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FORTHCOMING MEETINGS
OF THE KIPLING SOCIETY

Wednesday 13 February 2019 5.30 for 6 pm in the Rutland Room, 
Royal Over-Seas League: Joint meeting with the Rider Haggard 
Society: Panel Discussion of Rudyard Kipling’s friendship with 
Rider Haggard

Wednesday 10 April 2019 5.30 for 6 pm in the Rutland Room, Royal 
Over-Seas League: Stephen Ridgwell ‘“Some land the Law calls 
mine:” Kipling and the Edwardian Countryside’

Wednesday 8th May at the Army & Navy Club, 36 Pall Mall, London 
SWIY 3JN at 12.30 for 1 pm: Annual Luncheon  of the Kipling 
Society. Speaker: Professor Daniel Karlin on ‘Rudyard Kipling 
and Robert Browning’

Wednesday 10 July 2019 4.30 in the Rutland Room, Royal Over-Seas 
League: Kipling Society Annual General Meeting. 5.30 for 6 pm:  
Dr Jarad Zimbler, Birmingham University: topic to be arranged.

December 2018� Alex Bubb
� (Meetings Secretary)
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EDITORIAL AND NEWS
To celebrate the completion of the online New Reader’s Guide commen-
taries on Kipling’s poetry in 2018, this December number opens with 
three Christmas poems by Kipling. Yuletide merriment is not precisely 
the keynote of the expatriate English in ‘Christmas in India’, yearning 
for the holly and mistletoe of ‘Home’ instead of hot sun, parrots and 
tamarisks. In the much loved ‘Eddi’s Service’, pagan merrymaking 
lures the Saxons from church while the lonely steadfast Eddi preaches 
‘The Word’ to a stray Ox and Ass. In the poignant ‘A Nativity’, a 
mother bereaved almost as cruelly as Mary mourns a son lost in No 
Man’s Land, consoled only by knowing that he died in a sacred cause. 
Published in late December 1916 a little over a year after John Kipling 
disappeared during the Battle of Loos, ‘A Nativity’ seems a particularly 
fitting poem for this final issue of this last centenary year of the Great 
War. 

David Richards’ absorbing account of Kipling’s friendship with 
Arthur Conan Doyle tells the story of both men’s aspiration in the 
1890s, together with Kipling’s friend Cecil Rhodes, to establish an 
‘Anglo-Saxon alliance’ of Great Britain and her empire with the USA, 
to guide and rule the world. This plan – or hope, or fantasy – was very 
much of its time: the high noon of the British Empire, so soon to begin 
passing once the Boer War broke out. Mutual mistrust, especially on 
the US side, meant the scheme was never going to fly, but Richards’ 
account of these men’s dream of of a global ‘white men’s civilization’ 
makes fascinating reading. 

Another tale of a road not taken is the satirical ballad ‘Sir Pompey 
Bedell’, submitted for publication in the Civil and Military Gazette 
1888 by the junior official C. G. Parsons. Kipling turned it down, 
warning him that publication would gravely damage his career in India. 
Thanks to Parsons’ descendant Jocelyn Cullity, to whose generosity 
we are indebted, Kipling’s admiring letter of refusal and my summary 
of the ballad appear here for the first time. The following item ‘East 
and West’, the latest in Thomas Pinney’s series of the young Kipling’s 
uncollected journalism, gives a different view of the Punjab in 1885 
from the perspective of his Afghan travelling companion ‘Sinbad’. 
Taken together, both pieces shed a telling light on British India. 

Several short items conclude this issue, beginning with a report from 
the Illustrated London News, 1905, about the death of a sea serpent 
apparently witnessed by Kipling. ‘Further Notes of Mowgli’, Kipling’s 
afterthoughts on the Jungle Books follows, then reviews of new books 
on or connected with Kipling by Rodney Atwood, Mary Hamer and 
myself. We end with two substantial ‘Letters to the Editor’ from Fred 
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Lerner and Alastair Wilson. Many thanks to these and other contribu-
tors. I wish a Merry Christmas to all our members, of whatever faith or 
persuasion.

MEMBERSHIP SECRETARY
The Kipling Society’s new Membership Secretary Fiona Renshaw has 
taken over this autumn from John Lambert, who stood down at the July 
A.G.M.. We are most grateful to John for his efficiency and hard work 
as Membership Secretary over the past ten years, and for bridging the 
gap as Acting Membership Secretary. We welcome Fiona to this role. 

‘JUST-SO’ MUSICAL AT CIRENCESTER
‘Just So: the Musical’, based on five of the Kipling tales, will play at the 
Barn Theatre, Cirencester, from 5 December 2018 to 13 January 2019. 
Kipling Society members in the West Country may wish to take their 
children or grandchildren to this treat.

KIPLING’S ‘EPITAPHS OF THE WAR’ ON RADIO 3
The Editor gave a talk on Kipling’s ‘Epitaphs of the War’ in the late-
night Radio 3 programme ‘The Essay’, in the last of the series ‘Minds 
at War’ about writers and artists responding to the Great War, Broadcast 
during the week of 11 November, the talk will be over when members 
read this, but the podcast can be heard on i-player via the BBC 
Sounds website, using this link: https://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/
m000117p.

A BOOK OF NEW KIPLING STORIES
Members will be delighted to learn that a book of new stories – new 
to living readers, that is – has just appeared, thanks to Thomas Pinney 
who has edited a collection of tales from the Civil and Military Gazette, 
never previously reprinted even in the Sussex edition. The Cause of 
Humanity and Other Stories: The Uncollected Prose Fiction of Rudyard 
Kipling, ed. Thomas Pinney, published by Cambridge University Press 
in November 2018, will be reviewed in the 2019 Kipling Journal.
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THREE CHRISTMAS POEMS
by RUDYARD KIPLING

1. CHRISTMAS IN INDIA (1886)

DIM dawn behind the tamarisks – the sky is saffron-yellow – 
  As the women in the village grind the corn,
And the parrots seek the riverside, each calling to his fellow
  That the Day, the staring Eastern Day, is born.
  Oh the white dust on the highway! Oh the stenches in the byway!
    Oh the clammy fog that hovers over earth!
    And at Home they’re making merry ’neath the white and scarlet
   berry – 
  What part have India’s exiles in their mirth? 

Full day behind the tamarisks – the sky is blue and staring – 
  As the cattle crawl afield beneath the yoke,
And they bear One o’er the field-path, who is past all hope or caring,
  To the ghat below the curling wreaths of smoke.
  Call on Rama, going slowly, as ye bear a brother lowly – 
  Call on Rama – he may hear, perhaps, your voice!
  With our hymn-books and our psalters we appeal to other altars,
  And to-day we bid “good Christian men rejoice!” 

High noon behind the tamarisks – the sun is hot above us – 
   As at Home the Christmas Day is breaking wan.
They will drink our healths at dinner – those who tell us how they love
  us,
  And forget us till another year be gone!
  Oh the toil that knows no breaking! Oh the Heimweh, ceaseless, 
aching!
  Oh the black dividing Sea and alien Plain!
  Youth was cheap – wherefore we sold it. Gold was good – we hoped 
to hold it,
  And to-day we know the fulness of our gain. 

Grey dusk behind the tamarisks – the parrots fly together – 
  As the sun is sinking slowly over Home;
And his last ray seems to mock us shackled in a lifelong tether.
  That drags us back how’er so far we roam.
  Hard her service, poor her payment – she in ancient, tattered raiment – 
  India, she the grim Stepmother of our kind.
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   If a year of life be lent her, if her temple’s shrine we enter,
    The door is shut – we may not look behind. 

Black night behind the tamarisks – the owls begin their chorus – 
  As the conches from the temple scream and bray.
With the fruitless years behind us, and the hopeless years before us,
   Let us honour, O my brother, Christmas Day!
   Call a truce, then, to our labours – let us feast with friends and 
neighbours,
  And be merry as the custom of our caste;
  For if “faint and forced the laughter,” and if sadness follow after,
    We are richer by one mocking Christmas past.

2. EDDI’S SERVICE (1910)

EDDI, priest of St. Wilfrid
  In his chapel at Manhood End,
Ordered a midnight service
  For such as cared to attend.

But the Saxons were keeping Christmas,
  And the night was stormy as well.
Nobody came to service,
  Though Eddi rang the bell.

‘Wicked weather for walking,’
  Said Eddi of Manhood End.
‘But I must go on with the service
  For such as care to attend.’

The altar-lamps were lighted, –
  An old marsh-donkey came,
Bold as a guest invited,
  And stared at the guttering flame.

The storm beat on at the windows,
  The water splashed on the floor,
And a wet, yoke-weary bullock
  Pushed in through the open door.

‘How do I know what is greatest,
  How do I know what is least?
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That is My Father’s business,’
  Said Eddi, Wilfrid’s priest.

‘But – three are gathered together –
  Listen to me and attend.
I bring good news, my brethren!’
  Said Eddi of Manhood End.

And he told the Ox of a Manger
  And a Stall in Bethlehem,
And he spoke to the Ass of a Rider
  That rode to Jerusalem.

They steamed and dripped in the chancel,
  They listened and never stirred,
While, just as though they were Bishops,
  Eddi preached them The Word.

Till the gale blew off on the marshes
  And the windows showed the day,
And the Ox and the Ass together
  Wheeled and clattered away.

And when the Saxons mocked him,
  Said Eddi of Manhood End,
‘I dare not shut His chapel
  On such as care to attend.’

3. A NATIVITY (1916)

The Babe was laid in the Manger
  Between the gentle kine – 
All safe from cold and danger – 
  “But it was not so with mine,
   (With mine! With mine!)
“Is it well with the child, is it well?”
  The waiting mother prayed.
“For I know not how he fell,
  And I know not where he is laid.” 
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A Star stood forth in Heaven;
  The Watchers ran to see
The Sign of the Promise given – 
  “But there comes no sign to me
  (To me! To me!)
“My child died in the dark.
  Is it well with the child, is it well?
There was none to tend him or mark,
  And I know not how he fell.” 

The Cross was raised on high;
  The Mother grieved beside – 
“But the Mother saw Him die
  And took Him when He died.
   (He died! He died!)
“Seemly and undefiled
  His burial-place was made – 
Is it well, is it well with the child?
  For I know not where he is laid.” 

On the dawning of Easter Day
  Comes Mary Magdalene;
But the Stone was rolled away,
  And the Body was not within – 
  (Within! Within!)
“Ah, who will answer my word?
  The broken mother prayed.
“They have taken away my Lord,
  And I know not where He is laid.” 

“The Star stands forth in Heaven.
  The watchers watch in vain
For Sign of the Promise given
  Of peace on Earth again – 
  (Again! Again!)
“But I know for Whom he fell” – 
  The steadfast mother smiled,
“Is it well with the child – is it well?
  It is well – it is well with the child!”
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HOLMES, DOYLE, KIPLING, AND RHODES: 
FOR THE RE-UNION OF THE EMPIRE

BY DAVID ALAN RICHARDS

[David Richards, Vice President of the Kipling Society, edited the magisterial Rudyard 
Kipling: A Bibliography (Yale University Press, 2010). His most recent contribution to 
the Kipling Journal is ‘Kipling and the Great War Propagandists’ (no. 369, July 2017). 

