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THE SOCIETY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS

VARIOUS MEETINGS IN 1986

Wednesday 2 April at 5.30 for 6 p.m. in the Kipling Room on the
first floor of Brown's Hotel (Dover and Albemarle Streets,
London W1), Mr T. F. Evans, former Editor of the Shavian,
on Kipling, Private and Public.

Wednesday 7 May at 12.30 for 1 p.m. at the Royal Overseas
League (Park Place, off St James's Street, London SWl), the
Society's Annual Luncheon. The Guest of Honour and
speaker will be The Lord Annan, O.B.E. Fuller particulars and
an application form are enclosed with this Journal. Anyone
who does not have a form, or who has any points of doubt to
raise, is invited to contact me urgently. Our Annual
Luncheons are very enjoyable occasions and I hope a large
number of members will attend.

Tuesday 10 June the Society's Visit to Bateman's. Those inter-
ested should write for particulars to the Meetings Secretary,
Mrs L. A. F. Lewis, at Cappaslade Cottage, Brightwell-cum-
Sotwell, Wallingford, Oxon OX10 0RQ.

Wednesday 30 July at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at Brown's Hotel, Mr D. H.
Simpson, O.B.E., Librarian of the Royal Commonwealth
Society, on A Librarian looks at Kipling.

Wednesday 10 September at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the Naval &
Military Club (with gates marked 'In' and 'Out'), 94
Piccadilly, London W1, Mrs Helen Mills on The Humour in
Kipling.

Wednesday 5 November at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the Naval &
Military Club, Mr Peter Lewis, O.B.E., M.A., FiMechE, on a
subject to be announced in a later issue.

February 1986 NORMAN ENTRACT



THE BADSHAHI MOSQUE

Here is another fine photograph kindly supplied for the Kipling Journal by Mr Douglas Dickins,
F.R.P.S. It shows the magnificent Badshahi Mosque in Lahore, one of the world's largest mosques.
It was built by the order of the Mogul Emperor Aurungzebe (1618-1707), and is said to contain a relic
of the Prophet—namely a hair. The Badshahi Mosque is briefly mentioned at pages 15 and 25 of our
September 1985 issue.
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EDITORIAL

Rudyard Kipling died in January 1936. The 50th anniversary of his death
has been noticed by many newspapers and periodicals at home and
abroad, with generally appreciative comment. The Kipling Society, as
recorded elsewhere, suitably celebrated the occasion in January. More or
less coincidentally, some important new books in the Kipling field are
being published this year: at least two will be fully reviewed in our June
number.

In our current issue we mark this 50th anniversary by allocating the
bulk of the Editor's usual editorial space to another commentator, namely
Mr Winston Churchill (as he then was), speaking in honour of Kipling in
1937. Churchill's speech, of which we have published extracts but never
the whole text before, was delivered on 17 November 1937 at a Kipling
Memorial Dinner attended by about a thousand guests including royalty.
Its main purpose was to launch a Fund to endow scholarships at the
Imperial Service College, Windsor, for sons of men in the public service
throughout the Empire. The fact that so much has since changed in no way
lessens the interest of what one great Englishman found then to say about
another.

CHURCHILL ON KIPLING

We meet here tonight for a twofold purpose: first to honour the memory of
a writer, of a man, and of a force; and secondly to perpetuate his service
from one generation to another by the establishment of a foundation
bearing his name, from which a long succession of boys, the sons of
servants of the Empire, will be sent into the world with the honourable
distinction of having been Kipling Scholars.

Rudyard Kipling holds one of the foremost places in the last century of
English letters. During the long noonday of his activity his literary output,
though always distinguished by a sense of rarity, reached impressive
dimensions. Behind it lay a volume of knowledge always penetrating, often
profound, which was vast and majestic. This knowledge was gathered by
increasing study, observation and reflection, and constituted the most
wonderful mental equipment that can be imagined.

To place these treasures at the service of his country and his age, there
was needed the magic gift of genius. This supreme reagent he enjoyed in a
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glorious intensity. The pith, the force, the terse and syncopated vivacity of
his style immediately arrested and commanded attention. The immense
variety of subjects to which he seemed to hold the master key is a source of
unending amazement to his innumerable readers and admirers throughout
the King's Dominions and far beyond them.

There seemed to be no gallery of human achievement which Kipling
could not enter easily and unchallenged, and which, having entered, he
could not illuminate with a light unexpected, piercing, enchanting, and all
his own. All sorts and conditions of men, all classes and professions, every
part of the Empire, the souls of children, the lives of animals, became in
turn visible, intelligible, fascinating, to that ever-increasing company by
whom he was attended in his journey through life. He created a whole
series of new values for his fellow-countrymen, and made them participate
in an unbroken succession of novel experiences and adventures.

