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SECRETARY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS
SOME FORTHCOMING EVENTS: SEE ALSO THE
'SOCIETY NOTICES' ON PAGES 31 TO 32

Wednesday 11 February 1998 at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the
Royal Over-Seas League, Park Place, off St James's
Street, London SW1, Professor Hugh Brogan
(Professor of History, University of Essex) on "The
Great War and Rudyard Kipling".
Wednesday 15 April at 5.30 for 6 p.m. at the Royal OverSeas League, Elizabeth Lowry on "Stage Irish?
Mulvaney's dialect in Kipling's soldier tales".
Wednesday 6 May at 12.30 for 1 p.m. at the Royal OverSeas League, the Society's Annual Luncheon. The
Guest of Honour will be Sir George Engle, K.C.B.,
Q.C. Members in the U.K. will receive an application
form for tickets with this issue of the Journal.
Wednesday 15 July at 4 p.m. at the Royal Over-Seas
League, the Society's Annual General Meeting, and
Tea. This will be followed by a presentation, "My
Friend Rudyard", by Richard Leech.
Meetings at the Royal Over-Seas League have also been
arranged for Wednesday 16 September and
Wednesday 11 November.
Details of speakers to be announced.
November
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A NOTE ON THE ILLUSTRATION AT PAGE 6
This is a drawing by a fourteen-year-old Russian girl, Svetlana Kof. Like the
frontispieces to our issues of September 1996 and March 1997 (where full attribution was
given), it comes from a slim selection of Kipling's verse translated into Russian by K.
Filatov and illustrated by Miss Kof, published in Barnaul, Russia, in 1994.
This picture accompanies Kipling's poem, "A Song in Storm: 1914-18", of which the
refrain is much quoted: "How in all time of our distress, / And our deliverance too, / The
game is more than the player of the game, / And the ship is more than the crew." The
helmsman here may be intendedly female, and if so that is, of course, not incompatible
with the moral of Kipling's theme: his or her serene demeanour may be taken as
indicating a state of mind "well assured" enough to "welcome Fate's discourtesy" – one
of several striking phrases in these verses. Of equal interest is the depiction of several
diabolical shapes, which undoubtedly reflect Kipling's mention in the poem of "Devils"
that have to be faced – and outfaced.
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EDITORIAL
THE VERMONT YEARS

Kipling's four years at Brattleboro, Vermont, from 1892 to 1896, were
quite unlike any other period in his life and, in retrospect, are fraught
with ironies.
He loved the place, and took immense pleasure in the design and
construction of his very singular house, Naulakha; his creative talent
was at a high pitch, enabling him to produce during those years some
of his best writing, including The Jungle Books, Captains Courageous
and The Seven Seas; and he revelled in an extremely happy atmosphere
of family life with his wife and their two infant daughters. Yet it all
ended in a bitter and thoroughly unseemly wrangle with his brother-inlaw, Beatty Balestier, in circumstances of miserable public humiliation
laced with courtroom farce, culminating in an abject retreat to England.
He never saw Naulakha again.
The tale has been often told, but a new book for the general reader
tells it particularly well. This is Rudyard Kipling in Vermont by Stuart
Murray, published by Images from the Past, Inc., Bennington, Vermont
05201, at US$29 (or in paperback, $18.95), x + 198 pages, lavishly
illustrated. It is a thorough and balanced account, and it brings out
effectively various key factors in the whole wretched episode. These
included Beatty's chronic drunkenness and irresponsible lack of
financial integrity, Carrie Kipling's woefully bossy tendency to try to
'manage' her difficult brother, and Rudyard's personal vulnerability as a
vocally patriotic Englishman resident in the States during what seemed
like a very real prospect of war owing to the Venezuela boundary crisis.
The complexity of the characters in the domestic drama is well
brought out. Beatty was not a mere boor but had an intellectual side;
while Rudyard's strident Britishness was mitigated, if not confused, by
a passionate attachment to his American home; and Carrie's undoubted
capabilities were offset by a tendency to adopt locally provocative airs
and graces. The whole story contains elements of tragedy, and this
book, which sets the Vermont years in the context of Kipling's overall
career, describes them very readably and fairly.

THE IDEA OF SACRIFICE

Another new book, which reaches me as we go to press, is The Day's
Work: Kipling and the Idea of Sacrifice by John Coates (Fairleigh
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Dickinson University Press/Associated University Presses, 1997; 136
pages, hardback, £24.50). From a brief scrutiny I can see it is a valuable
piece of perceptive literary criticism – which is no surprise since Dr
Coates, an occasional contributor to the Journal for many years, can
always be relied on to produce persuasive insights into the various
philosophical motifs to be found in Kipling's work. A fuller notice will
be in our next issue.

THE ROYAL OVER-SEAS LEAGUE

We now regularly hold our London meetings in the Royal Over-Seas
League club house, and are grateful for the arrangement that lets us do
so. I am now authorised by the League's Director-General, Mr Robert
Newell, to say that members of the Kipling Society attending any of
our scheduled evening meetings at the League will be welcome to dine
there afterwards. Also – and this privilege could well interest some who
live at a distance from London – they may like to book accommodation
at the club for the evening in question, and stay overnight.

THE FUTURE OF THE KIPLING JOURNAL

My last two Editorials have dealt with this at some length. Faced by the
worrying fact that to print and distribute the Journal was costing more
than the Society could prudently afford, Council decided to appeal to
members, in hopes of raising some supplementary funds. The response
to the appeal, though relatively narrowly based, has been
encouragingly generous; the infusion of additional money not only
buys us a little time, but confirms that we should aim to maintain the
size and frequency (and of course the quality) of the Journal for as long
as possible. Meanwhile, the appeal remains open, and any further
donations, by cheque payable to the Kipling Society, will be most
gratefully received. In the longer term of course, if we can attract
enough new members, our financial position will become secure.

1914: THE RUSH TO ENLIST

I did not get to see the new play about Kipling, My Boy Jack, during its
recent short run at London's Hampstead Theatre, and, judging from the
comments on it assembled at pages 37-44, I missed something of real
interest. But I am obliged to Sir George Engle for showing me a review
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in the Guardian, in which the reviewer seems to be unaware of the
exalted mood that suddenly gripped the British people during the early
days of the 1914-18 War. According to the review, "any sensible parent
would be trying to prevent their child from joining up" (whereas
Kipling actually helped his son John to do so); while John himself is
keen to enlist, "only because... he wants to get away from the
suffocating clutch of parental love..."
This is highly unconvincing, not least because it ignores the extraordinary surge of patriotic feeling that swept the country in August
1914 and lasted well into 1915. By 1916 it had turned into embittered
disillusion, for very good reasons, but in the opening months of the war
there was a spirit of idealism which it is mistaken to belittle.
In practical terms, it led to a remarkable rush to the colours:
voluntary enlistments for the Regular Army and Territorials numbered
299,000 in August 1914, 463,000 in September, and another 425,000
by Christmas. In emotional terms this impulse was echoed by the poets
of the day.
Rupert Brooke reflected the mood with his "Now, God be thanked
Who has matched us with His hour,/And caught our youth, and
wakened us from sleeping." So did Thomas Hardy, on 5 September
1914 in "Men who march away":- "Press we to the field ungrieving,/In
our heart of hearts believing/Victory crowns the Just." So did Julian
Grenfell, writing from the Western front in April 1915 in that fine lyric,
"Into Battle":- "And life is colour and warmth and light,/And a striving
evermore for these;/And he is dead who will not fight;/And who dies
fighting has increase." As for Kipling, on 2 September 1914 in "For All
We Have and Are" he had asked rhetorically, "What stands if Freedom
fall?/ Who dies if England live?"
John Kipling was to die in 1915 (as were Rupert Brooke and Julian
Grenfell), and the horrific mass slaughter of 1914-18 would call in
question the outdated patriotism in which he and his generation were
nurtured; but it ill becomes anyone today to trivialise John's
determination to play his part as soon as war broke out.
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KIPLING IN BERMUDA, 1930
by THOMAS PINNEY
[At pages 21-36 of our issue of March 1996 we published an excellent article, "Kipling
and Bermuda", being the text of a lecture delivered to the Society in 1995 by Mrs Eileen
Stamers-Smith. She had drawn on her personal knowledge of Bermuda, and family
connections with the island, to cast light on Kipling's visits there in 1894 and 1930, and
in particular to reveal some of the places and people that had provided him with the
inspiration he required to write what he wrote relating to Bermuda – notably "A Naval
Mutiny" (Limits and Renewals), "A Sea Dog" (Thy Servant a Dog, and Other Dog
Stories), the poem "The Coiner", and a letter of 1898 to the Spectator about the origins
of The Tempest.
One reader who found Mrs Stamers-Smith's article very rewarding, especially as he
was himself in Bermuda soon afterwards, was Professor Thomas Pinney – who is well
known to us as one of our most eminent members and a frequent contributor to the
Kipling Journal. Tom Pinney is of course the editor of The Letters of Rudyard Kipling
(of which three volumes have so far appeared, bringing the coverage up to 1910). In
consequence he has unique access to the great corpus of Kipling's surviving
correspondence; and he now had the idea of looking ahead to the letters of 1930, to see
what hitherto unpublished material there might be regarding the time spent in Bermuda.
What he found provided a major element in the following fascinating article, which I
know our members will read with the greatest interest. – Ed.]

By a happy accident I found myself in Bermuda not long after reading
Mrs Stamers-Smith's interesting and informative "Kipling and
Bermuda" [March 1996]. Mrs Stamers-Smith gave us an authoritative
account of the relation between Kipling's observations in Bermuda and
the stories and poems associated with that experience. Since I already
had a number of the letters that Kipling wrote while he was in
Bermuda, and since I now had a chance to consult some sources in
Bermuda itself, I decided to try to supplement Mrs Stamers-Smith's
article by a detailed account of Kipling's stay in Bermuda, or, more
strictly, of his second stay in Bermuda (the first, in 1894, is only
sketchily documented).
The episode is not of major importance in Kipling's life, but it has a
special interest because it shows how he responded to extremely
distressing conditions. And, like many episodes in Kipling's later life,
it has not been very attentively described. Charles Carrington's version
[Rudyard Kipling, Macmillan, 1955, page 500] is summary and
inexact. So is Lord Birkenhead's [Rudyard Kipling, Weidenfeld &
Nicolson, 1978, page 338].1 Angus Wilson's is still more
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unsatisfactory: he refers only to "holidaying in Jamaica in 1930" and
fails even to mention Bermuda [The Strange Ride of Rudyard Kipling,
Secker & Warburg, 1977, page 319]. Such cursory treatment is
understandable on the part of biographers who must cover an entire
busy life; but a detailed look at these weeks of Kipling's life suggests
how interesting the parts that get left out of the narrative can be.

The trip to Bermuda was to have been a brief coda to a Jamaican trip,
which began when they sailed from Avonmouth on the SS Coronado
on 6 February 1930.2 They remained in Jamaica until 12 March and
arrived in Bermuda on 18 March, with their return passage already
booked on the SS Oropesa, sailing from Bermuda on 22 March. Thus
the plan was to have spent only about four days in Bermuda. But those
four days stretched out to almost two and a half months.
On 1 March Carrie Kipling had fallen seriously ill at their hotel in
Port Antonio, Jamaica, with what Kipling called "enteritis" – severe
abdominal pain, fever, loss of appetite. Kipling, with the advice of the
chief medical officer of the United Fruit Company, cared for his wife
from the beginning of her illness. She did not get better under his
anxious nursing, but they so feared the prospect of her going into
hospital in Jamaica that they determined to continue their journey
despite all the risks. The Governor put his private railway coach at their
disposal; the RMS Lady Rodney, Canadian National Lines, under
Captain Reith, was diverted from its usual pier in Kingston so that Mrs
Kipling could be brought directly alongside the ship by rail; and so, on
the night of 12 March she was "taken aboard in a carrying chair" [letter
to Elsie Bambridge, 13 March 1930].
The ship's doctor then declared his conviction that she was suffering
from appendicitis, that she should be sent to the hospital and operated
on, and that he, the doctor, would not be responsible if she persisted in
making the journey. Kipling, who was certain that his wife would "go
off her head and die" [letter, 18-19 March] if she were taken off the
ship, appealed to Captain Reith, who suggested that they find a doctor
among the passengers and ask his opinion. At that moment Dr J.G.
MacDougall, a distinguished surgeon from Halifax, Nova Scotia, and a
passenger on the Lady Rodney, came forward and announced that he
would undertake to see her through to Bermuda. The ship's doctor ("a
muzzy sort of brute") thereupon withdrew his opposition.
MacDougall carefully attended to Mrs Kipling during the five days
of the voyage, which included a brief stop at the Bahamas, and
continued to assure Kipling that she was "safe". On a rough night,

14

KIPLING JOURNAL

December 1997

when things were at their worst with Mrs Kipling, Captain Reith
slowed the ship to make it easier for her; the abscess broke, and the
worst of the crisis was over. She was, however, still gravely ill.

That was the state of things when the Lady Rodney docked at Hamilton,
Bermuda, on the morning of 18 March. Mrs Kipling was taken off the
ship on a stretcher, put into an ambulance – "the only motor on the
island" [18 March 1930] – and driven to King Edward VII Memorial
Hospital, the only hospital on the island then and now, just a bit to the
east and south of Hamilton. Here she was taken over by Dr
Wainwright,3 the leading surgeon of Bermuda, who, in consultation
with Dr MacDougall, agreed that there was no need to operate. And so
it proved.
When Carrie Kipling had been thus safely secured in the hospital,
Kipling went to the Hotel Bermudiana, a large new hotel on an elevated
site just a few yards west of Front Street, overlooking Hamilton
harbour and surrounded by spacious gardens. It was, he wrote, a
"super-luxurious caravanserai of millionaires" where the food and
service were "perfect" [18 – 19 March]. He would remain there until 16
April, almost a full month. Now began a routine of daily visits to the
hospital, morning and afternoon, of two to three hours each.
The hospital lay about a mile and a half from the hotel, by a route that
would have taken Kipling along the whole length of Front Street and
the harbour, and then south into Paget Parish, on Point Finger Road.
When the weather was good, as it mostly was, he walked; when it was
not, he took one of the island's horse-drawn cabs. In the intervals of his
hospital visits, he occupied himself with shopping to find things to
interest and amuse his wife, and with sending insistent cables in search
of passage out of the island. There was no direct passage available from
Bermuda to England, but he would not go to the United States; he could
not know when his wife might at last be fit to travel; and he did not
have good information about schedules and routes. So the business of
making travel arrangements became a kind of game rather than a
practical activity.

