedings Millerand made a nice little speech, for
which we all stood up, & then everyone filed out to the ‘Chant du
Départ’ & ‘Sambre et Meuse’. We Englishers rushed round the outside
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of the Sorbonne till we
found the cars waiting at
a side entrance, & after
about ¼ hour Frazer &
Lady F. came out (she is a
dear old lady) & got into
Kipling’s car by mistake &
had to get out again, & we
raised a little enthusiasm
for them, and then Kipling
appeared with I think Mrs.
& Miss K., but we were
too busy looking at him
to be sure. We absolutely
bellowed (there was quite
a large crowd), & he took
off his hat & beamed away
while the ladies got in, &
then he passed within two
yards of us & said ‘Goodnight’ all round and got
in also, & departed. After
which we cheered Frazer a bit more as he left in his right car, & after
him there was a 3rd car which we did not cheer & which some-one said
afterwards was the President [the Recteur]! He must have thought us
ungracious, but we really couldn’t see. Altogether it was a Great Day.
Enclosed is the invitation, please keep carefully; also the programme I
forgot to enclose last week.
CODA

Rosamond Parsons became a scholar of Modern Languages at Lady
Margaret Hall, Oxford. After graduation in 1925 with distinction in
French, followed by a B. Litt, she became Librarian of the Athenaeum
1927–1931, and in 1936 Press Archivist at Chatham House, seconded
in World War II to the Research Department of the Foreign Office. At
the Athenaeum she was required to work behind a screen, so as not to
outrage the men-only rule. From there she observed, and in 1927 wrote
brief but vivid notes about luminaries such as Sir Henry Newbolt (17th
May, ‘small and thin’), Mr Edison (3rd June, ‘(Norse novels), bald and
egg-shaped’), Sir Charles Bright (15th June, ‘largeish nose, small white
beard, orange tie’) and on 16th June the Bishop of Norwich: ‘tall, pale,
large’ and Kipling, ‘curled up on sofa, hat in middle of floor, reading
Psychology of Murder.’
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NOTES
1
2
3
4
5

Paris Ve: Paris, 5th Arrondissement; ‘Joanling’: Joan Parsons, Rosamond’s older
sister.
Henry Delacroix (1873–1937), professor of psychology and dean of the Faculty of
Letters at Sorbonne University; Emile Legouis (1861–1937),Professor of English
Literature and Language at Sorbonne.
‘Le rameau d’or de Virgil’: Virgil’s golden bough. Delacroix was alluding to Aeneid
Book VI, in which Aeneas carries a golden bough into the underworld.
The change to ‘fièrement’ for ‘proudly’ was presumably made because ‘orgueilleusement’ can mean ‘arrogantly’.
‘that undying sin we shared in Rouen market-place’: Kipling ‘France’, first
published 1913, collected in The Years Between (1919).
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MEMBERSHIP NOTES
September 2018
NEW MEMBERS

Having recently taken over the role of Membership Secretary from
John Lambert, it is my very pleasant duty to welcome and introduce the
following new members of the Kipling Society:
Milan Brahmbhatt (Virginia)
Sally Brett (Hampshire)
Dennis Gouws (Massachusetts)
Diarmid Lucey (New York)
Richard Howell (West Sussex)
Peter Chase (Surrey)
MEMBERSHIP FEES

Members are required to pay an annual fee to fund the Society’s activities. Details of the current individual membership fees (which were
raised in January 2016) are available on the back cover of this edition
of the Journal. Please check to ensure that you are paying the correct
amount, depending on your postal region (the UK, Europe or the rest
of the world), your means of payment (standing order, PayPal, cheque
or bank transfer) and the currency in which you choose to pay (pounds
sterling, euros or US dollars). Special rates are available for joint and
corporate members.
When making payments to the Society, please quote your four-digit
membership number, which you will find on the address label accompanying your Journal.
A reminder of the renewal date for your subscription will be printed
in red ink on the address label accompanying your copy of the Journal
immediately preceding that date. If you pay by standing order and wish
to continue your membership, you need take no further action.
CONTACT DETAILS

If you have any membership-related queries, please feel free to contact
me by email at ksmemsec@outlook.com or by post at Keylands,
Burwash, East Sussex TN19 7HP. In order to keep our membership
database up to date and to ensure that you continue to receive your copy
of the Kipling Journal by post and of our periodic newsletter by email,
I would be grateful if you could advise me as soon as possible of any
changes to your contact details (mailing address, email or telephone
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number) or if, regrettably, you decide for whatever reason to discontinue your membership of the Society.
Finally, I would like to thank the outgoing Membership Secretary,
John Lambert, for maintaining and handing over the membership files
in impeccable order. I hope to continue his good work.
Fiona Renshaw
Membership Secretary
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MRS. BATHURST AND THE THREE BEERS:
DOUBLE TROUBLE FOR VICKERY1
By LUC NERWINSKI
[Luc Nerwinski holds a Ph. D. in Classical Studies from Duke University. Since retiring
from the Land Surveying profession in 2009, he has pursued his long-standing interest
in Analytic Philosophy. He lives in Fayetteville, North Carolina, USA. Ed.]
1. MRS. BATHURST AND THE THREE BEERS