There have been in our own time greater poets and sages, more
vehement and sentient interpreters of pathos and passion, more fertile
imaginations, and certainly more orthodox stylists, than Rudyard Kipling.
But in the glittering rank which he took by Right Divine there never has
been anyone like him. No one has ever written like Kipling before, and his
work, with all its characteristics and idiosyncracies, while it charmed and
inspired so many, has been successfully imitated by none. He was unique
and irreplaceable.

The light of genius expressed in literature does not fail with the death of
the author. His galleries are still displayed for our instruction and
enjoyment. But the magic key which could have opened new ones to our
eager desire has gone for ever. Let us, then, guard the treasures which he
has bequeathed.

The structure and pageant of British rule in India gave him his first and
main inspiration. To read with faithful eye Kipling's Indian stories, short
or long, is to gain a truer knowledge of that great episode, the British
contact with India, than will be found in many ponderous blue-books, or
in much of the glib, smooth patter which is now in fashion.

We serve the Queen with 'Soldiers Three '. We see the life of the young
officer, of the lonely Collector. We satirise the bureaucracy and viceregal
society. We share the domestic troubles of the Anglo-Indian official; we
shed bitter tears with 'Wee Willie Winkie '. On the hard Frontier we follow
"The Drums of the Fore and Aft'. We play polo with the Maltese Cat. We

fight for dear life in the skin of the mongoose Rikki, against the poison
cobra. We roam the jungles with Mowgli, and we walk with Kim among
the vast multitudes of Hindustan. Even should the British Empire in India
pass from life into history, the works of Rudyard Kipling will remain to
prove that while we were there we did our best for all.

But from India he travelled far afield. The whole Empire which had
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sprung from the will and stamina of our ancestors in this small island
excited his lively interest. Those were the days when what was proudly
called Imperialism, or 'Greater Britain ', was the dominating idea in
British life. Kipling set himself to portray in vivid outline and gleaming
colour every part of that spacious panorama.

No one has ever taught Downing Street what the Australian nation and
people feel about themselves and towards the mother country so well as
Rudyard Kipling. In his verses we see the reconciliation of divergent or
conflicting forces, many of which have now become the common stock
and, we pray, an enduring inheritance. Canada, New Zealand, South
Africa—all were adorned and interpreted to us by strokes of his wand. The
strong movement of hope and resolve which cheered the closing years of
Queen Victoria received from him coherent expression and a formidable
impulse. The tables round this room pay their tribute from English
counties and far-off Dominions to the service which he rendered.

But if I am to dilate upon these pleasures and treasures we shall be here
all night. Let me come to the statesmanship of Kipling, apart from his
literary achievements. Every guide or teacher moves through life
sometimes in harmony with the general need and sometimes in advance of
it or behind it. None can keep step all through the march. Rudyard
Kipling's message was delivered to an awakened British Empire while the
long splendours of gathering strength in the Victorian age prepared us for
Armageddon. Everything that he wrote in his greatest days led up to this
ordeal for which he felt we must morally and psychically prepare
ourselves.

Then, at last, suddenly it clattered down upon us in rending and
resounding detonation, and he posed the supreme question which had
governed his life—

What stands if Freedom fall?
Who dies if England live?

Much that has happened since the War filled him with sorrow. He must
often have had the feeling that his work was done, and that others must
guide the march along paths to which he had no clue. It may be—and we
must all hope it so—that solutions or surrenders, which were to him
abhorrent, may ultimately in God's mercy bring the high causes which he
served to a higher, to a surer, and to a more indestructible fulfilment.



THE LASCAR PEROO

This illustration is from the Outward Bound edition of The Day's Work, and shows the
leading native character in "The Bridge-Builders", a character whose importance is brought
out in Mrs Parry's article on the following pages. It is a good example of Lockwood Kipling's
mode of illustrating his son's works with clay bas-reliefs, photographed.

The passage that it goes with is as follows: —

From his trolley he could hear the whistle of the serang's silver pipe and the
creak and clatter of the pulleys. Peroo was standing on the topmost coping of
the tower, clad in the blue dungaree of his abandoned service, and as
Findlayson motioned to him to be careful, for his was no life to throw away,
he gripped the last pole, and, shading his eyes ship-fashion, answered with the
long-drawn wail of the fo'c'sle look-out: 'Ham dekhta hai ' ('I am looking
out').
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IMPERIALISM IN

' 'THE BRIDGE-BUILDERS' '

METAPHOR OR REALITY?

by ANN PARRY

[This is the first of two articles by the same author, in which are freshly re-examined certain
critical judgments and presumptions that have been stated in the past, about the view of the
British Raj that Kipling may be supposed to have held as a young man. The text to illustrate
the theme is "The Bridge-Builders" (collected in The Day's Work).