He quickly discovered that the tourist traffic in Bermuda – it was then
the height of the 'season' – was dominated by Americans. They were
triply objectionable: their voices were intolerably loud and harsh; they
were shameless in invading his privacy – knocking on his door,
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waylaying him at the entrance to the hotel for an autograph or with
books to be signed, pursuing him in the quiet gardens of the hotel with
cameras4; and they were drunken. This was still the era of Prohibition;
and thirsty Americans could, by sailing to Bermuda, drink steadily on
the voyage out, drink steadily while on shore in Bermuda, and drink
steadily on the return voyage. Thousands of them did so.5 Kipling's
letters from Bermuda, apart from their obsessive concern with the
details of Carrie's illness and recovery, have as their main motif the
disgusting behaviour of the Americans – "that thrice-damned people",
as he put it in one of his more temperate remarks on the subject
[19 March].
Bermuda was quietly proud of the distinguished visitor in its midst,
and much more discreet in its attentions than the importunate
Americans. The daily paper, the Royal Gazette, reported on 18 March
that Kipling was expected to arrive that day. On 20 March it noted that
Mrs Kipling had been taken from the ship to the hospital on arrival, but
added: "Fortunately the illness is not considered serious but it is thought
advisable to detain the patient for observation." The next day, 21 March,
the paper reported without comment that Mr and Mrs Kipling had
arrived in Bermuda – and so confirmed what it had already printed. It
might have added, but did not, that they were accompanied by Lady
Helen Hardinge, daughter of Lord Edward Cecil and of Kipling's
neighbour, the former Lady Cecil, now the widow of Lord Milner.
Helen, the daughter, had in 1921 married Alexander Hardinge, 2nd
Baron Hardinge, and was by now the mother of three children. For
reasons not known to me, she accompanied the Kiplings on their tour
this spring, an arrangement that proved not to be a success. She was,
according to Kipling's remarks in his letters, unsympathetic, unhelpful
and given to mocking the people to whom she was obliged – "she has",
he told Elsie Bambridge, "a gizzard instead of a heart" [24 March
1930]. He was unreservedly glad to see her leave Bermuda for England
on 22 March, four days after their arrival together, on the ship that the
Kiplings had expected to take. She thus missed the opportunity to see
and make fun of the poem that appeared in the Royal Gazette on
24 March welcoming Kipling to Bermuda, a brief monologue in the
local Black dialect, called "Rastus an Kiplin".6

Now that his wife was out of immediate danger, and he was no longer
burdened with Lady Hardinge's company, Kipling thought of taking up
his work again. He had been at work on "The Great Play Hunt" [Thy
Servant a Dog] since the voyage began in early February [Mrs
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Kipling's diary, 6 February]; now, on 22 March, he wrote to Dr
MacDougall that "I have laid out for myself a schema of work (which
I shall not adhere to, I expect) during the next few weeks and, in selfdefence against monotony, I am clearing up all my budget" [22 March].
However, the work of lifting his wife's frequently-depressed spirits
tired him; the antics of the Americans, who made the hotel a "howling
caravanserai of rich drunks" [22 March], drove him more and more to
the refuge of his room on an upper floor; the consequent loneliness
depressed his own spirits; and so it is not likely that much work was in
fact done in these early days of Kipling's stay.

In a letter to Elsie Bambridge on 22 March, Kipling described his
wife's illness in the following terms (I do not vouch for their clinical
accuracy):
It was appendicitis – abcyss [sic] on some portion of it which, by
miraculous good luck was walled off from discharging where it
should not and so discharged into the bowel and the poison has
been carried off by evacuation for the whole of a week – or more.
In the hospital Mrs Kipling was attended by a day nurse and a night
nurse, and lay embowered in a profusion of flowers sent by
sympathetic Bermudians – so many flowers that her room could not
contain them. She could take only "slops" as food, and was required to
drink large quantities of "aperient" medicines to flush out her system.
This regimen succeeded so well that, though still weak and nervous,
she was released from the hospital on 29 March, after a stay of ten
days, and was brought over to the Bermudiana, where Kipling had
taken a suite for her.7 As he wrote to Elsie Bambridge on 29 March:
This morn at 9.30 Mother was brought over from the Hospital and
is now safely in bed in a bright and Christian room, and is a
different person. It's a lowring blowing day – half a gale and bound
to end in rain – so she came over early... in one of these absurd
waggonettes, with her nurse – was wheel-chaired into the lift and
run into her room. It commands all the traffic in the harbour... and
a view, in sunshine, which is marvellous.
Now began a slow convalescence, in its way perhaps a greater strain on
Kipling than the hospital episode had been. Carrie Kipling, never a
sanguine type, was a difficult invalid: nervous, demanding, dependent,
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difficult to satisfy, hating any disturbance or alteration, given to severe
depression, and constantly worrying about matters that she could no
longer attend to. Though Carrie still had a private nurse in the hotel,
Kipling's attendance on her was now constant instead of being limited
to the four or five hours of the day while she lay in the hospital. "There
isn't much more left of me than a pair of eyebrows and a pair of
spectacles," he wrote after a week of this, "and an overwhelming desire
to sleep and sleep and sleep" [to F.N. Doubleday, 7-8 April].
He did have some intervals to himself: on 1 April he had lunch with
Captain Reith on the Lady Rodney, on the ship's regular call at
Hamilton.8 And he attempted to carry on his work. On 3 April he was
working on a "new dog-yarn" ["Toby Dog" (Thy Servant a Dog)]
which he described thus in a letter to Doubleday on 8 April:
It's a third Dog Tale – how a Punch and Judy dog was introduced
into the family of two sleek Aberdeens – a regular trained gamin of
the streets, and a trained trick dog to boot. His philosophy of life
and theirs don't jibe. I'm getting a little relaxation out of it.
He was also, he told Doubleday, "doing some notes (which I expect I
shall throw away) about Bermuda." Since, so far as I know, nothing
further has ever been heard of these "notes", I suppose that they did
join the great crowd of other things that Kipling wrote and then
casually destroyed.

Meantime, Carrie Kipling gradually began to return to a normal life.
She went outside on 1 April (exactly a month since she took to her bed
in Jamaica), began to go down to the hotel dining room for her meals
on the 5th, went into town with Kipling for some "small shoppings" on
the 7th, listened to a band concert from the hotel garden on the 8th,9
and went sailing for an hour a day or two later.10 Carrie's progress was
so encouraging that Kipling booked passage on a small steamer
belonging to the great banana shippers, Elders and Fyffes, called the
Motagua, due to sail from Bermuda for England on 5 May.
On Saturday 12 April the Kiplings had lunch at Government House
with Lieutenant-General Sir Louis Jean Bols, the Governor.11 Among
the other guests in the small party were Dr William Beebe and his wife.
Beebe, the celebrated oceanographer, had just arrived in Bermuda to
begin his deep-sea explorations from his base on Nonsuch Island,
Castle Harbour.12 As Mrs Beebe remembered the lunch, Mrs Kipling
ate indiscreetly of the salmon mayonnaise and of the "hot lamb entree",
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and so put herself back in the hospital.13
Whatever the cause, the day after the Governor's lunch Carrie
Kipling fell ill again, this time with a bladder infection. The doctors
were called in, and her nurse (her name was Adler), who had been
dismissed not long after Carrie left the hospital, now came to the hotel
to take care of her at night. After three days of anxious uncertainty,
Carrie went back into the hospital on 16 April, riding in the ambulance
that had taken her from the boat thirty days earlier, to the same room
that she had had before. "But," Kipling wrote to his daughter,
you mustn't think that Mother is the utterly helpless invalid who
first came here. She moves about for her 'occasions' and arrived
here fully dressed plus the fur coat which, by Allah's providence,
she had thought to ask Miss Walford [the secretary at Bateman's]
to send. She has had time, too, to establish her strength in the 16
days when we thought it was all behind us. [16 April].
The diagnosis was pyelitis, an inflammation of the pelvis of the kidney,
in effect a secondary infection following the more serious appendicitis.
The treatment was "as much fluid as ever she can swallow".

The Bermuda season was now fast approaching its end. The Hotel
Bermudiana would close on 29 April, and Kipling decided not to wait
till then but to leave the hotel for a boarding house called "Inglewood"
in the parish of Paget, only a three-minutes walk from the hospital. As
soon as Carrie had been re-established in the hospital, Kipling took his
bag that same day, 16 April, to Inglewood, "an ancient boarding house
out of Balzac. It promises to be interesting. Was an old house and still
has the decayed furniture." [16 April]
And it was interesting. In his letters written from Inglewood, Kipling
calls it over and over again "queer", "indescribable", "amazing":
But the boardinghouse in which I live is amazing. Did I tell you?
Only ten or twelve people – queer, quiet and cultivated Americans
except the female Dane whose mother knew Hans Andersen. One
is an old Roosevelt: one, with a pretty wife, a millionaire who
hunts big game in India and Alaska. And there is a Miss Green
(about 80) who is straight out of all sorts of books, rich, travelled,
and bitter as gall. [17 April]
Kipling liked the place at once – "its casualness, ease and comfort" –
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and the people were interesting: the proprietor's Canadian wife; the
"coloured cook whom I exhort to improve her coffee"; the heartbroken
mother of a child with a "small wizened face and enormous limbs and
trunk," the effects of pituitary deficiency; old Mrs Roosevelt, "a mine
of information and anecdote really worth listening to"; the millionaire's
young wife who dreams of becoming "a semi-professional golfer", and
who, with her husband, presents "a new type to me – barbarous but
quiet barbarians". Unfortunately, but predictably, most of them drank
too much:
You see, the company assembles for cocktails in a tiny room before
dinner: and for a drink at night – last thing. Consequently one likes
'em reasonably sober. But I never conceived a community who
drink like these Yanks. – One don't mind the men so much. It's the
crapulous flushed women and girls and the boys of eighteen.
Infernal. [1-2 May]
Inglewood stood in ten acres of grounds, through which Kipling would
take his way on his four-times-daily visits to Carrie in the hospital.14
At night he carried an electric torch to light his way through the soft
dark amidst the peeping of the Bermudian tree-frogs. [18 April]
The doctors declared themselves pleased with Carrie's progress
towards recovery: it was only a matter of time. By early May she was
well enough to take an interest in Edna Ferber's new book, Cimarron
(no doubt the gift of Ferber's publisher, Frank Doubleday) which
Kipling read aloud to her. People sent her flowers in overflowing
abundance:
I wish you could see her flowers. At the present moment, she has
only a little bowl of violets (smelly ones) and a vase of yellow and
red carnations on the table beside her. On the table by the wall is a
basket of glorious snap dragons – sulphur, salmon, and maroon. On
the big wardrobe top are sprays three foot long of gladioli palest
pink – on the shelf, sprays of forget me not and a vase of iris and
barberton daisies. But that is a small allowance. We had to turn a
lot out into the passage. They come with kind notes, every day,
from unknown people. [1 May]
Kipling, who was constant in his attendance on Carrie, became a part
of the little community in his wife's wing of the hospital. He made
friends with a girl of eleven with a strained heart15 who lay in the next
room to Carrie's; another girl, also a guest at Inglewood, fractured her
ankle falling from a bicycle; an old Canadian woman had broken her
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hip ("for her there will be only one release"). He also made friends with
two children, a boy and a girl, who lived in a house along his route to
the hospital: "They see me safely across the tiny meadow, each evening
on my 7: p.m. return" [1-2 May]. But he felt alone – he wrote to his
daughter that he lived in "utter isolation" [18 April] – and he gave up
on his work: "I can't do any work somehow and I find it a bit hard to
keep awake when I'm not on duty" [1-2 May].
The turn came on 8 May, when Carrie left the hospital and joined
Kipling at Inglewood. He had already moved into two rooms in
preparation for her coming. Her room had a verandah on two sides, and
looked out over trees and the harbour: it was, he wrote, "almost as quiet
as Bateman's". And he had made fresh travel arrangements. They
would go to Montreal, since he could not take his wife through the
"barrage of the barbarians to Southward" [to Sir Andrew Macphail, 19
May], and then to London.

Carrie Kipling, to her husband's great relief, responded well to
Inglewood, and from this point on all went smoothly. Kipling's high
regard for the comfort and attention provided at Inglewood continued
to grow:
Words can't describe the beauty of the weather or of the flowers,
and the comfort of the place is beyond praise. Nothing apparently
done but everything done in due course and the simple cooking as
appetizing as it can be. [11-13 May]
The quiet was broken one night, Kipling wrote, by "an outburst of D.T.
from a couple of women in the next room who have been on the steady
booze for ten days" [11 May], but shortly thereafter the last of the
American guests left:
We have this huge old house and its ten acres of gardens to
ourselves – and might be in another world. The big hotels are shut:
the shops are pushing sale-price goods at the remaining trippers:
and the nigger cabmen are polite. The rest of the population are
asleep, standing up, in their shirt sleeves, [to George Bambridge,
19 May]

One curious encounter between Kipling and a young Bermudian dates
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from these final days. Ronald J. Williams, a journalist on the Royal
Gazette, had, in his own words, for years "almost idolized Kipling". On
learning that Kipling was staying in Bermuda, he wrote an article about
Kipling's work, which was published in the Royal Gazette on 21 May.
Williams then sent a clipping of it to Kipling with a letter of
admiration. The next day the newspaper office closed at noon:
A neighbour, standing on Front Street, Hamilton, saw a man trying
the locked door of the office, and asked if he could help. The man
said he was looking for us, and our neighbour gave him our home
address.
At about one p.m., when we were drinking coffee in the kitchen
of our little flat on Cedar Avenue, Rudyard Kipling came up the
stairs after a perfunctory knock on the door, and appeared over the
rim of our coffee cup – a short, stocky man in his middle sixties,
with a drooping moustache, square jaw, deep-set grey eyes and
very thick shaggy eyebrows. After shaking hands and apologizing
for his intrusion, he sat down. We offered him coffee (it was really
an insipid kind of coffee extract) and an American cigarette. He
tasted the coffee and pronounced it vile stuff, lit the cigarette and
said it was worse, then simply stared at us with those searching
grey eyes of his. Confronted with a literary idol whose glamour
had remained untarnished for us over a dozen years, we were
tongue-tied and ill at ease and probably showed it. Then he became
warmly human. He thanked us for the piece we had written about
him and for the letter, and asked us if we intended to become a
professional writer. Embarrassed, we muttered some sort of
disclaimer, and he said, "So you're not going to make a vice out of
it, eh?" 16
Williams then showed Kipling a volume of sonnets by his friend, the
American Amory Hare,17 which Kipling at once read "from cover
to cover without saying a word"; he then asked for the poet's address
and took his leave. Next day, Kipling brought a signed copy of Stalky
& Co. to the Royal Gazette office for Amory Hare; and, later, one for
Williams too.