Kipling’s “Mrs. Bathurst”2 is a notoriously puzzling story. One of
its minor mysteries is the “Slits” beer that Pritchard enjoyed at Mrs.
Bathurst’s hotel. What in the world was ‘Slits’ beer? The obvious
answer is that it was Schlitz beer, brewed in Milwaukee, Wisconsin by
the Joseph Schlitz Brewing Company starting in the 1850s.3 A typical
American lager in the mid-twentieth century, nineteenth century Schlitz
was doubtless a real German-style lager, brewed by and for the many
German immigrants who settled the American Midwest. Schlitz beer
was widely available in Chicago when Kipling passed through in 1889.
The company had many dedicated outlets there displaying the Schlitz
name on their fronts; one such building still exists.3 So Kipling had been
exposed to the name. But granted that Schlitz was known to Kipling as
a lager beer, what is it doing in New Zealand in 1896?
Another German-type lager was Pilsener, which was available in
Kipling’s East. In Life’s Handicap, the men gathered every Sunday
at Hummil’s bungalow in “At the End of the Passage” expect it as a
matter of course, and Hans Breitman in “Reingelder and the German
Flag” starts his day on a steamer bound for Singapore with a glass of
it. If Kipling regarded Pilsener as equivalent to German lager, for him
a Slits was a Pilsener. It forms one corner of a three-cornered theme in
“Mrs. Bathurst” of the three different beers. Pritchard finds Slits agrees
with him, and Mrs. B. (as I shall follow him and Pyecroft in calling
her) reserves her entire remaining stock of it for his exclusive future
use. in the story. There is also the ‘tickey beer’,4 sold by the Greeks
“who sell all things at a price” (p. 339); and the “genuine Bass” tossed
to Pritchard by a housemaid because (says Pyecroft) of her admiration for his figure (p. 341), respectively associated with straightforward
commercial transactions and straightforward sexual attraction.
Selling ale and spirits is Mrs. B.’s livelihood. Since reserving the
Slits for one customer who may not return for years, if ever, makes
no commercial sense, she is operating on a different plane from the
commercial Greeks. There is no suggestion that she is sexually attracted
to Pritchard; rather, Mrs. B.’s action strikes me as maternal, like a
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mother reserving a favorite tidbit against her son’s return home. The
description of a woman who ‘never scrupled to feed a lame duck or to
set ’er foot on a scorpion’ reminds Inspector Hooper of his own mother
(p. 351), and Mrs. B. comes across as distinctly nurturing in some of
her dealings with her clientele. She lends them money when they can’t
pay, and even lends a bo’sun her expensive watch so he won’t get in
trouble by overstaying his leave (p. 349f). But she is not just a mother
to her clientele; she lets Pritchard flirt with her, when he calls her his
“particular” (“She would let you go that far” p. 350). It appears there is
more than one dimension to Mrs. B.’s charm.
For Hooper, Pyecroft, and Pritchard, there are three kinds of
women: mothers, wives, and whores. Hooper’s mother has already
been mentioned; Vickery, who as we will learn was obsessed with Mrs.
Bathurst, had a “lawful wife” who died in childbirth (p. 362); and the
“’undreds” of women with whom Pyecroft and Pritchard have been
intimate (p. 352) are clearly women of easy virtue. But Mrs. B. does
not neatly fall into into any of these categories. She was left a young
widow, and never “re-spliced” according to Pyecroft (p. 349); thus no
man owns her. She apparently had no children; a niece, Ada, helps
out at the hotel. As for the third category, Pritchard fervently asserts
“She’s not that” (p. 349). This freedom from categorization is part of
her charm: she can frankly be who she really is, with anybody (lame
duck or scorpion), at any time. Pyecroft steps in and describes the “it”
she possesses, her power of sticking in a man’s mind even if he has seen
her only once.
“Ah,” said Hooper. “That’s more the idea. I’ve known just two
women of that nature.” (p. 352)
So Mrs. B. is not unique; Hooper, has known two women like her. Why
two? The dialogue that immediately follows (“And it was no fault of
theirs?” “None whatever. I know that”) would convey the same information if Hooper had known only one such woman. The fact that a man
can experience two women like Mrs. B. may be a clue to a much larger
problem, as I argue later.
2. THE PROBLEM OF PLOT