The full length essay can be consulted in the New Reader’s Guide, via the Kipling 
Society website. Ed.] 

“After a nation has pursued certain paths alone in the face of some 
slight misrepresentation, it is consoling to find another nation (which 
one can address without a dictionary) preparing to walk along the 
same lines to, I doubt not, the same ends.”

Rudyard Kipling1

A Study in Scarlet, the very first tale of the Sherlock Holmes canon, 
published in Beeton’s Christmas Annual in 1886, contains Dr. Watson’s 
list of “limits” observed in his new roommate at their rooms in Baker 
Street. With regard to Holmes’s “knowledge of politics,” this was 
adjudged “feeble.”2 If such a harsh judgment were to be remembered, 
the close reader of the detective’s continued adventures might have 
been surprised to read Holmes’ remarks a half a dozen years later in 
“The Adventure of the Noble Bachelor,” appearing in 1892. The tale 
is about an American miner named Moulton who in his impoverished 
youth was denied marriage to a wealthy San Francisco heiress by her 
father, but has struck it rich and come to England to reclaim her as his 
bride on the very day of her wedding to the “noble bachelor” of the 
story’s title. Holmes exclaims: 

It is always a joy to meet an American, Mr. Moulton, for I am one 
of those who believe that the folly of a monarch and the blundering 
of a Minister in far-gone years will not prevent our children from 
being some day citizens of the same world-wide country under a 
flag which shall be a quartering of the Union Jack with the Stars 
and Stripes.3

Two years later, Arthur Conan Doyle, while in the United States on 
a lecture tour, wrote something very similar to a fellow member of the 
Reform Club, Sir John Robinson, the editor of the liberal London paper 
The Daily News:
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By Jove, when I see all these folk with their British names & British 
tongues, and when I consider how far they have been allowed to 
drift from us, I feel as if we ought to have a Statesman hung from 
every lamp-post in Pall Mall. We’ve got to go into partnership with 
them, or else be overshadowed by them. The center of gravity of 
the race is over here [in the U.S.A.], and we have got to readjust 
ourselves. I’ve done what I could by tongue and pen over here to 
plant some seeds.4

This letter was written only a few weeks after Doyle and his brother 
Innes had visited Kipling in 1894 to spend Thanksgiving at “Naulakha,” 
the house in Brattleboro, Vermont, which Kipling had built with his 
American-born wife, Caroline Balestier Kipling, called “Carrie.” 
Kipling was an uneasy immigrant, sensitive to hostility from bump-
tious Americans.Great Britain did not obsess about the United States, 
but there, relations with Britain were the main issue of foreign policy, 
with politicians of all persuasions gladly “twisting the lion’s tail.” For 
Northerners, Britain’s Confederate-friendly behavior still rankled. 
The British presence in North America – Canada having become 
a Dominion in 1867 – was infuriating. The British were responsible 
for three-quarters of foreign investment in the USA, a dominance and 
dependence which grated, and there were calls for tariffs to keep out 
British goods and protect infant American industries. Western farmers 
blamed the money and commodity markets of London and Liverpool 
for the decline of wheat, corn, and cotton prices. The newly-minted 
Irish-Americans were naturally sulfurous in their views of the hated 
English. Rapprochement seemed unlikely. Doyle and Kipling moved in 
the same circles in London, sharing the same literary agent, and Doyle 
like his host had been an early client of the U.S. syndication service of S. 
S. McClure. His visit was partly aimed at getting Kipling to tone down 
his public criticism of his then-adopted country: Rudyard had broadly 
characterized Americans as braggarts full of hot air and tobacco juice, 
and had recently (in Doyle’s own words in his memoir of 1924) “pulled 
a few feathers out of the Eagle’s tail…which caused many screams of 
protest….The result at the time was to add oil to the flames, and I, as 
a passionate believer in Anglo-American union, wrote to Kipling to 
remonstrate. He received my protest very good-humouredly, and it led 
to my visit to his country home.”5

Despite this difference in attitude, they shared several interests 
in long hours in Naulahka’s loggia, including photography, the para-
normal, and Southsea (where Kipling had boarded with his sister as a 
child while their parents returned to India, and Doyle had later “strain[ed 
his] exchequer” buying a copy of Kipling’s Plain Tales from the Hills). 
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For entertainment, Kipling recited his new poem “McAndrew’s Hymn” 
in a broad Glaswegian accent calculated to amuse his new friend from 
Edinburgh. Doyle had brought his golf clubs to Brattleboro, startling 
some locals who knew nothing about the game and thought these were 
some sort of medical implement. He gave Kipling lessons in the frost-
laden meadow below the house while, as the doctor later wrote, “the 
New England rustics watched us.” There still exists a dog-eared card 
recording a nine-hole game of foursomes in which Arthur and Kipling’s 
brother-in-law Beatty Balestier lost to Arthur’s brother Innes Doyle and 
their host by one hole.6

A later letter from Kipling suggests that, during this Thanksgiving 
weekend, they may even have discussed the notion of the re-union of 
England and America. Responding in August 1895 to William Colles, 
a member of the Society of Authors who had written Kipling about the 
continuing problems with American copyright law for British authors, 
Rudyard suggested that the Society should consider inviting a certain 
number of American authors to be members. “As Conan Doyle is going 
over this fall [on another U.S. lecture tour], he ought to be the man to do 
the talking. He’s great on binding America and England more closely 
together and this would be a practical step.”7 

Doyle’s enthusiasm was not a new one. The year before the appear-
ance of “The Noble Bachelor” in Strand Magazine in April 1892 in 
England and the following month in New York, in the novel he favored 
most among his historical fiction, The White Company, published in 
1891 in England and America, he could hardly have made the point 
more emphatically. The book’s dedication page reads

TO THE HOPE OF THE FUTURE

THE REUNION OF THE
ENGLISH-SPEAKING RACES

THIS LITTLE CHRONICLE OF OUR
COMMON ANCESTRY IS INSCRIBED

SOUTH NORWOOD
SEPTEMBER 29, 1891

The era in which the novel was set could not easily accommodate 
this message, but the text managed that, too: the English are shown to 
be destined for world dominance, a fact visible to a 14th century spir-
itualist, Lady Tiphaine, who cries out in a trance: “My God what is this 
shown to me? Whence come they, these peoples, these lordly nations, 
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these mighty countries which rise up before me? …The world is given 
to them….They call them many names, and they rule them this way or 
that, but they are all English….On I go, and onwards over seas where 
man has never yet sailed, and I see a great land under new stars and 
a stranger sky, and still the land is England. Where have her children 
not gone?”8 (The epic precursor here is in Book VI of Virgil’s Aeneid, 
where Aeneas, descending to the underworld of spirits, is vouchsafed a 
vision of the glory of his descendants as the future makers of the Roman 
Empire.) 

Tellingly, however, The White Company literally ends with the 
author’s prayer: “The sky may darken, and the clouds may gather, and 
again the day may come when Britain may have sore need of her chil-
dren, on whatever shore of the sea they may be found. Shall they come 
at her call?”9 This thrilling conclusion harbors two anachronisms: the 
England of The White Company’s Sir Nigel Loring has become the 
Britain of Victoria, and the sons summoned to her aid may now be 
found living overseas. And the last sentence is a question: it is appar-
ently not a certainty that Britain’s children will gather at her summons.

In the short story “The Adventure of the Noble Bachelor,” there are 
actually two themes of reunion. The first is the hinge on which the story 
turns: the British upper classes had discovered that the new American 
wealth was not averse to trading its money for social status, to make 
up for the adverse effect on England’s landed fortunes of the imports 
of grain from America’s own prairies. The pre-World War One genera-
tion saw over a hundred and thirty dynastic marriages between British 
and American families, propping up the fortunes of a faltering British 
aristocracy. For the aristocrat in “The Noble Bachelor,” things did not 
work out as well when the bride’s American first love re-appeared, as 
Holmes quickly deduced. But what was the germ for the second theme, 
pronounced by Holmes in the story and by Doyle in his dedication to 
The White Company, the “reunion of the English-speaking races”?

The façade of the second British Empire was glittering: a small 
offshore island, the size of Wyoming or Oregon, had become the 
greatest power the world had ever seen. At her Diamond Jubilee in 
1897, the Queen Empress governed a fifth of the globe, with subjects 
equal in number to the rival empires of France, Germany, and Russian 
combined, but all was not well. Great Britain’s very dominance left 
her acutely vulnerable, with rivals on every side wanting their share of 
the pickings of imperialism. Britain was also at odds with France over 
North Africa, with Russia over the borders of her Asian empire in Persia 
and Afghanistan (engaged in what Kipling called “The Great Game,” as 
chronicled in Kim), and with the United States over their rival spheres 
of influence in the Americas. Colonial Secretary Joseph Chamberlain  
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darkly described Britain in 1898 as the “weary Titan, staggering under 
the too vast orb of his own fate.”10 

Chamberlain’s clearest statement of the remedy to the problem of 
the “combined assault by the nations of the world upon the commercial 
superiority of this country” was to be given in another speech in 1898, 
to the annual meeting of the Birmingham Liberal Unionist Association, 
wherein he presented the idea of an alliance “with those powers most 
nearly approximate to our own…with our kinsmen across the Atlantic…
an Anglo-Saxon alliance.”11 These sentiments, however, were expressed 
several years after Holmes’ words in “The Noble Bachelor” about “citi-
zens of the same world wide country” and the dedication to The White 
Company seeking the “reunion” – a much weightier word than “alli-
ance” – of the “English-speaking races”.

This proposal was more than the contemporaneous doctrine of 
“Anglo-Saxonism”. Somewhat simplified, this was the belief in Great 
Britain and the United States in the late 19th and early 20th centuries 
that the civilization of the English-speaking nations was superior to that 
of any other group of people on the planet, and that the primacy of 
English and American civilization was largely due to the innate racial 
superiority of the people who descended from the ancient Anglo-Saxon 
invaders of Britain. It was said that the members of the “Anglo-Saxon 
race” (a term not in wide use until about 1880) held in common a 
certain set of characteristics which were biologically as well as cultur-
ally determined. 