As the day for their departure drew nearer, Kipling felt an almost
superstitious dread lest something should come up to stop them again.
But nothing did. The Royal Gazette of 28 May reported the end of
Kipling's Bermuda stay thus:
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Mr. Rudyard Kipling, "the poet of Empire", and Mrs. Kipling, who
have been staying in Bermuda since the middle of March, leave
today by the C.N.S. Lady Somers for Montreal, en route for
England. Mrs. Kipling, who it will be remembered was not in good
health when she came to Bermuda, is considerably improved,
although not yet very strong. Both have enjoyed their stay, which
has been a very quiet one, with as few social functions as possible,
and Mr. Kipling's high opinion of Bermuda – which he once said
was one of the two places in the world which he would choose to
live in – remains unchanged. For the first few weeks of their visit
they stayed at the Bermudiana, and when that closed they went
over to Inglewood, Paget East. The Lady Somers is due in
Montreal on June 2, and Mr. and Mrs. Kipling leave that port by
the C.P.R. liner Duchess of Bedford on June 6 for Liverpool.
Kipling's letters tell quite another story from the polite formulas of
the Royal Gazette: Bermuda had been anxiety, pain, confusion, fatigue,
loneliness, hope disappointed, tedium, and other stressful things.
Kipling left it, he said, looking "like a white headed little owl"
[26 May], possessed by the single wish to get his wife safely back
home – "if I get her back to Bateman's all right, I'll sing my nunc
dimittis" [4 June].
And yet, looking back, Kipling saw much that was good. The
climate, of course: "it's an unbelievable climate in its suavity, and
certainty and mellowness. Not tropics but on the edge of 'em and now
and then reminds one of the Cape" [1-2 May]. The doctors were
"awfully good" [1-2 May]; the hospital "excellent" [19 May]; and the
people kind: "Everyone here has been kinder to us than we can well
say" [26 May]. He had also learned something about the manners,
morals and history of the Bermudas – "Stephano's Isle" – as Mrs
Stamers-Smith has well shown in her examination of the two Bermuda
stories, "A Naval Mutiny" and "A Sea Dog".
Not much now remains in Bermuda of the places that Kipling learned
to know so well. The King Edward VII Hospital still stands, much
enlarged and altered. The Hotel Bermudiana burned, in one of the island's
memorable fires, in 1960. It was rebuilt, but the new hotel did not prosper;
the building now stands derelict amidst its much-reduced, neglected
gardens. Inglewood, after passing through various hands, was demolished
in 1991, and the site was occupied by a new private residence.
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NOTES
1.

Birkenhead states, for example, that "Rudyard was left alone in lodgings for four
months, his longest separation from Carrie during forty years of married life."
Carrington repeats the statement. In fact, Mrs Kipling was with him for 40 of the 72
days (not "four months") that they spent in Bermuda, first in the hotel and then in
"lodgings" – that is, a suite in a large guest house. And of course Kipling saw his
wife for many hours of every day of the 32 that she spent in hospital. So far as
"separations" go, this does not compare with the times that he spent, e.g., at the
French and Italian fronts during the War. Carrington also says that they left on 1 June
for Halifax; in fact they left on 28 May for Montreal. These details are not corrected
in the revised edition of Carrington.

2.

Except where reference is explicitly made to a particular source, the details of the
following account are drawn from Kipling's letters, March to May 1930. Mrs
Kipling, for evident reasons, did not keep her diary for the period in question.

3.

Dr Charles Barron Wainwright (1885-1967).

4.

"I daren't stop downstairs when I go to my meals or there forms itself a sort of levée
and series of introductions; M[other]'s health being the excuse. If I walk in the
gardens it's the same thing —plus people who kodak me or bring me books to sign.
It almost frightens me" [to Elsie Bambridge, 24 March]. A week later he laments that
"1 have met no one worth talking to but 1 have signed 1,780,000 autographs and
78,542 books as far as I can remember" [to George Bambridge, 31 March].

5.

So, in "A Sea Dog" (Thy Servant a Dog, and Other Dog Stories), the persons of the
story, when sailing off Bermuda, are passed by "a twenty-thousand-ton liner, full of
thirsty passengers" (p 119); on their return to harbour they "passed the huge liner tied
up and discharging her thirsty passengers opposite the liquor-shops that face the quay.
Some, who could not suffer the four and a half minutes' walk to the nearest hotel, had
already run in and come out tearing the wrappings off the whisky bottles they had
bought" (p 145). The detail of "four" and a half minutes" suggests that Kipling had
timed his own speed over a distance that he travelled repeatedly each day.

6.

I am not sure that this effusion (signed by "Llen", evidently a regular contributor of
verse to the paper) should be disinterred from the obscurity in which it lies, but it is
at least brief:
Mornin' Mis Smif – Ain't dis de j'yful day!
Yas-sir-ee – Mister Kiplin's come to stay!
Betchy sojers up to Prospec' is tunin' pipe an' drum,
Singin' "Lolly-lolly-hoo! By! Mister Kiplin's come!"
'Spec Mister Kiplin seen dis chile asteppin' up de street
Into long-tail-coat an' beaver, yaller shoes top bof-two feet.
Me – de rhymin' rhymer, Mos' de Moogian lawryate.
A Poet! Ah'm atellin' you – Ah'm Kiplin's second-mate.
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Mis Smif – Ah'm alearnin' up de tales w'at Mister Kiplin's wrote.
Yas'm, searchin' up de shy-colly – Ah'm off wif shoes an' coat.
G'bye, Mis Smif, Ah'm gotta go. Ain't life de lastin' hum.
Lah – De Prince of Wales jes' off an' gone – an' Mister Kiplin's come.
7.

Two suites, to be precise: she stayed in the first only a few days and then moved to
a larger one on the floor above, 1 April.

8.

Kipling twice more had lunch aboard ship with Reith, on 29 April and 14 May. Of
Reith he wrote, "He is a fine-looking Scot with an admiration for my sea-verses, and
has his cabin full of cats" [to Elsie, 2-3 April]. To Doubleday, Kipling described
Reith as "a Scot of the Scots – granite bred and most wholly human" [2-7 April].

9.

The Royal Gazette of 8 April tells us that the band was that of the West Yorkshire
Regiment, and that the programme included selections from The Pirates of
Penzance.

10. It was perhaps on this expedition that Kipling observed the "breadths of the allcoloured seas... among the reefs and passages of coral" of Bermuda ("A Sea Dog",
P 113).
11. According to Thomas N. Cross, East and West: A Biography of Rudyard Kipling
(Ann Arbor, Michigan, 1992), p 319, Bols "remembered Kipling from decades
before in India as 'an ink-stained journalist in a white suit'." Since Sir Louis's
service in India did not begin until 1895, long after Kipling had left, the memory is
suspect. The "ink-stained journalist in a white suit" is probably derived from Kay
Robinson's "Rudyard Kipling in India" (Pearson's Magazine, July 1896).
12. Royal Gazette, 14 April 1930. Kipling had met Beebe in London on 24 May 1928
[Kipling to Elsie Bambridge, 24 May 1928] and had then entertained him and his
wife on several occasions at Brown's Hotel [Cross, East and West, p 318]. Cross,
whose informant was Mrs Beebe, says that it was at Kipling's instance that the
Beebes were invited to the lunch [Cross, p 319].
13. Cross, East and West, pp 319-20.
14. It must have been at this time that Mrs Beebe remembered encountering Kipling on
his way to the hospital. At the Governor's lunch he had accepted an invitation from
Beebe to visit his research station, but had not come; now, he explained, he could not
come because "she doesn't like to be left alone" [Cross, East and West, p 320].
15. Her name was Elizabeth Hanlon; a letter to her from Kipling, written after her
release from the hospital, survives (11 May, ALS, Syracuse).
16. R[onald] J. W[illiams], the Bermudian, May 1968, p 30. Williams was editor of the
Bermudian from 1931 until his death in 1976.
17. Amory Hare Hutchinson (1885-1964).
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KIPLING AND MRS MOLESWORTH
by JANE S. COOPER

[Mrs Cooper, who was educated at Cheltenham Ladies' College and Newnham College,
Cambridge, has spent much of her adult life abroad as the wife of a British Council
officer serving in a range of countries in Africa, Asia and Europe. Since her husband's
retirement in 1994 she has lived in England.
For many years Mrs Cooper has had a strong interest in, and collected, Victorian
children's books, especially those by the extremely prolific and rightly well-regarded
Mrs Molesworth; and she has written scholarly articles on the subject in specialist
periodicals. After the death of Miss Ruth Robertson, who is mentioned in the article
below and who had long intended to write a biography of Mrs Molesworth, Mrs Cooper
was asked to take over that project, and proceeded to do so despite the disadvantage of
living abroad. Actually, she comments that "research by post from Senegal and Belgium
was surprisingly successful", thanks to the helpfulness of various libraries and archives;
indeed, she "was fortunate enough to locate two large groups of letters to which
Ruth Robertson did not have access". Her work on the text of the biography is now
almost complete.
I am grateful to her for bringing to our attention here three unpublished letters from
Rudyard Kipling to Mrs Molesworth, which she found in the course of her research (and
a fourth, the text of which was passed to her by Professor Thomas Pinney). They are of
real interest. In this connection, A.P. Watt Ltd, on behalf of the National Trust, have
kindly authorised their publication in this article. We are also obliged to the Curator of
Manuscripts, on behalf of the Division of Rare and Manuscript Collections in the
University Library, Cornell University, U.S.A., for approving our use of the fourth letter
(dated 3 December 1906), the original of which is held in the Rudyard Kipling Papers
(#4610) at Cornell. – Ed.]

Mary Louisa Molesworth, née Stewart, (1839-1921) was, in her day,
a well-known writer of children's books. Probably only one of these,
The Cuckoo Clock, is likely to be remembered by the non-specialist
reader today. After her death, three letters, written to her by Rudyard
Kipling during her lifetime, came into the possession of her eldest
daughter, Cecily Prinsep.
In 1937 Ruth Robertson, a librarian with a great interest in Mrs
Molesworth, began to collect material for a biography. She was put in
touch with Mrs Prinsep, who allowed her to copy many letters and
other papers, among them the three letters from Kipling. Miss
Robertson postponed her work for the duration of the war, and when
she contacted the family of Mrs Molesworth again she heard from Mrs
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Prinsep's daughter that her mother had died, having destroyed all the
papers in her possession. So these three letters only exist in the
transcripts made by Ruth Robertson in 1938.
The text offered here is a copy made from photocopies of those
handwritten transcripts. I have done my best to reproduce them as
exactly as possible, though of course I do not know if there was any
attempt to imitate the layout of the originals, or how accurate the
punctuation was. I have not copied the line length. As far as I know,
only a few sentences from these letters have been published, in R.L.
Green's Kipling and the children (1965), acknowledged in a note as
"generously supplied by Miss Ruth Robertson".
The little information that exists about how Rudyard Kipling and
Louisa Molesworth first met comes from Cicely Prinsep. In some notes
for Ruth Robertson she wrote: "Mr Kipling (in the early '80s almost
unknown) was introduced to my mother by the Macmillans – & used
to come to tea on Sundays sometimes." The strange remark in brackets
requires some comment. Certainly Kipling was unknown in the early
eighties, having returned to India straight from school in 1882 to a
journalist's post when he was not quite seventeen. Mrs Molesworth
was not in England either at that time, and when she settled in London
in 1884, having lived for seven years in France and Germany, Kipling
was still in India; he did not himself arrive in London until October
1889. Since, in January 1892, he married, and then went to live in
Vermont for four years, he could only have visited her over a period of
about two years, and Mrs Prinsep's comment was irrelevant – unless of
course, as is possible, "the early '80s" was a slip for "the early '90s",
although even that is too broad a time span for accuracy.
Mrs Prinsep also said, in conversation, that Kipling was a "rather
shabby young man" when her mother first knew him, and "glad to
come to the house on Sundays". In view of the speed with which
Kipling became popular after his arrival in London, if Mrs Prinsep's
recollections are to be trusted, they must apply to the early months of
his sojourn there. The house of Macmillan got to know him at once – a
long ballad of his appeared in Macmillan's Magazine the month after
his arrival – which makes his early introduction to Mrs Molesworth
perfectly possible. An editor who met him that autumn described him
as wearing "a rather shabby tweed overcoat", and as "young, very poor,
and (in this country) quite unknown", which does fit with what Mrs
Prinsep remembered.1
It is clear from Charles Carrington's biography that, despite his
almost instant fame, Kipling was lonely and homesick for India during
the winter of 1889-90, feelings which would presumably have made
him "glad" of any friendly hospitality. One further interesting detail is
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that when his parents came home on leave in May 1890, they stayed
first at Wynnstay Gardens and later in Earl's Court Road,2 both
addresses within a few streets of Lexham Gardens where Mrs
Molesworth and her family were then living. So it would have been
quite easy for Kipling to call on her, on his way to or from his parents'
house, without making a special journey.