The problems posed by “Mrs. Bathurst” have generated a great deal
of commentary, much of which has asked: “What happens in ‘Mrs.
Bathurst?’” In his review of the scholarship on this story, William
Dillingham questions the value of trying to answer this question as if
the story were a historical account:
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“Mrs.Bathurst”, a product purely of Kipling’s rich imagination, is
commonly treated as if it were not that at all but some sort of historical account …, and the characters are often discussed not as active
creations but as real people in the real world whose motive and
actions are not clear because Kipling has not given us an adequate
report of what “really” took place.5
Conversely, John Bayley has argued that the story is not plot-driven, but
should be read as series of impressions:
In my book The Short Story: Henry James to Elizabeth Bowen I
have discussed “Mrs. Bathurst” in terms of a different possibility:
that Kipling, again borrowing from James, may have turned his own
method inside out, and intended to leave nothing but impressions powerful and disturbing ones.6
I would characterize Bayley’s view as “nihilistic” because it amounts
to saying that “Mrs. Bathurst” does not actually tell a story and there
is no plot to discuss. I hope to show in what follows that taking “Mrs.
Bathurst” as if it were a “historical” account, the reader can come away
with a coherent plot. Questions about some of the details will remain,
but as C.A.Bodelsen argues, this is part of the story’s technique.7
Kipling’s compressed narrative challenges the reader’s ingenuity to
discover whatever lies behind it.
The reading of the story for which I will argue is “reductionist” in the
sense that it reduces the tale to a story about Vickery’s feelings and their
consequences. I do not ask “What happens?” because from the narratives of Pyecroft and Hooper, what happens is plain enough: Vickery,
a warrant officer with 18 months to go before honorable discharge and
a pension, and newly free to marry whoever will have him, attends
“Home and Friends” shown by Phyllis Circus, a motion picture in Cape
Town. which shows a sequence of English scenes: buses going over
London Bridge, marines marching through the streets of Portsmouth, a
troopship leaving England, and a train arriving at Paddington Station,
among whose disembarking passengers Vickery recognizes one as
Mrs. Bathurst, whom he had known through frequenting her hotel in
New Zealand. Obsessed with her appearance in the motion picture, he
attends every showing in Cape Town, followed by furious drinking and
aimless, rapid walking, for which he needs drinking company. On the
first night the companion is his colleague ‘Crocus’ Rigdon, but he can’t
keep up with Vickery’s drinking, and Pyecroft takes over for the rest
of the week. When the exhibition’s run at Cape Town ends, Vickery
manages to follow the performance to its next town by fulfilling a
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mission he was given to Bloemfontein, after which he deserts. His
movements thereafter are unknown, but four months later. the charred
bodies of Vickery and another unidentified tramp are found by a railway
official, far up country beyond Bulawayo.
That is what happens, and the question is “Why?” Why did the
motion picture affect Vickery as it did? Why did he throw away his
good name and pension? His feelings for Mrs. Bathurst were obviously
the driving force behind his self-destructive behavior, and they will be
examined in the next section.
3. THE BATHURST EFFECT AND VICKERY