These characteristics, which included such worthy attributes  
as industry, intelligence, adventurousness, and a talent for self- 
government, constituted a unique racial endowment which accounted 
in large part for the economic, political, and cultural successes of the 
English-speaking peoples. For Conan Doyle and his contemporaries, 
“race” was a bio-cultural category, “rooted in a shared language and 
strengthened by various phases of genetic mingling which he regarded 
as unambiguously benign – evidence, perhaps, of ‘a great hand blending 
the seeds.’”12 

Closely associated with this belief was another conventional 
wisdom of that age, the Darwinian concept of unavoidable competition 
and conflict among unlike peoples: it was thought that the Anglo-Saxon 
race was in a state of continual struggle for supremacy and advantage 
in the world with other racial and national groups. The final lesson to 
be drawn from the application of Darwinism to international relations 
was clear to those holding the Anglo-Saxonist creed: the two leading 
branches of the Anglo-Saxon race should work together for their mutual 
benefit, and should be constantly on guard to protect their varied and 
worldwide interests against the ambitions of rival races and nations.
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The first flowering of these concepts in grand strategy for the British 
Empire was the movement for “imperial federation,” whose proponents 
often phrased their argument in racial terms, and aimed to transform 
the loosely bound British colonies into an integrated, world-encircling 
state. The promoters called for a free union, on equal terms, of the 
white, self-governing colonies – Canada, Australia, New Zealand, and 
South Africa – with the mother country, under a single imperial parlia-
ment. Chamberlain held out the hope that imperial federation might 
eventually lead to the federation of all Anglo-Saxon States. “I refuse 
to speak or think of the U.S.A. as a foreign nation,” he told a Toronto 
audience in December 1887. “We are all of the same race and blood. 
I refuse to make any distinction between the interests of Englishmen 
in England, in Canada and in the United States.”13 (A racial concept 
devised for the Empire was so much the weaker if it did not provide for 
the United States.) 

 
Advertisement in Life Magazine, 1898
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Less frequently expressed by promoters of imperial federation 
was the corollary trepidation at the astonishing growth and economic 
strength of the United States. Before Doyle’s comment about the 
shifting “center of gravity,” Kipling had written as far back as 1889, 
“There is nothing known to man that [the American] will not be, and 
his country will sway the world with one foot as a man tilts a see-saw 
plank!”14 With a sensitiveness to international trends born of long expe-
rience, Great Britain realized first among the nations of Europe the true 
extent of American power; from this time forward she never ceased 
to be aware of the writing on the wall and to do her best to ensure 
that American enmity should never be directed at her, but, if possible, 
against her enemies.

The common denominator among the paladins of this crusade for 
re-union, Doyle, Kipling, and Cecil Rhodes, is W. T. Stead. He was the 
crusading editor of the Liberal periodical of the Pall Mall Gazette and 
then The Review of Reviews, which he founded in 1890. Stead took as 
the starting point for his new journal “a deep and almost awe-struck 
regard for the destinies of the English-speaking man,” and dedicated 
himself and his periodical to promoting fraternal union with the United 
States – what he was to style, at the time of the Spanish-American 
war, “Anglo-Saxonia contra mundum”.15 Preceding that, his Pall Mall 
Gazette was read throughout the Empire, including South Africa and 
India. 

The 17–year-old Kipling had begun work in India in 1882 as assis-
tant editor on the Lahore newspaper The Civil and Military Gazette, and 
often over the next several years wrote his friends in England about arti-
cles in the Pall Mall Gazette. When later editing The Review of Reviews, 
Stead praised Kipling as the interpreter of the popular consciousness 
and the inspiration of the popular imagination. Stead was a didact, 
sensationalist and crusader (he was to go to jail for a series of articles 
on prostitution) in an age when newspapers were written circumspectly 
for the élite. 

He sincerely believed that the best way to elevate mankind, 
ensuring world peace, was for the English-speaking race to occupy as 
much of the world as was possible, hoping that a world-dominating 
English-speaking federation would bring about a permanent Pax 
Anglo-Saxonica. Thinking that “the creation of the Americans” was 
the great achievement of the race, his personal plan for an imperial 
federation called for Great Britain and the colonies to join the American 
Union as states in a new United States of Anglo-Saxondom, governed 
on the principles of the American Constitution. As Stead reported, Cecil 
Rhodes, “brooding in intellectual solitude in the midst of the diamond 
diggers of Kimberley” found in the Pall Mall Gazette “the crude idea” 
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which he had embodied in his first will, and told Stead that his own 
ideas had been “profoundly modified and moulded” by the Gazette.16 

Rhodes, who told an Oxford audience in 1899, that his “profession 
which I have adopted [is] making additions to her Majesty’s Empire,”17 
did not know Doyle personally (although during that part of the 1890s 
when his Sherlock Holmes mysteries were all the rage, Rhodes was so 
taken that when he met anyone, he would in recollection of the Holmes-
Watson meeting in A Study in Scarlet “play a game about…what he 
was and what he had been doing.”18) Rhodes and Stead had met in April 
1889, when the magnate was looking for a way to exercise political 
power, perhaps by starting a newspaper. Publishing Rhodes’s will after 
the death of the “Colossus” with his own lengthy preface in 1902, Stead 
noted that Rhodes believed the English to be divinely selected as the 
master race, and felt God wanted him “to paint as much of the map of 
Africa British red as possible, and to do what I can elsewhere to promote 
the unity and extend the influence of the English-speaking race.’”19 
For Rhodes, the “English-speaking race” included the United States, 
and the foundation and distribution of his scholarships to Oxford, by 
including the Americans, was what he could do “elsewhere.” In the 
final of seven Wills, twenty scholarships were allotted to the “Colonies” 
(Rhodesia, Natal, the Cape, Canada, Newfoundland [then separate], 
Australia, New Zealand, Jamaica, and Bermuda), and fully thirty-two 
to the United States. These were, in Rhodes’s words, to bring about “the 
recovery of the United States for the making the Anglo-Saxon race but 
one Empire. What a dream! But yet it is probable. It is possible.”20

In words that jar the modern reader, Stead makes clear how the 
testator used the term “race”, writing that Rhodes was “the first distin-
guished British statesman whose Imperialism was that of Race and not 
that of Empire. The one specific object defined in the Will as that to 
which his wealth is to be applied proclaims with the simple eloquence 
of a deed that Mr. Rhodes was colour-blind as between the British 
Empire and the American Republic.”21 Rhodes expressed to Stead “his 
unhesitating readiness to accept the reunion of the race under the Stars 
and Stripes if it could not be obtained in any other way.” That aim was 
nascent in his very first will, drawn up in 1877 at the age of twenty-four, 
that his property should go to the secretary of state for the colonies and 
be used to found a secret society (organized on Jesuit lines) with, among 
other things, the objective of “the ultimate recovery of the United States 
as a free member of a Federated Empire.”22 

In his own memoir, Something of Myself, Rudyard Kipling writes of 
planning those scholarships with Rhodes himself before the magnate’s 
death of heart disease at age 48, while staying on his estate Groote 
Schuur in Cape Town. The two men had first met in 1897 at the home 
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of The Times editor Moberly Bell, and then dined together with Alfred 
Milner (later the High Commissioner of South Africa, and one of the 
original Rhodes Trust trustees) on the occasion of Kipling’s election to 
the London club the Athenaeum as its youngest member at age thirty-
two. In January the next year, Kipling took his family to South Africa to 
winter out of England; on board ship, he met John Hays Hammond, the 
American mining engineer working for Rhodes. In Cape Town, Rudyard 
accepted Rhodes’s offer of a special De Beers train to the diamond 
center of Kimberley, where he traveled, like the ’satiable Elephant’s 
child in the Just So Story published two years later, “to the banks of 
the great grey-green greasy Limpopo River all set about with fever-
trees,” and then to Bulawayo, a thousand miles north, with a visit to 
the Matopos hills. Back in London, Kipling and Rhodes dined together 
again in London at the Savoy on 3 May 1898, to introduce Rhodes 
to American Ambassador John Hay, who was increasingly expressing 
himself regarding the common interests of Britain and the United 
States. No record of this meeting exists, but the co-ordination of an 
Anglo-Saxon world view almost certainly was discussed (Christopher 
Hitchens has written of this occasion that “Kipling was, in this sense, 
John the Baptist to the age of American Empire”23). 

Kipling indicated as much in “The Houses,” published in the Navy 
League Journal later in June, and described by Carrie in her diary as his 
“verses on ‘Anglo-Saxon’ alliance.” Its theme was: “For my house and 
thy house no help shall we find | Save thy house and my house – kin 
cleaving to kind.” In August he wrote to Hammond: “I wish to goodness 
you could give me a small hint, as to how, with my pen, I could contrive 
to do most good to Rhodes in his fight ‘South under’. Sometimes I think 
an interview and sometimes a poem would be best, but I’m blowed if 
I precisely know…”24 (Still, Kipling never was to draw a figure like 
Rhodes in his fiction, although the caricature figure of Daniel Dravot in 
“The Man Who Would Be King” shows a similar ambition.)

This preponderance in numbers of the American Rhodes Scholars 
itself demonstrates how much weight Rhodes attached to the concept 
of an Anglo-American political condominium, never wholly aban-
doning hope that one day the wayward United States might rejoin the 
old Empire from which they sprang. In his 1877 “Confession of Faith,” 
written when only halfway through his Oxford years, he regretted that 
the United States had slipped away from the imperial fold (“If we 
had retained America there would…be millions more of the English 
living”), and maintained that this could and should be reversed. The 
words of this first will and all subsequent wills embodied the germ of 
a long-lasting boyhood dream that “right-thinking, English-speaking 
young men, separated from one another by the ineptness of politicians, 
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should unite in the common endeavor of spreading a new Roman civic 
spirit…to recivilize earth.”25 

When that union of the House of Commons to the Congress of 
the United States had not been achieved at his final will’s writing in 
July 1899, this ultimate version expressed the hope that the scholar-
ship program would “foster an appreciation of the advantages which 
I implicitly believe will result from the union of the English-speaking 
people throughout the world and to encourage in the students from 
United States of North America…an attachment to the country from 
which they have sprung but without I hope withdrawing them from the 
land of their adoption or birth…”26

Kipling’s own views were patent to those who had read him. In 
From Sea to Sea (1899), Kipling’s edited collection of letters of travel 
written for the Pioneer newspaper in Allahabad, India while traveling 
from India across the United States to England in 1889 (and initially 
published in America without his permission as American Notes in 1891, 
the year of publication of The White Company), he suggested tongue-in-
cheek the combination of “The British Grenadiers,” “Marching through 
Georgia”, and other songs to create “the greatest song of all – The Saga 
of the Anglo-Saxon all round the earth.”27 

At the decade’s end, the Empire’s vulnerability was expressed in the 
Times on 17 July 1897 in “Recessional”: “Lo, all our pomp of yesterday |  
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!” The solution was expressed directly in 
one much lesser known, “The Song of the White Man” of 1900, with its 
vision of cooperative endeavor: “Oh, well for the world when the White 
Men tread | Their highway side by side!… | Oh, well for the world when 
the White Men join | To prove their faith again!” Kipling may not have 
believed in some version of biological essentialism, according to which 
the white race was innately superior to others, but “throughout his life, 
Kipling believed that white men…had for a time a special – in some 
moments, providential – responsibility as latter day Romans to uphold 
the law and keep the peace throughout the world.”28