The first surviving letter he wrote to her, some ten years after they had
first met, does not suggest a particularly close acquaintance. She had
sent him a copy of her latest children's book, This and That.
The Elms, Rottingdean,
Nr Brighton

Oct 29 '99

My dear Mrs Molesworth,
Will you let me thank you very much indeed for "This & That". I
must thank you by the same token for this and that when I was a
youngster. Then the Cuckoo Clock much of which even now I know by
heart – item "Carrots" & "Herr Baby", & for "Grandmother dear".
Now I have a small three year old of my own we'll begin all your books
over again together.
Very sincerely yours,
Rudyard Kipling
The three year old was, of course, Elsie, born in 1896; for Josephine
had died of pneumonia in New York seven months previously; and
John, the youngest, was not yet old enough to appreciate stories.
It is interesting to learn that Kipling knew The Cuckoo Clock well
enough to have much of it by heart. This private comment to Mrs
Molesworth is supported by a public reference in one of the articles he
sent back to newspapers in India during his long journey to England via
the Far East and North America in 1889. Describing a visit to the shop
of a Japanese dealer in curiosities, he presents himself with humorous
exaggeration as a barbarian blundering into an immaculate doll's
house, and says: "Do you recollect Mrs Molesworth's Cuckoo Clock,
and the big cabinet that Griselda entered with the cuckoo? I was not
Griselda, but my low-voiced friend, in his long, soft wraps, was the
cuckoo, and the room was the cabinet."3
But one wonders why, if he was that fond of The Cuckoo Clock, he
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did not mention it in chapter I of Something of Myself, along with Mrs
Ewing's Six to Sixteen which, he said, he also knew "almost by heart".
He could not, in fact, have read The Cuckoo Clock at the same time as
Six to Sixteen, during the six years that he and his sister were boarding
unhappily in Southsea, for it did not appear until 1877, which was the
year their mother took them away to spend with her. But a newly
published copy might have come his way over the Christmas of that
year, before he went to school in January 1878.

The next letter was written in 1906, from Bateman's. Mrs Molesworth
had been disturbed by an article on children and their needs, which she
interpreted as being in some way either an attack on her personally, or at
least on the kind of books she wrote. She was sufficiently upset to consult
Kipling about a possible reply to the criticism. Mr G.L. Craik, the partner
in Macmillans who dealt with her books, and also a great personal friend,
had always been her adviser in such matters. (He was also a cousin of the
two Misses Craik with whom Kipling had often stayed in Warwick
Gardens, during his holidays from school. Their father, the literary
historian G.L. Craik, was his uncle.4) He had died in 1905, and it is
interesting that Mrs Molesworth felt able to turn to Kipling instead.
He responded kindly and at some length, dismissing the article and
saying that he felt she need take no action, and should not worry about
it. (I have not identified the article in question, and would be glad of any
suggestions or information members of the Kipling Society may have.)
Private
[Telegraph] Burwash
[Station] Etchingham

Nov 15 1906

Batemans
Burwash
Sussex

Dear Mrs Molesworth,
Your letter gives me a chance to thank you from my heart for the debt
I and my children owe the authoress of Carrots and The Cuckoo Clock.
It is a debt of two generations, not made lighter by time.
I confess I don't see wherein the article needs an answer. It is just the
sort of obvious stuff that any man or woman might write round the
subject without touching the root of the matter: & least of all can I see
how it affects you. Grown ups are always explaining what children want
in one way or another and children are always putting grown-ups aside
and quietly taking what they want where they find it. I fancy that grown
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ups are apt to forget that a child's scope nowadays is a little wider than it
was – the writer of the article gives a very funny instance of it himself
without seeing the drift of his example i.e. the case of the children who
read about the railway accident. Children live in a world of allusion as
much as illusion. The illusion they make for themselves – the allusion
(among grown ups) the half caught words & hints of the life to which
they are growing up makes yet another world. Remember Griselda in the
Cuckoo Clock – or take the mental matter of any child over eight years
old. It is always seeking for more light on the manners & habits of the
grown ups. So I am afraid I rather regard the article as what is vulgarly
called "skittles". He ends with a very nice platitude about a Renaissance
etc. Excellent! We all want a renaissance every five minutes in something
or the other and we mostly lift up our voices to say so. So in that way the
world is supposed to progress but again, I cannot see why you of all
people should be in any way moved. With the Sincerest respect &
admiration believe me dear Mrs Molesworth yours very faithfully
Rudyard Kipling

Mrs Molesworth's response to Kipling's efforts at reassurance was to
offer him a copy of Jasper, her current book. He accepted it for John,
along with further comfort for her apparently reiterated concern about
the article. (I presume that "Same address" means that Ruth Robertson
did not want to copy it out again, not that Kipling wrote this!)
Same address

Nov 17 1906

Dear Mrs Molesworth,
My John I am sure would be delighted with Jasper & we should be most
honoured if you would send him a copy. Never mind about
"Renaissances". It's a blessed word like "Mesopotamia" and it means
something that one would like to do if one knew how but not knowing
how one generally hits about & bleats, as someone else. Its just the same
as "Reform" in politics or "technique" in art – a club wherewith to
hammer the man who is trying to do something or – worse still – doing it.
Very sincerely
Rudyard Kipling

John was by this time nine years old, certainly of an age to enjoy
Jasper. A fourth letter to Mrs Molesworth has survived, and fits in
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here.5 When the book arrived, Kipling naturally wrote to thank her for
it. It is this letter, now in Cornell University, and dated 3 December
1906, which follows below:
Dear Mrs Molesworth,
We are keeping the book for John's Christmas which is generally
spent in a steamer on or near the equator. But he shall write to you from
Capetown. He writes a better hand than his father,
With kind good wishes to you for all your future.
Very sincerely and religiously yours,
Rudyard Kipling.
At this period of their lives, as readers of the Journal will know, the
Kiplings were spending every winter in South Africa, in a house that
had been lent to them by Cecil Rhodes.
And that is all that remains of the acquaintance between Kipling and
Mrs Molesworth. The good wishes "for all your future" suggests that he
was not anticipating writing to her again. And what "religiously yours"
can possibly mean in the context, I leave Kipling experts to discuss.

NOTES AND REFERENCES
1. The editor who met him was Sidney Low. Source: D. Chapman-Huston, The Lost
Historian (a memoir of Sir Sidney Low), quoted in Charles Carrington, Rudyard
Kipling: His Life and Work, revised edition, Macmillan, 1978, p 178.
2. Carrington, op. cit., p 203.
3. Rudyard Kipling, From Sea to Sea, and Other Sketches: Letters of Travel, Macmillan,
1900, vol 1, p 320. I am grateful to Professor Thomas Pinney for giving me this reference.
4. Roger Lancelyn Green, Kipling and the children, London, Elek Books, 1965, p 74;
Carrington, op. cit., pp 74-5; Sally Mitchell, Dinah Mulock Craik, Boston, Twayne
Publishers, 1983, p 14.
5. Many thanks to Professor Pinney for telling me of this letter and providing me with
a copy.
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SOCIETY NOTICES
FROM THE SECRETARY
[See also the Announcements on page 5.]

KIPLING'S HORACE

The Society holds a small stock of Kipling's Horace – not the limited
collectors' edition very expensively produced by Methuen in 1978 and
long out of print, but the photocopied facsimile later run off for private
circulation among Kipling Society members by its compiler, Charles
Carrington. Kipling's Horace was the subject of an editorial note in our
issue of June 1981, describing the book as "a substantial work of
literary value, and one which can be followed by the general reader",
being "annotated by Charles Carrington, whose helpful Introduction,
and comments on the Latin originals" of Kipling's Horatian versions,
"for the first time throw the important Horace/Kipling connection into
clear perspective." The book was appreciatively reviewed at pages 3136 of our issue of December 1982, by Patricia Easterling (now Regius
Professor of Greek at Cambridge). We are now in a position to offer the
last few at £10 each, plus postage and packing. Any member wishing
to purchase a copy should apply to myself, the Secretary.

THE KIPLING ROOM, ROTTINGDEAN

In order to stimulate continued interest in our displays at The Grange
in Rottingdean, we like to vary the contents of some of the cabinets. If
any member has material – photographic, documentary or threedimensional – which he or she would be prepared to lend for a period,
we should be most happy to hear of it. Any such material would be
exhibited in a safe, glass-fronted or glass-topped cabinet in the Kipling
Room, where there is closed-circuit TV monitoring.

THE SOCIETY'S MEDALLION

The Council of the Society recently authorised the copying of the
medallion of Kipling's head (which is central to the design of the front
cover of the Journal) for a presentation to the Sir J.J. School of Art in
Bombay (Mumbai) with its close historical connection with the
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Kiplings. A sculptress, Mrs Janet Leech, was commissioned to
undertake the task from the original bronze, which is some 10 inches in
diameter. A mould having been made for the casting in stone-plaster, it
is possible for a few more to be produced. One will certainly go to the
Kipling Room at The Grange, Rottingdean; and it may be that some
members would like to buy a copy; it can be hung as a wall plaque.
When I saw the cast I was amazed at the incredible similarity to the
original, for the dull bronze colour has been reproduced exactly, and
the detail is just as crisp. Would members who might be interested in
acquiring one – at a price in the region of £40 – please contact me.

E-MAIL

Members may have noticed that in this issue of the Journal, at page 4,
we give an E-mail address for the Society for the first time. We are
greatly indebted for this facility to Mrs Dee Morris, who with her
husband runs a computer services company, Digital Experience, in
Brighton. She has most generously set up our Internet website (now
cited on the last page of this issue), and has arranged for E-mail which
comes in as a result of that to be channelled to me as the Society's
Secretary. This involves a frequent supply of work, for she also
despatches my faxed responses to those who initially contacted the Email address.

THE PATER

The Pater: John Lockwood Kipling, His Life and Times, 1837-1911 by
the late Arthur R. Ankers, was first published in 1988 by Hawthorns
Publications Limited, whose address is: Pond View House, 6A High
Street, Otford, Sevenoaks, Kent TNI4 5PQ. When it appeared it was
very favourably reviewed by John Shearman in the Journal of
September 1988. It has since gone out of print. Now, as members
resident in the U.K. will have seen from a notice enclosed with this
issue of the Journal, Hawthorns have reissued it at £9.95, and they will
send it post free to U.K. residents who order it. Moreover they will
contribute £2.50 to the Kipling Society for each copy sold in response
to their advertisement. I commend this excellent and authoritative
book, and am sure that Dr Ankers, who until his death in 1991 was a
keen member, would be delighted that the Society will continue to
benefit in this way from the reprinting of The Pater.
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KIPLING, ROBESON, ZILLIACUS'S
DOG AND AN ELEPHANT
AN UNPUBLISHED ADDRESS TO THE SOCIETY
RECALLED FOR THE RECORD
by SHAMUS O.D.WADE
[Mr Shamus Wade, whom a lot of us will recognise as a regular attender at the Society's
London meetings over many years, and a frequent contributor to the letters section of the
Kipling Journal, duly bought a copy of the recently published Index tabulating the
contents of the Journal from 1980 to mid-1997, as advertised on page 40 of our
September 1997 issue.
He soon realised that whereas the Index names the authors of articles and book
reviews, it does not name the authors of letters (though of course it states the subject of
those letters); nor does it name those who address a meeting of the Society unless that
address is subsequently published in the Journal. In accordance with these logical
principles, there was no mention in the Index of Mr Wade, nor indeed of the highly
individual talk he had delivered on 10 November 1994, of which no text was published
– or indeed submitted to me.
This omission prompted Mr Wade to write the following amusing piece, in which he
wryly confesses his disappointment at his non-appearance in the Index, and usefully
provides an outline of his 1994 talk, for the record.
Regarding the peculiar story about Kipling and the elephant, which Mr Wade quotes
apparently from the Liverpool Daily Post, it rings a bell in my memory. I do recall
reading it – or something very like it, about Kipling soothing a distressed elephant – in a
British or American newspaper article of many years ago; and I wondered then, as I do
now, whether the tale was wholly apocryphal, or whether it might contain a scintilla of
truth, deriving from some actual encounter between Kipling and an elephant. I would
welcome readers' comments.
At the very least it is of some interest as illustrating how famous people attract an
accretion of myths. As the legendary author of The Jungle Books (and of "Toomai of the
Elephants" in particular) Kipling was quite likely to inspire tall stories about his
understanding of animals; while "My Lord the Elephant" (Many Inventions) has
Mulvaney positively fraternising with an elephant (as the mahouts did all the time). "I
wud...spend an afthernoon collogin' wid him; he chewin' wan stick av sugar-cane an' me
another...an' I'd give him advice about bein' well behaved..." – Ed.]

First, my congratulations to John and Marian Morgan for their
magnificent Kipling Journal Index, March 1980 to June 1997. Being as
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vain as the next man, I looked to see how many times I appeared. All
those letters! However, I searched in vain for any reference to my talk
at the Royal Oak public house on 10 November 1994, on "Kipling,
Paul Robeson, the Elephant and Konni Zilliacus's Dog".
For an explanation, we must go back something over 45 years, when
I was a Labour candidate for a rock-solid Conservative ward in the
North Paddington Council elections. In those days all new Labour
candidates were sent on a series of evening classes in Local
Government. One, taken by a retired actress, was on Public Speaking.
I will always remember all those smoky-eyed young fanatics and
grizzled old trade unionists loudly and enthusiastically reciting
"Tarantella" by Hilaire Belloc: "Do you remember an inn, Miranda?
Do you remember an inn?"
One thing she rammed home again and again was that to read from a
script was the supreme insult to one's audience. I have obeyed her ever
since. Hence there was no text of my talk at the Royal Oak to send to
the Editor. So, in an attempt to appear in a future Index, I will try and
remember what happened that night.