Kipling told that extraordinary story at two utterly distinct levels of exposition. The
beginning and end are examples of first-rate factual narrative, about the building of a great
bridge over the Ganges, and its successful survival of a sudden flood. In between, however,
is a long and sharply contrasting passage introducing the ancient gods of India: its tone is
mystical, its allusions oblique, its purport undoubtedly symbolical. Writing it at twenty-six,
relatively fresh from India, Kipling must be presumed to have calculated it with care and to
have meant by it something significant.

Whatever readers of the Christmas 1893 number of the Illustrated London News (in which
it first appeared) made of it—given that they were unlikely to be focussing on the transience
of British rule in India—newcomers to the story will certainly find it easier to follow if the
guidelines suggested by Mrs Parry are borne in mind. Those who are already familiar with
the story, and with some of the critical attention it has received, will see that this commentator
firmly disagrees with some well-established critics.

Mrs Parry, a graduate of Keele, is a senior lecturer in English Literature at North
Staffordshire Polytechnic, where she is also responsible for developing inter-disciplinary
courses in literature and history. She is married to a history lecturer at Keele, and has two
small children.

She first acquired a taste for Kipling through having The Jungle Books read to her in
childhood, and later took to the poetry, and then the stories. Kipling is now a major interest.
A brief book review by her is in this issue, and I hope that other items—apart from the sequel
to the present article—may follow. A stimulus to Mrs Parry's wider researches has been
"annoyance at much critical opinion which over-emphasised Kipling's later work and
misread or distorted the early stories' '.—Ed. )
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The accepted approach now to Kipling is to apologise for his politics, but
to praise him as a master craftsman. In a collection of essays published in
1972, J.I.M. Stewart wrote of his reputation:

We have come to see that Kipling's verse and his politics alike
clouded the issue, and that when we focus upon his real achievement
any question of placing him in a second rank becomes absurd. He is,
quite simply, the first short story writer we have had. 1

The two sides of this critical perspective seem to have had their origin in
Kipling's unsympathetic relations with literary London in the 1890s. He
was variously hailed as a budding genius, a Hooligan, and an evil portent
for literary style.2 The neat separation of form from content in Kipling's
work was then heavily reinforced by Orwell, Edmund Wilson and C. S.
Lewis in the 1940s.3

Orwell's starting point had been:

It's no use pretending that Kipling's view of life, as a whole, can be
accepted or even forgiven by any civilised person.

The condemnation was of all aspects of his work: this "gutter patriot",
who "tended to mix with 'the wrong' people", was "morally insensitive
and aesthetically disgusting' ', so that ' 'even with his best passages one has
the. . . sense of being seduced by something spurious".4

Against this total dismissal stand Edmund Wilson and C. S. Lewis.
Wilson, following Hemingway, distinguishes between the "good" and
the "bad" Kipling, finding that his best work was done when the "big
talk of the work of the world, of the mission to command of the British
. . . [had] largely faded away"; in fact, proportionately as Kipling's
"responses to human beings became duller, his sensitivity to his medium
increased". This was in the later Kipling that "nobody read".5 C. S.
Lewis was more direct, telling his readers that he had never at any time
been able to understand ' 'how a man of taste could doubt that Kipling is a
very great artist". There follows the usual qualification, that in large
doses Kipling's world is a "suffocating monstrosity", but it does not alter
the recognition that ' 'he was a very great writer' ' .6

More recent criticism that is supposed to have rehabilitated Kipling's
reputation has also done so at the expense of making the explicit ideas and
beliefs in his work peripheral to what is deemed to be its essential value.7

Dobrée suggests that "the Empire is, strictly speaking, only an
accident, an expression rather than a necessity' '. It is the mere dress to his
"profound intuition" of "the void which surrounds existence", and
against which he erected a "philosophical apparatus" which finds its
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clearest expression in a "love of action' ' and a "craving to belong' '.
Dobrée's perception of a "metaphysical scepticism"8 in Kipling

receives direct development in Elliot Gilbert's fairly recent extended study
of some of his short stories.9 In Gilbert's view Kipling uses "Imperialism
as Metaphor", through which he perceives life's "absurdity"—for "man
trapped in an indifferent universe". Kipling is shown to be an
existentialist in his response to this state of affairs, and he is most
meaningfully discussed alongside such writers as Camus. Like Camus, he
"believed in the possibility of human response", and he shows us

men who succeed in winning their freedom. . .who through an
intense act of consciousness, acknowledge the reality of the absurd
universe, but recognize further its irrelevance to their own
existence.10

This necessarily brief survey of Kipling criticism makes it clear that any
reader of this author is encouraged to appreciate the artistry of the stories,
and either excuse content in terms of biographical pressure, or justify it in
terms of symbolic value. One is required to separate Kipling the artist
from all the other Kiplings—the political figure, the cultural phenomenon,
the psychological curiosity—who are all, it would seem, ideologically
unacceptable. The early reservations about Kipling's work are
incorporated by contemporary criticism in the stress on the unimportance
of explicit ideas or attitudes. History, the context of the stories, is
dismissed as irrelevant.