The cause of Anglo-Saxon reunion was to have later champions. 
Arthur Balfour, prime minister from 1902 to 1905, wrote American 
Ambassador Joseph Choate while in office that the movement’s genesis 
was more on Britain’s side, and was himself still advocating the idea as 
late as 1909, in a memorandum prepared for Theodore Roosevelt, enti-
tled “The Possibility of an Anglo-Saxon Confederation,” which he held 
would be “practically unassailable and would dominate the world.”29 

And while fewer, there were well-known American proponents of the 
notion. Admiral Alfred Thayer Mahan, the great exponent of American 
sea power in The Influence of Sea Power upon History (1890), had 
written five years before that he was already convinced that “the best 
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hope of the world” lay in the union of the two branches of the Anglo-
Saxon race, and four years after wrote an article entitled “Possibilities 
of an Anglo-American Reunion.”30 

The sentiment for alliance seems to have peaked in 1898. While 
Prime Minister Lord Salisbury was no Anglo-Saxonist, Balfour was 
First Lord of the Treasury and Chamberlain was Colonial Secretary, 
both devotees of Anglo-Saxon superiority and close collaboration. 
A controversy over Venezuela’s boundary with British Guiana and 
President Cleveland’s belligerent message appointing an American 
Commission to determine those borders was smoothed over: between 
fellow Anglo-Saxons, war was unthinkable. (Partly to diffuse this 
tension, Kipling had written “The Native-Born,” with its emphasis 
on the common destiny of English-speaking people: “A health to the 
Native-born (Stand up!) / We’re six white men arow… / All bound to 
fight for the little things we care about / With the weight of a sixfold 
blow” – the “six” being Britain, Canada, Australia, New Zealand, Cape 
Colony, and the United States.)31 

The British then reciprocated by supporting the U.S. in the Spanish-
American War of 1898, where, given Spain’s cruelty and incompetence 
in Cuba and elsewhere in its decrepit empire, it seemed virtually a duty 
of the United States, representing the power, efficiency, and humane 
civilization of the Anglo-Saxons, to intervene. This was the theme of 
Kipling’s “The White Man’s Burden,” bidding the United States to take 
up those civilizing duties in the Philippines. When the British found 
themselves in a difficult war against the Boers a short time later in South 
Africa, the Anglo-Saxonism of an articulate and influential minority 
of the American public shaped McKinley’s response of benevolent 
neutrality, orchestrated by Secretary of State Hay. In ironic demonstra-
tion, the Fourth of July in 1898 was celebrated as a holiday throughout 
Britain!

Remarkably, at this height of enthusiasm for some sort of formal, 
political re-union, Conan Doyle wrote once more to W. T. Stead about 
The White Company, in 1898:

Seven years ago I dedicated what I thought to be the best book I had 
ever written “To the hope of the future, the reunion of the English 
speaking races.” I did so because it seemed to me to be the greatest 
cause in the world, and because I wanted to identify myself, in 
however humble a degree, with so glorious an aspiration. At the 
time, some critics asked what I meant … By reunion I did not of 
course mean a reunion of governments, but I meant a restoration 
of special patriotism, an earnest endeavor to clear away prejudices, 
and to see things from a common point of view.32 
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Doyle seems to have come to realize belatedly that a formal treaty 
of alliance between Great Britain and the United States was out of the 
question at this time: American Anglophobia (from Irish-Americans, 
in particular), and the traditional American aversion to foreign entan-
glements, presented insurmountable obstacles. Neither in Great Britain 
under Prime Minister Salisbury who believed in “isolation”, nor in the 
U.S. would a formal alliance have been possible. That some prominent 
individuals on both sides of the Atlantic could believe such a thing at 
all testifies to the depth of the new-found British-American friendship. 
Britons had instead to be content with the belief, prevalent in 1898, 
that the Americans would come to their aid if, at some time in the near 
future, Great Britain found itself in extreme danger.

After about 1905, Anglo-Saxonism ceased to be an important factor 
in British-American relations. Britain turned to other allies, signing 
a treaty with Japan in 1902, and entering the Entente Cordiale with 
France, which later became the Triple Entente with the addition of 
Russia. In America, Hay was no longer Secretary of State after July 
1905, and Balfour left office the same year. Rhodes had passed away 
in 1902; Chamberlain resigned from the cabinet in 1903, had a stroke 
in 1906, and never returned to politics; and Stead went down with the 
Titanic in 1912.

But simultaneously occurring was the gradual dissolution of the 
ideas on which Anglo-Saxonism was based. In the United States, social 
Darwinism (domestic equivalent of racial Darwinism) came under 
increasing attack, replaced in the public mind by the reformist ideas of 
the Progressive era, stressing environment rather than heredity as the 
primary determinant of human behavior. And in truth no such thing as 
the “Anglo-Saxon race” had ever existed: Britons were descended from 
a multitude of tribes and nations, and America’s ethnic heritage was 
even more complex.

Still, the moral and cultural bonds between Great Britain and the 
United States, which our protagonists had once hoped would grow 
into a firm political union (and which many championed as “Anglo-
Saxonism”) were to cause the two nations’ friendship to endure for 
future decades, despite occasional differences, and have a decisive 
impact on world affairs in the twentieth century’s first half. Kipling 
expressed the views of many Britons in writing his American publisher 
Walter Page in 1917: “I’ll tell you, your coming into the war made a 
new earth for me.”33

It was necessary again, in the Second World War: in the half-Amer-
ican Churchill’s famous speech in the House of Commons on 4 June 
1940, he both predicted and pled that “our Empire beyond the seas…
would carry on the struggle, until, in God’s good time, the New World, 
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with all its power and might, steps forth to the rescue and liberation of 
the old.”34 (Fittingly, the Supreme Commander of the Allied Forces at 
D-Day in June 1944 was Dwight D. Eisenhower, for whom The White 
Company had been formative boyhood reading.35) Churchill’s vision 
was both that Great Britain would be rescued and that its colonial 
system survive, but Franklin Roosevelt did not see the principles of the 
Atlantic Charter on self-government as consistent with that post-war 
survival.

Doyle and Kipling both long outlived Cecil Rhodes and the poli-
ticians in Britain and America who had once mulled re-union of the 
British Empire. After action in the Boer War, Doyle as a medic and 
Kipling as an army newspaper reporter, both belonged to the same 
London Masonic lodge, Quatuor Coronati No. 2076. Kipling bought 
a house in Sussex in 1902, and Doyle did too, in 1907. Following the 
publication of The White Company’s sequel Sir Nigel in 1906, Kipling 
wrote Doyle that he had “spent all yesterday evening – having captured 
the book from Mrs. Kipling – reading Sir Nigel at one gulp. From cover 
to cover I read it and I put it down, still hungry for more.”36 Kipling 
referenced Sherlock Holmes in at least four of his stories, and Doyle, 
an early public admirer of Rudyard’s short fiction, described Kipling 
warmly and at length in his 1924 memoir Memories and Adventures.

But in two important respects they had parted ways. In Vermont 
in 1894 they had discussed their mutual interest in the paranormal, 
but the descent of Rudyard’s sister Alice into schizophrenia led her to 
claim “second sight,” performing experiments in “automatic writing” 
(produced by an occult agency rather than the conscious intention of 
the writer). Kipling’s poem “En-Dor” (1917) was a warning to war-
bereaved mothers and wives not to seek to communication with their 
dead loved ones. Doyle, on the other hand, particularly from 1919 on, 
began excursions through mediums into the spirit world, attending 
private séances at which he talked with dead family members, while his 
wife Jean practiced her automatic writing. 

And each took leave of Cecil Rhodes in different ways. On 2 April 
1902, Kipling attended Rhodes’s private funeral service at his estate, 
reading his poem “C. J. Rhodes” (later, “The Burial”), and marching in 
procession with 60,000 others to Cape Town’s St. George’s Cathedral 
where Rhodes lay in state. He chose not to go by train, eight days later, 
to the final burial site in the Matopos hills in Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe), 
but his poem was read at graveside by the Bishop of Mashonaland. 
Kipling wrote a friend that, with Rhodes’s death, “half the horizon of 
my life has dropped away.”37

On 13 January 1929, on a tour in South Africa aimed at promoting 
spiritualism as a science, Doyle participated in a séance with Rhodes’s 
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spirit beside that gravesite, and his wife Jean took down some auto-
matic writing. An abbreviated version of her recorded text was added as 
an appendix to Doyle’s travelogue Our African Winter.38 The “reunion” 
of the British Empire was apparently not mentioned. 

Although the union of political giants sought by Doyle in the dedi-
cation to The White Company in 1891 never came to pass, it remains 
true – as Kaiser Wilhelm suspected from 1897 and the Nazis were later 
keen to complain – that ever since the “English” nations have always 
fought together in major wars. The continued power of this bond goes 
some way to explaining Britain’s ambivalence towards a non-English 
speaking Europe, as well as the imagined sense of a “special relation-
ship” with the United States (an idea invented by the half-American 
Winston Churchill in his strategically titled A History of the English-
Speaking Peoples). The rapprochement between Britain and the United 
States, which developed on the basis of an Anglo-Saxon axis in the late 
nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, has never really been broken 
since.
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‘SIR POMPEY BEDELL IN THE EAST’: AN 
UNTOLD STORY

BY JAN MONTEFIORE 

Based on family notes from JOCELYN CULLITY

[Jan Montefiore is Professor Emerita of Kent University and Editor of the Kipling 
Journal. Dr Jocelyn Cullity teaches Creative Writing and Film Studies at Truman State 

University, Kirksville, Missouri, USA. Ed.]

In May 1888, Clement George Parsons (1861–1912), Assistant 
Commissioner in the Indian Political Service [and my great- 
grandfather: Jocelyn Cullity], received this letter about a satirical ballad 
he had written, from Rudyard Kipling, who was in Lahore as temporary 
editor of the Civil and Military Gazette.

Civil & Military Gazette / Lahore [letterhead crossed out]

23/5/88

My dear Mr. Parsons,

A strictly unofficial line to you in regard to “Sir P. Bedell in the 
East” – my compliments on that same for it’s very funny. Now that 
I’ve seen it and since you want me to press the manager to sell it, 
I’ll, at the risk of making you angry, deliver an opinion. Forgive me 
if it sounds too blunt.

In any profession I have reason to know the consequences of whip-
lash writing in a community of tchinovniks1. You perhaps do not 
know what befell the man who wrote the Bebandobishnagar letters2 
in the Pioneer. I do and not his fate only but that of others. It is my 
business to be satirical sometimes and I’ve acquired a fairly tough 
hide but many there be who loathe and detest me and would do me 
an evil turn if they could. 

Now you belong to a first-class service and hope to publish “anony-
mously” a booklet that forgive me saying it would make several big 
men jump and swear. India is not a land where anonymity is possible. 
You might betray yourself. The printing office might betray you. In 
all likelihood you have hinted to friends that you have something 
on the stocks and when P. Bedell came out they would with one 
accord ascribe it to you. At home a man can publish anonymously 
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but here it is impossible. I haven’t the faintest right to advise you I 
know but believe me your verses would like chickens “come home 
to roost” sooner or later. No man in an established service can slash 
his neighbours with impunity and a freelance like myself has to put 
up with a great deal of inconvenience. 

