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National Trust) on ‘Kim in the Antarctic’
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EDITORIAL AND NEWS
Though not officially themed on India, this issue focuses principally on
Kipling’s experience and perception of Indians and their cultures. After
the report of the Annual Luncheon in May, including the splendid speech
on Kipling and Browning by Daniel Karlin, a conference report and an
obituary, comes the latest – and longest – instalment of Kipling’s uncollected journalism edited by Professor Thomas Pinney. The youthful
Kipling appears at his worst in ‘On Native Literature’ which announces
that ‘there is no native literature worth the name in the land’: thereby
betraying total ignorance of Rabindranath Tagore and of the Bengal
Renaissance. The critique of gun culture in ‘Violent America’ (1886)
stands the test of time better; and in the long report on the coronation at
Jummu, he is at his very best – perceptive, lively, interested in everything he sees. The first-rate accounts of an oppressively splendid palace
dinner laid for seventy, of the terror of horses jammed against elephants
in a narrow street, or of Tibetan lamas performing devil-dances, anticipate the ‘set-pieces’ which are among the glories of Kipling’s fiction.
In ‘From Irony to Empathy’, Professor William Rogers sheds new
light on the ‘Miracle of Purun Bhagat’, tracing Kipling’s progress from
callow dismissiveness (as in ‘On Native Literature’) towards a genuine
respect for Hindu religious tradition. Attributing this change to the influence of Kipling’s father Lockwood, Rogers argues convincingly that
the story of Purun Dass, written during Lockwood’s visit to his son and
family in 1894, was based on the true story of a former Prime Minister
of Bhavnagar State who had in 1879 resigned to become a Sannyasin. A
different take on ‘Orientalism’ is the letters between Kipling and Lord
Lugard, in the flowery Arabian Nights idiom which both men enjoyed
mimicking. Finally, the scene changes to Sussex in the dark poem ‘The
Dykes’, with a commentary from the Editor.

‘KIPLING: A SECRET LIFE’: 11 SEPTEMBER
Save this date. On September 11 2019, Adrian Munsey’s moving and
beautiful TV documentary, ‘Rudyard Kipling: A Secret Life’, will be
shown on Sky Arts. Even if you can’t come to the Society’s meeting in
ROSL the same day, don’t miss viewing this splendid film.
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OBITUARY: MARGARET NEWSOM
(1917–2019)

By JOHN WALKER

In February this year I was privileged to represent the Society at the
funeral of Margaret Newsom, who died on 14th January, at the age of
101. Our condolences are offered to George, William and Elizabeth, her
children, and to her family.
The service was in the splendid parish church at Bishop’s Canning,
a building that Pevsner described as of ‘uncommon size and nobility’,
and was followed by a half-muffled quarter peal of bells. Altogether, a
most fitting occasion.
Margaret was a staunch member of the Society, serving on Council
for many years, and as Honorary Librarian from 1976 to 1990. She
contributed several pieces to the Kipling Journal, but I know that her
particular interest was the background to The Light that Failed. This
included Abbé Prévost’s 1731 tragedy “Manon Lescaut”, of course, but
more deeply the allegory for the fading of empire. There is still a monograph to be written on this, I feel.
Margaret’s own background informed some of this insight, in a way
that is fast disappearing. Born in Singapore, and living her early years in
Brunei, she came ‘home’ to school (an unhappy time) before returning
to life as a daughter of a Colonial Officer. She returned to Britain to
marry, just before the War, choosing a successful young barrister with
no Colonial Service ambitions (George would later become a Society
member too, and contribute to our work). Her subsequent service to the
Society must certainly have been linked to this personal history, as well
as to her lively and informed wider interests.
Having worked with Margaret’s editions of the Kipling Library
catalogue, and met her many years ago as a book collector, I also feel
privileged to write this appreciation, and I recognise why the Society in
1994 chose to honour her as a Vice President.
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CONFERENCE REPORT

MARITIME ANIMALS: TELLING STORIES OF
ANIMALS AT SEA
National Maritime Museum, Greenwich, London, UK,
April 25–27, 2019
By KAORI NAGAI

The idea for this conference arose while I was conducting my research
in the National Maritime Museum as a Caird Research Fellow in the
summer of 2017. For a Kipling scholar it was a great pleasure to work
in the Museum’s Caird Library. Kipling had a deep interest in all things
related to the sea and ships, and a casual look around on the bookshelves led me to discover, for instance, a volume published by the
Naval Records Society, in which Kipling was listed as one of its councillors.1 Kipling is undoubtedly one of the most quoted authors in naval
literature too. Moreover, the Museum has close ties with Kipling. As
Nigel Rigby, the former Head of Research at the Museum, puts it in his
review of Andrew Lycett’s Kipling and the Sea (2014):
[Kipling] was an enthusiastic supporter of the founding of my
museum; as is well known, Kipling suggested to Lord Stanhope
that ‘National Maritime Museum’, rather than the preferred title of
the time, ‘Naval and Nautical Museum’, would better suggest the
broader stories of Britain and the sea that would be told at Greenwich.
In 1937 Kipling’s widow, Caroline, presented her husband’s collection of maritime books to the museum, most of which, although not
all, retain Kipling’s bookplate.2
In organising this conference, I was inspired by my experience of
reading and researching on Kipling, who is, in my opinion, a pioneer
of what I would call maritime animal storytelling. For instance, the
Jungle Books gave me a unique view of the British Empire seen through
animals’ engagements with it, in which ships and the sea played a
crucial part. Kipling also wrote stories of human-animal companionship on board ship; ‘Erastasius of the Whanghoa’ (1889) tells the story
of an old ‘tailless Japanese’ ship cat, who once saved a cargo ship from
plunder, and in ‘A Sea Dog’ (1934) Malachi the dog, ‘almost born,
and altogether brought up, in a destroyer’, participated in a military
action against an enemy cruiser, leading to his ‘promotion’. Thus, it is
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a great pleasure that Kipling was represented at the conference by John
Radcliffe, General Editor of the New Readers’ Guide to the works of
Rudyard Kipling. His paper, ‘Rudyard Kipling and the Mysteries of the
High Seas’, showcased Kipling’s animal writings which feature the sea,
with a special focus on his fascination with the undersea world, and the
depths of the sea. He discussed such texts as ‘The Deep Sea Cables’,
‘In the Matter of One Compass’ and ‘A Matter of Fact’, in which we are
treated to a glimpse of a huge blind sea monster, which an underwater
earthquake hurls up to the surface. John is an eloquent speaker, and
wonderfully conveyed to the audience Kipling’s appeal and storytelling
skills.
John and I were captivated by the way in which Kipling’s ‘maritime’ animals kept popping up in the conference. For instance, Lea
Edgar’s ‘Beloved Member of Our Team: The Sled Dogs of The St.
Roch’ included a discussion of the Inuit people’s close relationship with
their dogs, which inevitably reminded us of ‘Quiquern’ in The Second
Jungle Book. Also, Victoria Dickenson’s paper ‘More than Whitecoats:
the Seal as Culture and Commodity’ discussed the representation of
white seals, echoing Kipling’s ‘The White Seal’ in The Jungle Book.
Another paper on the seal, Helen Cowie’s ‘‘The Seal and his Jacket’:
Science, Politics and Conservation in the Fur Seal Fisheries of Alaska,
1850–1914’, was even more ‘Kiplingesque’, in that it included a discussion of the tension between America and Great Britain over the rights to
hunt fur seals in Alaska, which prompted Kipling to write ‘The White
Seal’ in 1893 as a literary intervention into this dispute.
To coincide with the conference, I put together a small display in
the Museum called ‘Animals at Sea’ (February to May 2019). In it, I
included an item in recognition of Kipling’s maritime animals. For the
wayfinding panel to the display, I chose an illustration to an article entitled ‘Shipping Elephants at Bombay’ in The Illustrated London News
(11 January 1868). 44 elephants were shipped from Bombay to take
part in the Abyssinian expedition of 1867–8, a punitive war against
Emperor Theodore II of Ethiopia, and Kipling imagined that Kala Nag,
the elephant character in ‘Toomai of the Elephants’ in The Jungle Book,
was among the elephants who participated in this expedition. The illustration shows how an elephant is ‘hoisted into a ship at the end of a
steam crane’3 and this is exactly what Kala Nag experienced before
being shipped to Ethiopia.
Kipling is a master storyteller of animals, and it is incredible that
he drew attention to and dramatised many ways in which animals were
part of global maritime activities. It is a pity that I could not invite him
to be our keynote speaker. I am sure he would have been amused by the
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idea of the conference, and that he would have had many great stories
to contribute to it.
NOTES
1
2
3

Clements R. Markham (ed.), Selections from the Correspondence of Admiral John
Markham during the Years 1801–4 and 1806–7 (Greenwich: Navy Records Society,
1904).
Nigel Rigby, ‘Review of Kipling and the Sea: Voyages and discoveries from North
Atlantic to South Pacific’, The Mariner’s Mirror, Volume: 101 Issue 2 (2015):
240–241, 240.
Rudyard Kipling, ‘Toomai of the Elephants’, The Jungle Books, edited by Kaori
Nagai (London: Penguin Books, 2013), 103.
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ANNUAL LUNCHEON 2019
The Annual Luncheon of the Kipling Society was held on 8th May 2019,
at the Army and Navy Club, Pall Mall, London. The Guest Speaker was
Professor Daniel Karlin. At his table were Professor Jan Montefiore,
Professor Peter Swaab, our Vice President Sir John Chapple and Lady
Chapple. The occasion, which was a great success, was attended by 46
guests, including the following:
Ms Vicki Atkinson, Dr J Axe, , Mr C Ball, Mr Ray Beck, Mrs Liz Beck,
Mrs DY Bonny, Dr Alex Bubb, Sir John Chapple, Lady Chapple, Mr
Gary Enstone, Mr M Fairey, Mr JW Gatiss, Mrs JC Habib, Miss Anne
Harcombe, Mr RJ Howell, Prof Daniel Karlin, Mr Sharad Keskar, Mrs
Jane Keskar, Mr JGN King, Mr Mike Kipling, Ms Sarah Le Fanu, Lady
D Maxwell-Scott, Mr NS Mayhew, Prof Jan Montefiore, Mr SC Morgan,
Mrs PM Morgan, Mr J Nicholl, Prof Leonee Ormond, Ms AJ Paine, Mr
R Pettigrew, Mr G Plowden, Mr Martin Powell, Mr John Radcliffe, Dr
Fiona Renshaw, Mr Alan Rideout, Mrs Liz Rideout, Ms Val Saunders,
Mrs DM Scott, Mr R Self, Mrs SB Self, Dr M Springate, Ms Karen
Stafford, Prof Peter Swaab, Mrs C Tanner, Mr John Walker,Cdr Alastair
Wilson.
Ms Sarah Baker and Mr Toby Parker were unable to attend and sent
their apologies.
NB: In the report of the 2018 Annual Luncheon in Kipling Journal
375, September 2018, the list of those present ought to have included
the names of Dr Mike Macnamara and Mrs Bronwen Macnamara. We
apologise for this omission.
CHAIRMAN’S WELCOME

Ladies and Gentlemen,

For those who don’t know me, I’m Mike Kipling, current chairman of
the Society. I’d like to welcome everyone here today, both members and
their private guests. In particular, I’d like to welcome the official guests
of the society
Firstly, Danny Karlin, who will be speaking to us after lunch. He’s
Winterstoke Professor of English at Bristol University and a Kipling
expert of long-standing. I’ll be telling you a little more about him later
on.
Next is Peter Swaab, who is Professor of English at University
College London. His particular interests lie with the Romantic poets,
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with Shakespeare and in modern poetry. He is currently writing a book
on Sylvia Townsend Warner, in whom I know our own Jan Montefiore
has a great interest.
Next, Vicki Atkinson, the sculptor from Burwash who was responsible for the magnificent seated statue of Kipling in that village’s main
street, which the Society helped to fund and which I had the great
pleasure of unveiling earlier this year. Vicki has also made a number of
bronze busts of Kipling copied from the head of her masterpiece. Some
of you may have seen one of them already outside and those of us on
this table have the particular privilege of viewing it at close quarters as
we eat. Vicki has a number of these for sale and will, I’m sure, not be
unwilling to discuss any interest you may have in acquiring one after
proceedings are over today.
Keeping to the Burwash connection, we also have with us our
great friend Gary Enstone, the National Trust’s House and Properties
manager for Bateman’s and Bodiam Castle. Also joining us for the first
time is Karen Stafford, Gary’s boss and the general manager for those
sites and Virginia Wolf’s Monks House. Gary and Karen, you are both
most welcome.
Alas no longer at Bateman’s are Alan and Liz Rideout. Alan
retired this year after 8 years as House Steward at Bateman’s, where
his expertise and knowledge of every nook and cranny of the house
and of the Kiplings’ time there will long be missed. Liz was also a
long-time conservation volunteer and shop team member. Some of us
will particularly remember the picnic they laid on one balmy summer
evening on the ‘quarter-deck’ whilst we listened to the ongoing 24-hour
marathon “A Diversity of Kipling”. Thank you both for your devotion
to Kipling’s ‘very-own house’.
And last but by no means least, we acknowledge in his absence
another good friend of the society, Toby Parker, Head of Heritage,
Archives and Historic Collections at Haileybury, where he continues to
be of great help to John Walker, our librarian, and to those who want to
visit the Society’s collections there.
Next, I need to pay tribute to the officers and members of the
Kipling Society who have maintained our momentum this year, especially latterly in the absence of a Secretary.
Firstly, to my Deputy Chairman, Alastair Wilson, who has coordinated and minuted our Council meetings, as well as concluding the
transcription and annotation of Carrie Kipling’s diaries and commencing
similar work on Kipling’s motoring diaries. Please do take time after
today to look at both these amazing reference sources on our website…
…Where you can also find the New Reader’s Guide, which this year
concluded the annotation of all of Kipling’s collected poems. To thank
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for this are John Radcliffe, who also maintains the Society’s overall
website, John McGivering, one of our Vice-Presidents, and a number
of other enthusiastic volunteers.
Next there’s Jan Montefiore who has once again edited and produced
four excellent volumes of the Kipling Journal, including the recent
themed edition “Kipling and Women”, and is also actively assisting
plans for a conference on “Kipling and Journalism” in 2020.
Alex Bubb has once again put together an excellent and entertaining
set of meetings for us at the Royal Over-Seas League, Mary Hamer
has once again run our junior school essay competition ‘Writing with
Kipling’, Linda Burton has continued to be our liaison person with
Bateman’s and my predecessor, John Walker, whilst taking a temporary
vacation from Council, has continued to act as de facto librarian, a role
which is much more than just cataloguing books, to which he has added
reinvigorating our social media presence.
Finally, I’d like to welcome new council member, Fiona Renshaw,
who has taken to the role of membership secretary like a duck to water.
Her enthusiasm derives, in part at least, from living at Keylands, a house
on the Bateman’s estate once owned by Kipling. She and John Radcliffe
have recently updated the Society’s information leaflet. You will find a
small pile of them on each table. Please take some home with you and
encourage your friends to join the Society.
Before we sit down to eat, I’d just like to return to the absence of
a Secretary. A Society like ours cannot function without a core group
of people prepared to give up some of their time to keep it running. As
I have just mentioned, we have a considerable number of these, but a
secretary to administer and record our activities is vital and it is unfair
to ask the other officers to take on more than their share of work longterm. If anyone here today might be interested in taking on this role, or
even as a start just to join Council to see how the land lies, please do
speak to me or to any of the other members of Council.
Now, I’d like to invite our Honorary Librarian, Mr John Walker, to
say Grace.
GRACE BY JOHN WALKER