The first part of the talk (about Mrs Thatcher, the poorest chained serf
in the field, and what John Selwyn Gummer did or did not do with the
washing-machine) we can pass over quickly.
We then moved on to the parallels between Robeson and Kipling.
The first and most obvious is the extremely large number of people
who admired their work but hated their politics. A less happy parallel
was when they were "tried and found wanting". A (completely nonpolitical) black American engineer was stranded in Russia at the height
of the purges. He asked Robeson, who was well in with Stalin at the
time, for help: it was not forthcoming. Similarly, a group of perfectly
respectable Sikhs in trouble in Canada asked Kipling for help: it was
not forthcoming.
Although Robeson did an enormous amount of good for black
Americans he was also a "pimp for Stalin". To call Kipling a pimp
for Cecil Rhodes is going too far: but his being given by Rhodes
the use of his house in Cape Town – 'The Woolsack' – is uncomfortably
reminiscent of those once perfectly honest councillors who were
given by kindly property developers the use of houses in Spain for
their holidays.
As Secretary of the Commonwealth Forces History Trust, I am
responsible for a file on the South African War marked "Myth of the
White Man's War". In my talk I wondered how Kipling, as the author

December 1997

KIPLING JOURNAL

35

of "A Sahibs' War" [Traffics and Discoveries], and as a trained
journalist, in South Africa at the time, could have been unaware of what
was going on. I remember a gentleman in the audience getting very
angry, and my passing him a photocopy of a War Office document
listing the Queen's South Africa Medals received by 1,677 Indian
soldiers and 9,065 Indian followers, etc. (Cicely Palser Havely's article
on "A Sahibs' War" [December 1994, pages 12-22] had not yet
appeared in the Journal; nor had my 'footnote' to that article [published
as a letter, March 1995, pages 53-55].)
It may have been the same gentleman who asked, "Would you send
the Gurkhas to Belfast?" The answer was of course in the negative: I
would send them to Dublin.

On a happier note were the matters of the dog and the elephant.
Konni Zilliacus (1894-1967), a left-wing Labour M.P., had a
splendid dachshund called Benny. There came a time when Benny was
taken ill. The vet said there was nothing to be done: the end was very
near. The Zilliacuses were giving a dinner party for various political
personages. Mrs Zilliacus crept away from the party to see her dying
dog. Suddenly she was aware of a great shadow looming over her: it
was Paul Robeson. She explained the situation.
Robeson asked, "Would it help if I sang to him?" Mrs Zilliacus
agreed. Robeson sang. And the dog lived for years and years. All this
happened long before I met the Zilliacuses. I remember Benny, for
heaven knows how many years, charging up and down the Zilliacuses'
tall narrow house like a small tank.

The story of Kipling and the elephant is taken from the Liverpool Daily
Post, probably circa 1900. An American traveller, who had spent some
time in Kipling's company in London, had written:
One afternoon we went together to the Zoo; and while strolling
about our ears were assailed by the most melancholy sound I have
ever heard, a complaining, fretting, lamenting sound, proceeding
from the elephant house.
"What's the matter in there?" asked Mr. Kipling of the keeper.
"A sick elephant, sir; he cries all the time; we don't know what
to do with him," was the answer.
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Mr. Kipling hurried in the direction of the lament, which was
growing louder and more painful. I followed, and saw him go close
up to the cage where stood an elephant with sadly drooping ears
and trunk. He was crying actual tears, at the same time as he
mourned his lot most audibly.
In another moment Mr. Kipling was right up at the bars, and I
heard him speak to the sick beast in a language that may have been
elephantese, but certainly was not English. Instantly the whining
stopped, the ears were lifted, the monster turned his sleepy little
suffering eyes upon the visitor and put out his trunk. Mr. Kipling
began to caress it, still speaking in the same soothing tone, and in
words unintelligible, to me at least.
After a few minutes the beast began to answer in a much lowered
tone of voice, and evidently recounted its woes. Possibly
elephants, when "enjoying poor health", like to confide their
symptoms to sympathising listeners as much as do some human
invalids. Certain it was that Mr. Kipling and that elephant carried
on a conversation, with the result that the elephant found his spirits
much cheered and improved. The whine went out of his voice, he
forgot that he was much to be pitied, he began to exchange
experiences with his friend, and he was quite unconscious, as was
Mr. Kipling, of the amused and interested crowd collected about
the cage.
At last, with a start, Mr. Kipling found himself and the elephant
the observed of all observers, and beat a hasty retreat, leaving
behind him a very different creature from the one he had found.

MEMBERSHIP NEWS
NEW MEMBERS
We offer a very warm welcome to the following, listed to mid-November 1997:
Mr P.M. Armstrong (London); Mr D.R. Gilmour (Edinburgh); Mrs B.J. Gosset (Wisbech,
Cambridgeshire); Major T. Holt & Mrs V. Holt (Sandwich, Kent); Mr E.A. Jeude
(St Louis, Missouri, U.S.A.); Mr D.R. Johnston-Jones (Cambridge); Mr S.D.J. Keskar
(London); Mr W. Mark Tully (New Delhi, India).
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MY BOY JACK
VARIOUS REVIEWS
[My Boy Jack, a first play by David Haig, deals sensitively with young John Kipling's
enlistment in the Army on the outbreak of war in 1914 and his death in action in the
Battle of Loos in 1915. Its title is of course derived from Kipling's moving lament for his
son, the poem "My Boy Jack".
The play was performed at the Hampstead Theatre, London, from 9 October to 22
November 1997, and attracted favourable reviews in the national press. For instance,
Jeremy Kingston in The Times on 15 October called it "most accomplished", with
"scenes of considerable power", and an "admirable feeling for period". Lyn Gardner in
the Guardian on 22 October referred to the "exquisite production... of a play whose force
is in its understated emotion and telling detail".
I now present below some comments on My Boy Jack that have been written by our
members for the Kipling Journal, starting with a full review by Tonie and Valmai Holt,
who, as Major and Mrs Holt of 'T. & V. Holt Associates', have earned a national
reputation with their expertise on the battlefields of the Western Front and elsewhere, and
who, after the extraordinary discovery of John Kipling's body in 1992, soon became
authorities on the whole story of his enlistment and tragic disappearance at Loos. (See
Mrs Valmai Holt's letter at pages 49-50 in our issue of December 1992; on 10 February
1993 she and her husband jointly addressed the Society with an interesting lecture on this
subject.) – Ed.]

(1) REVIEW BY TONIE AND VALMAI HOLT
Haig's Victory with Kipling

It was with some apprehension that we drove to attend David Haig's
new play, My Boy Jack, which opened at the Hampstead Theatre Club
in October.
Since we wrote our long article on the identification by the
Commonwealth War Graves Commission of the grave of Lieutenant
John Kipling of the Irish Guards in July 1992, the dramatis personae
and the plot of this play have formed an increasing part of our lives. We
had intended to expand the article into a book immediately, but the
project became overtaken by three other books, and we only returned
to it with intensity some three months ago. Since then we have done
much in-depth research at the University of Sussex, the Bodleian
Library, in the War Graves Commission and Irish Guards archives, and
have discovered hitherto unpublished material which has helped us to
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know the main characters even better. The Kiplings have moved into
our lives with a vengeance. How could we be objective about this play?
How could we live with the inevitable examples of poetic licence, and
devices such as the altering of chronology and even, perhaps, facts, that
an author has to employ to make a viable piece of theatre from a story
based on fact?
We ourselves had suffered a review of our book of the Poets of the
First World War, Violets from Oversea, in which the critic had dwelt,
disproportionately it seemed to us, on the few annoying factual slip-ups
that our editor had missed. It seemed, rightly or wrongly, as if the critic
was using the review to suggest a superior knowledge of the subject
rather than to give an assessment of the content and literary quality of
the book. This was a trap we very much wished to avoid.
We needn't have worried. This is a superb production of a rattling
good play, and a personal triumph for the author/principal actor, David
Haig. And he has done his research well: he knows his Kipling and he
has got his timing right. Since the re-publication of Rudyard Kipling's
The Irish Guards in the Great War earlier this year there has been a
resurgence of interest in this once despised, politically incorrect giant
of poetry and prose. It is now O.K. to admit to admiring Kipling.
September saw two TV programmes on Kipling – Bookworm (in
which we appeared briefly as ourselves, and also as the shadowy
Rudyard and Carrie Kipling who drove around the Loos battlefield
searching for their son) and Omnibus. On the opening day of the play
there was a lecture at the Royal Society of Arts by Brian Louis Pearce,
on Kipling's response to the Diamond Jubilee (the poem
"Recessional"). A major feature film is being planned on the subject
of Rudyard and John, to be directed by Jon Blair; and our own book,
My Boy Jack? – The Search for John Kipling, will be published
next spring.
This play undoubtedly succeeds on the dramatic front. It takes full
advantage of a great story-line: a young man with poor eyesight is
eased into the Army in 1914 by his father, only to be reported missing.
The tension mounts. Was he really dead? Was the father to blame?
Would the father feel guilty for the rest of his life? Would his wife and
daughter blame him?
The denouement evolves with enough pace and variety of tone to
interest the knowledgable Kipling enthusiast and the casual theatregoer alike. Indeed, an element of the sympathetic first-night audience,
perhaps unaware of the bitter tragedy of the story that they were about
to see, obviously thought they had come to a comedy, and found their
own laughing points with gusto in the opening scenes. It is a measure
of the power of the play that they were soon quietly gripped by the
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inevitable tragedy of the tale, and were visibly moved to the core by
the end.
The story begins in 1913, on the day that a proud and eager (perhaps
even over-eager) Rudyard takes an anxious and seriously myopic John
to an examination by the Army Medical Board. It opens in the drawing
room at Bateman's, the Kiplings' gloomy Sussex home. Simon
Kenny's atmospheric but simple set, dominated by a huge Lady
Butlerish mural of Redcoats, is speedily and ingeniously converted into
the medical examination room.
David Haig's powerful Kipling comes immediately alive. In his
capacity of author he uses many of Kipling's own published or
recorded words to show the great man's depth and complexity. The
three-year-old who raged through the peaceful streets of his
grandparents' home in Bewdley, shouting "An angry Ruddy is
coming," frequently emerges in this portrayal of a man of fifty to
seventy years. The occasionally crude bigot shows the tender side of
his nature, often disguised by a forced positive reaction to what are, in
reality, painful situations.
The other members of the family are quickly characterised, and
although they all succeed from a dramatic point of view, and their
conflicts and tensions are credibly portrayed, our first quibbles from
the point of view of authenticity emerged at this point.
The main problem lies with the casting of Belinda Lang as Carrie
Kipling. Here we are presented (correctly, according to most of
Kipling's main biographers) with a cold, domineering, controlling
woman who dotes on her weak-eyed son; who reluctantly sees him
commissioned into the Irish Guards and going to the Western Front in
the second year of the '14 – '18 war; and who vehemently blames her
husband for his death. All these traits are acted with convincing feeling.
But Miss Lang projects to us a slim, elegant upper-middle-class
Englishwoman; and Carrie was American, buxom, matronly in later
years; and it is evident from photographs of her that she would never
have been renowned for her dress sense.
Most importantly, Carrie's regular letters to her American mother
(she wrote two a week for the twenty-seven years of their separation)
reveal a woman who, although broken by her grief, willingly gave her
son to a cause she believed in. She strongly felt that she and Rud could
do no less than sacrifice John if necessary, when all their friends were
doing likewise. Although every figure of the past, and every event from
it, is open to interpretation, and every author has a right to make his
own personal one, we were at a loss to understand why, when so great
an effort had obviously been made to achieve authenticity elsewhere,
this well known and documented fact was deliberately changed.
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Sarah Howe, who plays a strong and attractive Elsie Kipling, is given
lines of audacious rebellion against her parents. Again, nothing that we
have read would have substantiated quite such a vociferously rebellious
child and sister. Elsie suffered from middle child syndrome, even
though her beautiful elder sister Josephine died when she (Elsie) was
only three. The spirit, and the portrait, of the adored eldest child hovers
over the bereaved family. Her picture hangs prominently on the set.
Elsie can never replace her. John, the pampered baby, the son and heir
in whom Kipling invested all his own unfulfilled desires for a glorious
service career, became the focus of his parents' stifling love when
Josephine tragically died at the age of six. When Elsie's brother, and
close friend and ally, John, is killed, the full brunt of the heartbroken
parents' love devolves on her. Like David Haig's Carrie, his Elsie, too,
blames her father for overriding John's repeated failure to enlist
because of his deficient eyesight (a defect he undoubtedly inherited
from his father) by invoking his influence on his aged Boer War
contact, Lord Roberts. 'Bobs' got the lad a commission in his own
regiment, the Irish Guards.
John – familiar name, 'Jack' – is perhaps short-changed by Haig. His
John is a wimp, pursuing a military career simply to escape the stifling
environment engendered by his parents at Bateman's, and the unfair
pressure to achieve imposed upon him. John Light ably presents this
dominated, frustrated character. Yet the John that emerges from the
wonderful correspondence published in Elliot Gilbert's collection of
letters, "O Beloved Kids", had a delightful relationship with his father
and, although intellectually mediocre, emerges as a confident, jokey
young man. Accounts we have read about him from his young fellow
officers reconfirm this aspect of his character.
John emerges as more likable and capable in the remarkable trench
scene set on the Loos battlefield in late September 1915. The scene is
an unashamed tribute to Shakespeare's Henry V. The three roguish,
human, profane Irish Guardsmen, convincingly played by Dermot
Kerrigan, Fred Ridgeway and Billy Carter, sometimes terrified,
sometimes disrespectful of authority (represented by the raw subaltern,
Mr Kipling), are direct descendants of Nym, Bardolph and Pistol on the
eve of Agincourt. John Campbell's trench backcloth is dramatic and
technically sound (albeit a bit too comfortingly deep for authenticity).
What is particularly impressive in this scene is that element of warfare
– so often underestimated by historians and fiction writers alike – the
horrendous sound of battle, which often drove men mad, or
'neurasthenic', to use the current euphemism. It was particularly
effective in this tiny theatre, where the strident sound of the guns was
almost physically overpowering. That's how it was.
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The reaction to the reporting of John as 'wounded and missing' in the
Battle of Loos on 27 September 1915 is movingly portrayed by the
actors playing Rudyard, Carrie and Elsie. We can share their shock,
their anger, their disbelief. The same applies when the dreadful reality
has to be faced: that after years of desperate searching and enquiries, of
interviewing countless eye-witnesses and pulling every string that this
influential family is able, John is, indeed, dead.
Haig depicts a family, once bound together by tragedy (starting with
the death of Carrie's brother Wolcott Balestier, with whom Rudyard
had had a close – some maintain homosexual – relationship), which is
now isolated by it, each in his or her own resentful island of
recriminating heartbreak. They cannot bear to touch each other for
comfort. The Rudyard and Carrie that we have come to know by
reading so many of their letters from this period, show a couple who,
although they may have presented a stoical face to the general public
and the press (whose attention they feared and despised, while knowing
they needed it, as much as did Diana, Princess of Wales), clung
together for some desperate comfort.
A flash-back scene at this point shows Kipling with a young Elsie
and John. Here all his magical, spell-binding qualities as a father and
teller of tales to children are revealed in a situation which could have
been swamped in bathos; child actors do not often succeed so well in
avoiding irritating precociousness. The trio (this was never the sort of
activity that Carrie would have joined), thwarted by a storm, 'camp' in
the drawing room. To send the children to sleep, Rudyard regales them
with tales of the derring-do future of young Jack Kipling, officer of the
Bengal Lancers. When Elsie asks what is her role, she is told that she
will marry a handsome husband, live no more than a half-hour from
Bateman's, and have five children over whose upbringing Rudyard and
Carrie will have a great deal of say!
With John's death, the full force of their obsessive parenting fell on
Elsie. Secretly they did not view her marriage to another Irish Guards
officer, George Bambridge, with any of the excitement or pleasure
depicted here. They felt she was abandoning them. The final scene
shows them alone, Rudyard ridden by the digestive problems that beset
him in later life, listening to a wireless news broadcast on the accession
to power of Adolf Hitler in 1933. Kipling, with the foresight and
comprehension of his strong intellectual power, knew that a war in
which he had – at least for public consumption – so willingly sacrificed
his only son, his man-child, had not ceased in 1918, but was merely
pausing. The sacrifice was therefore in vain. The play ends with one of
Haig's weakest moments in his otherwise admirable portrayal of
Kipling: his recital of Rudyard's painful poem of grief, "My Boy Jack".
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"Have you news of my boy Jack?"
Not this tide.
"When d'you think that he'll come back?"
Not with this wind blowing, and this tide.
"Has anyone else had word of him?"
Not this tide.
For what is sunk will hardly swim,
Not with this wind blowing, and this tide.
"Oh, dear, what comfort can I find?"
None this tide
Nor any tide,
Except he did not shame his kind –
Not even with that wind blowing, and that tide.
Then hold your head up all the more,
This tide,
And every tide;
Because he was the son you bore,
And gave to that wind blowing and that tide!
This unbearably moving poem was delivered in an out-of-character,
flat, resigned tone. It belonged to the earlier, angry, grieving yet proud
moment when Rudyard was insisting to himself and to Carrie, that
John's gallant death was the glorious summit of his young life. It did
not ultimately detract from what was a fine production, with high
praise going to director John Dove. It is worth a far longer run than the
Hampstead Theatre could allow it (another production was due to start
on 27 November); a provincial tour followed by a West End run is
undoubtedly what My Boy Jack deserves.