I will not advise the manager to sell or print because I feel that I 
should be guiding the toes of a stranger into a very strong steel trap 
– should be doing a man against whom I have no zid3 a great disser-
vice and I believe a lasting one. And by the energy of my protest 
you can see for yourself how highly I think of your verses. Had they 
been poor I should have said nothing but they’ve got a sting in them 
and … that sting will, if you publish anonymously as you fondly 
think, come back to you in a hornet’s nest.

Once more pardon me for speaking so plainly and believe me.

Yours sincerely,
Rudyard Kipling

Kipling’s letter, together with a privately printed edition of Clement 
Parsons’ satirical ballad ‘Sir Pompey Bedell in the East’ have been 
preserved by Jocelyn Cullity’s English family, who lived in India 
for five generations [Jocelyn Cullity]. No letter survives from him to 
Rudyard Kipling; if there was one, it was probably burned by Rudyard 
or Carrie Kipling in one of their precautionary bonfires of personal 
correspondence. Parsons might have begun by meeting him in person 
before asking if the Civil and Military Gazette would be interested in 
publishing ‘Sir Pompey in the East’. He presumably had in mind a 
pamphlet, like Quartette by ‘Four Anglo-Indian Writers’ (Lockwood, 
Alice, Rudyard and Trix Kipling), which Kipling had had printed as 
a Christmas supplement to the Civil and Military Gazette in 1885.4 

Kipling’s warm greeting to ‘My dear Mr Parsons’, his candid warning 
that all the Anglo-Indians in Lahore would recognise the poem’s 
author and his admission that his own satirical writings have made him 
enemies who ‘would do me an evil turn if they could’, suggest that the 
two men might have met and got on well. On the other hand, Parsons 
never mentioned meeting Kipling to his family,5 despite preserving 
Kipling’s letter, which suggests that he was less irked by than grateful 
for its ‘bluntness’. So most likely the two men only met on paper.

Although Parsons was an Army officer, as Assistant Commissioner 
to the Commissioner of the Punjab he belonged to the Political Service, 
whose job in British India was civil administration, not fighting. Since 
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his invented official had an ‘intimate acquaintance/ With “Bengal Army 
Regulations”’ (lines 325–6), his creator probably belonged likewise to 
the Bengal Army, the largest branch of the Political Service, but unlike 
Sir Pompey he was an energetic, talented and knowledgeable public 
servant. 

Clement Parsons in 18906

Parsons wisely took Kipling’s advice and refrained from publishing 
the ballad, but printed it privately for his family. He did well in his 
professional career; according to his daughter Claudia Parsons in her 
memoir Century Story (1995), by 1906 he was a Colonel and Deputy 
Commissioner of Lahore, and by 1912 was Commissioner of Lahore. 
He was involved in two Durbars, the first in 1902 for King Edward VII 
and Queen Alexandra, for which his duty was to find and requisition 
suitable ground for the marquees, tents, cantonments, stabling, etc. This 
he could only accomplish by taking land cultivated by Indians, to whom 
he promised compensation and the return of their land once the Durbar 
was over. Kitchener, however, thought the land ideal for the placement 
of future troops, but Parsons insisted on returning their land to the Indian 
farmers. According to a fellow officer, Kitchener was ‘seething – his 
plans held up by a minor official’ (Parsons was then a Major); but fortu-
nately the India Office in London upheld the commitment.7 Rudyard 
Kipling would surely have approved of Parsons keeping his promise 
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to the Indian farmers (for whom, as we shall see, his poem speaks up). 
After his second Durbar in 1912, for King George V and Queen Mary, 
Parsons had a severe heart attack and was urged by doctors to return to 
England. He set out with his wife Grace and their youngest daughter 
Avis, but died on board ship. His daughter Claudia reports that there 
was a moving funeral service, with the ship’s engine halted and the 
coffin lowered slowly down a slipway into the Red Sea.8 Clement and 
Grace Parsons had three daughters: Betty (b. 1895), Claudia (b. 1900), 
both sent home for education in England when they were very young, 
and Avis (b.1905). Betty became an English school teacher, Claudia an 
engineer and traveller, and Avis married and returned to India. Claudia, 
blessed with unusual originality and independence, was one of the first 
three women to study engineering at Loughborough University, gradu-
ating in 1922, and was the first woman to circumnavigate the world in 
a car.9

What was Parsons’ satirical ballad like? Here are its opening lines: 

Sir Pompey was an emigrant,
At least to ‘foreign climes’ he went,
To dwell; – but not to colonise – 
To toil beneath the Eastern skies; 
And chase Her Majesty’s rupees.
To own a home in East and West – 
Or rather three – a mountain crest
Upheld his third; he wanted all 
To bring him to the scratch at all. (1–10)10

Formally, Parsons’ model for ‘Sir Pompey in the East’ seems to be the 
mock-heroic Restoration poem Hudibras about an eponymous Puritan 
officer, by the Royalist Samuel Butler who mockingly relates his adven-
tures in nine cantos of approximately 500 octosyllabic couplets each, or 
a thousand lines. ‘Sir Pompey in the East’, also in octosyllabic couplets 
is mercifully shorter (748 lines according to my count), but is still too 
long to reprint here in full. It has less action than Hudibras because 
Sir Pompey has no adventures to speak of, being richly rewarded 
for a career of holding conventional opinions, toadying to influen-
tial people and producing quantities of useless paperwork. His name 
sums him up: the ‘Sir’ is hereditary (he is a baronet`: 260); ‘Pompey’ 
suggests pompous self-importance; a ‘bedell’ or ‘beadle’ is, according 
to the Oxford English Dictionary, ‘a ceremonial official of a church or 
college.’ In other words, this minor aristocrat is a pompous uniformed 
official whose arrogance, sloth and intellectual limitations represent 
everything that most irked the bright and well informed Parsons about 
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the senior bureaucrats of his own Indian Political Service. In short, Sir 
Pompey is what later generations would call a stuffed shirt – or in his 
case, a stuffed dress uniform:

His breast no smoother cloth could sit on,
It seemed the very breast of Britain; 
And never bonnet smarter sat
Than did his helmet or his hat. ( 38–41)

Pompey has risen by assiduously cultivating Anglo-Indian colonial 
society.

He knew all India- every one,
 – Yes, every blessed mother’s son;
– What! Sikh, Pathan, and Musalman?
Lord, no! – I mean the Englishman:
He knew them all – as for the rest, 
He hardly knew the way they dressed:
But he knew India: –ne’er a hill
Of which he couldn’t pages fill. (45–54)

Pompey spends as much time as he can in British India’s summer 
capital Simla, where he requires a second home ‘to bring him to the 
cratch at all.’ By cultivating the social arts, he becomes a great success.

– Was there a play on Simla’s hill?
Sir Pompey half the cast would fill: 
A picnic down at Annandale?
Sir P. remained to tell the tale.
He cleared the pool in Schools of Arts,
For Pompey was a man of parts,
Few pictures that he could not paint,
From china to a weeping saint:
A concert? – ’Twas Sir Pompey led it!
‘Sir P. deserves the greatest credit’ (70 -80)11

When not attending plays or picnics, Pompey, a ‘thorough Britisher’ 
(12) concentrates on imposing his nation’s practices on Indian subjects. 
‘Each scheme was an English dish/ Imported as our fresh-tinned fish’ 
(169–70). He encourages education by buying ‘college gowns’ for 
‘babus’ (95) and endowing prizes for teaching ‘black children Greek’ 
and ‘Scandinavian languages’ (99). To qualify as an aide de camp 
to ‘General B.’ he does briefly shock his brother officers who pride 
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themselves on their ignorance of languages, by passing the ‘Higher 
Standard’ in ‘oriental dialect’ (226), until they realize with relief that 
he has learned nothing. Social graces and accomplished toadying make 
Pompey the perfect A.D.C.; he marries General Biffin’s dull daughter 
(‘With soft blue eyes and braided bland locks/ She might have issued 
from her bandbox’: 271–2) and together they set up a dull household in 
impeccable English taste. He enters office life and shines at paperwork, 
composing ‘an essay on the waste of string/ In war departments’ (377–
8). He then becomes ‘Examiner of Cash Accounts’ and economises 
on everything except his own projects: ‘A penny wanted- he would 
grudge it/ But spend a lac to check a budget.’12 (355–6) He rises to ‘The 
Secretariat’ (368), where he generates vast quantities of ‘“Remarks”, 
“opinions”, “explanations”’ (387). For half the year, he joins the happy 
Olympians of Simla above the baking plains; in the cold season, he 
keeps a grand house in Lahore, with much ceremony.

No oriental potentate
Could rival him on days of state;
He drove thro’ dust enough to blind,
With four sowars13 before and hind;
Midst flags and drums and prancing chargers
He stopped to patronize the Rajas; – 
He didn’t follow what they said,
But always looked as if he did: (471–8)

Sir Pompey, as convinced as Dickens’ Mr Podsnap of the superiority of 
Great Britain, believes that Downing Street invariably knows what is 
best for India. ‘He held the East should governed be/ By wires working 
under the sea’, for ‘men at home know all about it.’ (497– 500) The 
description of his keenness to extend British law to her colonies, to the 
enrichment of ‘babu’ lawyers and the ruin of Indian peasants tempted 
into litigation, leads to a denunciation of imperial Law Courts (‘The 
offices that Dickens hurled/ Derision at, across the world14/ Find root 
and stem; all round us/ Winds our undying octopus’: 529–32) and a 
proposed new Anthem for Asiatics (‘Long may Law reign o’er us/ 
Harass and ruin us!’: 561–2). At last, as Sir Pompey reaches retirement, 
a French guest at his farewell dinner dares to ask him about ordinary 
uneducated Indians: 

I zee your babus dance quadrillions,
Vere are your other hundred millions? (647–8)
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The Frenchman boldly criticizes the officials’ ignorance of their colo-
nial subjects: ‘“You do not know ze peasantry! … Do you know/ ’Ow 
many million of ze low/ And poorer classes – zemeendars – / Know 
only England by its laws?”’(669–72)15. The speaker is presumably made 
a Frenchman because only a foreigner with nothing to lose would have 
the nerve to put these questions which Pompey’s English colleagues 
are too cowed or too tactful to ask. (Also Parsons, having already 
invoked Dickens, may have had in mind the unnamed French guest in 
Our Mutual Friend who is forced to listen to Mr Podsnap lecturing the 
dinner-table about the infinite superiority of Britain over ‘“Other such 
Countries as – as there may happen to be”’.16) Naturally, the imper-
meably self-righteous Sir Pompey shrugs his critic off: “The man is 
drunk.” (686) After sleeping off the feast, on his parting morning, the 
English official gazes at the grandeur and beauty of the subcontinent he 
is about to leave, all completely wasted on him:

He watched the snows blush rose: and gold
Crown all the pines, he saw the scroll’d
Long rivers that to sea-ward flowed,
He traced the winding mountain-road
Now hid in shadow now in mist:
And marked how still the sunlight kissed
Peak upon peak, and every shade,
Until at last it filled a glade,
Where giant boughs of cedar spread.
He watched an eagle over head,
So high, so still, it seemed to be
The emblem of the Deity
That watches over Hindustan.
The far horizon did he scan;
And almost seemed to hear the foam
Of India’s seas: the purple dome
Embraced so much: that link by link
Sir Pompey soon began to think – 
To think how much this Indian waste
Still lacked of British style and taste. (707–727)

The sharp critique levelled at British officialdom by ‘Sir Pompey Bedell 
in the East’ clearly has much in common with the satires of Kipling’s 
Departmental Ditties. Sir Pompey’s assiduous cultivation of influential 
hostesses, in Simla and elsewhere, resembles the activities of Ahasuerus 
Jenkins in Kipling’s ‘Army Headquarters’. Jenkins, a cavalry officer 
who can’t ride but possesses a charming tenor voice, takes two months’ 
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leave at Simla where by warbling ‘like a bulbul’ he enchants the song-
loving ‘Cornelia Agrippina’. Since she ‘control[s] a humble husband, 
who in turn, controlled a Dept’, staffed at the Treasury’s expense by her 
‘singing-birds’, Cornelia gets her protégé seconded to office work, and 
by warbling at the piano, ‘Ahasuerus Jenkins is a Power in the State!’ 17

Sir Pompey’s professional success after marrying the daughter of 
a General also resembles that of ‘Potiphar Gubbins, C.E.’ in ‘Study of 
an Elevation, in Indian Ink’. Gubbins is a ‘careless and lazy’ engineer 
of notorious incompetence (‘Every bridge that he makes either buckles 
or breaks’), who by marrying ‘Lovely Mehitabel Lee’ has become so 
‘dear to the Powers that be’ that he is sure of ‘a highly paid post’ which 
ought to go to a senior.18 

Most similar of all to Parsons’s ballad is the attack on corrup-
tion and jobbery in Kipling’s ‘Public Waste’, in which the ‘Little Tin 
Gods’ of Government administration conspire to displace the expert 
civilian engineer Exeter Battleby Tring from his position as head of 
State railways.Instead, they appoint a ‘Colonel of Chatham’, ignorant 
of railway building but made acceptable by the ‘gold on his breeks’ and 
his ‘jingling spurs’:19 an obvious parallel to Sir Pompey’s ignorance of 
everything but army ranks and dress uniforms, so dear to the ‘Powers 
that be’. By the end of his career, Pompey has himself joined what 
Kipling called the ‘Little Tin Gods’ who control their junior colleagues’ 
destinies. Like him. Parsons sarcastically represents these dwellers in 
from the heaven of Simla as divinities:

The clouds around their houses furled,
Beneath them prostrate lies the world….
The plains may be corrupt and rotten,
It grieves them; but they do their best,
They set example to the rest.
They glow with true aesthetic fires, 
Sing anthems to seraphic choirs. (419–20, 429–34)

It is unlikely that Parsons was directly influenced by Kipling, for his 
leisurely satirical description in the manner of Hudibras is very different 
in style and ‘attack’ from the short anecdotal poems of Departmental 
Ditties. But Kipling and Parsons clearly held similar opinions about 
the administration of the Punjab. As well as satirising undeserving offi-
cials, both men wrote sympathetically of the Indian peasants ignored 
by the British top brass. Parsons’ overt distaste for the ‘babu’ lawyers 
and college graduates favoured by Sir Pompey also matches Kipling’s 
own views. His anger at the imposition of British Law on India, which 
promoted the interests of ‘babu’ lawyers and moneylenders growing 
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rich from litigation, at the expense of their impoverished native clients, 
parallels Kipling’s own Masque of Plenty (1888) which pointed to 
the gulf between the Punjab Government’s recent report affirming the 
prosperity of its Punjabi subjects, and the actual misery of the peasant 
granted ‘Jails – and Police to fight,/ Justice – at length of days,/ And 
Right – and Might in the Right’, whose ‘life is a long-drawn question/
Between a crop and a crop.’20 On the other hand, some of their targets 
differ. Both men sarcastically describe jobbery, but whereas Kipling 
attacks incompetence in practical matters like horse riding and the 
construction of bridges and railways, Parsons addresses the intellectual 
and social limitations of British officialdom: pomposity, toadying to 
superiors, arrogance of caste, ignorance of all Indians except a small 
English-speaking elite, and a predilection for living like a prince, pref-
erably in the cool and comfortable Hills. Attacking the systematic 
inertia and snobbish insularity of its administration, Parsons’ critique of 
British rule in India is in some ways sharper than Kipling’s.

‘Sir Pompey Bedell in the East’ remains a witty piece of light verse, 
which would have been delightfully pointed for Anglo-Indian readers 
in 1888 who could grasp its topical allusions. No doubt Sir Pompey had 
at least one original in real life, and probably more.21 But as Kipling 
warned Parsons, wit can be dangerous to its author. Although his letter 
doesn’t refer to his own poem ‘The Man Who Could Write’, begin-
ning ‘Boanerges Blitzen, servant of the Queen/ Is a dismal failure – is 
a might-have-been’ in Departmental Ditties22. Kipling does mention, 
emphatically, ‘what befell the man who wrote the Bebandobishnagar 
letters in the Pioneer’ and others like him. Boanerges Blitzen comes to 
grief by going in for amateur journalism, publishing attacks on senior 
colleagues in an Indian newspaper. Supposedly he fails because he 
can’t write well enough (‘Men who spar with Governments need, to 
back their blows/ Something more than ordinary journalistic prose’), 
but the target of a satire is unlikely to be mollified by its wit. On the 
contrary, as Kipling warned Parsons, the funnier a joke, the more it 
stings; it is clear that the real crime of Boanerges Blitzen was publicly 
attacking important and influential men.

Certainly he scored it, bold and black and firm
In that Indian paper – made his seniors squirm,
Quoted office scandals, wrote the tactless truth –
Was there ever known a more misguided youth?

When the Rag he wrote for praised his plucky game,
Boanerges Blitzen felt that this was Fame;
When the men he wrote of shook their heads and swore,
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Boanerges Blitzen only wrote the more.

The results of this youthful temerity are reprimands followed by missed 
promotion, requests for leave refused, and a posting to ‘a desert deso-
late and dry … That was seven years ago – and he is still there!’23 As 
Kipling told Parsons, the penalty for making ‘big men jump and swear’ 
could be not only severe but lasting. It was as well for Parsons, and for 
the Punjabi farmers near Lahore in 1902, that he took Kipling’s advice 
and kept his ballad for private publication.
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NOTES

1	 Tchinovnik [chinovnik]: a minor bureaucrat in Tsarist Russia. Kipling would have 
learned this word while translating ‘the accursed Muscovite paper Novoie Vremya, 
written in French, for weeks and weeks’, the most irksome of his duties as sub-
editor of the Civil and Military Gazette (Kipling, Something of Myself p. 49). Here 
he applies it, by extension, to the bureaucrats of British India.

2	 Bebandobishnagar letters in the Pioneer: Charles Allen tells me that 
Bebandobishnagar ‘breaks down into bando, short for bandobust, a much used 
Anglo-Indian word meaning “arrangement” and bishnagar would be any sort of 
village or township named after Bish or Vishnu. So a kind of cod name for a typical 
Anglo-Indian station in the manner of “Curry and Rice’s” station of “Kabob in the 
plains of Dekchy in the province of Bobarchy.” (Charles Allen, email to JM 14 Sept 
2018). Evidently Kipling was alluding to a series of open letters, presumably from 
a North Indian province, which had been published anonymously in the Pioneer to 
the detriment of their author’s career. (See also note 22.)

3	 zid: (Urdu) disobedience.
4	 Harry Ricketts The Unforgiving Minute, pp 76–80 also 
5	 Parsons’ descendants ‘were great storytellers and we feel almost 100% certain that 

we would have heard a story about meeting Kipling if it had occurred.’ (Jocelyn 
Cullity to JM, 23.9.2018).

6	 Illustration taken from a photograph of Clement Parsons in 1890, preserved by his 
family.
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7	 Claudia Parsons, Century Story p.24. 
8	 Claudia Parsons p. 25.
9	 Information re. Claudia Parsons (1900–1998). from Women’s Engineering Society: 

https://www.wes.org.uk/sites/default/files/u82/Magnificent%20Women%20
Claudia%20Parsons_0.pdf .

10	 Quoted from ‘Sir Pompey Bedell in the East’, transcribed by Jocelyn Cullity and 
Allison Kester. Parsons’ descendants have preserved the privately printed poem, but 
because ‘half the front cover is missing.’ (Jocelyn Cullity to JM, 23.9.18), the date 
and place of its printing are unknown.

11	 Amateur dramatics and concerts were frequent pastimes for summer visitors to 
Simla. Annandale, now a Military Museum, was a sporting and social centre in the 
valley below Simla, where polo was played, and where the ladies archery competi-
tion in Kipling’s story ‘Cupid’s Arrows’ was held. 

12	 A lac or lakh (Hindi) = 500,000. Sir Pompey, otherwise reluctant to spend anything, 
is prepared to spend £2000, a vast sum in 1888, on auditing budgets.

13	 Sowars: Indian soldiers
14	 ‘The derision Dickens hurled’ probably alludes to the satire on the Court of 

Chancery in Dickens’ Bleak House, and perhaps to the Circumlocution Office (i.e. 
the Home Office) in Little Dorrit. 

15	 zemindar (Urdu): a holder or occupier (dâr) of land (zemîn): www.Britannica.com .
16	 Dickens Our Mutual Friend, Chapter 11 
17	 Rudyard Kipling ed. Pinney ‘Army Headquarters’, Complete Poems of Rudyard 

Kipling ed. Thomas Pinney, pp. 10–11.
18	 Kipling ed. Pinney ‘Study of an Elevation’, Complete Poems pp.12–13.
19	 Kipling ed. Pinney ‘Public Waste’, Complete Poems pp.27–8.
20	 Kipling ‘The Masque of Plenty’, Complete Poems pp 77–8. 
21	 Parsons’ anti-hero is probably a composite figure, but may have been partly based 

on Sir Charles Umpherston Aitchison (knighted 1881), Lieutenant-Governor of the 
Punjab 1882–1887, whose title and unusual middle name resemble Sir Pompey’s 
(although he belonged to the I. C.S., not the Army’s Political Service.) According 
to the Dictionary of National Biography, Aitchison pursued liberal policies, 
promoting Indians in public service and encouraging their education by establishing 
Aitchison College and the University of Punjab in Lahore. Sir Pompey likewise 
encouraged Indian lawyers and ‘bought the babus college gowns’. Aitchison retired 
in November 1888 at the age of 56, almost the same age as Sir Pompey who is 
forced to ‘abdicate at fifty-five’ (588). In May 1888, however, Aitchison had not left 
India and was still a valued member of the Governor-General’s circle; he would thus 
have been a dangerous man to antagonise. (Information from entries for Sir Charles 
Aitchison in Wikipedia and the online Oxford Dictionary of National Biography). 