I will begin, as is now traditional, by quoting a suitable verse from
Rudyard Kipling, in this case from ‘The Children’s Song’ which can be
found in Puck of Pook’s Hill:
Teach us Delight in simple things
And Mirth that has no bitter springs,
Forgiveness free of evil done,
And Love to all men ’neath the sun!
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And now the Grace. For all that we are about to receive, may the Lord
make us truly thankful.
THE CHAIRMAN’S INTRODUCTION, GUEST OF HONOUR

Danny Karlin is Winterstoke Professor of English at the University of
Bristol. His research is concentrated in British and American literature
of the long nineteenth century, especially but not exclusively poetry.
Authors in whom he takes a particular interest are Robert Browning,
Walt Whitman, Henry James, Rudyard Kipling, Marcel Proust and that
more recent but no less controversial follower in Kipling’s Nobel footsteps, Bob Dylan.
He is long-standing contributor to the Society, first speaking to us
way back in 1988 on Captains Courageous. In 1997, he spoke to us on
repetition and parallels in Kipling’s writing. At our conference in 2007
at the University of Kent, Danny gave two interpretations of Kipling’s
short poem about submarines, Tin Fish. In 2009, he went one better and
actually organised a study day at the University of Sheffield, where he
was then Professor of English, on Actions and Reactions. His own presentation was published not only in a subsequent edition of the journal
(as had been his others) but also in Jan Montefiore’s wonderful 2013
book of essays on Kipling, In Time’s Eye.
Danny spoke again at our Vermont conference in 2013, this time on
the American chapter of Something of Myself. More recently still he has
spoken to us or written in the Kipling Journal about Kipling’s French,
Kipling voicing Shakespeare, the Jewish Jokes in ‘The Treasure and the
Law’ and, only last year, on the language of Thy Servant a Dog.
He has also published extensively on Browning and is currently
working, amongst other things, on editing the fifth volume of
Browning’s poems, The Ring and the Book, due to published next year.
So without doubt, ladies and gentlemen, there is no one better qualified to speak to us now on ‘Rudyard Kipling and Robert Browning’.
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KIPLING AND BROWNING
By DANIEL KARLIN

An article by Charles Carrington with the title ‘Browning and Kipling’
appeared in the Kipling Journal in September 1970.1 My talk, you will
notice, is entitled ‘Kipling and Browning’. One should always begin by
demonstrating one’s originality. Or perhaps I should just come clean
and admit that my topic is not really new. Besides Carrington’s excellent piece, there are dozens of occasions in the Journal alone, let alone
the wider academic world, on which Kipling’s debt to Browning has
been explored.2 We take it for granted that Browning is one of Kipling’s
most important precursors, and with good reason. If you were born
in the 1860s and became a writer in the 1870s and 1880s, you grew
up with Browning and Elizabeth Barrett Browning and Tennyson, as
these poets themselves had grown up with Byron and Wordsworth.
Thanks to Thomas Pinney and other scholars we have numerous skits
and parodies from Kipling’s earliest writings that show his immersion
in Browning’s manner, his eclectic vocabulary, his convoluted syntax.3
But just as important to Kipling was the form of the dramatic monologue, of which Browning was the greatest exponent. In its ‘pure’ form
the dramatic monologue can be seen in stories by Kipling such as ‘Dray
Wara Yow Dee’ or ‘In Flood Time’, and in poems such as ‘McAndrew’s
Hymn’ or ‘The “Mary Gloster”’.4 But the principle of dramatic speech,
giving voice to a point of view which is not the author’s, is everywhere
in Kipling, who like Browning created not just stories but storytellers –
Mulvaney, of course, and Pyecroft, but also the characters who tell the
story of England to Dan and Una in Puck of Pook’s Hill and Rewards
and Fairies, or the members of the fictitious Masonic Lodge ‘Faith and
Works No. 5837 E.C.’ who tell us of the anguish and resilience and dark
comedy of the Great War. All this, as I say, is well known, and I have
no grand discovery to present to you today. Nevertheless I am going to
revisit this well-travelled ground, for which I ask your forgiveness. And
I hope you will make the forgiveness stretch even further if I begin with
a bit of autobiography.
The fact is, I owe whatever claim I have to be a scholar of Kipling
to Robert Browning. It was the summer of 1976, the end of my
second year as a PhD student at Cambridge. I was writing a thesis on
Browning’s method of composition, and I had got to a point which
many graduate students reach after intensive study of an author or topic
– a feeling of exhaustion and futility, a kind of nausea. I felt that if I
read another poem by Browning, or another critical article on him, I
would be physically sick. I went to see my supervisor, and told him that
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I didn’t think I had anything to say, and didn’t think that anything I did
say would be of interest to anyone else, and that it might be better if I
just gave up. These days there are university counselling services and
wellbeing websites and support groups, but in those days it was more
or less the pub. I was unusual in confiding in my supervisor at all. But I
was lucky on two counts: first because my supervisor was Christopher
Ricks, who besides being a great scholar was (and remains) a humane
and generous individual, and second because, if there were no university counselling services and wellbeing websites and support groups,
there were also no annual progress reviews, monitoring procedures,
and assessment criteria – or if there were, no one paid them any attention. So Ricks heard me out and said, quite mildly I remember, ‘Why
don’t you take some time off and do something else?’ He explained
that he didn’t mean an extended holiday, but a change of tack. ‘Go
away and read something else for six months, and then see how you
feel about things.’ Needless to say no supervisor today could get away
with giving that kind of advice. The administrative leash on which both
students and supervisors are kept is far too tight. Well, I took Ricks’s
advice and embarked on my completely unauthorized sabbatical. And
although it sounds terribly unlikely, I knew immediately – I knew as
soon as Ricks had spoken to me – what it was I wanted to do. I had
recently read ‘Dayspring Mishandled’, that late dark masterpiece from
Limits and Renewals (1932). It made a tremendous impression on me,
in part because it was so unlike the Kipling I knew from my childhood
– mainly The Jungle Books, which was an old love and old favourite,
but whose stories were like the great myths or fairy tales, anonymous
and impersonal; the name ‘Kipling’ had no more resonance for me
as a child than ‘Hans Christian Andersen’ or ‘The Brothers Grimm’.
‘Dayspring Mishandled’, by contrast, was the kind of story which, if
it gets its hooks into you, makes you want to read other stories by the
same author. This is especially true of short-story writers, at least for
me – Chekhov, and Hemingway, and Isaac Bashevis Singer come to
mind. So I knew what I wanted to do for the next six months. I had
read ‘Dayspring Mishandled’ in one of those little red-bound editions
with the elephant’s head insignia which belonged to my beloved stepfather, John Henderson. He was born in 1915, and his father was an
Army officer; he himself was a naval doctor during the Second World
War, and as you would expect there was a nearly complete collection
of Kipling in the family. I had picked up Limits and Renewals on a
wet weekend at his cottage near Henley-on-Thames; I have no idea
why I chose that particular volume, but perhaps the title drew me, and
‘Dayspring Mishandled’ is the first story in the book. So I ‘borrowed’
all the other volumes in due course: Plain Tales from the Hills, Soldiers
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Three, In Black and White, Under the Deodars, Life’s Handicap, Many
Inventions, Stalky & Co., Traffics and Discoveries, Puck of Pook’s Hill,
Rewards and Fairies, Actions and Reactions, A Diversity of Creatures,
Debits and Credits, Thy Servant a Dog. After the stories I found my
way to the verse, because so many of the stories themselves were
framed or accompanied by poems. My guide, initially, was T. S. Eliot,
supplemented by George Orwell; they were very good guides, though
I disagreed with both of them, and especially with Orwell’s claim that
‘The Road to Mandalay’ would sound better in standard English with
received pronunciation – an aberration I can only attribute to his having
gone to Eton.5 At the end of my six-months’-furlough I had read nearly
every short story Kipling had written, along with Charles Carrington’s
biography and just one critical book, but the best: J. M. S. Tompkins’
The Art of Rudyard Kipling.6 And Ricks’s advice worked like a charm.
I came back to Browning and resumed work on my thesis, which I did
eventually finish, and I’ve been working on Browning ever since as a
critic and editor. But the passionate admiration I formed for Kipling
also bore fruit, though not quite in the way I intended. I didn’t think I
could better Tompkins’s book, but there was an aspect of Kipling’s art
that she hadn’t spent much time on, namely the technical features of his
style, and I thought I could write something which would demonstrate
just how remarkable Kipling’s virtuosity was. Remarkable not simply
as virtuosity, but because of what he does with it. You will remember
the biting judgment delivered by Harry Dawe – Hal o’ the Draft – in
‘The Wrong Thing’, when he sees his enemy Benedetto’s painting:
‘“’Tis good,” I said, “but it goes no deeper than the plaster.”’7 I planned
to write a book on this theme, and by some route I have never been
able to trace, this project, which I never in fact completed, came to the
attention of an editor at Penguin. He rang me up in 1984 or 1985 and
told me he had heard I was an expert on Kipling, and would I like to
edit a volume in the series Penguin Classics were going to publish in
1986. That was the year his published work was due to come out of
copyright under the old 50-year rule. I hope Kipling would have been
proud of me for not denying that I was an expert, and I immediately and
without thinking said I would edit The Jungle Books. And that’s how
my Kipling career started.
Now, The Jungle Books had nothing to do with Browning, but in
the period when I was reading Kipling’s stories and thinking about
his style and his technique I was struck, as many others have been, by
the affinity between him and Browning. I learned from Carrington’s
biography that Kipling had met Browning at The Grange, during those
life-saving holidays from the House of Desolation at Southsea, when
his cousinship with the Burne-Joneses introduced him to a world of

September 2019

KIPLING JOURNAL

17

craftsmanship and aesthetic delight and conviviality that he never
forgot. But Browning didn’t endear himself to the boy Kipling, as he
makes clear in Something of Myself: ‘There was an incessant come and
go of young people and grown-ups all willing to play with us – except
an elderly person called ‘Browning,’ who took no proper interest in the
skirmishes which happened to be raging on his entry.’8 Browning would
have been in his early 60s at the time, widowed and beset by difficulties
with his own son Pen, so he may be forgiven for not taking a ‘proper
interest’ in the boisterous young savage. But that didn’t stop him
playing an active part in the games Kipling was beginning to play with
language, the games which, he tells us, not only enabled him to survive
the physical and mental abuse he experienced, but were the making of
him as a writer. And here he mentions a particular poem of Browning’s,
‘Fra Lippo Lippi’, whose hero he took as a kind of model for his creativity. It is this poem I want to concentrate on in the remainder of my
talk, because, although it is routinely cited in discussions of ‘Kipling
and Browning’, the routine is over-familiar and the poem that Kipling
cites is not what he makes it seem.
In chapter 2 of Something of Myself, Kipling recalls his introduction
to Victorian poetry at Westward Ho!:
Tennyson and Aurora Leigh came in the way of nature to me in the
holidays, and C—— in form once literally threw Men and Women at
my head. Here I found ‘The Bishop orders his Tomb,’ ‘Love among
the Ruins’ and ‘Fra Lippo Lippi,’ a not too remote – I dare to think
– ancestor of mine.9
‘C—— ’ is W. C. Crofts, the original of King in the Stalky tales, where
the Browning volume thrown at ‘Beetle’ is not the original Men and
Women, published in 1855, but ‘a fat, brown-backed volume of the later
Sixties’, and the poems mentioned are different.10 The ones in Something
of Myself are carefully chosen, as befits that cunningly woven text, and
‘Fra Lippo Lippi’ is the most deliberate choice of all.
Browning’s poem is set in fifteenth-century Florence.11 It opens with
a monk being arrested by the night-watch for being out of bounds in
the red-light district, ‘Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar’, as
he puts it (l. 6). But Filippo Lippi is no ordinary monk. He is a famous
painter, and when he drops the name of his patron, none other than
Cosimo de’ Medici, the officer of the watch hastily lets him go. But
Lippi is not satisfied with simply playing his get-out-of-jail card. He
sees that the officer knows him by reputation, not just as a painter but
a notorious scapegrace: ‘brother Lippo’s doings, up and down’ (l. 40)
are the talk of Florence, and the officer, for all his indulgence, shakes
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his head – Lippi is a monk, after all, and should know better. Lippi is
exasperated by what he sees as a misunderstanding of his nature as a
man and his vocation as a painter. So he launches into the story of his
life, a story in which the ordinary, natural, human appetites for food,
for sex, for pleasure, have been continuously thwarted and repressed.
As a painter Lippi is drawn to what we would now call realism, and
he believes that art should be founded on the close, loving observation of people and things, that the painter should faithfully reproduce
‘The beauty and the wonder and the power, / The shapes of things, their
colours, lights and shades’ (ll. 283–4). The Church, on the other hand,
demands that art should place itself in the service of a ‘higher’ spiritual
reality. ‘Your business’, Lippi is told by his ‘superiors’ in the monastery,
is not to catch men with show,
With homage to the perishable clay,
But lift them over it, ignore it all,
Make them forget there’s such a thing as flesh.
Your business is to paint the souls of men – (ll. 179–83)
But Lippi can’t forget there’s such a thing as flesh, and in fact he doesn’t
believe that honouring the beauty of God’s creation is equivalent to
‘catching men with show’. He is not irreligious, and his realism is not
naïve or literal-minded. On the contrary, it stands as a kind of alternative
religion, in which the impulses of the flesh, the desires that orthodox
religion tells us to repress or transcend, are not just observed but celebrated. Like Hal o’ the Draft he believes that art should go ‘deeper than
the plaster’. ‘If you get simple beauty and naught else, / You get about
the best thing God invents’ (ll. 217–18), he says; and again, ‘God’s
works – paint anyone, and count it crime / To let a truth slip’ (ll. 295–6).
It is not difficult to see the appeal that this aesthetic made to Kipling,
or to trace the affinity between his descriptive technique and Browning’s.
Both are masters of ‘The shapes of things, their colours, lights and
shades’, and the parallel can be – has been – extended to the details of
their style. But there is more to it than that. You may have noticed how
easily I slipped, just now, from referring to Fra Lippo Lippi’s aesthetic
to Browning’s – as though they were the same thing. But if ‘Fra Lippo
Lippi’ is a dramatic monologue, we ought not to collapse the distinction
between author and character, taking one as merely the other’s mask or
mouthpiece. The whole point of a dramatic monologue lies in the fact
that the speaker reveals more about himself than he intends, and it is
the author who enables us to see past the speaker’s self-image. Even
though a dramatic monologue has only one speaker, there are always
two voices.
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Did Kipling mistake Fra Lippo Lippi’s view of art for Browning’s?
I think he did, but I also think he had a particular reason for doing so.
The reason lies in the place where Lippi comes from, and what he says
about it. The link between him and Kipling is not, in the first instance, a
theory of art, or a way of seeing the world, but suffering – the suffering
of an abused, neglected child. This is how Lippi describes his birth and
upbringing:
I was a baby when my mother died
And father died and left me in the street.
I starved there, God knows how, a year or two
On fig-skins, melon-parings, rinds and shucks,
Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day,
My stomach being empty as your hat,
The wind doubled me up and down I went.
Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hand,
(Its fellow was a stinger as I knew)
And so along the wall, over the bridge,
By the straight cut to the convent. (ll. 81–91)
Lippi is eight years old when he is taken in as a novice by the Carmelite
Order, but his real education has already happened. He discovers that
he has a talent for drawing, and this talent is founded on observation – a
faculty that was necessary for his survival, as he explains:
But, mind you, when a boy starves in the streets
Eight years together, as my fortune was,
Watching folk’s faces to know who will fling
The bit of half-stripped grape-bunch he desires,
And who will curse or kick him for his pains, –
Which gentleman processional and fine,
Holding a candle to the Sacrament,
Will wink and let him lift a plate and catch
The droppings of the wax to sell again,
Or holla for the Eight and have him whipped, –
How say I? – nay, which dog bites, which lets drop
His bone from the heap of offal in the street, –
Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike,
He learns the look of things, and none the less
For admonition from the hunger-pinch. (ll. 112–26)12
This is the passage that Kipling quotes – or misquotes – in Something of
Myself, and which tells us why he thought Fra Lippo ‘a not too remote
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… ancestor of mine’. Kipling was not, of course, a child of the streets,
though some of Lippi finds its way into the figure of Kim, whose faculties are similarly honed by having to live by his wits. But in the House
of Desolation at Southsea, where he was bullied and abused, he saw
an uncanny parallel with the harsh, unforgiving world of Renaissance
Florence. He begins by acknowledging with caustic humour that unlike
Lippi he wasn’t actually starved:
In justice to the Woman I can say that I was adequately fed. […]
Nor was my life an unsuitable preparation for my future, in that it
demanded constant wariness, the habit of observation, and attendance on moods and tempers; the noting of discrepancies between
speech and action; a certain reserve of demeanour; and automatic
suspicion of sudden favours. Brother Lippo Lippi, in his own harder
case, as a boy discovered: –
Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike,
He learns the look of things, and none the less
For admonition.
So it was with me.13
Notice that Kipling has cut off the quotation at ‘admonition’, because
Lippi specifically mentions ‘admonition from the hunger-pinch’, which
is not the young Rudyard’s case. But the exact nature of the ‘pinch’
matters less than its effect: he learns the look of things. And this means
more than just ‘how things look’, the surface appearance which you can
then copy and reproduce in paint, or in words. No, remember the phrase
in the preceding line: soul and sense of him grow sharp alike. To learn
‘the look of things’ is to learn how they look at you – to see into their
soul. Once again, if you’ll allow me to harp on this string, it’s an art that
goes ‘deeper than the plaster’.
So we come now to the problem of dramatic monologue. The kind
of realism that Lippi advocates, and that Kipling saw as his own, is
extraordinarily seductive. He tells his life-story with such comic energy,
his evocation of people and places is so vivid and convincing, that as
readers, or better still listeners, we are drawn into his world, and therefore into his world-view. I believe that Kipling made the mistake which
generations of readers have made, and which I made myself when I first
encountered the poem, and which I have since corrected in myself with
deep reluctance, of thinking that Browning’s poem, ‘Fra Lippo Lippi’,
unequivocally endorses the views of the character, Fra Lippo Lippi.
But it doesn’t. To start with there’s another poem in Men and Women,
‘Old Pictures in Florence’, just as passionate as ‘Fra Lippo Lippi’ on
the other side of the question. But even without knowing that, a reader
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should be able to pick up the clues that Browning has sown throughout
the poem, which tell you that Lippi’s apologia pro vita sua is precisely
that – an exercise in self-justification, an attempt to persuade us that the
compromises he has made with his own principles have been somehow
forced upon him, that he is the victim of social and religious institutions over which he has no control. But this narrative doesn’t stand up
to scrutiny. In his own terms Lippi is a failure, and his rebellion against
the oppressive hierarchies of Church and State is mostly wish-fulfilment. When we meet him he is in his mid- to late-thirties, and is stuck
in a kind of perpetual adolescence. He has been locked up in Cosimo
de Medici’s palace, forced to paint the religious pictures the ruler of
Florence demands – ‘saints and saints / And saints again’, as he ruefully
puts it (ll. 48–9). He has escaped by climbing out of a window and
partying all night, but he knows he will go back to his drudgery and his
servitude in the morning. When his brilliant verbal costume is stripped
away, it reveals a rather sorry figure, if not quite a tragic one – an artist
who sees the glorious future of the High Renaissance, but knows he
won’t form part of it.
Stephen Dedalus, in James Joyce’s Ulysses, says that ‘a man of
genius makes no mistakes. His errors are volitional, and are the portals
of discovery’.14 Kipling’s misreading of ‘Fra Lippo Lippi’ was such a
portal. By taking the character at his own valuation, he aligned himself
with the street child whose ‘soul and sense alike’ have been sharpened
by suffering, not with the painter who feels the Church constantly
looking over his shoulder. You might say that he followed in Fra Lippo
Lippi’s footsteps – except that for Lippi himself, in Browning’s poem,
this was a path not taken.
I would like to conclude with some lines written to Browning in
1845 by the poet and scholar Walter Savage Landor. ‘Since Chaucer
was alive and hale,’ Landor says,
No man hath walkt along our roads with step
So active, so inquiring eye, or tongue
So varied in discourse.15
I’m going to make one small change in these lines, and I hope you will
agree they are just as apt when applied to Kipling:
Since Browning was alive and hale,
No man hath walkt along our roads with step
So active, so inquiring eye, or tongue
So varied in discourse.
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It gives me my cue for the toast which is traditional on this occasion, and which I am honoured to propose: To the Unfading Genius of
Rudyard Kipling.
VOTE OF THANKS