“Some women’ll stay in a man’s memory if they once walk
down a street…”
“Ah!” said Hooper. “That’s more the idea. I’ve known just two
women of that nature.”
“An’ it was no fault o’ theirs?” asked Pritchard.
“None whatever. I know that!”
“An’ if a man gets struck with that kind o’ woman, Mr. Hooper?”
Pritchard went on.
“He goes crazy – or just saves himself,” was the slow answer.
“You’ve hit it,” said the Sergeant. “You’ve seen an’ known
somethin’ in the course o’ your life, Mr. Hooper.” (p. 352)
This exchange between Hooper and Pritchard is crucial to understanding Vickery’s feelings toward Mrs. B. It comes just after Pyecroft
has described how the “it” she possesses makes her unforgettable.
Hooper and Pritchard agree that the effect such a woman produces
on a man who has been “struck [become infatuated] with her” is,
through no fault of hers, that he either goes crazy or “just” saves
himself, presumably by suppressing his infatuation. Bodelsen saw that
Vickery had thus succeeded in suppressing his infatuation with Mrs. B.8
The result of being “struck with” a woman like Mrs. B. may be
called the “Bathurst Effect”, and exhibits two properties. First, as
Hooper and Pritchard agree, the effect is no fault of the woman’s, who
is not responsible for whatever eventually happens to the infatuated
man. Secondly, gaining possession of the woman – through marriage or
seduction – seems not to be an available solution; the man must either
suppress the infatuation and give her up, or go “crazy”.9 Before arriving
at Simonstown, Vickery though “struck” by Mrs. B. had successfully
suppressed his infatuation with her, as is evident from his conversations
with Pyecroft on the voyage out, when he only mentioned Auckland and
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Mrs. B. “once or twice, ” as Pyecroft, with his keen eye, remembers (p.
353); but only after he has seen Vickery’s reaction to the cinematograph.
Bodelsen also appreciated the central importance of the motion
picture,10 which changes Vickery from the family man who takes his
daughter’s photograph to sea and shows it to his shipmates (p. 348) to
the “dumb lunatic” (p. 358) who throws away his pension and good
name. Why did it work this change on him? Putting the Bathurst Effect
together with a clue that Pyecroft later lets fall, I think Vickery’s reaction to the motion picture can be plausibly explained as follows.
The clue is reserved until their last conversation when Vickery, after
getting his orders to go up-country, tells him that his “lawful wife”
died six weeks after they shipped out from England. Vickery gives this
news as proof that he is not guilty of murder – oddly, since no one has
suspected him of this (p. 362). The phrase “lawful wife”, showing the
importance Vickery placed on duty and convention, which may explain
why he had suppressed his infatuation with Mrs. B;. now, on the point
of deserting his ship and his duty, he knows that having already died
of natural causes she will not suffer from the consequences of his
desertion.
But the real point is that Vickery is now free to court and marry her
love. How, after having been at sea for six weeks, did Vickery learn
this? Presumably at this period the news would arrive by letter, which
must have been waiting for Vickery when the Hierophant docked in
Simonstown. Receiving the letter the day he arrives, Vickery realizes
he is now free to pursue and marry Mrs. B. so he takes leave and goes
into Cape Town to celebrate, discreetly keeping the news to himself.
Pyecroft being unable to get leave that first night owing to a dispute
with his officer (p. 354), Vickery takes “Crocus” Rigdon, a man of
of notable “cubic capacity” (p. 354) for a few drinks before visiting
Phyllis’ Circus and seeing the motion picture, in which he is appalled to
see a woman looking exactly like Mrs. B. arrives at Paddington by train.
Shocked, he concludes that “She’s looking for me.” (p. 358f) and walks
off in search of drink after drink. Crocus refuses to go with him again,
so Pyecroft becomes Vickery’s drinking companion on his wretched
bingeing pilgrimage in search of oblivion through “ two gallons o’ all
the worst spirits south of the Equator’ (p. 361)
Whether Vickery’s conclusion that Mrs. B. is searching for him
in England is solely thanks to his own infatuation, or whether he has
something more solid to go on, if for example she had jested “If I
ever get to England I’ll look you up”, is irrelevant. He believes she
is inquiring for him, as Pyecroft and the reader learn only on the last
night of the motion picture’, and in his mind it follows that if she has
inquired for him she will have learned that he is long married. Knowing
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that a woman of Mrs. B.’s character would scorn adulterous advances
from a married man, during his time with Mrs. B. in Auckland Vickery
must naturally have concealed his marriage. The revelation now kills
his hopes of her; she will not scruple to set her foot on the scorpion
he has shown himself to be. He thus loses all hope of winning Mrs.
B. on the same day he learns he is free to pursue and win her. Since
the motion picture is now the closest he will ever come to being with
Mrs. B., he is obsessed with it, sees every showing, and when its run
at Cape Town finishes, plans to desert in order to follow it to the next
town, Worcester, and see her “yet once again” (p. 361). Worcester is on
the line from Cape Town to Bloemfontein, where the captain arranges
a mission for Vickery, on which he was to depart the evening of the
day following the last Cape Town showing. The last thing Pyecroft can
report about Vickery’s actions is that he caught his train and eventually
completed his mission in Bloemfontein. Pyecroft knows nothing about
him thereafter.
Possibly Vickery followed the film to Bloemfontein. Whether
Phyllis’ Circus ever made it past Bulawayo to the place Vickery’s body
was found is unknown, though Hooper at least had seen motion pictures
up-country to the point of being somewhat blasé about them (p. 353).
In any case, according to his report four months later Vickery, along
with a fellow tramp, was far up country and penniless, living on handouts. Both were killed by by lightning in a railway siding; Hooper, who
found the charred bodies, describes Vickery, “the one who had the false
teeth”, as standing, while the other tramp was squatting and “watching
him” (p. 364). This image recalls Larry Tighe in “Love o’ Women”
(Many Inventions) who, because he cannot kill himself by his own
hand, leaves cover trying to draw the Pathans’ fire, while Mulvaney
creeps out to watch what he is doing.11 There is at least a suggestion
here that while his companion wisely stayed low in the lightning storm,
Vickery stood up as if trying to attract the lightning. And that is the end
of Vickery and his pain.
There is irony here, in that Vickery discovers through the medium
of a letter that he is free to pursue Mrs. B., on the same day that he
discovers through the medium of a motion picture that she has been in
England where, having learned of his marriage, she will now utterly
reject him. Vickery’s happy hopes are crushed within hours of their
arising. Hence his despair and his compulsive drinking.
The story frames Vickery’s visits to the cinema with images of stillbirth. His face when, after first seeing the motion picture, he invites
Pyecroft to accompany him to more showings, reminds his companion
of aborted foetuses displayed in jars in herbalists’ shops in Plymouth
(p. 355). Then, on the last night, he tells Pyecroft that his wife is dead
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in childbed, but says nothing about the fate of her baby, who doubtless also died. These images reflect Vickery’s stillborn expectations of
winning Mrs. Bathurst.
PYECROFT BAFFLED