In this essay I wish to examine "The Bridge-Builders", a story written
in 1893, set in India, and later published in The Day's Work in 1898.11 I
have chosen this story because in its reception then12 and now it is an
example of the unanimous admission by critics of the unevenness between
form and content in Kipling's writing.

In my reading of the story I do not wish to claim that this is an example
of the "good" Kipling in which unity is redeemed; neither do I wish to
pursue the condemnations of those who abhor his politics. Instead I shall
take as my starting point the admitted contrasts between story elements
and formal characteristics, and concentrate on the meanings that are being
expressed by these disparate relationships.

In the second part of my article [in the next issue] I shall discuss which
imperialist ideologies are being challenged by the dissonances in Kipling's
story, and shall suggest that "The Bridge-Builders" should be seen as one
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of a number of stories that require us to reassess critical assumptions about
him.

The tendency to minimise the importance of story details is seen clearly
in the commentaries by J.M.S. Tompkins and Elliot Gilbert on "The
Bridge-Builders".13 They interpret the story in metaphoric terms, so that
the actual context is subordinated to a larger and, it is deemed, more
profound metaphysical meaning. Tompkins's interpretation of the story
builds upon Dobrée's belief that Kipling had a "profound intuition" of
"the void which surrounds existence".14 "The Bridge-Builders"
becomes for Tompkins a celebration of the healing power of work; work
fulfils man's potentiality to create; in creating he is healed by avoiding the
truth about life, that "It is necessary to man's health in this world that he
should be shortsighted''.15

Gilbert deals with the story at some length in his chapter "Imperialism
as Metaphor' '.16 He concedes ' 'the contrast between the two halves of the
tale' ', but claims that they are incorporated ' 'without destroying the unity
of his work' '. There is for him, as for Tompkins, a coherent and unified
theme to be traced. Unlike Tompkins, however, Gilbert at certain points
in his essay stresses the presence and importance of the real world—"The
Bridge-Builders" is a story of India at "this very special instant of
history". He is at pains to dissociate Kipling from any charge of jingoism,
noting how in the story he "explodes [the] notion" of "any special
competence residing in the English". In spite, however, of these efforts to
contextualise the story Gilbert's position in the end corresponds with what
I have described as the accepted one. The specific and realistic detail is
essentially surface paraphernalia; what is at the heart of the story is
"Findlayson's vision of the universe"; and it "emerges as a far-reaching
philosophy rather than a narrow pragmatism' '.17 The imperial context is
disregarded as we are told that the significance of Findlayson lies in his
level and type of consciousness, which is in the last resort independent of
the world, which it has the power to subordinate:

The position is again the existentialist one. In an empty universe,
Kipling implies here, as he does in many of his stories, man is
nobody's creature and life is precious precisely because every
moment of it is its own excuse for being.l8

While the material world is not explicitly denied, it is being shown to be
meaningless, irrelevant to man's mind, which can rise above it. Gilbert is
asking us to read "The Bridge-Builders" as the idealist's response to the
absurd universe. As such, of course, it can enter the canon of modern
literature.
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I have dwelt at some length on Gilbert's reading of the story because it
is an example of the kind of interpretative criticism that makes play of
emphasising contextuality only in the end to judge it irrelevant,
subordinate to "far-reaching philosophy". Ultimately, as the title tells us,
imperialism is a "metaphor", for a peroration on consciousness and the
transcendent power of the mind. An alternative reading of this story
emerges if we ignore Tompkins's assertion that "No man was less of a
materialist than Kipling' '.

The opening of "The Bridge-Builders" is laden with realistic details; a
great deal of information is given about the minutiae of the construction
site. The progression of the narrative dictates however that this world
confronts an opposite one: a world of vision induced by opium, where the
native gods, in the form of beasts, discuss the condition of religious faith
under the impact of the "things that the bridge-builders have done".19

Realism and fabulism confront each other in story type; in cultural terms
west confronts east; and on another level ancient India confronts the
impact of a new consciousness created by trains and bridges.

The desire, perhaps, to discover unity in the text has led the critics who
have commented on this story to speak of "the real world blend[ing]
imperceptibly into the world of the supernatural".20 Narrative detail, I
would suggest, does not support this reading; rather, it indicates a violent
contrast between the two worlds. Findlayson, on the bridge site the most
calculating of men, once under the influence of opium is transformed: it is
his reckless and uncontrolled action that thrusts himself and Peroo into the
situation in which they may overhear the conclave of the gods.