Sir John Chapple, responding on behalf of the Kipling Society, thanked
our guest of honour. He said how much we had enjoyed and learned
from Professor Karlin’s address.
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RUDYARD KIPLING’S UNCOLLECTED
JOURNALISM PART 7
Edited by THOMAS C. PINNEY

1. ‘ON NATIVE LITERATURE’

Civil and Military Gazette, 22 April 1886
One of the most interesting of Government publications, in spite of
the fact of it being more than two years old, is the summary of all
the publications issued and registered within the limits of the Indian
Empire during the year 1884. By reason of the morbid tastes of the
Supreme Government, it is filled with statistics and tabular statements
“in the prescribed form;” but these can easily be avoided. The Director
of Public Instruction in Madras strikes the key-note of the report in his
review of the new books of his own province. “The literary activity
of last year results in the usual tale of compilations and reproductions
or imitations in several of the walks of literature, science and art. But
the Acting Director has looked in vain for even one work by a native
author, which can be called a genuine original, literary or scientific
production.” And, with slight modifications, we find that this is the case
in all the other provinces. The works labelled as “original” are for the
most part the matter of the great Indian epics presented in newer and a
less attractive form; the poetry deals conventionally with the too natural
love ditties of old times; the plays and farces are elaborated regardless of
every rule of dramatic propriety; the scientific publications are abridgements of the treatises of the West compiled for the use of University
students; and the religious works which form so large a proportion of
the out-turn in Upper India are, with few exceptions, reprints. There
is no native literature worthy of the name in the land; and as far as
can be seen, no hope of its creation. Bengal, which insists with vehemence on being the most educated province of India, seems to be rather
under than over the average of mediocrity. Babu Chunder Nath Bose,
Librarian of the Bengal Library, explains his views on the literature
which passes through his hands with refreshing candour. He begins by
admitting an enormous increase – about 44 per cent. – in printed and
lithographed publications; asserts also that the general character of the
books was equal to that of other years; and then points out methodically
that all the dramas were dramas “only in name and form”; being devoid
of the “spirit and essence of the drama”; that Bengali writers do not
know what a true novel or romance is, or how it should be written; that
no historical or geographical work of any importance has come under
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his notice; and that the poetry was “a fair representation of the ordinary
educated Bengali of the present time, a noisy young man who affects to
know everything, and to be possessed of the highest character, but who
in reality knows nothing, and is possessed of no character.” Curiously
enough, he seems hopeful about the vernacular press of the province;
ignoring the fact that, where the litterateurs have no sense of proportion, no reserve in debate, or dignity in denunciation, the journalists, in
more hastily written works, must in a larger measure be dowered with
these defects. Elsewhere he makes a notable reflection on the vices we
have just mentioned:– “Heterodoxy” (clamour for reform of all kinds)
“may not, after all, be the result of careful and sound enquiry … . it is
probably one of the many forms in which the extravagant and disorderly tendencies generated in the Bengali mind by an unsuitable and
unsystematic education, are making themselves manifest in different
departments of life and action.” Our own Province records a total of
more than fifteen hundred books, of which seventy are in English. “A
Widow’s Appeal” by Munshi Lal Singh, is the most prominent in the
department of fiction; it describes, in the form of a tale, the cruel treatment to which Indian widows are subjected. “It is strange,” says Mr.
Tupper, “that in a country where there are many professional story
tellers, there should be such a dearth of works of fiction.”
2. ‘VIOLENT AMERICA’

Civil and Military Gazette, 7 May 1886
[Rudyard Kipling’s idea of America – as a place of lawless violence – was formed long
before he got there and found his suspicions confirmed.
The immediate occasion of this piece was the Haymarket riot in Chicago, 4 May 1886.
At a mass meeting of protest against the killing of several striking workers by the police,
a bomb was thrown at the police as they moved to disperse the meeting. The bomb and
the gunfire that followed killed seven police and four civilians, and wounded many
more. The telegram to which RK refers reported, incorrectly, that five police and fifty of
the “Socialists” were shot. T.C.P.]

*

*

*

The American abroad will deny stoutly that his countrymen settle their
disputes by an appeal to the revolver. He will admit, however, that on
occasion of a street fight, nearly every member of an American crowd
can produce from about his person a firearm of some kind. It may not
be used, but it is there for reference none the less. Bret Harte used the
revolver for dramatic purposes largely in his novels; and, some years
ago, wrote:– “It’s curious, gentlemen, how you and me empties our
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six shooters in a friendly way over the table and – no one is hurt.”
Since then, by constant practice, the shooting of the American nation
has improved. Familiarity has bred contempt, and they are more than
ever prone to “empty their six-shooters” on any provocation. The law
of the land, if we may believe the statements in the American journals of to-day, has become in its lighter aspects a farce – in its graver
ones an engine for oppression and wrong. At this juncture comes the
struggle of capital against labour – a struggle intensified by the knowledge that capital can buy, body and soul, all the dispensers of justice
in the land. The Knights of Labour, who control the movements of the
strikers insist that until their demands for a higher day’s wage and a
lighter day’s work be granted, trade and traffic, so far as lies in their
power, shall cease. The highest authorities in the land, the men with the
most money, the owners of the railway lines and the Kings of trade are
resolute in their determination that trains shall run and freight shall be
carried in the trains. The English working man, under similar circumstances, would propose a meeting of employers and labour delegates.
While this body was deliberating he might, if the crisis were a desperate
one, smash in the windows of a few factories, assault with his fists and
a stick any one whom he held to be directly or indirectly responsible for
the pinch of the times, and otherwise misconduct himself in a brutal,
unreasoning manner. At all times, however, he would be under control
of a policeman’s baton; and his strong insular prejudices, coupled with
the knowledge that murderers in his part of the world were generally
hung, would make him regard even the use of the knife as an un-English
and dangerous expedient. With the American operative it is otherwise.
Murderers in his country are seldom hung; he has seen the revolver at
work, and has read day after day, in his newspapers, jocular references
to the results of its labours. Where the Englishman threatens in his frank
simplicity to “put a head like a cauliflower” on one whom he dislikes,
his brother across the Atlantic refers pointedly to the drilling of holes
through the human body. Both men, when the time for action arrives,
act as they have spoken; the Englishman putting on his “head” and philosophically accepting the short imprisonment or the five-shilling fine
that follows; the American, having drilled his hole, returns to his duty,
strong in the knowledge that the chances are eleven to one against his
being in any way called to account. So it happens, as the direct outcome
of this peculiar mode of life and thought, that we read in the American
telegrams which describe a collision between the workmen on strike
and the police, that “shots were exchanged,” or that “both parties were
armed and fired at each other for some minutes.” Nor is the firing of
the kind that Bret Harte described; for each affray results in murder
or maiming – here one man, there two or three. The telegram from
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Chicago, which we publish to-day, shows that Continental aid has been
invoked, for the use of the bomb is as foreign to the American as that of
the revolver to the Englishman. It would perhaps be premature to say
that the country is fairly launched into civil war on the strength of one
pitched battle in which fifty-five men were killed; but this consummation cannot be a far off possibility. When the trouble is over, we may
be assured that so practical a nation as America will provide against its
recurrence promptly and sternly – even if the great free Republic has
to be bound and fettered by the shackles of a strict military discipline.
3. THE INSTALLATION AT JUMMU

Civil and Military Gazette, 13 and 14 May 1886
[The detailed account of a big state occasion had by this date become a specialty of
Kipling, whose first big assignment as an embryo journalist had been to cover a state
visit of the Viceroy to the Maharajah of Patiala in 1884. The high point of these assignments was his coverage of the meeting between the Viceroy and the Amir of Afghanistan
at Rawalpindi in 1885, which produced 13 articles totalling over 30,000 words.
Jummu (Jammu), in the hills far north of Lahore, is the winter capital of Jammu and
Kashmir. In Kipling’s day this was a princely Sikh state, established in 1846 by the same
conflict that established British rule in the Punjab. It was remote enough from Lahore
for the first part of the report to be “Delayed in transmission,” so that Part 2 actually
appeared before Part 1.
RK wrote on 30 April 1886 that “I’m off to Jummoo on Saturday night to sing the
Saga of [the Rajah of] Kashmir’s installation” (Letters, I, 129), Saturday being 1 May.
T.C.P.]