Having described his last conversation with Vickery, Pyecroft
concludes:
“…He reported at Bloemfontein, saw the ammunition into the
trucks, and then ’e disappeared. Went out – deserted, if you care to
put it so – within eighteen months of his pension, an’ if what ’e said
about ’is wife was true he was a free man as ’e then stood. How do
you read it off?”
“Poor devil!,” said Hooper. “To see her that way every night! I
wonder what it was.”
“I’ve made my ’ead ache in that direction many a long night.”
(p. 362)
Pyecroft’s concluding words are a challenge to the reader as much as
to his three listeners. He confesses himself baffled by what he has just
related. He has seen Vickery’s reactions and heard what little Vickery
had to say – and for Pyecroft, seeing and hearing are not “the only
regulation aids to ascertainin’ facts” (p. 353); yet even his powers of
inference are unable to supply an explanation for Vickery’s behavior.
On one level, the reason for Pyecroft’s failure is that the technique
of the story requires that no one in it will provide all the answers like
detective at the end of a traditional mystery yarn explaining exactly
what happened and why. In “Mrs. Bathurst” the final explanation is
left up to the reader’s ingenuity. A similar instance of this technique
is the post-war “The Gardener” (Debits and Credits),12 where the true
relationship between Helen Turrell and Michael Turrell, the “nephew”
she brings up only for him to be killed in the War, remains hidden until
the end of the story. (And even then, the revelation depends on the reader’s grasping that the end of the story’s final sentence “she went away,
supposing him to be the gardener” are quoted from St John’s account of
Mary Magdalen’s failure to recognize the risen Christ.)13
In “Mrs. Bathurst”, Kipling’s technique of obliquity is partly
obscured by Pyecroft’s narration. He is an astute observer; he witnessed
Vickery’s anguish and the motion picture that spawned it for five
consecutive nights, he reports what little Vickery said to him during that
time. But his limitations are brought home when, after a long private
conversation with Vickery,14 the captain comes on deck wearing his
“court martial face” but after lunch ashore returns in normal mood with
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surprising new orders that will facilitate Vickery’s desertion. Pye boasts
that he alone understood the captain’s plan:
“The only person ’oo might ’ave connected the epicycloidal gears
correctly was one Pyecroft, when he was told that Mr. Vickery
would go up-country that same evening to take over certain naval
ammunition left after the war in Bloemfontein Fort… No details
was ordered to accompany Master Vickery. He was told off first
person singular – as a unit – by himself.’
The marine whistled penetratingly. (p. 361)
But in answer to the direct question “What do you suppose the captain
knew – or did?” Pye responds with the “unblushing” evasion “I never
turned my searchlight in that direction” (p. 363). His supposed knowledge of the captain’s motives is introduced simply to tantalize and
challenge the reader. And Pyecroft has dismissed two important clues.
In the first place, he is personally unacquainted with the Bathurst Effect.
Aware of the “it” that makes Mrs. B. unforgettable, he is silent while
Pritchard and Hooper describe its consequences for a man who has been
“struck”, whereas Pritchard, to judge from his enthusiastic endorsement
of Hooper’s “He goes crazy – or just saves himself”, seems another
of Mrs. B.’s stricken admirers. Perhaps because he himself has never
been “struck”, Pyecroft can describe Mrs. B. with more insight than
can Pritchard. But he fails to recognize the operation on Vickery of the
“Mrs. B. effect”, and moreover seems willing to dismiss the news of
Mrs. Vickery’s death (“if what he said was true”), regarding it perhaps
as the raving of a madman. Believing that “The man was a dumb lunatic
– must ’ave been for months – years p’raps” p. 358), Pye thus fails
to recognize that Vickery had “saved himself” from his infatuation
until the news of his wife’s death gave new life to it. Secondly, when
Vickery says that Mrs. B is in England “looking for me,” Pyecroft fails
to connect these “epicycloidal gears”, not seeing that this means Mrs. B
is bound to discover the reality of Vickery’s married status, and would
keenly resent his having lied to her. Pyecroft offers no explanation of
his own for Mrs. B.’s appearance at Paddington Station, simply treating
it as a brute fact, which poses yet another challenge for the reader: if she
is not searching for Vickery, what is she doing there?
5. DOUBLE TROUBLE FOR VICKERY

The inferences that drive Vickery’s despair – that Mrs. B. has gone to
England, inquired after him, and learned that he was already a married
man – follow from a motion picture depicting a woman who looks
exactly like her disembarking from a train just arrived at Paddington.