Further, the difference and distance between the world of bridges and
that of the gods is stressed by the passage from the one to the other being
violent: it is the uncontrollable rush of the Ganges in flood that flings them
from one to the other. If there is a smooth transition from realism to fable
it has within it dissonant elements that suggest that Empire and technology
are separate from, and alien to, ancient India.

There is another equally significant contrast, as the reader is propelled
from one world to another: the roles and primacy of the characters in the
story are reversed. Tompkins and Gilbert in pursuit of the higher
consciousness make it clear that for them it is Findlayson who achieves it:
Peroo, the native, is barely mentioned. Again, reference to detail draws
attention to emphases that would conflict with this reading.

While on the island it is Peroo who is alert to all around him,
Findlayson is glazed and semi-conscious. Peroo at the end is able to say,
"Now I am wise", whereas Findlayson can only observe that

''It seemed that the island was full of beasts and men talking, but I do
not remember."21
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In other words the vision, which is of the future of India, is given to the
native. This promotion of a minor character to a major role advances the
Indian at the expense of the Imperialist, and within the reversal there is
surely an implicit comment on the future of the Raj. It may be providing
the means of transition from one world to another, but the outcome will
belong to the Indian, who is "wise" to what is going on.

These shifting configurations of narrative type and character focus can
be related to the presentation in the story of the bridge and its builders. In
the first pages the title refers literally to Findlayson and Hitchcock; later
it is given a more general meaning, the gods using it to refer to the
Imperialists—"the men from across the water'' .22

With this link established, it is interesting to note the contrasting effect
of the bridge on first the Empire, then India, and finally its builders. As
soon as the bridge has been ceremonially opened the first use to which it
will be put is to transport soldiers. It has been conceived as part of the
infrastructure for Imperial control: it is there to aid the maintenance of law
and order, and if necessary extend it. However, as an object in the Indian
landscape it is "raw and ugly as original sin, but pukka—permanent" .23

The relationship of the bridge to India, it seems, is like the relationship of
original sin to man: the bridge becomes an ineradicable part of the nature
of India, determining her fate.

The gap between the use of the bridge for the Raj and the impact of it on
India is a difference between short and long term effects: its practicality
for the Empire is exceeded by the determining outcome it has for India.

In comparing the effect of the bridge on its builders, narrative details
again point to oppositions. His work on the bridge has bred in Findlayson
a double and conflicting illusion—in one sense he conceives of himself as
god-like. He

looked back on the humming village of five thousand workmen;
upstream and down, along the vista of spurs and sand; across the
river to the far piers, lessening in the haze; overhead to the guard-
towers—and only he knew how strong those were—and with a sigh of
contentment saw that his work was good.24

The parallel with Genesis is quite explicit—as God looked with
satisfaction on the seventh day at His work of creation, so Findlayson
surveys the site and the bridge and sees himself as its source and origin.
As God kept knowledge unto Himself, so only Findlayson knows the real
offensive and defensive strength of the bridge.

This vision of the bridge as the powerful creation of Findlayson the
representative of Empire is undercut by the details in the narrative that
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show us that the story of its creation includes Indian bureaucratic
incompetence and the inability of the British administration to perceive its
own best interests.

Moreover, contrasting and conflicting with Findlayson's god-like image
of himself as a creator is his loss of identity and selfhood in his creation.
His own qualities and abilities, the potentialities of his labour, no longer
belong to him, they inhere in the object he has produced—

his own kind would judge him by his bridge, as that stood or fell. . .
those eighty foot piers . . . carried his reputation.25

Findlayson on the one hand is unable to see the bridge as a product of
human labour, but on the other hand he conceives it as a commodity with
which he will purchase the adulation of his peers. The contradictions that
are involved in his relationship to his labour culminate in his inability to
see beyond the bridge to its meaning in relation to India: this emerges in
his lack of response to the convention of the gods—which he cannot
remember.26

The nullity of Findlayson's response stands in contrast to that of Peroo,
who receives and understands the indication he is given, of what is
happening to India. At the outset Peroo believes in the gods—there is, he
claims, no alternative in India—

"London is London . . . Also Mother Gunga is Mother Gunga, and
when I come back to her banks I know this and worship. ' '27

The emphasis is on the difference between the cultures, and therefore their
discontinuity, which undermines the practicability of Imperial notions of
the transference of British cultural institutions. Peroo, it seems, however,
has become suspicious of the gurus of his native faith, and would like to
put them to the test to see if they can ' ' stop a monsoon' ' ; but on the whole
Peroo is faithful—" 'if you carried off his guru he'd leave us like a
shot' ' '. Peroo recognises that the bridge and its builders are a challenge
to the gods—the material benefits of Imperialism threaten belief—but he
is confident that "when she [Mother Gunga] talks I know whose voice
will be the loudest' ' .28 When technology has done its work the gods of the
earth, of the natural forces, will not be conquered. He is wrong, and in
discovering the difference between what he thought would be the case and
what will be, he has insight into the fate of India.