*


*

*

Jummu, May 9.
The state astrologers will have reason to boast of their wisdom for
years. Having forecast an auspicious day for the installation ceremony,
they manage also to secure the good will of the weather as well as
the favour of the Fates. Heavy rain has fallen at Jhelum, Gujranwalla,
Sialkot elsewhere; with the result that the City of Jummu – an exceedingly hot place builded on stones is, for the time of year, wonderfully
cool. The journey there, so far from being a thing to be dreaded, has
been nothing more than a pleasant three hours drive in one of the wellappointed barouches so lavishly supplied by the State.
To begin at the beginning. Jummu is a city on a slope, and its streets
are paved with cobble stones. Rain and sewage are hurried out of the
town, thanks to the steep pitch of waterproof thoroughfares; and Jummu,
in its narrowest bye-ways as well as its broadest streets, is a marvel
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of cleanliness. By reason of the cobble stones above mentioned, and
the Clovelly-like slopes1 of the town, there is no wheeled conveyance
within the walls; pack-oxen, horses, and on state occasions, elephants,
conveying all things and all men. A steep and slippery ascent leads from
the shore of the shallow river Tavi to the main gate of the city, where
two painted demons keep guard over the interests of the land. Less than
fifty yards from the city gate is a machan, whence wild pigs may be
shot; and the Resident’s bungalow stands in a large walled enclosure
specially devised to guard against the inquisitive snouts of these pigs.
Hence it will be seen that Jummu, nestling in the lower slopes of the
Himalayas, is not exactly over-run with population. It is so far quiet,
almost to sleepiness, and has not exerted itself greatly in the matter of
decorations. All the shop-pillars are painted red, and wood-work green;
while flags of many-coloured saloo wave at ten foot intervals along the
lines of low housetops. To-day the city is full of strange soldiery – from
men with high sheep-skin hats, gorgeous gold slashed uniforms and a
military swagger that takes up half the roadway, to queer red and white
clad nondescripts, with bell mouthed carbines lovingly encased in red
cloth. They keep order and arrange crowds in lines, or fraternize with
the crowds as the spirit moves them; and are one of the chief outward
and visible signs of something unusual.
It is in the new Palace – the Aladdin’s Palace run up in three months’
time for the use of the Prince of Wales2 – that most of the life and
motion are visible. Elephants by the dozen ride at anchor opposite the
main entrance, in the sunken amphitheatre where the people of the city
assemble to witness beast-fights; while a picturesque medley of vakils,
red, blue and purple chaprassis, chobdars3, and other dignitaries of
state are perpetually circulating through and around the building. The
situation of this palace is difficult to describe exactly. It stands on a
huge terrace of raw earth, looking, on one side, across a sea of verdure
to Sialkot, and on another into a sunken courtyard which is arena and
public gathering ground at one and the same time. The Maharajah’s
palace and the bulk of the city lie above it; and the city gate and the
road to the Tavi river below; the arena being cut out in the side of
the hill. These trivialities will be worth remembering later on. All the
English guests, with the exception of two or three who are staying
in the Resident’s house, are sumptuously lodged in the new Palace.
They number between twenty and thirty, and include Major Roberts,
Deputy Commissioner, Sialkote; Colonel Hill, of the Border Regiment;
Mr. Diack, District Judge of Sialkot; Major Cook and Captain Sprot
of the Carabiniers; Captain Lydiard, 31st Punjab Infantry; Lieutenants
Evatt and Welsh, Border Regiment; Colonel Marshall, Divisional
Judge, Jullundur; Mr. R. Clarke from Gujrat; Lieutenant-Colonel
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Tucker; Messrs. Hazlett and Greenstreet; Captain Dennys, Cantonment
Magistrate, Sialkot; Mr. C. Lauder; Mr. Steele, Deputy Commissioner,
Gujranwalla; Rev. C.W. Hume; Dr. Warburton in charge of young
Kapurthala; Colonel de Bourbal, R.E., and lastly Major Davidson and
Captain Dennys, who came with letters and gifts to the Maharajah on
behalf of Sir Charles Aitchison.
To Mr. Atkinson, Engineer of the State, and a gentleman who has
very nearly solved the problem of being in two places at once, has been
entrusted the charge of the entertainment of the guests. Thanks to his
exertions, Aladdin’s palace confers on each of its inmates Aladdin’s
powers of procuring everything he wants by calling for it. To Mr.
Atkinson therefore the hearty thanks of all the Aladdins are due.
It is a strange and an oppressive thing to live in a palace – to wander
through enormous rooms studded with Japanese bronzes and cabinets,
Kashmir lacquer-work and buhl and ormolu furniture; to dine sumptuously by the light of many chandeliers at a table laid for seventy guests,
in a hall where the voice comes back despairingly from the far-away
ceiling; to sleep in rooms fifty feet long by thirty broad, arabesqued,
painted and lacquered from scantling to cornice; to open fifteen-foot
doors and wander into verandahs whose length is counted by scores
of yards. Sober daily life becomes unreal and fantastic under these
circumstances. The whole duty of man is to ride elephants with gold
and silver howdahs; and to enjoy himself. A horse is a poor and feeble
thing compared to the stately, slow pacing hathi; and for the past few
days everyone here has been much interested in hathis – for reasons to
be made plain later on.
On Sunday morning men went a-fishing in the Tavi river; while
the Maharajah received visits from hundreds of native gentlemen. It
is said that this ceremony began early in the morning, and continued
till long after noon. Small wonder then, that when five o’clock arrived
– and all Jummu massed itself in the amphitheatre by the side of the
Visitors’ Palace to see the beast-fighting, – His Highness sent word to
say that he was tired, and that Ram Singh his next eldest brother would
preside over the sports in his stead. At least ten thousand people must
have been on the ground – crammed in double tiers, five men deep
on the banquette overlooking the arena; clustered thick as bees on the
comb in the amphitheatre itself; and only kept back from overflowing
the centre by the exertions of the police; huddled on the palace terrace,
and occupying every niche and corner of a half built Hindu temple in
the background. “In the late Maharajah’s time” said a court official “we
had these beast fights every Saturday, and the people always came to
see.” “Are the fights always harmless then?” “Not always” answered
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the official with a soft smile. “Sometimes the horses, and sometimes the
buffaloes would harm each other or the crowd.”
As he finished speaking, the crowd by the dip that led to the lower
city road heaved and bubbled as there sprang up from the earth it
seemed three or four gaily caparisoned elephants, with bullion embroidered jhools on their backs and clashing tinkling earrings six feet long
swinging from their ears. They conveyed the first of the State officials.
From this moment the crowd shifted and melted and re-formed like
a shoal of fish, as a double stream of men, horses, elephants, and red
chaprassies4 flowed into the arena at both sides – climbing up from
the lower city road or rushing down from the upper incline in bands
and blotches of vivid colour. Until the police set to work in earnest,
and pushed and hauled and drove the crowd back till the elastic mass
grew firm as a pressed cotton bale, it seemed that there would be no
room for the sports. Each official of consideration brought with him a
fresh rush of followers, and one horse out of every three made it a point
of attempting to flee from the elephants who stood massed together
under the first tier of the amphitheatre. At last came Ram Singh, the
Maharajah’s brother, accompanied by the Raja of Kapurthalla and the
Nizam-al-Mulk, son of the Aman-ul-Mulk, ruler of Chitral. This latter
is a pleasant, fair-haired, light eyed gentleman of fresh and ruddy countenance, affable and courteous, and willing to talk as much and as freely
as the visitors’ knowledge of Pushtoo admits. He complained of the
heat, and took a deep interest in the sports. Ram Singh is a small slight
youth, handsome and of thoughtful cast of countenance. Amir Singh,
the youngest brother, is still more striking and taller built. He is said
to be a thorough sportsman, riding and shooting well; and a master
of the mysteries of tandem driving. Neither Amir Singh or any of the
more prominent State officials were present at the sports; their duties
calling them elsewhere. A propos of officials, it is curious to notice
how the Bengalis in the employ of Kashmir, combine to sink their
national costumes. They let their beards grow, adopt the turban, and,
at a few yards distance are indistinguishable from Punjabis. It may be
mentioned, as a startling piece of news, that there are divergences of
opinion, amounting almost to intrigues, among divers factions in the
State. But the tortuous paths of diplomacy and plot and counterplot
have nothing whatever to do with the subject in hand, which is simply
the installation of the Maharajah and some description of the festivities
attendant thereon.
To return, therefore, to the Sports. When the nats had finished their
prelude of tumbling, dancing on the slack rope &c., the wrestling began
by one of the Maharajah’s men coming forward to do battle with a man
of renown from Peshawar. The Kashmiri has his village somewhere in
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the Lahore division, stands about six feet high, and is one of the most
splendid specimens of humanity ever made. The Peshawari, after a grip
or two, declined combat, which was wise; and the young giant returned
to his garments smiling good humouredly. For the rest of the entertainment he gave advice to the light weights who were struggling and
panting and sweating on the soft ground for one hour and three quarters.
Two huge water buffaloes, with ropes on their feet and a dozen
men at each rope were now introduced to each other; the crowd closing
round them to within a few feet. Neither animal required any urging,
but put his head down at once and butted. The shock of the opposing
skulls rang like the shock of a hatchet on wood across the arena. Then
both brutes laid head to head, and pushed and grunted and pawed and
sweated for five minutes; the crowd yelling madly meanwhile. The
lighter weight was forced back into the crowd, recovered himself,
butted again, turned sideways and was again forced back. After a few
minutes more, when each animal was settling down to his work with
whole hearted earnestness, the order was given to separate them; and
very reluctantly the giant mussucks were hauled in opposite directions.
Then a curious thing happened. A little child ran forward out of the
press, and standing on tip toe, reached up and embraced with both
arms the hairy jowl of the beast who had borne himself most savagely
in the fray. It was a pretty little picture – spoilt by the other buffalo
suddenly breaking loose and charging down anew. A second shock,
and yet another struggle followed, and both beasts were eventually led
off snorting and capering in uncouth fashion to express their disgust at
not being allowed to go on. Two fresh bulls advanced gravely into the
middle of the arena, gazed at each other politely, and as politely retired.
They must have shared the same wallow together, for fight they would
not.
Next came the fighting rams, spotted and shaven beasts, with
roman noses and rowdy visages, straining away from their owners and
all apparently “spoiling for a fight.” Two or three couples were let go
together, ran back to gather way, came on and met; ran back, charged
again and repeated the performance till the sound of their foolish
colliding heads was almost continuous. After the first few minutes,
when you begin to realize that neither animal is likely to fall down dead,
ram fighting is monotonous. Sometimes a ram runs back for his charge
valiantly enough, and midway in the onset loses heart, turns a fat tail
to his antagonist, and flees to his master. The adversary, being a beast
of honour, immediately pulls up and trots back to his master. One light
limbed doomba with red spots seems to be the champion of Jummu. His
charge generally upsets his antagonist at once, and few of the rams care
to stand a second.
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As soon as all rams had been disposed of, certain vicious shrieks
and squeals gave evidence that the horses were being got ready; and the
police set about widening the ring. Presently a bay galloway and black
pony danced out, dragging their attendants after them at the end of a
long rope. The instant they were let go, they ran open-mouthed at each
other, turned tail to tail and kicked savagely for five minutes; the black
suffering most. Then, after the manner of horses all the world over, they
turned round and closed, each striking with his forefeet and striving to
fix his teeth in the other’s crest. They squealed shrilly as they boxed and
finally rose on end, a magnificent sight, locked in each other’s arms. The
bay loosing his hold on the black’s poll, made a snatch at the black’s
near foreleg which was at once withdrawn. Both horses then dropped to
the ground together and kicked and bit at close quarters till the bay fled
with the black after him through the crowd. The saices at the end of the
drag-ropes were knocked over, scrambled up and caught at the ropes
again, while the two maddened brutes plunged and struggled among
the people. As one enthusiastic Briton put it “the horses made a holy
show of that crowd.” About half a dozen people were knocked over and
shaken, but no one was hurt; and after wild clamour and much running
hither and thither, both bay and black were caught, blindfolded and led
away to reappear no more. Buffaloes fight like men, and rams like fools,
but horses fight like demons, with keen enjoyment and much skill. By
this time twilight had fallen; the wrestlers who tumbled about regardless of the excitement round them, had all put their man down or had
their own shoulders mired, and Ram Singh rose to go away. The mob
on the double tiers of the amphitheatre dropped down into the arena
and flooded the centre till the elephants could barely wade through the
press.
Just at this time an unrehearsed and most impressive scene followed.
The biggest of the elephants – Ram Singh’s, I think, but am not certain
– a huge beast with gold bound tusks, golden jhools and seven foot
earrings had just been ordered to sit down for his riders to mount.
Before the ladder could be adjusted, he sprang up with a trumpet, turned
round towards the palace (uphill that is to say) and knocked a man over.
Then wheeled round, the mahout pounding at his forehead with the
iron, to the other end of the arena, where an elephant was just going
down the incline towards the lower part of the city. He raced across
the space – full, be it remembered, of people – scattering the crowd in
every direction, butted the retreating elephant in the rear, making him
stagger heavily; ran back, butted him again and threw him onto his
knees near the stone revetment of the earthwork terrace of the palace.
Here the mahout re-established some sort of control over him, swung
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him round, and brought him back, to be taken off, roped and chained in
deep disgrace.
One man, the man knocked down at the beginning, was brought up
into the palace verandah. He was naturally shocked, out of breath and
desperately frightened, for the elephant had set a foot on the loose folds
of his pyjamahs. Brandy restored the sufferer. One old woman knocked
over in the charge after the other elephant, lay on the ground for a few
minutes, and then hobbled off with the help of a stick. That was the
extent of the damage, inconceivably small as it may appear, caused by a
vicious elephant running through a crowd of some thousands of people.
The murmur of fright and astonishment that went up from the crowd
after it was seen that the brute was out of hand, was curious to listen to;
being a long drawn “A-a-a-hoo” which chilled the blood. The sight of
the crowd flying, in deadly fear of their lives this time, was even more
curious and impressive. Most impressive of all was the bulk of the beast
in the twilight; and the clang of the earrings as it darted – elephants can
dart when they like – across the ground in search of its enemy. Some
people say that the offender was musth. Others that his conduct was
simply due to spite against the other elephant. At all events he is under
arrest now, and will, it is said, be court-martialled and punished. With
this unique spectacle, the sports of the evening closed.
There was a theatrical entertainment by the Parsee Dramatic
Company after dinner where the Maharajah appeared in public, accompanied by the Resident, for half an hour. The Maharajah is a small,
slight man, not striking to look at; and he seems, as he has a perfect
right to seem – seeing that he has no time to himself – very wearied
and sleepy. To-morrow morning he rises at three, and the priests will
take charge of him until close upon nine o’clock, when he is formally
installed. Nobility has its obligations; and the necessity of being awake
at unholy hours of the day and night is one of them.
THE INSTALLATION AT JUMMU PART II