March 2019

KIPLING JOURNAL

55

When Vickery sees the film for the first time he is not absolutely certain
that the woman is Mrs. Bathurst; knowing from previous conversations
that Pyecroft is acquainted with her, he invites him to see he film at his
expense, with drinks to follow, requestimg Pyecroft to drop him a hint
if he sees anything noteworthy. When the scene at Paddington Station
comes on, Pyecroft recognizes Mrs. Bathurst, and Dawson, another
seaman in the audience, spontaneously shouts “Christ, it’s Mrs. B!”
Vickery gets Pyecroft to confirm the identification, saying he was sure
of it before, but now is quite sure (p. 356).
But by this point, the theme of misidentification has appeared at
least three times in the story. First, its setting for the story – that is, the
narrator’s encounter with Hooper, Pyecroft, and Pritchard--is the beach
of False Bay (p. 340), so called because sailors going from the East
Indies to the Atlantic sometimes mistakenly sailed into it instead of
proceeding past its wide mouth to the actual Cape beyond it. The theme
of misidentification is again broached when Pyecroft produces a bottle
of Bass beer, which a maidservant at work outside one of the houses
had tossed Pritchard as the men walked past, saying she did this out of
admiration for Pritchard’s manly figure. Pritchard demurs, saying the
maid mistook him for another sergeant, Mclean, who looks like him.
(pp. 341f) Thirdly, in the Boy Niven episode (p. 343f), the men recall
how Niven’s false self-identification deceived them into going AWOL
with him on what he told them was an uninhabited island. These three
instances of misidentification thus precede the Pyecroft’s and Dawson’s
confirmation that the woman in the motion picture is Mrs. Bathurst.
Moreover, the reader (to whom in 1904 motion pictures were a novelty)
gets a warning as to the reality they represent. Pyecroft, seeing a
motion picture for the first time, finds it most interesting; although the
projector made a buzzing sound “the pictures were the real thing – alive
an’ movin’.” Hooper, who has seen motion pictures before, replies “Of
course they are taken from the very thing itself – you see.” (p. 355) Yet
it is made clear that the film is a deceptive illusion; when “the engine
come in, head on, an’ the women in the front row jumped: she headed
so straight.” So the women (and I dare say some of the men) in the front
row reacted as if a real locomotive were rushing straight at them, when
in fact what they were seeing was only an image “on the big magic
lantern sheet” (p. 355). Although a motion picture can provide an unfiltered representation of reality (“taken from the very thing itself”), it is
still a representation that can be misinterpreted by the spectator.
Three men in the audience – Vickery, Pyecroft, and Dawson – identified the woman in the motion picture as Mrs. B. They were acquainted
with her through stopping at her hotel near Auckland, had seen her
there only a few times over the years (Pyecroft only twice), yet without
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hesitation (except, perhaps, on Vickery’s part) they identified a woman
getting off a train in London as Mrs. B. of Auckland because of her
appearance for a few seconds in a motion picture. Granted that Pyecroft
and Pritchard found Mrs. B. remarkably memorable (pp. 348f), and
granted that Pyecroft stresses that the resemblance extended to the
woman’s walk and gestures (pp. 351f), in light of the previous repeated
misidentifications the reader may question the sailors’ identification of
a woman they saw a number of times behind the bar of her hotel in New
Zealand, not dressed for travel, whose voice they could hear and whose
hair color they could ascertain, on the basis of a few seconds in a blackand-white silent motion picture.
There is a striking contrast between the sailors’ identification of Mrs.
B. on screen and the definite “marks” that identify Vickery’s corpse:
the false teeth and the tattoo, whose value Hooper touts as forensic
evidence “such as you read about in all the murder trials” (p. 363).
The details confirm that the corpse Hooper has found is unquestionably Vickery’s, unlike the ambiguous image on the screen called “the
real thing – alive and moving’” (p. 355): a positive black and white
motion picture image. The dead Vickery is found frozen in one position,
with his skin blackened and his tattoo showing up white against it, like
the negative of a still photograph, or as Hooper says “You know how
writing shows up white on a burned letter ? Well, it was like that, you
see”. p. 364), all of which makes his identification certain. The woman
in the motion picture appears for a few seconds, looking exactly like
Mrs. B. to three men who saw her a few times over the course of years:
a complete contrast between living and dead, moving and immobile,
positive and negative, possible misidentification and identification with
certainty.
Another reason to suspect that the woman in the motion picture may
simply be a double of the real Mrs. B. is Hooper’s knowledge, already
been noted, of “just two women” like her (p. 352) when knowledge
of just one would be sufficient to move the story along. This needless
duplication of two women like Mrs. B. may well a subtle warning to
the reader.
I therefore conclude that the woman in the motion picture was not,
in fact, Mrs. B. This is important, because the motion picture sets off
the chain of inferences that lead Vickery to despair on the very day
he learns that he is free to pursue Mrs. B. honorably. There is irony
here, along with a kind of poetic justice: Vickery’s marriage was an
obstacle to his winning her; he lied about it; now Fate has removed the
obstacle, but Mrs. B. has found out that he was lying and feels nothing
but scorn for him. All he can ever hope to possess is her image on the
motion picture screen; when in Cape Town the image is unavailable, he