(2) COMMENTS BY J.W.M. SMITH
[Michael Smith, the Society's Secretary, saw the play and wrote to David Haig
afterwards, congratulating him on it. He sent me a copy of his letter, from which I quote
below. – Ed.]

He wrote: "I can say, with absolute honesty, that I have never before
seen a play which compelled such rapt attention... The compulsion
resulted from a combination of the power of the script and masterly
acting. Your own tour de force was naturally the linchpin... and your
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ability to become Rudyard Kipling was quite remarkable.
The sombreness of the Bateman's set I could recognise, although
having been there so many times when the raised blinds let in glorious
light I don't find the house gloomy. The rapid transformation to the
trenches was superbly staged, and the contrast with the calm of the
house was extraordinarily effective. I can't imagine that the horror of
the Western Front has ever been presented quite as dramatically on
stage before.
I understand your need for dramatic licence, but the occasional
details which could grate on a purist in no way detracted from the
gripping enjoyment of the whole play... [which] has added significantly
to the Kipling canon..."

(3) COMMENTS BY K.M.L. FRAZER
[Kenneth Frazer, a member of Council, wrote me a letter, from which I quote. – Ed.]

"David Haig's portrayal of Kipling, and the trouble he had taken in his
acting and research to convey the truth about the man, were impressive
[though] it was of course a play, not a biography... [and] I was not
convinced that some of his more emotional scenes with Carrie could
have happened. But the thoughts and intentions of these scenes felt right.
It was a very good, well constructed play, which gripped the audience...
Haig was able to put over convincingly many of the principal
elements in Kipling's life; his belief in the Empire as a force for good;
a young man's duty to serve (and a young woman's to marry such a
man!); his admiration of the military man; his enthusiasm for cars,
engines and technical jargon; his love for Josephine and John; his
special ability in telling children stories; Carrie's protective attitude,
and nagging; the way Bateman's oppressed Elsie; Kipling's sickness;
and in the end the loneliness of Rudyard and Carrie, and the awful
knowledge that the sacrifice of John has been in vain..."

(4) COMMENTS BY SIR GEORGE ENGLE

Sir George saw the play on 28 October, the day on which there was, as
had been announced in the programme, "a discussion with the writer,
director and actors after the performance". In general, he thought it
was a good play, "excellently staged and acted". He noted "some
bits of dramatic licence – Carrie is English and rather beautiful,
though she yells at trespassers from the window at Bateman's; and the
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shell-shocked soldier who had seen John wounded comes to Bateman's
to tell Rudyard and Carrie about it. Also Carrie and Elsie, for dramatic
reasons, openly oppose Rudyard's support for John's enlistment."
During the discussion, Sir George had asked:
(1) "Did David Haig have any qualms over bringing the soldier face
to face with Kipling?" Reply: "No, it was dramatically necessary as a
prelude to the emotional scene in which Carrie and Elsie confront
Kipling with what (in their view) he has done."
(2) "Was there any real evidence for their reproaches?" Reply: "No,
not really; but John's mother and sister must have had their doubts; and
their expression puts Kipling (in the play) under tremendous emotional
pressure – which he must anyway have felt without the need (in life) of
any prompting."
Someone else had asked:
(3) "What was the purpose of the scene of John in the trenches,
before the attack in which he died?" Reply: "I wanted to show that
John, having enlisted partly to escape from the suffocating parental
atmosphere, had become his own man by the time he died."
David Haig had also said that, over the three years it had taken him
to research and write the play, he had found in John's relationship with
Kipling more and more of Haig's own relationship with his father; and
this had made the whole thing come alive for him. He had been more
concerned with showing the truth of the Kipling father-and-son
relationship than with every last factual detail.
Sir George continued as follows: "Coincidentally, on the following
evening I attended a London Library lecture given by Tom Stoppard.
His subject was the 'truth' of fictional biography – including plays such
as his own about the poet A.E. Housman, The Invention of Love. His
line is that he was seeking to give a 'true picture' of the man, not a
dramatisation of the precise biographical facts; moreover that even the
most conscientious biographer has to do this in filling the inevitable
factual gaps in his material. Like Haig, Stoppard is impenitent about
manipulating the facts (and inventing some incidents) in order to
produce a picture of 'the man himself. Applied to My Boy Jack, this
criterion, to my mind, shows Haig to have been brilliantly successful in
recreating Kipling in relation to the war, the Germans and his family.
Kipling's imaginative and writing side is perhaps under-represented –
apart from a slightly awkward flash-back scene of him with John and
Elsie as children – but in a couple of hours one can't have everything."
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KIPLING AND THE FEILDENS
COMPILED BY THE EDITOR FROM INFORMATION SUPPLIED
by RICHARD FEILDEN
We are indebted to one of our members, Mr Richard Feilden of Mayfield, Sussex, for
kindly making available photocopies of two letters, written by Kipling in 1923 and 1928
to Mr Feilden's late father; and also for giving us the tape of a thirty-minute talk which
Mr Feilden recorded in early 1995 for the local Heathfield and District Talking
Newspaper Association. In it he outlined the close relationship that had existed between
the Kiplings and the Feildens in Burwash, spoke of his own memories of Kipling, and
read out and commented on the texts of the two letters.
The letters are reproduced in this issue at pages 46 and 48-49. The tape has been
passed to the Society's Library, but a number of very interesting points from it are
recorded here, on a selective basis. (Selective, because for instance it seems unnecessary
to repeat here in full the passages quoted from chapter VII of Something of Myself in
which Kipling described Mr Feilden's great-uncle, Colonel H.W. Feilden; likewise, for
the Colonel's comments on Kipling, I am omitting Mr Feilden's story about the
commemoration in London in 1907 of the 50th anniversary of the Indian Mutiny, because
it was published in letter form on pages 53-54 of our issue of December 1994.)
I asked Mr Feilden to supply a biographical note about himself. Briefly, he was born
in 1923, and educated at Marlborough and at Cambridge, where he became President of
the Union; he was called to the Bar at Lincoln's Inn. From 1945 to 1951 he worked for
the Conservative Party's Research Department. From 1944 to 1963 he was a lecturer in
Adult Education; and from 1963 to 1966 an Inspector of Schools. For many years until
1981 he was an editor of Keesing's Contemporary Archives; while throughout the 1970s
he was a lay member of the Church of England's General Synod.
Three other Feildens are mentioned in these letters from Kipling – including two
Colonels. So I think it will help the reader to avoid confusion if I tabulate them.
1. Colonel Henry Wemyss Feilden, C.B. (1838-1921). This, Mr Feilden's great-uncle
Henry, is the Colonel Wemyss Feilden so attractively described in Something of Myself.
Born a younger son in a notable family (his father, Sir W.H. Feilden, was the 2nd
Baronet) he had a distinguished career, serving with the British Army in the suppression
of the Indian Mutiny of 1857 and in the China War of 1860; and, much later, in the first
and second South African Wars. During the American Civil War he attached himself to
the Confederate Army for three years, and served as A.D.C, to General 'Stonewall'
Jackson. In 1875-76 he took part in a British expedition to the Arctic, as official
naturalist. His admirable qualifications to do so were outlined in a reader's letter to the
Kipling Journal, March 1993, page 41.
2. Colonel Wemyss Gawne Cunningham Feilden, C.M.G. (1870-1943). This was
Mr Feilden's father, nephew to Colonel H.W. Feilden. He was the third son of the 3rd
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Baronet, Sir William Leyland Feilden. His career was in the Army, originally with the
Lancashire Fusiliers. He served in the South African War of 1899-1902, and in the first
World War. He retired in 1921, the year of his uncle's death; and went to live in
Rampyndene, which had been his uncle's house in Burwash. The two Kipling letters that
follow are addressed to him.
3. Sir Henry Wemyss Feilden, Bt. (born 1916). Mr Feilden's elder brother,
mentioned by Kipling in the 1923 letter. He served in the Royal Engineers in the second
World War; his career was in the Civil Service. In 1976 he became the 6th Baronet,
succeeding to the title on the death of a cousin; his heir is his son, Henry Rudyard Feilden
(born in 1951).

LETTER I
Jan. 12: 1923
Dear Colonel Feilden –
All congratulations and felicitations from Bateman's to Rampyndene
at the good news you send us. Fortune and Happiness be his! (I see
Henry this coming summer bowed down with the cares of bringing up
a Younger Brother as he should be.) Here are two grandsons as it were
to follow the Colonel. The old House prospers apace.
Always sincerely yours
Rudyard Kipling
RS. Incidentally, his birth-stone is Garnet, his guardian angel is
Gabriel, his special apostle is Simon Peter, his Zodiacal sign is
Aquarius and his flower is the Snowdrop. As a "talisman" he ought to
wear an onyx.
R.K

COMMENTS ON LETTER I
12 January 1923 was the date of Mr Feilden's birth; and the letter is
addressed to his father, Colonel W.G.C. Feilden. Rampyndene is the
"beautiful little William and Mary house" in the High Street of
Burwash, mentioned by Kipling in Something of Myself' as the home of
Colonel H.W. Feilden. The latter had no children, and when he died in
1921 he was succeeded in Rampyndene by his nephew, Colonel
W.G.C. Feilden. Hence Kipling's remark about the infant Richard and
his elder brother Henry being "grandsons as it were to follow the
Colonel". As to the postscript, Mr Feilden points out that Kipling was
mistaken about the zodiacal sign: it was not Aquarius but Capricorn.
(Incidentally, the cheerful tone of the letter belies the likely effort of
writing it: it is clear from Mrs Kipling's diary that her husband's
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chronic ill-health was a worry at this time, with references to his being
"still ill" and in "constant pain": she noted on 13 January that his
weight was now 128 lbs.)

LETTER II
A copy of this letter, typed and relatively easy to read, is at pages 48-49.

COMMENTS ON LETTER II
This letter was written on the day that the Kiplings, with Elsie and her
husband George Bambridge, drove to Bath for Christmas. "Toto" was
the family nickname for Richard Feilden. With regard to the first
sentence, Mr Feilden recalls that, "always a precocious child when it
came to history", he had "put Kipling right on the dates of a certain
monarch". In return, Kipling gave him a knife, which Mr Feilden
describes as "a penknife, rather popular at that time, which had
inscribed on it the names and dates of the Kings and Queens of
England. Unfortunately, with the passage of years, I no longer have it."
Mr Feilden adds that he now has no recollection of what "the
enclosed" may have been, though he agrees that it sounds like a coin.
VARIOUS POINTS FROM THE TAPE-RECORDING
It is clear from Mr Feilden's narrative that the initial encounter between
Kipling and Colonel H.W. Feilden was not felicitous. It occurred at the
Bear Hotel in Burwash in 1903, and was briefly recorded in the
Colonel's diary in the following terms: "Met an awful little bounder
today called Kipling." Despite that inauspicious beginning, the
relationship developed into close friendship, though there was apt to be
a degree of "needle" between Carrie Kipling and Julie Feilden. The
latter, the Colonel's American wife whom he had met during the Civil
War, had been "a Southern belle, from Charleston, South Carolina",
whereas Mrs Kipling hailed from New England.
Possibly, at his first meeting with the Colonel, Kipling had made a
tactical mistake to which he was prone, by too transparently
questioning his interlocutor. In Mr Feilden's words: "Kipling was a
great brain-picker. He immediately recognised in my great-uncle
someone who would be a great source for his imagination and his
[turn to page 50]
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Kipling's Letter II (opposite) continues, in his handwriting, as follows:

It may make him a coin-collector, or interest him in The Arabian
Nights. With all good wishes for Christmas and the New Year to your
household.
Very sincerely yours,
Rudyard Kipling
Though the main interpretative 'Comments on Letter IF are at page 47, a supplementary
note has been provided by Mr Feilden, relating to his childhood prowess with the dates
of the Kings and Queens of England. It links, albeit tenuously, the gift of the penknife
from Kipling with another gift to the youthful Mr Feilden, from that strange, eccentric
figure, Sir George Sitwell (1860-1943). Sir George was the father of Edith, Osbert and
Sacheverell Sitwell, and his extraordinary character is a vivid feature in Osbert's five
volumes of autobiography, starting with Left Hand! Right Hand! ( 1945). He was also for
some years M.P. for Scarborough, and he knew Mr Feilden's father, who had been born
in that town.