Civil and Military Gazette, 13 May 1886


Jummu, May 10
This morning broke cloudily, with every prospect of rain. As early
as six o’clock, bands could be heard playing on all sides while the
troops who were to line the roads from the gates of Jummu city to the
Maharajah’s palace, took up their position. Just outside the gate, and a
few hundred yards from the building set apart for the reception of the
guests, was a battery of horse artillery – strikingly neat and workmanlike – drawn up in readiness to fire a salute when the time came. At a
most moderate estimate there must have been six and seven salutes fired
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during the course of the day. Every one of the guests and officials set off
on elephants for the morning ride through the city to the Palace. Going
thither, the journey was easy enough; as the regiment with the peacock
blue continuations, blue facings and red tunic; the Artillery; the regiment with the black and brass coal-scuttle helmets; the red and black
regiment and several other regiments allowed scarcely a wandering dog
to break the sanctity of their line. Jummu streets are very narrow – some
of them, and Jummu horses object to elephants – all of them, so that
the stately progress was not without incident. The horror of a horse
jammed between a wall and the black barge-like side of an elephant,
is only equalled by the horror of a dog whom an elephant cuffs across
the head – this is a solemn fact – with an avenging trunk for taking the
road of its betters.
The courtyard of the Maharajah’s palace is entered through an
archway at the head of a steep stone-paved incline. As the elephants
swung into the courtyard this morning, they shot their riders from the
peace and quiet of the well ordered streets into tumult and confusion
indescribable. Also, it is only fair to say, into the midst of a scene that
could hardly be equalled for wild and vivid picturesqueness. Imagine
an enormous square crammed and double crammed with troops on
horse and on foot – including a body of household cavalry with brazen
helmets and cuirasses – throw in wherever there is room, led horses
in black, blue, red and green velvet housings, gold collars, and silver
studded bridles – fill every roof, window, corner and crevice with a
gaily dressed clamorous crowd; strew the ground with officials in
garments of every hue under the sun and hosts of crimson and gold
chaprassies lolling about in readiness to take up the khillat 5 to the
Maharajah; add to all, twenty to thirty elephants, caparisoned as richly
as the horses, slowly forcing their way through the jostling throng; and
you will conceive, with the help of a very vivid imagination, some faint
notion of the palace courtyard. The ceremony of installation took place
in the Dewan-i-Khas abutting on the courtyard and enlarged for the
occasion by a gay shamiana 6 thrown out in front. To the steps which led
up to this shamiana, all the world beat its way, and at the foot the tumult
was louder than anywhere else. Added to the babel of the tongues of
all Jummu around, came the noise of the words of command to the
troops taking up position opposite the Dewan-i-Khas; the plunging and
squealing of the horses; the shouts of their attendants, and the shrillvoiced advice on the management of beasts freely volunteered by the
bystanders. Louder than this again rang, every five seconds or so, the
voice of an irate official ordering some one to do something or to go
somewhere, and, for staccato accompaniment to the deep bass of the
elephants’ blowing and grunting as they lay down, the “dutt, dutt, dutt”
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of the mahouts and the ceaseless thud of the irons on the patient, wise
heads of their charges. As a spectacle of colour, life and motion, it was
superb.
Arrived at the safe haven of the steps to the Dewan-i-Khas, one was
able to see the sight in comparative peace; and to marvel how on earth,
having once got this little world through the narrow neck of the dark
arch, it was ever going to be extricated. Presently, when the leading
native gentry arrived and the clamour quickened, the morning wind
brought heavy odours of sandal wood and attar and cardamoms, as the
silver and purple howdahs discharged their freight in billowy bales of
silk, satin, velvet, muslins, gold and silver tissues studded with gems.
Behold, if it please you, the array of one gentleman who in Pharaoh’s
time would have answered to the name of Chief Butler. On his wrists
were two heavy gold bangles, and in his left ear a three inch gold ring
set with pearls and emeralds. Continuations of the most delicate orangehued silk encased his restless legs, and his sage head was bound about
with a green and gold turban. A jacket of pure white, a broad silver
belt, and a kilt of pale saffron muslin made up the rest of his attire; and
over all was thrown a transparent cloak of some green and gold striped
stuff. His plumage was sober hued enough compared with the vivid red,
purples, cinnamons, greens and blues on every side. His Highness the
Maharajah of Kashmir and Jummu was among the first to arrive in the
Dewan-i-Khas. He was clothed from head to foot in plain mustard colour
and gold, and his turban was adorned with a heron plume. Personally he
is a small and even insignificant looking man, with heavy-lidded weary
eyes, small well-cut nose, infirm mouth, scanty moustache, and a well
tended beard which sweeps away royally from either side of the chin
– after the manner of Rajput beards. Seated on the golden guddee he
stared in front of him without the faintest sign of interest and emotion of
any kind – an indifference not so astonishing as it seems. For many days
past His Highness has been deprived of his natural rest, in the most cruel
fashion, that he may be duly prepared for the honour in store for him.
He retired last night at midnight and at three this morning was in the
hands of the priests, performing the rites proper to the occasion. A long
vista of weary ceremonial lies before him still; and he may expect little
leisure till Thursday or Friday. On the left of Kashmir sat Kapurthala –
very gorgeous in blue silks, diamonds and emeralds. Next to him again
was Moti Singh of Poonch, the Maharajah’s cousin; Jai Chand – the
titular Rajah of Lumbergaon Kangra and a Rajput of the Rajputs; Ram
Singh, younger brother of the Maharajah – a small built youth with
a thoughtful cast of countenance; Amir Singh, youngest of the three
brothers, and by far the handsomest, and last on the chairs level with the
guddee, the eldest son of Moti Singh. If this order be not in accordance
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with their ranks, I stand excused, because there were several changes
from time to time ere the Durbar began. Baboo Nilambar, a power in
the state, was clad in white silk and sat directly behind the Maharajah,
into whose ear he whispered from time to time. Dewan Gobind Sahai,
very gorgeous to look upon, circulated among the crowd, and seemed to
be busy arranging dignitaries in their places. The English visitors sat on
the right of the Maharajah, and the gold chair of State for the Resident
was immediately on the right of the guddee.
Punctually, at a quarter past nine, the Resident arrived on his
elephant, was received by the Maharajah, and led to the golden
chair aforesaid, and the chaprassis with the khillat being silenced,
Mr. Trevor Plowden,7 in a short speech which has already been telegraphed to you, congratulated the Maharajah on his installation. The
Maharajah replied in a low voice, and there followed next, with much
jingling of iron trays, the rush of the red chaprassis bringing up the
Viceroy’s khillat. In less time that it takes to write, the gold and velvet
floor-cloth in front of the guddee was covered with trays containing
clocks, services of plate, guns, tiaras, golden bracelets, an enormous
mirror with complicated fittings, silks, satins, embroidered velvets
and some dozens of other valuable articles. It is unlucky to count up
the exact extent of any gift or possession. Other Khillats for the two
younger brothers, and the Dewan Gobind Sahai were spread out, and
removed as though by magic; and then followed the presentation of Sir
Charles Aitchison’s gift – of a gold-inlaid gun and four hundred-day
clock; Major Davidson, Military Secretary to the Punjab Government
handing the Maharajah at the same time a letter of congratulation
from Sir Charles Aitchison. It may be ungracious to criticize so little
a thing as a letter, but surely there might have been found some more
suitable envelope for His Honour’s congratulations than a big official
envelope – a stern, uncompromising missive that contrasted strangely
with its surroundings. Then rose Babu Nilambar, “clad in white samite,
mystic, wonderful”8 from his seat behind the Maharajah, and in loud
clear tones proceeded to read the Maharajah’s speech, while the ruler
of Kashmir stared wearily in front of him into the courtyard where
rain was falling and the body-guard were getting wet. The speech, as
you have seen, is a fine and finished one; and all conversant with the
administration of Kashmir will see at once how much it was prompted
by sincerity and an earnest desire for improvement on the part of those
officials in whose hands lies the fate of the people of Kashmir. This
concluded the Durbar.
The Maharajah conducted the Resident to the door of the Dewani-Khas, and the assembly broke up, while the bands played and the
horses plunged and the elephants got under weigh. His Highness had to
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proceed to the Purana Mundi for another religious ceremony, I believe,
and thither the State officials followed him.
If the ride to the palace had been impressive, the ride therefrom was
much more so. The streets were crowded with people, the house tops
were lined with them. The Maharajah’s body-guard, mail clad lancers,
were thundering in the rear of the crowd, and high above all rocked the
gold and silver howdahs as the elephants advanced through the narrow
streets. Every now and then there was a block where the crowd was
thickest, and as the eye fell on the sea of heads below, the clattering,
stamping, squealing behind, and the long line of elephants in front,
one marvelled why people were not trampled upon in scores. In many
places you could touch the house tops from either side of the howdah.
Finally, the two streams diverged – the English visitors to hasten to
their quarters for breakfast, and the Maharajah to go to his temple. The
installation was over, but the ceremonies, as far as His Highness was
concerned, had barely begun. A Durbar of Native Chiefs was announced
for 5 o’clock that afternoon, and we were told that this would be the
most interesting feature of the day – inasmuch as it would be purely
Oriental and unofficial; the Resident only appearing as a friend.
Here follows a digression. Radha Kishen, some time pleader at
Rawal Pindi, now Joint Commissioner of Leh,9 had brought in with
him from the strange land he rules certain Lamas, and householders,
to the number of forty. “It is no joke” said the Joint Commissioner
“bringing in Bhotias across the Zogila pass. Come and look at them.”
They were a weird people, with faces like mummies – robed in embroidered Chinese silks, and wearing hats something like “tam o’ shanters,”
three feet across, turned up at the left side. A few of them spoke broken
Hindustani, and were of opinion that, though Kashmir was a large place
and Leh a small one, the preferred Leh. Also it was very hot in these
parts, and they thought [that they] should like to go back. They had
come in to dance before the king. That evening after the dance was
over, they would dance their Lama or devil dance. “It is a sight to see,”
said Radha Kishen. “Come and see it. I will guarantee it startles you.”
At five o’clock then, the procession of elephants to the Palace began
anew. There were no troops to line the road this time, and the crowds
were proportionately denser. The second Durbar was in appearance
exactly like the first, save that there were about twice as many people
present; much more noise and life, and a finer confusion of colours. The
rain of the morning had cleared away shortly after ten o’clock, leaving
bright sunlight and a riotous exhilarating wind – clean and cold from the
far off Pir Pangal,10 As in the morning, every part of the courtyard and
the buildings round it was crowded; and far away in the grated chambers on the roof could be faintly made out the figures of the ladies of the
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Palace watching from behind the bars of their bondage. Nearly all the
native worthies of Lahore were present; and a special row of benches
had been set apart for Editors of native newspapers – a band about
twenty strong. (A late Editor of the Tribune is now Private Secretary in
the Finance Department, and his scarcely veiled scorn for his old associates was most amusing to witness). On the left of the Maharajah sat the
Motamids from the various native States – Bahawulpore, Kapurthala,
Pattiala, Ulwar, and others – who had sent presents to the Maharajah.
In one corner were huddled the men of Leh, their oblique eyes wide
open with astonishment. In another, laughing and talking among themselves, sat a bevy of nautch girls whom it would be gross flattery to
call pretty. The squeaks and tinkling viva11 and sitar tuning, mingled
with the hubbub of tongues around; and the rattle and thump of the big
bundles which hold the presents from the Native States.
When the Maharajah arrived there was comparative silence. The
nautch girls sprang up in readiness to sing; the musicians put the
finishing squeak to their instruments, and the business of the afternoon
began with the presentation of the gifts; Kapurtthala’s trays leading off,
as one daughter of Herodias ran out into the centre of the Durbar and
lifted up her voice in song. She chanted the praises of the Maharaja, his
amiability, liberality, the greatness of his State, and his exceeding glory
in all manner of keys; while the Maharajah leant back on the guddee
and talked to the people around him, and State after State sent up its
presents, displayed them, and gave place to another. It would be tedious
to describe each gift in detail; or to say how Patiala’s present included
fifty-one trays of stuffs, five jewels, one sword, one chowrie mounted
in red gold, and two horses; how Bahawulpore gave gold enamelled
surahis; gold-studded bridles and guns; how Moti Singh of Poonch
gave pushmina shawls and chogas12; how present after present came
and went as the Motamids bowed to the Maharajah, and the nautch
girl’s shrill voice went on unceasingly through it all. Every one seemed
to give presents, and there was one very pretty little scene when a near
relation sent up his his mark of respect, and the Maharajah, saying he
could not take gifts from his own house, refused to accept it.
So the sunlight faded out behind the Palace buildings, and men
brought in many flaring torches; and there came nautch girls from Delhi
who danced, as proof of their skill, in long trailing petticoats; and male
dancers in red and gold danced also and the stream of gifts continued
till it dwindled down to little bags of silver – nuzzers from small men
– which were counted out before the Maharajah, and carried away in
white table-cloths. As the hours went by, and the Resident who had
looked in for a little time took his departure, the buzz of tongues grew
louder, and the movement more continuous. About eight o’clock, the
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English visitors, and the Resident returned to witness the Lama dance,
and to dine afterwards in the Maharajah’s Palace.
Then, without warning, there came from the corner where the
outlanders had been crowded, the wailing of a horn – a sound that
grew and grew to a full voiced howl and died away. A clash of cymbals
succeeded, and six Lamas, bearing uncouth musical instruments,
ranged themselves on one side of the open space in the centre of the
Durbar and began to play. Hideous as some kinds of native music are,
their concert was a hundred times worse. The great horns, seven feet
long, groaned and grunted and roared; the cymbals clashed softly at
first and deafeningly afterwards; till a climax of tumult was reached,
and a thing with a huge devil’s head came slowly through the crowd
and into the open, waving a sword. A man in a pantomime mask does
not usually appear anything more than comic; but the comic side of
the entertainment was the last thing that struck the onlookers. It was
the grotesque horror of the creature’s appearance – the suddenness, the
absolute novelty, and the weird uncanniness of it all, that were so startling. As one Englishman by no means impressionable said afterwards:
– “It ought to have been funny, but it wasn’t. It was horrid.” Another
thing with a head joined the first apparition, and the two twisted and
hopped in a stiff-jointed fashion that could not be called dancing, while
the terrible music, that was no music, swelled and sank and rose again
to a maddening discord. On the top of everything else floated the smell
of a burning joss stick lit by one of the Lamas – and the smell was as
different from everything connected with the nearer East as the music
and the Devil dance. Eight other figures came in slowly, masked and
intended to resemble beasts, and the twirling, stilted motion went on
in time to the clash of the cymbals. Properly speaking, the slow measures would have quickened into a frenzied reel, but time did not allow
of the dance being finished; and perhaps this was as well. After ten
minutes or so, the creatures retired to give place to a secular dance,
wherein ten or twelve men crept round, slowly waving long red scarfs.
This was a relief, and allowed time to wonder how the masks, and the
music, and the smell, could have produced such an effect. The Lamas
in their ordinary garb were simple people enough, but in their dances
“they were neither brute nor human, they were ghouls.”13 “It is a relic
of their demon worship” said Radha Kishen complacently. “Isn’t it
nice?” The Joint Commissioner had chosen the wrong word. It was
anything but nice; being a thing to see once and once only and not to
dream about. The pity is that pen and ink cannot reproduce the curious
dresses embroidered with skulls and devil heads; or give any satisfactory reason to those who were not there, why the dance should have
been so utterly hideous and horror-striking.
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Dinner came in opportunely just at this point; for Lamas are not nice
on an empty stomach. His Highness had arranged for a royal dinner
in one of the inner rooms of his town palace. At the conclusion of the
meal, he came with the Dewan, and the Resident, in a few well chosen
words, after the health of the Queen Empress had been drunk, proposed
the health of the Maharajah. Dewan Gobind Sahai returning thanks.
Then, after a brilliant hour of fireworks in the palace yard, home
through the shouting streets on elephant back amid more tumult; and to
bed heartily tired.
NOTES
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13

The cobblestoned streets of Clovelly, a village in North Devon (not far from
Kipling’s old school United Services College at Westward Ho!), are too steep for
wheeled traffic.
Edward VII, then Prince of Wales, visited India, October 1875–May 1876.
vakils, chaprassis, chobdars: lawyers, functionaries, attendants
chaprassis: in this context, porters
khillat (khalat:) ceremonial gift (originally, a robe)
shamiana: marquee
Trevor Plowden, of a notable family in the service of British India. Edith Plowden,
of the same family, was a close friend of the Kipling family.
Tennyson, “The Passing of Arthur,” lines 199, 312, 327.
City and region of Jammu and Kashmir in the direction of Tibet at an altitude of
over 11,000 feet.
The mountain range separating Jammu from the Kashmir Valley.
I can find no reference to a musical instrument of this name.
Chowrie: fly-whisk; surahi: long necked vase; pushmina: fine cashmere shawl;
choga: long-sleeved robe
Edgar Allan Poe, “The Bells.”
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MEMBERSHIP NOTES
SEPTEMBER 2019
NEW MEMBERS

It is my great pleasure to publicly welcome and introduce the following
members who have joined the Kipling Society in recent months:
Steve Moore (East Sussex)
Madeleine Horton (Durham)
Noel Buckley (Tipperary)
Nicholas Sherratt (Cambridgeshire)
Peter Bradbury (East Sussex)
Nick Tant (Nottingham)
Daniel Lynch (Kent)
MEMBERSHIP FEES

Details of the current individual membership fees are available on the
back cover of this Journal. When making payments to the Society,
please quote your four-digit membership number, which you will find
on the address label accompanying your Journal.
If we have not already received your subscription, a reminder will
be printed in red ink on the address label accompanying your copy of
the Kipling Journal immediately preceding your renewal date. If you
pay by standing order and wish to continue your membership, you need
take no further action.
If you pay your subscription by cheque, please note that it may not
be lodged immediately to the Society’s account, but may be retained
for a short while in order to be lodged with a number of other cheques,
thereby reducing bank charges.
CONTACT DETAILS