March 2019

KIPLING JOURNAL

57

walks furiously, aimlessly, trying to drink himself into forgetfulness,
and he eventually deserts to follow it. But if the woman in the motion
picture is not her at all, then Mrs. B. did not go to England, did not
learn Vickery had lied about being married, and is probably still living
quietly in Auckland. If on the other hand she really is Mrs. B., then
“Mrs. Bathurst” is only a story about a cad who has been found out in
a lie and suffers for it. The misidentification is what makes the story a
tragedy. Once his wife is dead, Vickery had only to stay out of trouble
for the next eighteen months, collect his pension, and go to Auckland
to court Mrs. B.; but now, his misidentification leads him to construct a
chain of inference that leads to despair, thanks to “a new turn of a scientific nature” (as Pyecroft styles the cinematograph p. 353).
This “reductionist” view relieves critics and readers of the necessity of devising an explanation for Mrs. B.’s presence in England, or
inventing a way to insert her physically into the action of the last four
months of Vickery’s life. Vickery is dead, free of his torment, and the
“second tramp” is just an anonymous companion Vickery picked up for
company, just as he had Crocus and Pyecroft accompany him on his
mad walks through Cape Town. For the reader there is added piquancy
in Pritchard’s invocation of invoking his favorite memory of Mrs. B.:
Pritchard covered his face with his hands for a moment, like a
child shutting out an ugliness. “And to think of her at Hauraki,” he
murmured ” – with ’er ’air-ribbon on my beer. ‘Ad’, she said to her
niece … Oh, my Gawd !” (p. 365)
This is the final contrast: Vickery’s lightning-blasted corpse in Rhodesia
and the living Mrs. B., as serene and charming as ever in Auckland.
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to extend my abiding gratitude to the editor of the Journal and to the anonymous
referee, whose advice and comments were of inestimable value.
“Mrs. Bathurst” Traffics and Discoveries, London, Macmillan 1904. References in
the text are to this edition.
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Joseph_Schlitz_Brewing_Company
A ‘tickey’ is slang for a small silver coin worth 3d. in pre-decimal English money,
(roughly equivalent to 1p), replaced in 1939 by the twelve-sided brass “threepenny
bit.” So “tickey beer” was cheap at threepence a pint, just as the “tickey seats”
for “Home and Friends” were the cheapest. [“Tickey’ is a good word for this coin
because it was was very small, as I remember from the 1950s when like the farthing
it was still legal tender though not in general use. Ed.]
William B. Dillingham, “An Unforgettable Man: ‘Mrs. Bathurst’” p. 30.
John Bayley, “ ‘Mrs. Bathurst’ Again,”, p. 234.
C. A. Bodelsen, Aspects of Kipling’s Art pp. 129 and 149.
Bodelsen op. cit., p. 133.
[It is not clear whether the passion inspired by such innocent femmes fatales is
consummated. Pyecroft’s “There must ’ave been a good deal between ’em, to my
way of thinkin’” (p. 352) suggests that he believes Vickery’s was. The “struck” man
perhaps “goes crazy” from frustration, but perhaps not; desire may be intensified
by sexual possession. In Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina, Vronsky falls even more in love
with Anna after seducing her, and in Richardson’s Clarissa, Lovelace’s rape of the
drugged and unconscious heroine serves only to increase his obsession with her.
Kipling may or may not have read these novels, and the seamen in ‘Mrs. Bathurst’
certainly hadn’t; but as sexually experienced men they might be aware that possession may increase passion rather than assuaging it. [Ed.]
Many critics have seen similarities between the two stories. See Daniel Karlin’s
notes to “Love o’ Women” in his anthology Stories and Poems of Rudyard Kipling
(Oxford University Press 2015) p. 572n, and Mark Paffard ‘Was Mrs. Bathurst
“Black’?’ Kipling Journal 372, March 2018. p. 16n.
Bodelsen, op.cit., pp. 100f.
Debits and Credits p. 414; John 20:15.
That Vickery sought out his captain and possibly asked for his assistance is an argument for Bodelsen’s assessment of Vickery’s character: he was a “stolid and prosaic
person punctilious about his duties” (p. 138). What remains puzzling is the captain’s
unexplained complicity with Vickery’s desertion.
It may be worth noting that the plot of Kipling’s wry comedy “On the Strength of
a Likeness” (Plain Tales from the Hills) depends on two women half a world apart
sharing exactly the same appearance, down to voice, gait and gestures.
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RUDYARD-KIPLING@JISCMAIL.AC.UK
aka ‘The Mailbase’

June – November 2018 (inclusive).
This year we managed 140 messages in the last six months, mostly in
June, July and August – we seem to have hibernated rather, since then.
The first subject which attracted multiple posts was a question about
the whereabouts of ‘Nyanza Docks’ which feature in ‘The Limitations
of Pambé Serang’ from Life’s Handicap. In that tale, Kipling wrote
of “three great doors in the world where, if you stand long enough,
you shall meet any one you wish”, one such door being “the Nyanza
Docks.” (The other two were Charing Cross Station and Port Said).
No-one could tell our correspondent where Nyanza Docks might be; it
was suggested that the place was an invented Kiplingism, referring to
somewhere in Central Africa.
In June, we also reported on the publication of Colonel Ed Erickson’s
book A Soldier’s Kipling, which was reviewed in the December 2018
issue of KJ. And Bryan Diamond told us about a spoof Just So story
which he had found in an exhibition of Ravilious and Others at Compton
Verney.
In July, John Walker reported on the forthcoming release of a Disney
re-make/re-working of The Jungle Book, now to be entitled Mowgli. He
asked us for suggestions as to which of Kipling’s tales we would like
to make a ‘pitch’ for to a film company, observing that David Haig’s
controversial (well, to us purists) TV film of My Boy Jack had gone
straight to release as a DVD. Fred Lerner suggested The Brushwood Boy,
while Brian Kappler from Montreal, suggested The Village that Voted
the Earth was Flat, stipulating that it should be transposed to a small
town, Trump-voting, in the state of Georgia. (Endless possibilities!)
Then we had a question about what appeared to be a misquotation
from Kipling, ““She is really lovable under her skin”, Aunt Marigold
had said from a recent reading of Kipling.” Yan Shapiro was able to tell
us that the quotation came from a book called Magic for Marigold by
Lucy Maud Montgomery, published in 1929 – and was a misquotation
of “… sisters under the skin” from Kipling’s poem “The Ladies.”
In August, our new Chairman of Council, Mike Kipling, initiated the following topic. “Many will have seen the story recently that
the words of ‘If- ’, which had been painted on a wall at Manchester
University Students’ Union had been erased because the students
considered Kipling Imperialist and racist. In its place they inscribed
the Maya Angelou poem ‘Still I Rise’. Whatever one may think of their
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opinion of Kipling, it is rather ironic that Angelou herself had a soft
spot for his work, and particularly for ‘If’. As Andrew Lycett points
out in his biography, she wrote (in Gather Together in my Name), of a
difficult time in her life when she was a young, single mother: “I could,
and often did to my baby and myself, recite … Kipling’s ‘If’…” She
also wrote, in I Know Why The Caged Bird Sings, that she “…enjoyed
and respected Kipling …” and that, eventually, ‘If- ’ was supplanted by
another uplifting work, ‘Invictus’” There were positive responses,
literally worldwide, from the USA, Australia and Norway and Mike
wrote a letter to the Guardian, newspaper which appeared as the third
letter on their ‘letters’ page on 01 August.
In September, ,John Walker told us of a new novel about Kipling
written by Sudhir Kakar, and apparently only published in India – but
there were tips on how to get hold of a copy. And we reviewed it in our
December issue.
Finally, there would seem to be some problems about the distribution of Mailbase messages. I am conscious myself of not recognising
a number of topics when I look through the archives. Before I take
it up with JISCMAIL, our service provider, I would be glad to hear
(ajwilson606@btinternet.com) from anyone else who thinks he or she
may be missing some messages.
Alastair Wilson
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
KIPLING, THE ARMISTICE AND ‘RECESSIONAL’