The procession of the gods that passes before the eyes of the two men
asserts their continuing power over the Hindu masses: " 'for when the
words are said, and the new talk is ended, to Shiv men return at the
last' " ; or " 'each bridge leads surely to Us in the end' ' ' .29 Implicit in
these statements is the notion that the Raj is merely a bubble on the ancient
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surface of India, and there will always be a return to things as they are:
Imperialism will be a route back to the old gods.

Significantly it is Krishna, god in a human not a symbolic form, who
throws the Indian and Imperial perspective into disarray. The power
claimed by the gods for natural disaster over mere technological feats is
immediately contradicted by Krishna—"when all is done, what profit?
Tomorrow sees them [the bridge-builders] at work".30 The means are
always at hand for bridges to be rebuilt: technology will not go away.

But is this the good news that it might seem to be for the Empire? It
seems that the important effect of technology has been on the
consciousness of the people—

"They do not think of the Heavenly Ones . . . They think of the fire-
carriage and the other things that the bridge-builders have done. ' '31

The effect on religion, of the people becoming preoccupied with these
material phenomena, will be terminal: altars will be forgotten. The
process, which has already started, will be irreversible—"It is too late
now"32 for religion to be revived. However, in this explicit statement
about the future of religious faith, there is also implied a comment on the
position of the Raj. If we concentrate not on what is happening to religion,
but on how it has happened, it seems that the people have separated the
achievements of the Empire from the men of the Empire. It is not the case
that the Imperialists have taken the place of the gods, but that the minds of
the people have been filled with "things"—they have become
materialised. Remembering the equation of the bridge with original sin,
again the emphasis is upon the ineradicable effect of technological change.

Several attempts are made by the gods to refute Krishna, and to argue
that things will be as they always have been. Hanuman, in particular,
claims that they will twist all of the Imperial gods, including fire-carriages
and bridges, to their own purposes. This assertion elicits from Krishna the
following:

"Their Gods! This is no question of their Gods—one or three—man
or woman. The matter is with the people. They move, and not the
Gods of the bridge-builders. "33

In India, it would seem, history has already overtaken native religious
faith and Imperialism. The people move now in the irreversible
momentum of "the things that the bridge-builders have done". The
technology itself is the momentum, and it is the people who feel it. In the
explicit emphasis on the anachronism of religion is the implicit prediction
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of the short-term future of the Raj in the face of the movement of the
people.

As I shall show in my next article, such a prophecy stands in direct
opposition to Britain's imperial policy in the last quarter of the nineteenth
century. In this policy, India had become much more important to the
Empire, which was confronting new European, and even American,
competitors.

In response to Krishna's declaration of doom for the gods, Indra
reasserts the old riddle:

"When Brahm ceases to dream, the Heavens and the Hells and Earth
disappear. Be content. Brahm dreams still."34

However, he cannot ignore Krishna's warning, and accuses him of being
too involved with human affairs and losing sight of heavenly truths; but
this reprimand is preceded by a qualification on Brahm's creative will,
and is undercut by the qualification, for now

' 'The dreams come and go, and the nature of the dreams changes, but
still Brahm dreams. "35

An admission, surely, that the creative spirit has become tenuous and is
being transfigured. Krishna is unmoved, and states his position again,
simply and with no qualification:

"It is but a little time to wait, and ye shall know if I lie."36

The story does not end here—as most of the critics lead us to believe by
not commenting on what follows.

Gilbert maintains that Findlayson's lack of response to the conclave of
the gods merely shows the strength and superiority of his mode of
consciousness—its commitment to reality, to his bridge as a symbol of
"the central creative act of life".37 Findlayson shows us that the
" 'unreality' of the Indian deities" cannot survive his "return of
consciousness".38

Omitted from this reading, however, is Peroo's response, which is
crucial because it is a vindication, on the individual level, of the truth of
Krishna's prophecy—that the consciousness of the people of India is
changing. Peroo re-evaluates his total life-experience in the light of the
disclosures he has derived from listening to the gods. He understands
suddenly that his life has not been in the pay of the gods, but of "the
Kumpani's big boat' ' .39

Moreover, in these last pages the inclusion of the response of both men
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necessitates their comparison. Findlayson is concerned with the short
term—"wondering what news might be of the bridge". Peroo is
concerned with the larger implications—the effect on men when "the
Gods go".