	   Interestingly, the Pashtun traveller ‘Sinbad’ in Kipling’s own 1885 article ‘East 
and West’, reprinted in in this number, criticises Aitchison, though not by name, for 
refusing to engage with Punjabis like himself (see pp.41–2): a failing for which the 
French guest at Sir Pompey’s farewell dinner likewise criticises his host (647–672).

22	 Kipling ed. Pinney ‘The Man Who Could Write’, Complete Poems pp.32–3. See 
note 2 for Charles Allen’s elucidation of ‘Bebandobishnagar’. 

	   ‘Boanerges Blitzen’ means ‘thunder and lightning’. ‘Blitzen’ is German for light-
ning; ‘Boanerges’ or ‘son[s] of thunder’, the nickname bestowed by Jesus on his 
disciples James and John (Mark 3: 17), was formerly applied to any orator with a 
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powerful voice. The obvious similarity between the real and the fictional British 
official, both bearing alliterative polysyllabic names beginning with B, and both 
punished for writing attacks on senior colleagues in Indian newspaper articles, 
suggests that ‘the man who wrote the Bebandobishnagar letters in the Pioneer’ was 
the real-life original of Kipling’s cautionary tale ‘The Man Who Could Write’.

23	 Kipling ‘The Man Who Could Write’, Complete Poems p. 33
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RUDYARD KIPLING’S UNCOLLECTED 
JOURNALISM 

EDITED BY THOMAS PINNEY 

PART 4: ‘EAST AND WEST’

Civil and Military Gazette, 14 November 1885

In a letter to his cousin Margaret Burne-Jones (later Mackail), 
Kipling wrote “I send you herewith my ‘East and West’, an almost 
verbatim repro. of my confab with an Afghan gentleman (who by 
the way is an old friend of mine) on my way up from Rajputana the 
other day” (28 November 1885–11 January [1886]: Letters, I, 99). 
Nothing more is known of this “old friend.”
  RK thought well enough of the article to send it to his old head-
master Cormell Price, with a note saying “By all means: make any 
use of anything that comes from the C.&M. Gazette for your paper 
– including ‘East and West’ which was sent to W[illiam] C[arr] 
C[rofts1” (1 December 1885: copy, Lorraine Price Bowsher). The 
article was reprinted in the United Services College Chronicle but 
not until 31 March 1888. A proof copy was in the Crofts Collection 
when that was sold.
  I am unable to explain the function of the introductory lines.1

* * *

(From a Correspondent)

Once upon a time when the Himalayas were but callow crestlings, the 
Arvalis2 formed a chain of islands running north and south across the 
ocean that then buried India.

“And where the city roars hath been
The stillness of the central sea.”3

Up to this point my record of an unsentimental journey from Ajmir4 to 
elsewhere had progressed beautifully; but my friend Sinbad the trav-
eller entered and with him a mountain of luggage. He was not exactly a 
blood relation, or even connected by race; being a Peshawari Yusufzai, 
and a Kazi to boot.5 Still he came from the Punjab, and was therefore 
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welcome. “It is hot,” said Sinbad, removing the dust-coat that fettered 
his massive torso: – “Bring me soda-water, O peon!” The peon was a 
Punjabi Mahomedan, and had forgotten the soda-water. “Pig!” quoth 
my friend Sinbad, and slapped him on the head twice. “Very good,” 
said the peon, and walked away. My friend Sinbad and I fell a-talking.

(But here let me describe him – this Afghan who dressed like an 
Englishman, and travelled after the English fashion, and used soap and 
shoe-horns and corkscrews and nail-scissors, and English of the finest 
water. They lie who say that the Afghans are not the Tribes that went 
astray. My friend Sinbad had the head of a Rabbi, such as men put in 
paintings – brown, olive colour, marked like the face of a cliff and set 
in black hair firm as wire. It was a grand head on its bull neck, and our 
tongue suited it not; God having made it for Pushto;6 or a more guttural 
speech if such a one exists.)

“He is a pig,” said my friend Sinbad. “All native servants are pigs. 
Is this not so?” The head was the head of Esau indeed,7 but the senti-
ments seemed foreign to it. “They are all pigs,” said I; and my friend 
Sinbad settled himself cross-legged on the seat and was silent – sunk 
in impenetrable reserve. There is but one Interpretress who speaks 
all the tongues of the East, and appeals to all hearts; and her name is 
Tobacco. My friend smoked. Further, he smoked from my cigar-case. 
The East and West confronted each other on opposite sides of a first 
class carriage. The East yawned.

(Under the shadow of the Edwardes’ Gate in Peshawar lives an old 
shop-keeper. It was he who told me many, many lies, but one truth. “All 
Kazees will talk if you let them alone. Most Afghans will not.” I let my 
friend Sinbad alone, and smiled. My friend Sinbad talked.)

We had acquaintances in common. It was the first stepping stone. 
We knew many officials. This was the second. We had met each other 
before. Careful cross-verification of dates showed this to be true. This 
was the third.

Sinbad fenced in his speech. Was preposterously virtuous, unnat-
urally advanced; inordinately civilized. I was no servant of the 
Government. Held no post of authority or responsibility, and loose 
views on many things. Sinbad fenced no longer. We descended from 
generalities into particulars and affairs political.

“Who will be our next Lieut.-Governor?” asked Sinbad. “God 
knows!”, said I. “We shall see.” “It may be Mr. Cordery or Sir Lepel 
Griffin,” quoth he. “They are high in favour with the Viceroy.” “And 
what do you think?” said I. “They are strong men,” said Sinbad; and 
he rubbed his knees softly. “Either will be good.” “And our present 
Lieutenant-Governor,” said I. “What do you think of him?” My friend 
blew the smoke through his nostrils and replied. “He is a hard man to 
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natives. He will not listen to them when they come to talk. You know 
this also, do you not?”8 “I have never gone to talk to him. It may be as 
you say. I have heard so.” My friend looked distressed. It was possible 
that I had lied. I hastened to reassure him. He smoked more easily. “And 
what do you think of Sir Alfred Lyall?”9 asked I. “Have you had deal-
ings with him?” My friend Sinbad slapped his thigh:–“Yes! Ah! He is 
a jewel of a man. He will hear you always.” “Tell me something I want 
to know,” said I. “With you people, is it not true that you prefer a man 
who will listen, when you come to mulaqat karo him,10 even though he 
gives you no redress, to a man who will not hear you, even though he 
does do something for you?” “Say it again,” said my friend. I repeated 
the clumsy sentence, and Sinbad thought. A chinkara11 grazing among 
the tussocks without in the sunshine bounded away from the train, and 
had nearly reached the horizon before he answered. “By Jove!” said he. 
“I believe you are right. We are a queer people!” It is strange to hear 
an Afghan say “By Jove!” and “queer,” but my friend Sinbad was very 
English. He had annexed Britannia – shield, trident and lion – as he had 
bought his trousers in Calcutta. But he had another side to him – the 
reverse of the coin stamped with the Queen’s head. So English was he 
that I could discuss many things without – visibly at least – wounding 
his feelings. “But you also are a queer people” said he. “Why do you 
try to make us like you?” It was the reverse of the Queen’s head – the 
protest against the soap and the nail-scissors, the trousers that chafed, 
and the coat-sleeves that cut. “We are all mad, we English, from our 
birth up,” said I. “It is our custom.” My friend Sinbad laughed and 
the windows rattled: – “That is a joke, but there is much truth in it. 
But I tell you that you are doing a little good. Not much, you under-
stand, but still a little.” “As how?” said I. “I will explain. When I was 
a child, I began to study the English language. That was in Peshawar 
thirty years ago. All my friends and relations said that I should become 
an infidel, a kafir,12 and were very angry. Nowadays one hears nothing 
of that sort of prejudice. One can be a good Mahommedan and speak 
English tolerably well at one and the same time. You have done this 
much good anyhow.” “And in other ways is the English Government 
of any use?” I was prepared for what would follow. My friend Sinbad 
spoke at great length on the peace and the law and the order of the 
land, and stopped short. “And then?” “Well, I will tell you the truth. 
In many ways you are a good Government, but in many ways you are 
great – you are, yes, you are awful fools.” (He took a fresh cheroot and 
began again.) “You have two fools of parties in your country. Is it not 
so? Every five years one party does one thing, and the next five years 
the other party comes and undoes it. How can you make pukka bundo-
busts13 with the Ameer, with Russia or with any body else? Who is to 
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believe you? It is not the country’s fault, of course! It is the fault of a 
party – your great fools of parties. I tell you that you are just as bad as 
the Hindus and Mahommedans at Morhurrum time; only with you it is 
always Mohurrum. You are one country; why do you not be sensible 
and have one party?” I was not prepared to explain the whole British 
Constitution with all its sacred rules and ordinances off hand. I took 
refuge in blue clouds of smoke and bowed my head, My friend Sinbad 
then returned to the charge. “When you have only one party” (Shades 
of Chamberlain14 and Churchill15 and the holy two millions of electors!) 
“and that party lasts for ever, there will be no Government on earth like 
yours. As it is, you are in many ways great fools.” Perhaps my friend 
Sinbad’s deep bass voice added force to the statement which was old 
enough in all conscience, but novel from the odd twist he gave it. 

His eye was caught by the flutter of a lady’s dress on the platform. 
“Who is that?” asked Sinbad. “An Englishwoman travelling alone from 
one end of India to the other.” “Yes! Yes! I know that but – Ah! I see 
what you mean. You mean that we cannot do that. No; it is true enough. 
By Jove! I tell you that a native lady would cry like a baby all the way 
from Calcutta to Peshawur. She would not know what “ticket” meant. 
You could not leave her alone without help for a minute. She would 
die of fright!” “And do you consider that an advantage?” said I. “Most 
certainly not. You are entirely in the right there. Quite so. That is where 
we make our mistake. One of these days it will be set right, but not now 
or a hundred years hence.” (My friend Sinbad slapped his thigh more 
vigorously than ever.) “And how will it be set right?” “One of these 
days both Hindus and Mahommedans will see that it is safer to let out 
their women than to keep them in purdah. Outside there are hundreds of 
thousands of eyes, and a woman cannot go wrong if she would. Inside 
the purdah” (my friend Sinbad checked himself and played with his 
watch chain) “things are sometimes different.” “It is a great pity,” he 
continued reflectively, “that we never educate our wives.” (I thought 
he was playing for the gallery; and sucked the end of my cheroot in 
silence. But he was not). “I tell you that a married woman who is intel-
ligent is a great help. She can talk to a man about his work and his 
ambitions after he is out of office, and that is a great help. I have met 
men – of this country you know – who have married English wives, and 
they have told me so. Our women are great fools. They are pretty of 
course; but that is all. It would be pleasant to find one that can talk.” My 
friend Sinbad looked pensive; his mind wandering along some well-
worn pugdandi16 of thought.