Mr Feilden remembers Sir George's striking appearance, with Van
Dyck beard, cloak and sombrero, looking "every inch a Spanish
grandee"; and recalls that he was also "a rather difficult man to
pin down".
One memorable day, Mr Feilden says he and his father "encountered
Sir George in the lounge of the Grand Hotel in Scarborough... and my
father introduced me, and sang my praises with regard to my
knowledge of the Kings and Queens of England... more or less inviting
Sir George to put me to the test, which he proceded to do. He bowled
me one or two easy ones, which I responded to with alacrity. Then he
threw in the trick question: 'Edward V (one of the Princes in the
Tower). I answered, '1483'.
Sir George uttered no further word. All he did was take a ten shilling
note out of his pocket, press it into my hand, and leave the lounge."
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writing. They became very good friends indeed." The Kiplings found
Bateman's cold and damp, and tended to winter abroad, whereupon:
"My great-uncle always had the job of keeping an eye on Bateman's
while the Kiplings were away: and keeping them up to date with village
affairs when they came back."
Mr Feilden was only thirteen when Kipling died, so his memories of
Kipling are relatively vague, but he remembers "paddling him in his
little boat on the lake at Bateman's"; and remembers Kipling signing
for him a volume of his stories which Mr Feilden had won in 1933 as
a prize at his prep school; and he also has a vicarious memory of an
incident involving his elder brother.
"My brother used to go down to Bateman's and borrow books from
Kipling's library. There was one famous occasion – and I've always
regretted the fact that I wasn't present – when he went down to borrow
a particular book. Now Mrs Kipling really ruled the roost at Bateman's.
She was a consummate manager, and she regarded it as one of her jobs
in life to protect her husband from unwanted callers; and the various
maids were instructed how to deal with the situation. Anyway, as my
brother came abreast of the house he saw Kipling looking out of the
window. That emboldened him to go and ring the front doorbell,
whereupon the maid of the day arrived and uttered the usual formula:
'I'm afraid Mr Kipling is not at home.'
To which my brother replied, with all the brashness of youth,
'Nonsense! I've seen him waving to me out of the window!'
Whereupon the maid retreated in some confusion and called Mrs
Kipling; and Mrs Kipling came and said to my brother, 'Rudyard will
be down in a minute.' The great man came down; and the two of them
went into the study; the book was borrowed; and that was that.
Finally, in January 1936, just before Kipling's death, Mr Feilden and
his mother and brother were walking in the vicinity of Bateman's when
they met Kipling who was also walking. He turned, retracing his steps,
to accompany them for a few minutes. Mr Feilden's mother "was very
proud of the fact that I had just passed my Common Entrance
examination to Marlborough College, and was due to go there in the
following June," and she told Kipling, who remarked, "I always
wanted John to go to Marlborough."
Shortly after this they parted from Kipling, who turned back to
Bateman's; and Mr Feilden remembers his mother saying, "That's the
only time I've ever known him mention his son." A few days later,
Kipling died in London, and Mr Feilden believes that "we three were
probably the very last people to see him alive in Burwash."

December 1997

KIPLING JOURNAL

51

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
[I am glad to receive letters intended for publication. However, since more
are received than can in practice be printed, I must be selective, and reserve
– unless expressly told otherwise – the usual right to shorten a letter. In
some cases it may be possible for the text, and/or enclosures, to be
summarised under "Points from Other Letters". My address is given on the
penultimate page of this issue. – Ed.]

A NOTABLE CAMBRIDGE EVENT, MARCH 1998
From Dr J.D. Lewins, Magdalene College, Cambridge CB3 OAG

Dear Sir,
I am pleased to tell you that I have been able to arrange for Professor
Thomas Pinney and his wife to include Cambridge on their impending
visit to England in March 1998; and I am planning a lecture here in
Magdalene College, to be given by Professor Pinney, and to be
followed by a subscription dinner in his honour.
He has agreed to talk on Kipling's planned but unpublished works;
and you will know of his access to such information, that few others
can have. I would be happy to open up the occasion to members of the
Kipling Society; and I wondered therefore if you would agree to
publish the attached information in the December issue of the Journal,
which would be in time to recruit an audience.
Yours sincerely
JEFFERY LEWINS

[I congratulate Dr Lewins on his initiative, and am glad to publicise this
highly interesting event, which deserves to be very well attended. In
fairness to the organisers, anyone proposing to be at the lecture and/or
the dinner, is asked not to leave the booking until the last minute. As
for Tom Pinney, who hardly needs introducing, and who is the author
of a major article in this issue, he is worth going far to hear. – Ed.]
DR J.D. LEWINS'S NOTICE
A Kipling Lecture, on 18 March 1998,
at Magdalene College, Cambridge
Professor Emeritus Thomas H. Pinney, of Pomona College, California,
will give a lecture in Magdalene College, Cambridge, on 18 March
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1998, on Kipling's unpublished – and perhaps unwritten – works. It
will be entitled The Kipling that Nobody Will Ever Read.
The lecture will be from 5.30 to 6.30 p.m. in the Benson Hall,
courtesy of the Master and Fellows. Admission will be free, and tickets
of admission may be obtained on application to the Praelector's
Secretary, Magdalene College, Cambridge CB3 OAG, tel (01223)
332100, or fax 462589, or, by e-mail, jdl@eng.cam.ac.uk.
Tea will be available beforehand, if ordered with the request for a
ticket, at a price of £2.50 per head, payable in advance or on arrival.
Professor and Mrs Pinney will be honoured at a subscription dinner,
to take place in the College after the lecture. The cost of the dinner,
with wines, is an inclusive price of £25 per head, payable in advance;
again, it may be ordered with the request for a lecture ticket.
Carriages at 10 p.m. However, accommodation overnight and
breakfast are available in student rooms in College, at an inclusive
price of £29, again payable in advance.
After the lecture, the College will display a number of items
connected with Kipling, who was an Honorary Fellow of the College
from 1932 to 1936. These include his gift of the poem "To the
Companions", celebrating the Samuel Pepys connection; his portrait by
William Strang, commissioned by Max Aitken, Lord Beaverbrook; and
a volume of 22 poems in draft manuscript, given by his widow, Carrie
Kipling; together with copies of letters from Kipling written in
connection with his Honorary Fellowship.
Professor Pinney, a Vice-President of the Kipling Society, is well
known for his current activities editing the Kipling letters, of
which volumes 1 to 3 have already been published, while 4 and 5
are in preparation. He is also responsible for the definitive edition
of the letters of Macaulay; and is the author of A History of Wine
in America.

THE ORIGINAL OF KIPLING'S MULVANEY
From Sir George Engle, K.C.B., QC, 32 Wood Lane, Highgate, London N6 5UB

Sir,
Whether or not Corporal Macnamara was "the" original of Kipling's
Mulvaney, as stated in the original caption to the photograph
reproduced from John Fraser's Sixty Years in Uniform on page 6 of the
September 1997 issue of the Journal, Kipling certainly knew him.
In the book, Fraser describes how he was asked by an officer to help
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a young journalist named Mr Kipling, who had "an idea for turning out
something new in writing about military life by getting into direct
touch with Tommy Atkins himself. Kipling was taken by Fraser to the
canteen and introduced to a group of seven or eight "boozing chums",
among them Corporal Macnamara. The visitor having stood them all
beer, they got on fine with him, and the visit was repeated.
Fraser goes on to say that when, later, he read Soldiers Three, "I
immediately recognised Corporal Macnamara as the prototype of the
inimitable Mulvaney, and then, although Learoyd and Ortheris were
not so easily recognisable, and appeared to be composite characters, I
realised that that night in the canteen I had been present at a very
remarkable birth – the birth of triplets whose names were to become
household words throughout the English-speaking world."
It seems to me that Fraser's explicit differentiation of Mulvaney
(as having an identifiable prototype) from the other two (as
being composite characters) should be given due weight in any
attempt to determine whether Mulvaney was or was not a composite
creation.
Yours faithfully
GEORGE ENGLE

"ON THE GATE" AND JUDAS ISCARIOT
From Mrs L.A.F. Lewis, Cappaslade Cottage, Brightwell-cum-Sotwell, Wallingford,
Oxon OX 10 ORQ

Sir,
Further to the correspondence about "On the Gate" (Debits and
Credits) in the Journals of March, June and September 1997, our
member Mrs Sara Johnson has now supplied a likely answer to Mr
West's original query about the salvation of Judas. She suggests that
this idea derived from Origen.
According to the Oxford Dictionary of the Christian Church, Origen
was a 2nd-to-3rd century theologian from Alexandria. He was
"essentially a Biblical scholar" who wrote copiously, but most of his
work now survives only in quotation. For this reason, the Dictionary
points out, it is difficult to know whether some of his "audacious
theories" were speculations, beliefs or the reported notions of others.
The entry continues:
Among his most controverted theories was his teaching on souls
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and their destiny. All spirits were created equal, but, through the
exercise of their free-will they developed in hierarchical order, and
some fell into sin and so became either demons or souls,
imprisoned in bodies. Death does not finally decide the fate of the
soul, which may turn into a demon or an angel. This ascent and
descent goes on uninterruptedly until the final 'Apocatastasis'
(q.v.) when all creatures, even the devil, will be saved.
If Kipling came across this theory somewhere, it would certainly
have appealed to him: he had disliked the doctrine of eternal damnation
ever since he first heard of it from his foster-mother Mrs Holloway at
Southsea. Mrs Johnson's suggestion would account not only for the
redemption of Judas in "On the Gate", but also for the scene, in the
same story, in which an "Imp of the Pit", having sneaked into heaven,
is found to be sprouting angel feathers on his wings, and is recruited by
Saint Peter to the heavenly team.
Yours sincerely
LISA LEWIS

ON THE CRUISE OF THE "CACHALOT"
From Mr K.M.L. Frazer, 3 Roseacres, Sawbridgeworth, Hertfordshire

Dear Sir
A prefatory letter from Kipling, in The Cruise of the "Cachalot":
Round the World after Sperm Whales, by Frank T. Bullen, F.R.G.S.,
First Mate (London, Smith, Elder & Co, 1898), is of some interest.
Headed "Letter received by the Author from Mr. Rudyard Kipling, as
the book was passing through the Press", it reads:
Dear Mr. Bullen,
It is immense – there is no other word. I've never read anything
that equals it in its deep-sea wonder and mystery; nor do I think
that any book before has so completely covered the whole business
of whale-fishing, and at the same time given such real and new sea
pictures. You have thrown away material enough to make five
books, and I congratulate you most heartily. It's a new world that
you've opened the door to.
Very sincerely,
RUDYARD KIPLING

Rottingdean, November 22, 1898.
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This letter was written two years after the first publication of Captains
Courageous, and six years after the short story "A Matter of Fact"
(Many Inventions). It seems to combine typical Kipling encouragement
to a new author with his enthusiasm for the sea.
Frank Thomas Bullen (1857-1915) was a sailor from 1869 until 1883
when he became a junior clerk in the Meteorological Office. In his
preface to The Cruise of the "Cachalot" he expresses the hope "that,
although in no sense exclusively a book for boys, the coming
generation may find this volume readable and interesting..."
Ordered to read it as a boy, I found it uninteresting; but at a mature
age I find it very interesting. Kipling unreservedly enjoyed it when he
was thirty-two.
Yours sincerely
KEN FRAZER

JOHN KIPLING'S RIFLE
From Mr D.R. Johnston-Jones, 12 Ferry Path, Cambridge CB4 1HB

Dear Sir,
I wonder if you can throw any light on a question relating to John
Kipling, which has puzzled me for some time.
In one of the rooms at Bateman's there are, in a corner, a modern
military sword and a Lee Enfield rifle of the type used by the British
Army in both World Wars. I assume that the sword was John's, and that
it was returned to his parents with his kit after his death. I think he
would have taken it to France, but not carried it in action.
The rifle is more of a problem, as these were not issued to officers.
However, in "O Beloved Kids" [Rudyard Kipling's letters to his
children, edited by Elliot L. Gilbert, 1983] there is a letter from
Rudyard to John, dated 6 July 1915, in which he says, "I hope you've
got the rifle with you and that you're fully supplied with a first-class
compass."
That letter was written the month before John crossed to France, and
the context suggests that the rifle was in some way special, and that
John was to take it to France with him; but I find this odd.
Yours sincerely
DAVID R. JOHNSTON-JONES
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THE CURSE OF ART
From Mr J.W.M. Smith, Secretary of the Kipling Society

Dear Sir,
I have received a plea from a Mr Blair concerning the validity of a
supposed Kipling quotation. He had used it in a book review for the Los
Angeles Times, having received an assurance from a colleague that it
was genuine. However, having subsequently been asked for its origin,
he found that his original informant, who had promised chapter and
verse, could not provide it. He now seeks our help.
The quotation is: "The Curse of all Art is that the devotee or disciple
is always more certain than the Priest."
Yours faithfully
MICHAEL SMITH

[I am sure this is by Kipling, but I fear I cannot readily place it. Who can? – Ed.]