Further, the rescue of Findlayson and Peroo contains some interesting
details that can be related to the implicit discoveries of this story. It is the
Rao of Baraon who owns the steam-launch that saves them—though Peroo
had often reflected on the need for one on the bridge-site. It is Peroo who
can handle the boat, and who expertly returns it to the shore. Finally, we
have the Rao's unwilling attendance at the sanctification of "some new
idol. . . They are dam-bore, these religious ceremonies. . .".40

All of these seemingly unimportant details confirm Krishna's prophecy,
that "They [the people] move". India—it is implicit in this story—is
becoming a nation, shedding its ancient past; and in doing so is
accommodating itself to the technology introduced by the Imperialists;
and all of these factors are undermining the Raj.

Far from being a story about "Imperialism as Metaphor", it is one
which allows us to see some of the real problems that were raised by the
British position in India. It is to these, seen in relation to late Victorian
ideas about Empire, that I shall turn in my next article.
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THE MANUSCRIPT OF

"THE ENGLISH FLAG"

by K. M. WILSON

[Dr Keith Wilson has since 1970 been a lecturer in Modern History at the University of
Leeds. His recent research and writing, mainly on aspects of British foreign policy in the late
19th and early 20th centuries, culminated in the publication of The Policy of the Entente
(Cambridge University Press, 1985), on which he is to be congratulated.

It was in the course of preparatory work for that book, exploring connections between the
Foreign Office and the press, and public opinion in general, that he discovered what turned
out to be the archive of the Morning Post (the newspaper that was taken over by the Daily
Telegraph in 1937: it had been a favourite paper of Kipling's, and he had had close
connections with its management). In that archive was an unexpected find—the manuscript
of ''The English Flag".

That poem, a very fine specimen of the English patriotic genre, dates from 1891, when it
was published in the National Observer and the St. James's Gazette and in the famous
anthology of poetry entitled Lyra Heroica which was compiled by W. E. Henley (who also
edited the National Observer). In 1892 Kipling included it in Barrack-Room Ballads and
Other Verses. What was presumably the original—or at least an early—manuscript of the
same poem was reproduced by the Morning Post in 1899, as Dr Wilson recounts.

Though I have been obliged by considerations of space both to reduce by some 10% the
size of the copy of the manuscript that Dr Wilson sent me, and to cut it into five slices to
facilitate its convenient reproduction on five pages of this magazine, it loses little thereby, and
nothing of real substance bearing on the text of the poem, which is the important thing.— Ed.]

"The English Flag" (1891) is the only poem of his, the making of which
Kipling mentions in his autobiographical work, Something of Myself
[chapter IV], from which it emerges that its best known line

And what should they know of England who only England know?

was a parental contribution.
In the same work [chapter III] Kipling refers to the occasion when he fell

sick in New York. The time was the end of February 1899. The sickness
was pneumonia, of which his daughter Josephine, aged six, died on 6
March. Kipling, then aged thirty-three, was near death for over a week,
and his condition and his current status as a writer were subjects of much
interest in the British press.
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The Times devoted a whole leader to him on 4 March. This credited him
with having, by virtue of his discovery of India as a field of poetry and
romance,

enabled the West to understand the East as was never before possible;

with helping

half to create, half to popularise, a type of our soldier such as we did
not before know;

and with having of late

done more than diplomacy and treaties, arbitration and speech-
making to convince two nations [England and the United States]
sprung from the same stock that they are still in many ways one.

As "a patriot poet' ', as one ' 'who strikes the heroic note in literature' ', he
had "sung the pride of Empire, none better". He had also "preached its
obligations"—

He has not hesitated to proclaim the right of the capable to rule the
weak. But he has inculcated, in ways which men of the world
understand, duty, obedience, resignation, and self-denial, as if they
were the corner-stones of Empire.

It was because he had dwelt on "the manly virtues of life" that affection
and solicitude for his recovery had gone out to him.

The Times's Berlin correspondent took direct issue with the German
press, and indirect issue with Kaiser Wilhelm II, who in a telegram to
Kipling's American wife had used the phrase, "our great common race",
to retrieve Kipling for the English—pointing out that "the Tyrtaeus of the
British Empire" and the author of "The English Flag" was neither
American nor German.

The Morning Post, which on 28 February had printed a facsimile of
Kipling's phrase, "but—the shadows come & go", on 1 March paid its
own tribute by printing, centre-page across three columns, a facsimile of
the manuscript of "The English Flag".

This was done with the permission of Methuen & Co, who may have
supplied the manuscript. Whether they did or not, it was retained by
Oliver Borthwick, the son of the owner of the Morning Post, Lord
Glenesk, and something of a collector of autographs. On his death in 1905
the envelope containing this manuscript, together with another containing
the originals of poems by W. E. Henley and Harold Begbie, of a story by
J. M. Barrie, and parts of the original manuscripts of R. L. Stevenson's
"The Cruise of the Casco" and Thomas Hardy's Tess of the
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D'Urbervilles, passed to his sister Lilias, Lady Bathurst, who inherited the
newspaper on the death of their father in 1908. These manuscripts now
comprise a part of the Glenesk-Bathurst MSS, on loan to the Brotherton
Library, Leeds University.