I would be most grateful if you could advise me as soon as possible of
any changes to your contact details (mailing address, email or telephone
number) or if, regrettably, you decide to discontinue your membership
of the Kipling Society.
Fiona Renshaw
Membership Secretary
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FROM IRONY TO EMPATHY:
THE MAKING OF ‘THE MIRACLE
OF PURUN BHAGAT’
By WILLIAM N. ROGERS II
[William Rogers is Professor Emeritus of San Diego State University]

In a letter permitting The Kipling Journal to reprint his 1957 Encounter
essay “The Finest Story About India – In English,” Nirad C. Chaudhuri
predicted that, unlike E.M. Forster, Kipling would remain “the only
English writer on India (in imaginative literature) who will live.”
Whereas A Passage to India is “pinchbeck,”1 “in Kim [Kipling] wrote
not only the finest novel in the English language with an Indian theme,
but also one of the greatest of English novels in spite of the theme.”
Chaudhuri’s high estimate of Kim was a long time coming. Enthralled
by the Jungle Books as a boy, he avoided Kim after becoming painfully
aware of Kipling’s “contempt for Bengalis” and for all Indians “who
had received a Western education.” When he read Kim in the late 1950s,
however, he realized that its “spy story” about Russian intrigues and
scheming maharajahs was a mere “peg” on which Kipling had hung
a lyrical narrative that dramatized the yearning for a “true spirituality
which the Hindu imagination has always placed in the Himalayas, the
abode of beatitude and salvation.”2 As Chaudhuri notes, the respectful
treatment of Hindu/Buddhist spirituality in Kim (1901) was anticipated
in “The Bridge-Builders” (December 1893) and “The Miracle of Purun
Bhagat” (October 1894). These stories of contemporary India reject
the dismissive stance toward the Hindu epics that Kipling had taken
eight years before in an article for The Civil and Military Gazette (hereafter the CMG). This surprising reversal in outlook, I shall suggest,
was brought about by his father Lockwood and most probably also by
Max Müller, an advocate of the relevance of India’s spiritual traditions
and a very well-known public figure the young Kipling had, however,
scorned on more than one occasion.3
AN EXASPERATED YOUNG JOURNALIST HAS HIS SAY ON THE HINDU
CLASSICS

In August 1886, the CMG printed a short article on the classics of
Hindu mythology, an unusual subject for its young and somewhat
brash reporter, then not yet twenty-one. Kipling’s “The Epics of India”
ostensibly reviews the twenty-fifth portion of Protap Chandra Roy’s
translation of the Mahabharata, yet its pro forma praise for Roy’s
“unflagging zeal and industry” as a translator turns into a brusque
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dismissal of the Mahabharata and the Ramayana as equally irrelevant
“curiosities”:
The fantastic creations of the Hindu Mythology have as much
reality in their composition and coherence in their action, as the
wind-driven clouds of sunset. They are monstrous, painted in all the
crude colours that a barbaric hand can apply; moved by machinery
that would be colossal if it were not absurd, and placed in all their
doings beyond the remotest pale of human sympathy … The rest is
dream piled on dream and phantasm on phantasm … and to [the]
Western mind, at least, foolish … [T]hey are surely dead and their
gigantic corpses, like whales stranded by an ebbing tide, are curiosities to be regarded from a distance by the curious.4
Kipling earlier in his article had attacked his target of choice – two
Oxford professors criticized as having insisted on the continuing relevance of these “classics.” Monier Monier-Williams (1819–1899), the
university’s second Professor of Sanskrit, and F. Max Müller (1823–
1900), its first Professor of Comparative Philology, are charged with
having exaggerated the “high thoughts” and “noble sentiments” of these
ancient works of “genius.” Remote from the India of the Raj, they have
deluded readers who eagerly accept “their assertions on trust, agreeing
unhesitatingly in what they say.” He caps his indictment by noting that
even the gentlemen of “Young India” who write in fluent English about
“the sin of ‘neglecting the precious mines of Aryan literature which
our ancestors bequeathed,’ etc.“ know that their time is better spent on
acquiring the marketable knowledge of the West.5
Kipling’s dismissive stance is fully in line with the assumptions
that Harry Ricketts categorizes as the “Anglo-Indian script” – racism
particularly directed at the Bengalis, linked with a dismissal of India’s
profound cultural heritage.6 Chaudhuri’s 1957 assessment of the “script”
minces no words: “There was no originality in Kipling’s rudeness to us
[the people of India], but only a repetition, in the forthright Kiplingian
manner, of what was being said in every mess and club.”7
Even four years later, in 1890, in the didactic “Enlightenments of
Pagett, M.P.,” Kipling linked Müller with the fictional Pagett, a naive
parliamentary visitor to India, and the Anglo-Indian naturalist Sir
George Birdwood, K.C.I.E. [Knight Commander of the Indian Empire],
categorizing both Müller and Birdwood as “spindrift philosophers” who
promote the “glorious Aryan past” of India.8 In 1893, however, a more
positive view of Müller seems to emerge in the pre-Jungle Book tale
“In the Rukh” when a German-born forester in the service of the Raj
idealizes the adolescent Mowgli as a reincarnated demigod of ancient
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mythology. As noted in the Kipling Society’s textual commentary, this
“enthusiast” named Muller – despite a “ludicrously exaggerated” stagehall German accent – comes across as discerning and sympathetic.9
Had Kipling become more understanding and accepting of India’s
spiritual heritage only in the 1890s? Or had a potential accommodation
been evident before? In his introduction to Kipling’s India: Uncollected
Sketches 1884–88, Thomas Pinney suggests that despite the open
hostility of “The Epics of India” and similar pieces, there is also a “more
personal and humane” response, though fleeting, to India’s peoples and
traditions in Kipling’s early journalism.10 This is well observed, but
what is more likely is that Kipling’s close contact with his open-minded
and ever-curious father helped to make Hinduism more understandable
and accessible as a fictional theme.
FATHER AND SON REUNITE IN AMERICA AND ENGLAND

John Lockwood Kipling (1837–1911) was described by his brother in
law as someone who “seemed to know something about everything,
as well as everything about some things”11 – a claim recently substantiated by the publication of John Lockwood Kipling: Arts and Crafts
in the Punjab and London, a 580-page volume issued in conjunction
with the exhibition of Lockwood’s work and related examples of Indian
craftsmanship held in London and New York in 2017 and 2018.12 First
attracted to the crafts of India in his teenage years by the Great Exhibition
(1851), Lockwood eventually arrived there with his wife Alice to teach
in a school devoted to Indian art. As artist, designer, book illustrator,
ceramicist, architect, curator, instructor, and administrator, he was far
more knowledgeable about India’s cultural, religious, and demographic
diversity than his son – a fact Rudyard readily acknowledged. Yet his
relationship with his high-strung son was ever supportive and encouraging. As Rudyard put it, “[H]e treated me always as a comrade, and his
severest orders were at most suggestions or invitations.”13
Even before Lockwood’s early retirement in 1893, father and son
had spent increasing amounts of time together. Beginning in May 1890,
on an eighteen-month furlough in England, Lockwood and Alice lived
near their son, then trying to establish himself as a professional writer.
Lockwood’s Beast and Man in India (1891), rich in precise detail about
the subcontinent’s animals and their interaction with humans, was
something of a collaboration with Rudyard, whose poetic chapter headings and descriptive passages are numerous.14
By the early 1890s both Kiplings, father and son, faced major turning
points in their lives. Having left behind in India the rich immediacy
of experience that informed and energized his early fictions, Rudyard
found himself seeking new subjects and themes. For the ever-active
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Lockwood, retirement offered an opportunity to take on creative assignments that his career in India had prevented.
Retirement was also a subject that Max Müller had addressed in an
1888 opinion piece for London’s New Review, “What To Do With Our
Old People.”15 Referring to the time-hallowed “Laws of Manu” setting
forth the four Asramas or Stages of a Brahmin’s Life, Müller advocated that “old men” in positions of power and authority in England
– clerical, academic, administrative, and military – should retire to
open a way for young men capable of bringing a needed vitality to their
homeland. Lockwood had probably read Müller’s essay well before
1894 when Rudyard, Carrie, and baby Josephine visited England for a
family reunion. The months from April to August “prompted another of
[Rudyard’s] astonishing bursts of creativity” that on this occasion found
expression in a profusion of Jungle Book stories and poetry.16 Carrington
goes further to note that “the most delicate passages, notably [in a story
such as] ‘The Miracle of Purun Bhagat,’” were written … under the
fastidious eye of Lockwood Kipling, always his son’s severest critic.”17
In these circumstances of father-son creative interaction, might
Lockwood have felt compelled to bring to Rudyard’s attention a remarkable fact – that Müller’s essay discussed an Indian friend’s resignation
as prime minister of a native state and his subsequent entry into the
rigorous spiritual disciplines of a Sannyasin?
PROFESSOR MULLER INTRODUCES A FAMOUS AND REMARKABLE
FRIEND

In “What To Do With Our Old People,” Müller argues once again for
the enduring validity of the “ancient wisdom” of India that Kipling had
so summarily rejected in 1886.18 After describing the social context
of Brahmin life in Vedic India, he argues strongly for the continued
viability of the third and fourth Asramas – those of withdrawing from
temporal responsibility and entering into a spiritual quest. In so doing,
he refers to a recent and widely publicized event in India: in 1879 a
celebrated political figure, Prime Minister Gorishankar Udayshankar
(1805–1892) of Bhavnagar State, had resigned his office and withdrawn from social life to enter into the rigorous spiritual disciplines of
a Sannyasin. This transformation occurred when Lockwood was still in
India and his son was a teenage schoolboy at Westward Ho!19
Both Gorishankar and the fictional Purun Dass pass through essentially the same four stages of life, as set forth about 200 BCE in the
Laws of Manu. The first and second Asramas are those of the “bachelor
student” (Brahmachcharya) who enters into a protracted apprenticeship
and of the “householder” or family man (Grishastha). The third stage
(Vanaprastha) is that of the ageing householder who, having released
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himself from all “sacrificial and other ceremonial obligations,” increasingly devotes himself to spiritual pursuits. When he senses the approach
of death, he takes up the fourth and final stage, that of the Sannyasin,
who leaves home to become “a dweller in the forest,” “divested … of
everything,” and “free of fetters.” When the release of death came, it
“restored him to that bliss of which this life had so long deprived him.”20
Kipling divides Purun’s stages of life into four, the first three of
which are of twenty years’ duration each: (1) being a youth (or to use
Müller’s terminology a “bachelor student”); (2) being a fighter (which
must be regarded as metaphorical since Purun never carried a sword,
though he certainly engaged, if deftly, in political combat); (3) heading
a household (which might be regarded as being a prime minister with its
attendant “household” obligations); and (4) becoming a Sunnyasi. This
chronological sequence would have Purun resigning as prime minister
at age sixty and dying some twenty years later.21
Müller’s description of these “laws” and Kipling’s twenty-year
divisions make clear that the man who disengages himself from the
responsibilities of family and professional life will, as a Sannyasin/
Sunnyasi, pursue a quest “above religion, above sacred books, above
sacrifices, above a belief in many gods.” This would prepare the way “to
discover the Infinite hidden in the Finite, the True behind the semblances
of the senses, the Self behind the Ego, and the Indestructible identity of
his own true Self with the Supreme Self.”22
Müller cites letters Gorishankar wrote to friends “bid[ding] them
farewell from this life” since as one of the Sannyasin he would undergo
“a total change of life,” such as was “shown by the enlightened sages of
old.” One such letter was addressed to a “learned friend” – none other
than Max Müller himself:
My health is failing and I have made up my mind to enter into
the fourth order or Asrama … After leading a public life for more
than sixty years, I think that there is nothing left for me to desire,
except this life, which will enable my Atma [Self] to be one with
Paramatma [Supreme Self] … When this is accomplished a man
is free from births and re-births. and what can I wish more than
what will free me from them, and give me means to attain Moksha
[spiritual freedom]? … My learned Friend, I shall be a Sannyasin
in a few days, and thus there will be a total change of life. I shall no
more be able to address you, and I send you this letter to convey my
last best wishes for your success in life, and my regards which you
so well deserve.23
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This articulate, deeply-felt letter of farewell expresses emotions and
desires that are even more fully and dramatically realized in Kipling’s
description of Purun Bhagat’s arduous struggle to reach “Moksha”:
[Purun] had come to the place appointed for him – the silence and
the space… He would repeat a Name softly to himself a hundred
hundred times, till, at each repetition, he seemed to move more and
more out of his body, sweeping up to the doors of some tremendous
discovery; but, just as the door was opening, his body would drag
him back, and, with grief, he felt he was locked up again in the flesh
and bones of Purun Bhagat … . He knew for a certainty that there
was nothing great and nothing little in this world; and day and night
strove to think his way into the heart of things, back to the place
whence his soul had come.24 25
Was Gorishankar Udayshankar a model for Purun Dass? Had Müller,
whose advocacy of India’s “ancient wisdom” Kipling had once rejected
out of hand, become a teacher he learned from and come to respect?
This seems quite plausible.
BRIDGING DUALITIES: FROM OPIUM DREAM TO SIR PURUN’S
TRANSFORMATION