From Professor Hugh Brogan

Only moral idiots can have been unmoved by the Armistice commemorations, 2018. “Lest we forget”: it was evident that the British are still a
serious people; they remember passionately.
But their remembrance, at any rate as it was displayed this November
last, seems to be dangerously selective. Constant emphasis on the waste
of the Great War (all wars are wasteful), on the courage and suffering of
the servicemen and their families, and on the need to honour the dead
seems to have crowded out even more important subjects. The Great War
was regularly condemned as “futile,” without any discussion of its causes.
“For your tomorrow we gave our today”, and what did the survivors do
with the fruits of such dear-won victory? We all know the answer: very
efficiently, the conditions were created which brought on a second, even
more appalling, world war. That undeniable proposition ought surely to
have been mentioned on Remembrance Sunday, even emphasized.
That phrase “Lest we forget” comes, of course, from “Recessional”.
The tumult and the shouting dies,
The Captains and the Kings depart.
Still stands Thy ancient sacrifice,
An humble and a contrite heart.
Humble and contrite hearts were in lamentably short supply in 1918–19
and the years following. Clemenceau took it for granted that France
and Germany would soon be fighting each other again. Surely Kipling’s
poem holds an urgent warning for us today. “For frantic boast and
foolish word, Thy mercy on Thy people, Lord!”
I wonder what arrangements are being made to commemorate the
treaty of Versailles?
Hugh Brogan
Wivenhoe, Essex
‘FAIRY-KIST’ AND A.E. HOUSMAN

From George Simmers
Commentary on ‘Fairy-Kist’ (Limits and Renewals, 1932) has had
plenty to say about the story’s references to Juliana Horatia Ewing
and her children’s novel, Mary’s Meadow. In particular, William B.
Dillingham has recently published an excellent essay, ‘Ruddy Kipling
and His Aunt Judy’ in the journal English Literature in Transition,
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1880–1920 (Volume 61, Number 1, 2018). He speculates that Mrs.
Ewing’s fiction, which Kipling read when he was young, was a crucial
influence on his own style of writing.
I think he is right; but I would also like to suggest that there is
another literary precedent for this story of a shell-shocked ex-soldier
who spends his time planting flowers by the roadside ‘so that such as
had no gardens might enjoy them,’ in a poem by A.E. Housman.
Kipling admired Housman’s poetry; he once said that Epitaph on
an Army of Mercenaries, Housman’s tribute to the regular soldiers who
died at Mons, was the finest poem of the Great War. Housman also
admired Kipling; he sent a copy of Barrack-Room Ballads to his brother
in Burma soon after its publication, and in one poem of A Shropshire
Lad, ‘The New Mistress’, we find him imitating both the metre and
subject-matter of Kipling’s ‘Tommy’. (Peter Parker writes interestingly
on this in his recent book Housman Country.) Both poets had come to
fame in the 1890s, despite being very different from the stereotype of
the ‘aesthetic’ Nineties poet.
Kipling must have known that A Shropshire Lad was the book of
poems that many young officers especially, but not only officers, had
taken to war with them. The book’s romantic stoicism gave an example
of how to face the difficulties of life and death. The final poem of A
Shropshire Lad voices this stoicism in an account of sowing flowers
that is also about the writing of poetry:
I hoed and trenched and weeded,
And took the flowers to fair:
I brought them home unheeded;
The hue was not the wear.
So up and down I sow them
For lads like me to find,
When I shall lie below them,
A dead man out of mind.
Some seeds the birds devour,
And some the season mars,
But here and there will flower,
The solitary stars,
And fields will yearly bear them
As light-leaved spring comes on,
And luckless lads will wear them
When I am dead and gone.
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Housman’s allegory corresponds almost exactly to what that ‘luckless lad’ Wollin was doing when he went about the country lanes on
his motor-cycle, planting here and there flowers that will live on and
survive him. Surely this poem must have been somewhere in Kipling’s
mind when he wrote the story. As a metaphor for writing, it describes
very well what Kipling was doing with his late stories of healing,
planting them (sometimes in unpromising magazines where they did
not fit very well with the rest of the content) in the hope that they might
give pleasure and comfort to others.
Dr George Simmers
Huddersfield.
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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 Sussez, 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
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