The present publication marks the rediscovery of the manuscript of
"The English Flag". It also remedies the Morning Post's omission from
its publication of the word "The" at the beginning of the fourteenth
quatrain.

[Anyone unfamiliar with "The English Flag" and with Kipling's handwriting may find parts
of this manuscript hard to decypher. A printed text (including the slight subsequent variants,
and based on the version in the Definitive Edition of verse) is therefore provided below, for
reference.—Ed.)

Winds of the World, give answer! They are whimpering to and fro—
And what should they know of England who only England know?—
The poor little street-bred people that vapour and fume and brag,
They are lifting their heads in the stillness to yelp at the English Flag!

Must we borrow a clout from the Boer—to plaster anew with dirt?
An Irish liar's bandage, or an English coward's shirt?
We may not speak of England; her Flag's to sell or share.
What is the Flag of England? Winds of the World, declare!

The North Wind blew: — ''From Bergen my steel-shod vanguards go;
I chase your lazy whalers home from the Disko floe.
By the great North Lights above me I work the will of God,
And the liner splits on the ice-field or the Dogger fills with cod.

I barred my gates with iron, I shuttered my doors with flame,
Because to force my ramparts your nutshell navies came.
I took the sun from their presence, I cut them down with my blast,
And they died, but the Flag of England blew free ere the spirit passed.

The lean white bear hath seen it in the long, long Arctic nights,
The musk-ox knows the standard that flouts the Northern Lights:
What is the Flag of England? Ye have but my bergs to dare,
Ye have but my drifts to conquer. Go forth, for it is there!''

The South Wind sighed:— "From the Virgins my mid-sea course was ta'en
Over a thousand islands lost in an idle main,
Where the sea-egg flames on the coral and the long-backed breakers croon
Their endless ocean legends to the lazy, locked lagoon.

Strayed amid lonely islets, mazed amid outer keys,
I waked the palms to laughter—I tossed the scud in the breeze.
Never was isle so little, never was sea so lone,
But over the scud and the palm-trees an English flag was flown.
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I have wrenched it free from the halliards to hang for a wisp on the Horn;
I have chased it north to the Lizard—ribboned and rolled and torn;
I have spread its folds o'er the dying, adrift in a hopeless sea;
I have hurled it swift on the slaver, and seen the slave set free.

My basking sunfish know it, and wheeling albatross,
Where the lone wave fills with fire beneath the Southern Cross.
What is the Flag of England? Ye have but my reefs to dare,
Ye have but my seas to furrow. Go forth, for it is there! ' '

The East Wind roared:—"From the Kuriles, the Bitter Seas, I come,
And me men call the Home-Wind, for I bring the English home.
Look—look well to your shipping! By the breath of my mad typhoon
I swept your close-packed Praya and beached your best at Kowloon!

The reeling junks behind me and the racing seas before,
I raped your richest roadstead—I plundered Singapore!
I set my hand on the Hoogli; as a hooded snake she rose;
And I flung your stoutest steamers to roost with the startled crows.

Never the lotos closes, never the wild-fowl wake,
But a soul goes out on the East Wind that died for England's sake—
Man or woman or suckling, mother or bride or maid—
Because on the bones of the English the English Flag is stayed.

The desert-dust hath dimmed it, the flying wild-ass knows,
The scared white leopard winds it across the taintless snows.
What is the Flag of England? Ye have but my sun to dare,
Ye have but my sands to travel. Go forth, for it is there! ''

The West Wind called:—"In squadrons the thoughtless galleons fly
That bear the wheat and cattle lest street-bred people die.
They make my might their porter, they make my house their path,
Till I loose my neck from their rudder and whelm them all in my wrath.

I draw the gliding fog-bank as a snake is drawn from the hole.
They bellow one to the other, the frighted ship-bells toll;
For day is a drifting terror till I raise the shroud with my breath,
And they see strange bows above them and the two go locked to death.

But whether in calm or wrack-wreath, whether by dark or day,
I heave them whole to the conger or rip their plates away,
First of the scattered legions, under a shrieking sky,
Dipping between the rollers, the English Flag goes by.

The dead dumb fog hath wrapped it—the frozen dews have kissed—
The naked stars have seen it, a fellow-star in the mist.
What is the Flag of England? Ye have but my breath to dare,
Ye have but my waves to conquer. Go forth, for it is there! ' '



THE MS. OF "THE ENGLISH FLAG"

Continued on pages 28—31. See article and text on pages 23—26.









See article and text on pages 23—26, and caption on page 2 7.