Published less than a year apart, the short stories “The Bridge-Builders”
and “The Miracle of Purun Bhagat” may well be regarded as complementary narratives both supplementing and contrasting with each other.
One presents a vision of the Hindu pantheon as an isolated set piece
(thereby raising the question of whether it is a dream or a revelation)
in a fiction otherwise concerned with a triumph of British engineering.
The other lyrically recreates the spiritual quest of a Sannyasin/Sunnyasi
in a valley in northern India, far from a British presence and without
overt intervention by Indian gods.
In “The Bridge-Builders”, the chief engineer Finlayson faces the
impending destruction by floodwaters of his nearly completed project,
the Kashi Bridge over the Ganges. Escaping to an island, he and his
foreman Peroo await the outcome of a crisis he cannot control. Opium
offered by Peroo brings before Finlayson and Peroo a Panchayat or
council of the Hindu pantheon, whose members debate whether or not
they should endorse the bridge’s destruction. When Finlayson awakens,
a clearing sky reveals that the bridge has survived. Was this simply
good luck or was it a decision made by the gods and demigods? Indeed,
in the opium dream he can now forget, the reprieve was decided upon
by divinities who are reminded that all of creation, even the gods
themselves, will eventually vanish into nothingness when Brahm (the
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supreme Hindu deity) “ceases to dream.” Men may therefore busy
themselves building their bridges since all of creation is provisional.26
“The Miracle of Purun Bhagat” gives absolute primacy to the spiritual quest of its Hindu protagonist. There are no political or godly
distractions from the central drama of a solitary holy man and his
villagers. Yet it too, as in the story of Finlayson, involves “bridgebuilding,” if metaphorical: Purun’s ardent search for transcendence
from the everyday world is in the end inextricably linked to an activist
commitment.
The metaphorical bridging of “The Miracle” is dramatized when
the unstable slope on which Purun Bhagat is perched threatens to
obliterate sleeping villagers below. The holy man suddenly becomes a
leader who guides his villagers to safety before he dies “sitting crosslegged, his back against a tree, his crutch under his armpit, and his
face turned toward the north-east,” facing the sacred Himalayas. This
posture, like that of the Lama in Lockwood Kipling’s last illustration in
Kim, is weighted with significance. “The priest said: ‘Behold a miracle
after a miracle, for in this very attitude must all Sunnyasis be buried!
Therefore, where he now is we will build the temple to our holy man.’”
Buried he is, in “a little stone and earth shrine … [where] they worship
… with lights and flowers and offerings to this day.”27
One “miracle” has succeeded another – the nameless holy man has
miraculously saved his villagers and in dying has miraculously assumed
the “very attitude” in which all Sunnyasis must be buried.28 Purun
Bhagat thus joins together seeming contraries – a principled renunciation of worldly commitments and an equally principled commitment to
worthy action. In Western terms the vita contemplativa here conjoins
seamlessly with the vita activa.
“The Miracle of Purun Bhagat” juxtaposes two different linguistic
registers – one for the worldly and political, the other for the spiritual
– that mesh to create a satisfying whole. Five paragraphs, akin in tone
to the cynical knowingness the young Kipling had shown in his 1886
CMG article, begin the arc of the narrative by ironizing the social and
political contexts that nurtured Sir Purun Dass’s success in the “day’s
work” of Imperial India. After Purun the Sunnyasi’s arrival at the foothills of the sacred Himalayas, a fable-like narrative leaves behind the
accommodations of political life and, indeed, the entire world of the
Raj. The supposed progressivism of Western modernity gives way to
the timeless present of a simple agricultural community, with no officials and officers of the Raj, overseen by an unnamed holy man. The
arc of Purun Bhagat’s “miraculous” story ends with a very brief paragraph, caustic and dismissive, that harkens back to the story’s first five
largely ironic paragraphs, dismissing with curt finality both the titles
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and honors of Imperial India and the academic distinctions conferred
on the knighted prime minister. All have become meaningless when set
beside a Sunnyasi, now regarded as a saint with his own shrine.
Western readers of “The Miracle of Purun Bhagat” have long been
tempted to impose a stark East-West binary on the story’s ending. Has its
protagonist reverted, fully and completely, to his former identity as “Sir
Purun Dass, K.C.I.E., prime minister of no small state,” by embracing a
heroic “Western” activism that rejects the passivity of outdated beliefs?
Such a view, however, is glaringly reductive, not least in its disregard of the complex overlaps between Indian and European religious
traditions, both of which encompass heroic action as well as contemplative withdrawal. In Purun Bhagat’s life as a Sunnyasi the prominence
of Kali’s shrine, where he makes his home, suggests this duality.29
Represented as a fierce, blood-daubed, demon-killing defender of her
followers, multi-armed and wearing a necklace of skulls, Kali can, in
the gentler form of Sitala, also be “worshipped against the smallpox.”
The “grinning” Kali’s importance as a signifier of meaning is underlined
by the numerous times she and her shrine are mentioned. Particularly
striking are the references to “the Himalayan pheasant, blazing in her
best colours before Kali’s statue” (Kipling, [Karlin, ed.], 200) and the
barasingh’s antlers that “clashed against the grinning statue of Kali”.30
Along with Durga, a demon-killing goddess like Kali, who can provide
“Moksha” or spiritual liberation for her followers, Kali and Sitala are in
a pervasive ambience around Purun Bhagat, suggesting both a warrior’s
commitment both to action and to a protective and curative power.
In Kipling’s Art of Fiction, 1884–1901 David Sergeant observes,
without reference to Hinduism, that in “The Miracle of Purun Bhagat”,
“spiritual and worldly identities fuse” … : each achieves its apotheosis,
its defining expression.”31 There is, as Sergeant implies, no inconsistency between Purun’s withdrawal from the world and his “prime
ministerial” commitment to save the villagers who have faithfully
sustained him over some twenty years.
This interpretation is set in a Hindu context by the Indian intellectual whose endorsement of Kim was cited at the outset of this essay. For
Nirad C. Chaudhuri “Hindu spirituality, even at its most unworldly and
serene, has a suggestion of power and action.” All “mystic quietism” is
charged with the same kinetic power that compels Purun to dash down
the perilous slope from the Kali’s shrine. “[In] his spiritual activities
[the Hindu] is like a dynamo, generating electricity[;] in his worldly life
a motor that expends it.”32
“The Miracle of Purun Bhagat” is an astonishing accomplishment
for a writer whose first readers in India had been British officials and
soldiers under the sway of the Anglo-Indian script. Encouraged and
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guided by his remarkable father and very probably enlightened by
a German-born Oxford scholar, Kipling was able to give resonant
fictional form to an ancient spiritual yearning. He had succeeded in
bridging the distance between the facile young journalist of 1886 and
the mature writer who would within a decade of 1894 dramatize persuasively in Kim the Lama’s yearning for a harmonious Hindu/Buddhist
transcendence.33
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NOTES
“A Bengali on Kipling,” The Kipling Journal (June 1961), 2.
“The Finest Story About India – In English,” The Kipling Journal (June 1961),
7–8, 12–13. Chaudhuri (1897–1999) is best known for his classic Autobiography
of an Unknown Indian (1951), but his many books, in both English and Bengali,
range widely over India and include the first full-length biography (1974) of F. Max
Müller since that by Müller’s wife in 1902.
3
A significant example of Müller’s enthusiastic advocacy is “India: What Can It
Teach Us? A Course of Lectures Delivered Before the University of Cambridge”
(January 1883). This appeared three years before Kipling’s CMG article.
4
Kipling “The Epics of India” (Pinney, ed.), 177–78.
5
Kipling op.cit, 176–78.
6
Ricketts, 78.
7
Chaudhuri, “The Finest Story About India – In English,” 7.
8
“The Enlightenments of Pagett, M.P.,” Kipling Society text, online: www.kipling
society.co.uk.
9
“In the Rukh,” Kipling Society text, online: www.kiplingsociety.co.uk. It should
be noted that in “The Epics of India” Kipling spelled Müller’s name as “Muller”,
without an umlaut.
10 Pinney, 22.
11 Ricketts, 2.
12 Julius Bryant and Susan Weber, eds. John Lockwood Kipling: Arts & Crafts in the
Punjab and London (New York: Bard Graduate Center Gallery and New Haven:
Yale U.P., 2017).
13 Gilmour, 6.
14 “[Beast and Man in India] is a standing record of the mutual stimulus exerted
between Lockwood and his son” (Carrington, 160). There is also an element of reciprocity in its appearance: Lockwood had years before recommended a job-seeking
teenager to the editor of the CMG; his now famous son could in the 1890s recommend that Macmillan publish his father’s manuscript.
	  Harish Trivedi in “Of Beasts and Gods in India: Lockwood Kipling’s Beast and
Man and Rudyard Kipling’s ‘The Bridge Builders’” (The Kipling Journal [May
2018], 31–45) suggests that despite Lockwood’s many accomplishments his “most
enduring legacy remains … the personal and creative influence he exercised on the
life and literary career of his son” (KJ, 32). He finds in both “The Bridge-Builders”
and “The Miracle of Purun Bhagat” a “maturing and mellowing relationship with
India in the years after leaving it” – this most likely attributable to his father’s
benign and supportive influence (KJ, 44).
15 Müller, 126–45
16 Ricketts, 202.
17 Carrington, 167.
18 Given the complexity of Hinduism and the diversity of interpretive viewpoints it
has engendered, this essay discusses the four Asramas only in terms of what Müller
wrote about them in 1888. I have retained the different spellings of the Fourth
Asrama used by Müller (“Sannyasin”) and by Kipling (“Sunnyasi”).
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In a footnote Müller indicates that so well known was Gaorishankar that an Englishlanguage biography, by Javerilal Umishankar Yajnik, appeared during his lifetime:
“Gaorishankar Udayshankar, C.S.I., Ex-Minister of Bhavnagar, now on retirement
as a Sanyasi. Bombay, 1889” (Mueller, 140). Today Gaorishankar is honored by a
Wikipedia entry: (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gaurishankar-Udayshankar.
Müller, 129–30.
Kipling (Karlin, ed.), 194.
Müller, 130.
Müller, 143.
Kipling (Karlin, ed.), 198, 201.
“A Song of Kabir,” a four-stanza poem that Kipling appended to “The Miracle of
Purun Bhagat” after its initial publication in 1894, offers further parallels between
Gaorishankar and Sir Purun Dass/Purun Bhagat. Kabir, the fifteenth-century mystic
and poet, lauds a man who renounces his high social position to pursue his relation
to “the One,” giving up his “gudee” (throne or seat of office) and “his fiefs and his
lands” to become wanderer on “the Path” in the guise of a “bairagi” (a mendicant
holy man). Like Purun Bhagat, he seeks brotherhood not only with “God,” but also
with “the brute” and even “the clod” underfoot.
“The Bridge-Builders” – Kipling Society text, online: www.kiplingsociety.co.uk.
Kipling (Karlin, ed.), 205.
“The Miracle of Purun Bhagat” plays on the two meanings of the word “miracle.”
For the village priest the holy man’s rescue of the villagers is truly a “miracle,”
as is his assuming in death the posture of a Sannyasi – that is, “a marvelous event
exceeding the known powers of nature, and therefore supposed to be due to the
special intervention of the Deity or some supernatural agency” (Shorter Oxford
English Dictionary). For a secular reader many of Purun Bhagat’s actions may also
be “miracles” in the sense of ”an accomplishment or occurrence so outstanding
or unusual as to seem beyond human capability or endeavor”/”a wonderful thing
worthy of admiration: a truly superb representative of its kind” (Webster’s Third
New International Dictionary). For Purun Bhagat himself “all things were one
big Miracle, and when a man knows that much he knows something to go upon”
(Kipling [Karlin, ed.], 201).
Kipling [Karlin, ed.], 202). For a writer as sparing of words as Kipling, this
emphasis is noteworthy
Kali and Durga are closely aligned warrior goddesses (as the saying goes, ”Durga is
Kali and Kali is Durga”), divine protectors who combat evils and demonic forces.
Sitala is a folk deity, an incarnation of Durga, especially popular in North India. She
is a goddess of protection, good fortune, health, and power who is represented as a
young maiden riding a donkey. She cures smallpox and other diseases afflicting the
skin. (Preceding information is from Wikipedia entries on Kali, Durga, and Sitala,
though the reader should be warned that every aspect of Hinduism is complex and
many-sided, not easily reduced to simple definitions or formulations. However,
the explanations above seem, to this writer, in accord with what Lockwood and
Rudyard understood.)
Sergeant, 161.
Chaudhuri, “The Finest Story,” 14.
Ironically, in an 1897 essay (H.G. Prout, “A Modern Miracle,” McClure’s Magazine
[Nov. 1897], 45–6.), an American writer took it upon himself to tell “the real story”

September 2019

KIPLING JOURNAL

53

of “The Miracle of Purun Bhagat.” H.G. Prout insisted that the damage caused by
an 1893 “landslide” that overwhelmed “the little village of Gohna” on the flanks of
the Himalayas was ameliorated by the “moral courage and resolution” of British
engineers who saved all “the people of the valley” except for an old “fakir” whose
“ignorance and credulity” resulted in his and his family’s death. By upholding “the
fitness of our [Anglo-Saxon] race to govern” over natives around the world who
adhere to outdated beliefs, Prout not only negated the importance of Purun Bhagat’s
sacrifice, but also unwittingly reinstated the “Anglo-Indian script” that Kipling had
in 1894 abandoned when writing “The Miracle of Purun Bhagat.”
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LORD LUGARD AND RUDYARD KIPLING:
AN EPISTOLARY EXCHANGE
By ROBIN HAIG
[Robin Haig, a descendant of Edward Lugard, is currently writing a book about
Flora Shaw, Lady Lugard, his great-great aunt. Ed.]

Members of the Kipling Society may be interested in knowing a little
more about the dinner between Rudyard Kipling and Sir Frederick
Lugard and his wife Flora Shaw, mentioned by Rory O’Grady in his
book The Passionate Imperialists, which was reviewed in Kipling
Journal 376 (November 2018).
Rudyard and Carrie Kipling came to dine and sleep at Little Parkhurst,
the Lugards’ home in Abinger Common, Surrey in September 1903 – in
fact they were the first guests at the newly built house – and Lugard’s
brother Edward, who was the only other guest, left an explanatory note
giving a few details about the dinner:
They [the Kiplings] were horribly late for dinner; motoring in those
early days was precarious, and Kipling got into difficulties on the
very steep hill from Holmbury, and his difficulties were increased
by a stray dog. I well remember Mrs Kipling’s excuse of ‘twenty
pounds out of the motor for a half crown dog!’ Sir Frederick Lugard
was then High Commissioner of Northern Nigeria, creating the
administration of the country recently taken over from the Royal
Niger Company by the Imperial Government. The Colonial Report
(NN409 for 1902–03) regarding the conquest of the Nigerian
Emirates had just been published – it inflamed Kipling!’1
Kipling followed up the visit with a letter of thanks for the loan of
Lugard’s MS account of the establishment of Nigeria as a Protectorate
of the British Empire. The letter pays generous (not to say fulsome)
tribute to Lugard as statesman and writer:
In the Name of God, the Fashioner of Miracles, the Dispenser of
Dominions, the Apportioner of the Yoke to be Borne.
To the Emir of the Emirs of Nigeria in his house under the trees
over against the hills to the North
I have read that which you gave me to read, and it is sent to you
again as promised. I send it by the accepted post of this country – as
though it were dried figs or a parcel of tobacco; none the less I who
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am no more than a humble student of the Alphabet regard it in value
as equal to thrice its weight in gold. By the perusal of that writing
I have gained comprehension. Allah has enlarged the skirts of my
understanding and I have bowed the forehead of reverence upon the
carpet of wonder thrice…
It is true that Allah-al-Bari has bestowed upon this unworthy one
a gift if imagining the deeds of men in very far places but I testify
that all I have imagined (and sold for bread) there is not in the whole
of it one tenth part anything so wonderful as those things – and
notably the going up and coming down of little armies – which are
set down, accomplished, in your writings.
This Emir is from the heart.
Kipling then asks for a copy of Lugard’s book once it is published,
and expresses eagerness for more publications about ‘the customs and
manners and fashioning of your Kingdom’ and ‘the ordering of justice
and discomforting of the evildoers and mad mullahs’. He concludes
with a promise to send ‘a little book of verses’2 and an assurance:
We arrived with speed and expedition at our house within four hours
after that we had left your house. Extolled be the Beneficence of
Allah Who hath caused men to make so commodious fire-chariots.
We slew none upon the road, either going or coming – not even a
sheep or a dog … We send salutations, I and my household (having
eaten your salt) to you and your household, and especially to Lady
Zobeide in her garden.
Lugard’s reply is couched in the same super-elaborate Arabian Nights
style.
From Frederick Lugard who by the favour of the great Queen of
the islands of the North whose dominions stretch to the uttermost
seas, may Allah have mercy on her soul and grant to her the joys
of the true believers – this is the prayer of this Unworthy one, the
least of all her deputies. To Rudyard Kipling, the man of Insight
and of Understanding, the man to whom the secrets of the hearts
of men are as an open scroll, yea even of those base ones who are
as swine and believe [not] in Allah and his Prophet – may they
perish before the swords of the faithful. Greeting and peace and
goodwill and reverence. Praise be to God who hath given to us the
pen so that the words of a man shall sound in the ears of his friend
though he pass not a single league from his place. And the humble
one shall take counsel with the great, and he from whose lips fall
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the words of wisdom, and the songs which make the hearts of the
brave man to wax valiant, and the tears to fall from the eyes of
women, which are as the pearls of the morning and as the water
drops which glisten in the hearts of the lotus – his words shall live
in the scrolls which our sons shall read, even in the parchments
which are stored in the Archives of Time. And after salutations
these are my words:
I have received your letter and have understood its contents.
And I marvel greatly that the words of writing have found so great
acceptance in the eyes of my friend, for I am but a man of the
Jungles upon whose head the sun of the fierce climes has beaten
till the hair thereof hath gone from his place. But herein is the
heart of the matter, which hath brought comprehension to the man
of Insight. For whereas the words of truth which recount the deeds
of the brave, wherein I had no part, are words of simplicity and
needeth not to embroider them with the flowers of speech. Their
scent is savoury to the nostrils. For the straight edge of truth shall
cleave to the heart of Understanding as the straight arrow flyeth
to the goal while the curved bow goeth not forth from the hand of
the Archer.
This also have I understood from your letter which the Fleet Ones
of the Earth, the messengers that tarry not by night or day, have
delivered by the permission of Allah into my hand, that you desire
that the scrolls which go before even unto those which follow after,
so that the whole tale shall be complete and shall come into the hand
for a record whereto you will give heed. Thus then shall it be, since
the writer thereof hath found favour in your eyes and the writings
shall take the place whereto your magnanimity has assigned them.
And I have observed in the contents of your letter that you have
sworn to bestow upon me a book of verses after the space of two
days. Therefore shall I prize them, I, my lady of my house, and the
descendants of my race whom Allah may grant unto me to inherit
the book withal.
And I send my salutations to the Lady, the wife of the man of
Insight, the partner of his labours and of his joys.
In the name of God, the Comprehender of the Motives of all men,
Who ordaineth the destiny, Who allotteth the task to each,
Peace.3
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NOTES
1
2