The Bat and the Cat, a sketch by I.V. Walter for "The Cat that Walked by Himself in a
shortened version of Just So Stories translated into Russian by G.E. Levitin & M.A.
Shereshevsky ('Education' Publishers, Moscow & Leningrad, 1964). The Bat played a
key role at one stage in that story, as a reliable and discreet informant for the Cat. Here
they are shown at one of their regular confidential meetings in the Wet Wild Woods.
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POINTS FROM OTHER LETTERS
EARLIER KIPLING SOCIETIES
I
From Mrs B. Santa-Cruz, Pond Cottage, Hackhurst Lane, Lower Dicker, East Sussex
BN27 4BP

Mrs Santa-Cruz has written in response to a letter from Mr Shamus
Wade (September 1997, page 44). Mr Wade had sought elucidation of
a point in our issue of March 1963, where in an obituary note on Mr
Tom Jones, author of Patagonian Panorama, he was described as "a
member of the Society from the beginning: being in fact one of the
considerable group who applied to join the earlier society." Mr Wade
asked what that "earlier society" could have been. To which Mrs SantaCruz responded as follows:
Tom Jones was my father; and as I was only eight in 1927 what
follows is to the best of my recollection.
In 1927 we were in Chile, and my father read in a newspaper
(The Times? or Observer?) that a Kipling Society was to be
formed. He wrote that he would like to join, but nothing came of
his letter.
In 1928 we came on leave to London, and joined the present
Kipling Society, with my mother; my sister and I being associate
members. My father often said he was sorry he was not one of the
first to join; but it was always in reference to the present Society,
and I never heard of an earlier one.
The obituary was wrong to say he had been a member "from
the beginning"; and it would make more sense to transpose
"earlier" and "society", so that it would read, "... applied to join the
society earlier".

II
From Mr M. Jones, at Brown's Hotel, Dover Street, London W1A 4SW

Mr Jones refers to the amusingly facetious menu for the dinner held in
June 1895 by the Kipling Club at Cornell University (letter from Mrs
L.A.F. Lewis, September 1997, pages 44-46), and casts light on the
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source of two of the courses in it.
The item "Oonts dans 1'eau", obviously improbable as a fish course,
is derived from the last four lines of Kipling's poem, "Oonts", about the
capricious nature of the military transport camel:
O the oont, O the oont, O the floatin', bloatin' oont!
The late lamented camel in the water-cut 'e lies;
We keeps a mile be'ind 'im an' we keeps a mile in front,
But 'e gets into the drinkin'-casks, and then o'course we dies!
As for the "G.B.T. Shinbones", Mr Jones traces this to "The Swelling
of Jordan", which is the last act of The Story of the Gadsbys (collected
in Soldiers Three and Other Stories). There, Captain Mafflin declares,
"I must be off to make a Troop Cook desperately unhappy. I won't have
the wily Hussar fed on Government Bullock Train shinbones."

III
From Mrs L.A.F. Lewis. Cappaslade Cottage, Brightwell-cum-Sotwell. Wallingford,
Oxon 0X1O ORQ

As forecast (September 1997, page 46), Mrs Lisa Lewis has kindly
made it possible for us to publish the droll cartoon opposite, showing
fourteen members of the Kipling Club at Cornell – presumably the
same fourteen who attended the dinner on the island. We are duly
grateful for the permission granted by the Bancroft Library, University
of California at Berkeley. We are also grateful to Professor Thomas
Pinney for kindly doing some research into such information as is
readily available about the fourteen men depicted. It is Professor
Pinney's notes, conveyed to us by Mrs Lewis, that follow. He makes
the interesting general comment that the Kipling Club was "a
thoroughly academic bunch, with a large proportion of young teachers
rather than of undergraduates".
1. Jerome B. Landfield ( 1871 –1954), A.B. (Cornell) 1894. Also a graduate student at
Cornell (hence his presence in 1895). Afterwards a teacher, writer and editor.
2.

William Strunk (1869-1946) became Professor of English at Cornell. Enjoyed some
posthumous glamour in the 1970s when his former student, E.B. White, wrote a
glowing account of Strunk's The Elements of Style (1918). The book was then
reprinted and became a textbook in American universities.

3.

Henry Morse Stephens (1857-1919), born in Edinburgh, educated at Haileybury
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and at Balliol, Oxford. Professor of Modern History at Cornell, 1894-1902; at
Berkeley, 1902-1919. President of the American Historical Society.
4.

Ferdinand Canning Scott Schiller (1864-1937), a prolific author on philosophy and
politics. I think he was a professor at the University of Southern California.

5.

F. Cutts: no information.

6.

A. Emerson: probably Alfred Emerson, senior, who died in 1946. Published many
works on archaeology from 1881.

7.

H.J. Edmiston: perhaps Homer Jacob Edmiston, who in 1901 published a Harvard
thesis on Aristotle's Poetics.

8.

H.J. O'Brien: no information.

9.

Ernest Albee (1865-1927), Professor of Philosophy at Cornell, 1892-1927.

10. Charles Henry Hull (1864-1936), Ph.B., Cornell, 1886; Ph.D., Halle, 1892;
Professor of American History at Cornell to 1931.
11. D.A. Murray: perhaps Daniel Alexander Murray (1862-1934), who published
extensively on mathematics from 1894; wrote a standard text on differential
equations.
12. G.H. McKnight: probably George Harley McKnight (b. 1871), a scholar of the
English language, who published on Middle English, English grammar and the
history of English.
13. H.D. Williams: possibly Henry Davison Williams (b. 1863), a lawyer.
14. Wilbur Cortez Abbott ( 1869-1947). Fellow and instructor in History, Cornell ( 189295); Professor of History at Yale, 1908-20; at Harvard, 1920-37.

JOHN MASTERS AND KIPLING'S SOLDIERS THREE
From Miss M. Morison, 13 Ballast Quay, Lussell Street, London SE10 9PD

Miss Morison writes to draw attention to some interesting comments
about Kipling in By the Green of the Spring (1981), a novel by the late
John Masters, D.S.O. (1914-83). They are at pages 46-47, in an episode
set in Rawalpindi in early 1918. In a conversation between two British
Army officers, Mitchell and Stratton, Mitchell expresses near-disbelief
that Stratton, a newcomer to India, has never heard of Privates Ortheris,
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Learoyd and Mulvaney, Kipling's imaginary characters "in what was
probably the Northumberland Fusiliers, serving in India," and strongly
advises him to read Soldiers Three, and also Kim. He comments that
"an Indian babu I know, a very intelligent man, says that Kipling
understands India very well", although "he doesn't understand
Indians... but that's none of our affair, is it?"

LADY THATCHER AND KIPLING
From Mr M.S. Allcock, Travellers Club, 106 Pall Mall, London SWIY 5EP

Mr Allcock has sent us a cutting from the Sunday Telegraph of 26
October 1997; it contains a review by Noel Malcolm of Margaret
Thatcher: The Collected Speeches edited by Robin Harris
(HarperCollins, 667 pages, £29.99).
The reviewer commented that since the book was obviously an
expression of Lady Thatcher's attitudes, it was not surprising that
"there are as many index-entries for Rudyard Kipling as for Geoffrey
Howe – more, in fact, than for Helmut Kohl and François Mitterrand
combined." The Kipling quotations, in his view, were "straight from
the heart", and were not the product of the speech-writer.
He particularly liked a quotation from "The Lesson", a poem by
Kipling acknowledging the hard but salutary lessons that had been
learned from the Boer War. Lady Thatcher had quoted the first two
lines in a speech given shortly after Britain's humiliating withdrawal
from the Exchange Rate Mechanism in 1992. "Let us admit it fairly, as
a business people should, / We have had no end of a lesson: it will do
us no end of good." The reviewer added his personal comment that
"some of our rulers, it seems, have not yet learnt that lesson."
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THE SOCIETY'S LIBRARY
The Society's Research Library contains some 1300 items – books by
Kipling, books and articles relating to his life and works, collections of
press cuttings, photographs, relevant memorabilia, and a complete run
of the Kipling Journal. It is located at City University, Northampton
Square, London EC1V OHB, where, by kind permission, it is housed in
the University Library. Members of the University's Graduate Centre
for Journalism are allowed access to it.
So, of course, are members of the Kipling Society, if they obtain a
Reader's Ticket from the Honorary Librarian, Mrs Trixie Schreiber, at
16 High Green, Norwich NR1 4AP [tel. 01603 701630, or (at her
London address) 0171 708 0647], who is glad to answer enquiries
about the Library by post or telephone. If Mrs Schreiber is away,
enquiries should be channelled through the Society's Secretary – see
page 4 for the address and telephone number.

Here is a selective list of relatively recent acquisitions:Transforming Genres: New Approaches to British Fiction of the 1890s,
ed. Nikki Lee Manos & Meri-Jane Rochelson (London, Macmillan,
1994), xv + 272 pages. Collection of essays, of which two (on "The
Man Who Would Be King" and Kim) directly concern Kipling.
Rudyard Kipling in Vermont, by Stuart Murray (Images from the Past,
Inc., Bennington, Vermont, 1997), x + 197 pages. Reviewed in the
editorial of this issue of the Journal.
The Irish Guards in the Great War by Rudyard Kipling, Volume 1, The
First Battalion (Spellmount, Staplehurst, Kent, 1997), 320 pages. The
new edition, with a Foreword by George Webb and photographs
from the Irish Guards archives. Reviewed in the Journal, March 1997,
pages 9-10.
The Barrack-Room Ballads of Rudyard Kipling edited with an
Introduction and notes by John Whitehead (Centenary Edition, revised,
Hearthstone Publications, 1997). Paperback, viii + 169 pages; as
advertised in the Journal, September 1997, page 42.

THE KIPLING JOURNAL
AN EXPLANATORY NOTE

The Kipling Journal, house magazine of the Kipling Society, is sent
quarterly to all members. Its contributions to learning since 1927 have
earned it a high reputation. It has published many important items by
Kipling not readily found elsewhere, and a vast quantity of valuable
historical, literary and bibliographical commentary, in various shapes,
by authorities in their field. In the academic study of Kipling, no
serious scholar overlooks the Journal's wealth of data. (The entire run
since 1927 is now being comprehensively indexed.) Scores of libraries
and English Faculties, in a dozen countries, receive the Journal as
corporate members of the Society.
However, though scholarly in general tendency, it is not an austerely
academic production. It aims to entertain as well as to inform. This is
both necessary and easy. Necessary because our membership is as
representative of the ordinary reader as of the university researcher.
Easy because there exists an inexhaustible reservoir of engrossing
material – thanks to the great volume and variety of Kipling's writings;
the scope of his travels, acquaintance and correspondence; the diversity
of his interests and influence; the scale of the events he witnessed; the
exceptional fame he attracted in his lifetime; and the international
attention he continues to attract.
The Editor is glad to receive, from members and non-members alike,
articles or letters bearing on the life and works of Kipling. The range of
potential interest is wide, from erudite correspondence and scholarly
criticism to such miscellanea as justify attention, e.g. reports of new
books or films; press cuttings; sales catalogues; unfamiliar
photographs; fresh light on people or places that Kipling wrote about;
and of course unpublished letters by Kipling himself, particularly ones
of any biographical or bibliographical significance.
Authors of prospective articles should know that length may be
crucial: the volume of material coming in steadily exceeds the space
available. A page holds under 500 words, so articles of 5000 words,
often requiring preface, notes and illustrations, may be hard to
accommodate quickly. Even short pieces often have to wait. Naturally,
as with other literary societies, contributors are not paid; their reward
is the appearance of their work in a periodical of repute.
The Secretary of the Society arranges distribution of the Journal, and
holds an attractive stock of back numbers for sale. However, items
submitted for publication should be addressed to The Editor, Kipling
Journal, Weavers, Danes Hill, Woking, Surrey GU22 7HQ, England.

THE KIPLING SOCIETY
AN EXPLANATORY NOTE

The Kipling Society exists for anyone interested in the prose and verse,
and the life and times, of Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936). When founded in
1927 by J.H.C. Brooking and a few enthusiasts, it met with vehement and
predictable disapproval from Kipling himself; but it quickly gained, and
thereafter retained, a substantial membership. It remains today one of the
most active and enduring of the many literary and historical societies in
Britain. Moreover, being the only one in the world that focuses
specifically on Kipling and his place in English literature, it also attracts
members from many other countries, who all receive the quarterly Kipling
Journal (subject of a descriptive note on the previous page).
As an essentially non-profit-making literary organisation, run on a
voluntary basis to provide a service to the public as well as to its
members, the Kipling Society is a Registered Charity (No. 278885) in
Britain. Its overall activities are controlled by its Council, though
routine management is in the hands of the Secretary and the other
honorary officials. However, its large membership in North America is
mainly co-ordinated from Rockford College, Illinois, and there is also
an active branch in Melbourne, Australia.
For fuller particulars of its organisation, and a list of impending
meetings, see pages 4 and 5 of this issue. The Society's main London
activities fall into four categories. First, maintaining a specialised
Library which scholars may consult, and which is located in City
University, London; second, answering enquiries from the public (e.g.
schools, publishers, writers and the media), and providing speakers on
request; third, arranging a regular programme of lectures, usually but
not exclusively in London, and a formal Annual Luncheon with a
distinguished Guest Speaker; fourth, publishing the Kipling Journal.
Kipling, phenomenally popular in his day, appeals still to a wide
range of 'common readers' attracted by his remarkable prose and verse
style, his singular ability to evoke atmosphere, and his skill in
narrative. These unacademic readers, as well as professional scholars
of English literature, find much to interest them in the Society and its
Journal. New members are made welcome. Particulars of membership
are obtained by writing to the Secretary, Kipling Society, 2 Brownleaf
Road, Brighton, Sussex BN2 6LB, England (or, for those living in
North America, to the address at the foot of page 4). (The Secretary's
Internet web specification is: http://www.kipling.org.uk)
The annual subscription rate is £20 – both for individual and for
corporate members, whether in Britain or abroad. This remains the
'minimum' rate: some members very helpfully contribute more.