3

MS memoir by Edward Lugard. This memoir, together with the letters quoted here,
are in the Lugard Papers, now held by the Bodleian Library, Oxford.
Edward Lugard records that that ‘with this letter, Kipling sent an inscribed copy of
The Five Nations (1903), his most recent poetry collection.’ If this is correct, the
promised ‘little book of verses’ would refer to an earlier collection, perhaps The
Seven Seas (1896).
From a typewritten draft entitled ‘Draft of Sir F Lugard’s reply to Rudyard Kipling,
Oct 1 1903’, Lugard Papers, Bodleian Library. The letter sent to Kipling has
disappeared.
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‘THE DYKES’
1902
With a commentary by JANET MONTEFIORE

We have no heart for the fishing – we have no hand for the oar.
All that our fathers taught us of old pleases us now now more;
All that our own hearts bid us believe we doubt where we do not deny –
There is no proof in the bread that we eat or rest in the toil we ply.
Look you, our foreshore stretches far through sea-gate, dyke and groin –
Made land all, that our fathers made, where the flats and the fairway
join.
They forced the sea a sea-league back. They died, and their work
stood fast.
We were born to peace in the lee of the dykes, but the time of our
peace is past.
Far off, the full tide clambers and slips, mouthing and testing all,
Nipping the flanks of the water-edge, baying along the wall;
Turning the shingle, re-turning the shingle, changing the set of the
sand …
We are too far from the beach, men say, to know how the outworks
stand.
So we come down, uneasy, to look, uneasily pacing the beach.
These are the dykes that our fathers made; we have never known a
breach.
Time and again the gale has blown by and we were not afraid,
Now, we come only to look at the dykes – the dykes that our fathers
made.
O’er the marsh whene the homesteads cower apart the harried sunlight
flies,
Shifts and considers, wanes and recover, scatters and sickens and
dies….
An evil ember embedded in ash – a spark blown west by the wind –
We are surrendered to night and the sea – the gale and the tide behind !
At the bridge of the lower saltings the cattle gather and blare,
Roused by the feet of the running men – dazed by the lantern glare;
Unbar and let them away for their lives – the levels drown as they
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stand,
Where the flood-wash forces the sluices back and the ditches deliver
inland.
Ninefold deep to the top of the dyke the galloping breakers stride,
And their over-carried spray is a sea – a sea on the landward side.
Coming like stallions they paw with their hoofs, going they snatch
with their teeth,
Till the bents and the furze and the sand are dragged out, and the oldtime hurdles beneath.
Bid men gather fuel for fire, the tar, the oil, the tow –
Flame we shall need, not smoke in the dark, if the riddled seabanks
go.
Bid the ringers watch in the tower (who knows how the dawn shall
prove?)
Each with his rope between his feet and the trembling bells above.
Now we can only wait for the day, wait and apportion our shame.
These were the dykes that our fathers made, but we would not look
to the same.
Time and again we were warned of the dykes, time and again we
delayed;
Now, it may fall, we have slain our sons, as our fathers we have
betrayed.
Walking along the wreck of the dykes, watching the work of the seas!
These were the dykes that our fathers made, to our great profit and
ease.
But the peace is gone and the profit is gone and the old sure days
withdrawn …
That our own houses show as strange when we come back in the
dawn!
COMMENTARY

The need for the British State to support its armed services was a constant
concern for Kipling after the Boer War (1899–1902) demonstrated
the British Empire’s vulnerability to a determined insurrection, while
German power began to compete with Britain for naval supremacy. He
completed ‘The Dykes’ in 1902, a few months after publishing ‘The
Islanders’, in which he furiously reproached the English for being frivolously inattentive to their own safety.

60

KIPLING JOURNAL

September 2019

Do ye wait for the spattered shrapnel ere ye learn how a gun is
laid?
For the low, red glare to the southward when the raided coast
towns burn?
(Light ye shall have on that lesson, but little time to learn.)1
‘The Dykes’ warns that by neglecting the seawalls built by our forefathers, ensuring our safety for centuries, we leave ourselves helpless
against an invading flood. This ‘disturbed and disturbing poem’ as
Mary Hamer calls it2, brings to mind Auden’s account of Kipling as
a poet ‘for whom civilisation (and consciousness) is a little citadel of
light surrounded by a great darkness full of malignant forces and only
maintained through the centuries by everlasting vigilance, will-power
and self-sacrifice… Poem after poem, under different symbolic guises,
presents this same situation of the the danger without, the anxiety of
encirclement,’ by enemies, by inanimate forces like the sea and by spiritual powers. ‘The interested spirits are all demonic; the Divine Power
is aloof.’3 Nature in ‘The Dykes’ is indeed hostile; the sea nibbles at the
sea defences, its waves ‘nipping along the water-edge, baying along the
wall’ like dogs hunting their prey; the fading sunset is ‘an evil ember
embedded in ash;’ and when ‘the gale and the tide’ arrive, the ferocious
white horses which another Kipling poem had celebrated as his country’s natural defence, the ‘wild White Horses/ The Horses of the Lord’4
whom only the English are strong and daring enough to master, have
turned malevolent.
Coming like stallions they paw with their hooves, going they
snatch with their teeth,
Till the bents and the furze and the sand are dragged out, and
the old- time hurdles beneath.
Whereas in ‘The Islanders’ Kipling had reproached the English for
their shortcomings in the recently past Boer War, berated their present
inaction and prophesied their future defeat, Kipling in ‘The Dykes’
keeps throughout to the present tense, which helps to create the poem’s
atmosphere of being trapped in a bad dream. Belatedly aware of our
inadequately maintained sea wall, we can do no more than ‘look at
the dykes – the dykes that our fathers made’; repair is not an option.
As if our perception of danger has brought it on, in the next stanza
the approach of a deadly storm finds us as passively terrified as our
‘cower[ing]’ houses. All we can do is to release the farm stock near the
coast, ‘the lower saltings’, in the hope that the beasts may be able to
run ahead of the advancing flood, and to gather fuel for beacons which
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we may or may not light. Even our bell-ringers don’t manage to ring
the alarm; they just wait in the tower until the morning light shows our
submerged houses.
Behind this prophecy of disaster lies a famous episode of Sussex
history. The terrible gale destroying our sea defences, drowning the
‘levels’ and making our homes ‘strange’ recalls the great storm of
1287 in which Old Winchelsea, already damaged by severe gales in
previous years, was inundated and destroyed. The ‘marsh where the
homesteads cower apart’ is plainly Romney Marsh, which lies fairly
close to Kipling’s own home Bateman’s. Protected from flooding by
‘sea-gate, dyke and groin’, by its shingle beaches and the big sea-wall
at Dymchurch, all requiring constant maintenance, the Marsh, much
of which lies below sea-level, was in Kipling’s day thought to have
been won from the sea by Roman engineers (who were also credited
with constructing the medieval Rhee Wall between Appledore and
New Romney). In fact, Romney Marsh is much older than that. It was
formed towards the end of the Pleistocene Age, behind the protection
of great shingle beds created by ‘longshore drift’, that combination of
strong tidal pull with the prevailing south-west winds in the Channel
which makes waves carrying sand and shingle from the sea-bed break
sideways on to the beach, just as Kipling describes them, ‘turning
the shingle, returning the shingle, changing the set of the sand.’ And
the western Walland Marsh is indeed ‘made land’, reclaimed from
the sea from 1400 by ‘innings’, or embankments to keep the sea out,
with sluices to allow the water to drain off at low tide while depositing silt and shingle. The medieval embankments were made, exactly
as Kipling says, of clay and sand ‘armed and fenced’ with furze and
rushes (‘bents’), held in place by hurdles with sand and clay piled over
them; later, they were strengthened by stone walling.5
In historical fact, the sea defences of Romney Marsh were never
neglected in the way Kipling describes. But then he was writing poetry,
not history; his dykes and sea-walls are clearly metaphors. But metaphors of what? The question is easy enough to answer in general terms:
they are inherited defences which we have not maintained, betraying
our forebears who built them and leaving ourselves vulnerable to
disaster. Yet the nature of that disaster is harder to define. The Revd.
Martin Down in the Kipling Journal no. 335, interpreted the poem as
a warning of the squandering of spiritual and moral capital painstakingly built up by our forebears. The poem was written in 1902.
Few others perceived the spread of this spiritual rot until the dykes
finally burst, in the 1960’s. Kipling, like Jeremiah, had no more to
say about any future beyond that. His “prophetic ministry” reached
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to the end of the twentieth century. He foresaw our present inundations of anti-social behaviour and selfish greed, disrespect and
sexual irresponsibility, as the Christian dykes built by our ancestors
were swept away.’6
This reading strikes me as somewhat strained. Had Kipling lived to
see the sexual liberation of the 1960s he would doubtless as a lifelong
conservative have disapproved; but nothing is said anywhere in ‘The
Dykes’ pertaining to ‘anti-social behaviour’ or ‘disrespect and sexual
irresponsibility.’ Kipling was reproaching his countrymen not for lax
morality, but for laziness and cowardly failure to prepare for a war. The
danger in the poem, as Auden perceived, is external.
Mary Hamer has suggested that the poem’s anxiety derives from
Kipling’s awareness of ‘the vulnerability of the Empire.’7 This seems
broadly right, and chimes with Kipling’s political anxieties after the
Boer War; yet the poem’s Sussex setting implies that the perceived
threat is not to Britain’s overseas colonies but much closer to home.
The waves that tear down the embankment and destroy our homesteads
represent an invading force which the English, as in ‘The Islanders’,
have lost the will and/or the power to resist. The opening line ‘We have
no heart for fishing – we have no hand for the oar’ may stand for the
British refusal to institute conscription for National Service, of which
Kipling was a strong advocate. In that case, our loss of traditional skills
(‘we have no hand for the oar’) represent ignorance of army drill, and
by extension neglect of (and failure to invest in) the armed services.
Certainly the line ‘Now, it may fall, we have slain our sons, as our
fathers we have betrayed’, reads like a startlingly acute prevision of
the catastrophe of the First World War in which so many young men,
including Kipling’s own son John, would be killed.
NOTES
1
2
3

4
5

Rudyard Kipling ‘The Islanders’, Works of Rudyard Kipling, (Ware: Wordswoth
Classics, 1994), p.303
Mary Hamer, introductory note to ‘The Dykes’, New Reader’s Guide, www.kiplingsociety.co.uk (accessed 18.vi.19)
W.H. Auden ‘A Poet of the Encirclement’, Forewords & Afterwords (selected by
Edward Mendelson (London: Faber & Faber, 1973), pp. 353–4. Auden quotes the
line about the waves ‘Coming, like stallions’ as an example of hostile ‘inanimate
forces’, along with the Karela vine in ‘Mowgli’s Song Against People’.
Kipling ‘White Horses,’ Works p. 147. Mary Hamer points out that in The Five
Nations (1905), this poem appears next to ‘The Dykes’.
Jill Eddington Romney Marsh: Survival on a Frontier (Tempus Publishing, Stroud,
Gloucesteshire) describes the formation of Romney Marsh (pp. 17–20), the process
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whereby longshore drift created vast shingle beds during the Ice Age (of which
Dungeness is the present survivor) and the evidence for early human occupation
provided by the discovery of Early Bronza Age axes and worked flights at Lydd
(pp 30–41), 13th century floods and the eventual destruction of Old Winchesea, the
reclamation of Walland Marsh (p. 88), and the construction of defences including
the Rhee Wall (pp.78–84), built of clay ‘armed and fenced’ by a woven lattice-work
of thorn bushes and timber’ held down by long wooden ‘needles’(p.98),
Martin Down ‘Rudyard Kipling: Poet and Prophet’, Kipling Journal 335, March
2013 p. 44.
Mary Hamer, op.cit.
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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 Membership Secretary
Fiona Renshaw, Keylands, Burwash, East Sussex, TN19 7HP, email
ksmem@outlook.com) The forms quote the minimum annual subscription rates. Some members contribute a little more.
The Society is a Registered Charity and a voluntary, non-profitmaking organisation. Its activities, which are controlled by a Council
and run by the Secretary and honorary officials, include:
•
•
•
•
•

maintaining a specialised Library in the Haileybury, Hertfordshire, and Special
Collection, Sussex University
answering enquiries from the public (schools, publishers, writers and the media),
and providing speakers on request,
arranging a regular programme of lectures, and a formal Annual Luncheon with a
Guest Speaker,
running the web-site at www.kipling.org.uk for members of the Society and anyone
else around the world with an interest in the life and work of Rudyard Kipling,
and publishing the Kipling Journal, every quarter.

The Journal of the Society aims to entertain and inform. It is sent to
subscribing paying members all over the world free of charge. This
includes libraries, English Faculties, and ‘Journal - only’ members. Since
1927, the Journal has published important items by Kipling not readily
found elsewhere, valuable historical information, and literary comment
by authorities in their field, following Kipling whose own diverse interests and versatile talent covered a wide range of literary writing – letters,
travel, prose and verse. For the serious scholar of Kipling, who cannot
afford to overlook the Journal, a comprehensive index of the entire run
since 1927 is available online to members or in our Library. Apply to: The
Librarian, Kipling Society, 56, Chaplin Drive, Headcorn, Ashford,
Kent TN27 9TN, England, or email to jwawalker@gmail.com.
The Editor of the Kipling Journal publishes membership news,
Society events, talks by invited speakers, and articles on all aspects of
Kipling and his work. She is happy to receive submissions from readers.
These may be edited and publication is not guaranteed. Letters of crisp
comment and articles between 500 and 5000 words are especially
welcome. Email jem1@kent.ac.uk, or write to The Editor, Kipling
Journal, 36 St Dunstan’s Street, Canterbury, Kent, CT2 8BZ, U.K.