Presently his eye brightened, and he shook himself: – “By Jove, I 
was a great devil in my youth. A great devil, by Jove!” He threw back 
his head and laughed aloud – not with the laughter of civilization, but 
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the laughter that betrayed his origin – mirth, savage and boisterous, that 
had nothing in common with gold watch-guard, English clothes, patent 
trunks or first-class tickets. I confess I liked him the better for it. He 
was of his own people again. Thereafter he spoke and laughed hugely 
over queer tales of crooked intrigue, in which midnight assignations on 
house tops, stealthy prowls through narrow blind gullies, feud, lust, and 
blood were picturesquely intermingled. And the lamps that they put into 
the roof near Jaipur, for it was growing dusk, jingled and rattled as he 
laughed. Yes, my friend Sinbad was better in this fashion. I forgave him 
the shoe-horns, and the trunks, and the corkscrews, and button hooks 
with which he had encrusted himself. “Come!” he concluded, “You are 
the first Englishman I have spoken to like this. God made us all men, 
and you talk to me as a man to a man. By Jove, you shall eat with me! It 
is a poor meal, but we will eat together after the fashion of my country.” 
And after the fashion of his country did my friend Sinbad and I eat. He 
rose and washed his hands from the wrist. I followed suit; and watched 
while he got the meal ready on the seat of the carriage. “Look you, I 
can eat with knives and forks like you can, but when I am alone I eat 
like my people. One can be as English as the English and yet remain 
very much a native. Is it not so?” And with one or two of his stories still 
ringing in my brain, I answered that indeed it was very much indeed so. 
Sinbad was wrong in saying that his was a poor meal. It was the richest 
I have ever eaten – a compound of mutton, cabbage, potatoes, butter 
and condiment.

Whether the novelty of the meal predisposed me in its favour, or 
whether I was genuinely hungry I cannot tell; but it seemed a most 
excellent dish. Terribly unwholesome and indigestible, but savoury 
and appetizing. My friend Sinbad helped me to the daintiest bits on 
a piece of bread, but my clumsy western fingers made an unmitigated 
failure of the business. Whereupon he placed a chapatti, plate-wise, at 
my disposal and the meal went merrily forward. At its conclusion we 
rose and washed our hands, and paid mutual compliments of the most 
constrained kind; forgetting that just before we had been talking as “a 
man to a man.” Presently, however, over the after dinner smoke, conver-
sation drifted into free and unfettered channels. We spoke of travelling 
allowances and the yearly growing stinginess of the Government. “It is 
a rich Government,” quoth my friend Sinbad. “Rich as a bunnia,17 and 
twice as mean.” He quoted instances of reduced expenditure to prove 
this, and branched off on a discourse on the comparative morality of 
nations. “What I say is this; and this I do not say to all Englishmen. 
God made us different – you and I, and your fathers and my fathers. 
For one thing we have not the same notions of honesty and of speaking 
the truth. That is not our fault, because we are made so; and in a land 
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where most men are liars, it is just the same as if most men were truth 
tellers. And look now what you do. You come and judge us by your 
own standard of morality – that morality which is the outcome of your 
climate and your education and your traditions. You are, of course, too 
hard on us. And again I tell you that you are great fools in this matter. 
Who are we to have your morals, or you to have ours? You know that 
in three generations a pure-bred Englishman dies out in this country. I 
have seen that as well as read it in books. And yet you think we are to 
be judged by your morals. It is a mistake.” My friend Sinbad quoted the 
case of a native official who, not so long ago, had been judged by our 
standard of morality and found sadly wanting, as an instance in point. 
“You say he was a blackguard, is it not so?” asked my friend Sinbad. 
“It is said that he was a blackguard” I replied suavely. “Well, by Jove! 
He was a blackguard from your own point of view. A big blackguard. 
But he was what you call a “strong” man and he did much good work 
for our Government” (my friend Sinbad was English once more and 
had re-annexed Britannia), “much good work; and work that no one but 
a strong man could have done. If we had let him alone, he would have 
done much more. Not with such clean hands perhaps, but still better 
than any one else.” The Gospel of Expediency always delighted me, and 
moreover I had had a sneaking affection for the “big blackguard” – a 
respect born of his magnificent vitality: his astuteness and most British 
coolness under trying circumstances. My friend Sinbad and I agreed 
cordially on this point. God made us – East and West – widely different. 
We could not adopt each other’s clothes or customs. Why insist upon 
uniformity in morals? My friend Sinbad came out with a quotation from 
a French author to clinch the matter – accent and delivery both faultless. 
Not only had he annexed Britannia then – this extraordinary jumble of 
conflicting nationalities – but the Republic as well. There were French 
novels in his portmanteaux. Thereafter we spoke French for a season; 
till the kaleidoscopic Kazee took refuge in Persian and Arabic, and we 
returned together to the safe intelligibility of English. An hour passed 
in the discussion of domestic trivialities – light converse on horses, 
the women of all India, the wives of all Europe, and the depravity of 
native servants. Lastly we touched on the why and the wherefore of 
a recent judicial appointment in the Punjab. “It was not wise,” quoth 
my friend Sinbad, “neither Hindus nor Mahommedans were pleased; 
and the Commission were very angry. One of the burra Sahibs18 in 
the Punjab told me that he did not think the appointment should be 
in the gift of a Provincial Government. I think so too. The Supreme 
Government should nominate. I tell you it was not a good thing.” The 
train rattled into that Zag-a-Zig19 in the desert – Bandakin – and our 
roads were divided. 
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“You change here?” said my friend Sinbad. “I am sorry. You have 
talked with me and smoked with me and eaten with me like a man. Shall 
I say as a compliment that you are almost worthy to be an Afghan?” 
“And you Sinbad to be an Englishman but” – “Ah yes, my friend. It is 
true. But God has made us different for always. Is it not so?” And as 
I dug up the sleepy khansamah20 for a cup of abominations called tea, 
methought that Sinbad had stumbled upon a great truth.

Literally and metaphorically we were standing upon different plat-
forms; and parallel straight lines, as every one does not know, are lines 
in the same plane which being continued to all eternity will never meet. 

NOTES

1	 Probably Kipling’s reference to an ancient mountain range, combined with the 
Tennyson quotation, alludes to ancient things persisting beneath surface modernity, 
like the unguarded laughter of ‘Sinbad’, which shows the ‘savage’ nature under-
lying his European dress. [Ed.]

2	 Arvalis: the Aravelli Range of mountains in North India runs 690 km or 430 miles, 
southwest from Delhi to Gujerat. Their rocks are Pre-Cambrian.

3	 Tennyson, “In Memoriam,” CXXIII: “There where the long street roars, hath been.”
4	 RK had been sent to Ajmir to report the state visit of the Viceroy there (“The Viceroy 

at Ajmir,” CMG, 11 November 1885) and the opening of the Mayo College, Ajmir 
(CMG, 12 November 1895). He was now returning to Lahore.

5	 A Peshawari Yusufzai, and a Kazi to boot: Peshawari: from Peshawar; Yusufzai: a 
tribe of Pashtun people from eastern Afghanistan and North India; Kazi: a judge in 
a Shari’a court in colonial Punjab. Kazis could adjudicate in commercial disputes 
and in matters of Muslim personal law.

6	 Pushto: Pashtun
7	 Kipling alludes here to the blind Isaac touching his son and saying, puzzled: ‘The 

voice is the voice of Jacob, but the hands are the hands of Esau’. Genesis 27: 22
8	 ‘Our present Lieutenant-Governor’: Sir Charle Umpherston Aitchison, Liutenant- 

Governor of the Punjab 1882–1887 
9	 Lyall : Sir Alfred Lyall, (1835–1911), then Lieutenant-Governor of the Northwest 

Provinces. 
10	 mulaqat karo (Urdu): make a visit
11	 chinkara (Urdu): gazelle
12	 kafir (Urdu): unbeliever
13	 pukka bundobust (Urdu, Hindi): correct arrangement
14	 Joseph Chamberlain (1836–1914), imperialist, later Colonial Secretary, whom RK 

later knew and admired. He is the subject of RK’s poem “Things and the Man” (The 
Years Between).

15	 Lord Randolph Churchill (1849–94): Secretary of State for India., 1885–86, father 
of Winston Churchill

16	 Pugdandi (Urdu): track
17	 bunnia (Urdu, Hindi): moneylender
18	 burra Sahibs (Urdu, Hindi): great [English] lords



December 2018	 KIPLING JOURNAL� 47

19	 RK remembered Zagazig, in Egypt, from his first trip to England, early in 1868, 
when he was only two years and a few months old and before the construction of 
the Suez Canal: “Zagazig, last seen by a very small boy who was lifted out of a 
railway-carriage and set down beneath a whitewashed wall under naked stars in an 
illimitable emptiness because, they told him, the train was on fire. Childlike, this 
did not worry him. What stuck in his sleepy mind was the absurd name of the place 
and his father’s prophecy that when he grew up he would “come that way in a big 
steamer” (“A Return to the East,” Letters of Travel, 1920, p. 225).

20	 Khansamah (Urdu, Hindi): manservant
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MEMBERSHIP NOTES 
December 2018

NEW MEMBERS
I am very pleased to welcome the following new members to the 
Kipling Society.

Mr Kenneth Connolly (Hertfordshire)
Mr Ian Reid (Berkshire)
Mr James Dunphy (Virginia)
Mr Nicholas Kerr (Hampshire)
Cory duBrowa (California)
Mr Martin Ward (Northamptonshire)
Mr Douglas Kipling (West Yorkshire)

Members should be aware that I am now leaving the role of Membership 
Secretary. My successor is Fiona Renshaw, whose contact details are on 
page 1 (‘Officers’) and on the back cover. 

NEW MEMBERSHIP FEES 1ST JANUARY 2016
Please ensure you are aware of the new rates which can be found at 
the back of this issue. If you have not yet adjusted your fee to the new 
amount and it has been paid already, please forward the balance as 
soon as possible. Please ensure your SOM has been changed via your 
bank. If you have any doubts, please contact the incoming Membership 
Secretary Fiona Renshaw.

PAYMENT OF SUBSCRIPTION FEES
Members are reminded of the due date of their subscription on the 
address label of their copy of the Kipling Journal. The date given as 
06/18 refers to June 2018. If you are in any doubt, please contact Fiona 
Renshaw. Please also advise her of any changes of address, including 
e-mail if applicable. Please ensure that Kipling Society emails do not 
go to your SPAM box.

It is fair to say that during the past 10 years I have enjoyed covering 
the role of Membership Secretary for 10 years, Society Secretary for 6 
years and Treasurer for some six months.

John Lambert 
Retiring Hon. Membership Secretary
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KIPLING AND A VERY STRANGE FISH
BY GARRICK ALDER, ALASTAIR WILSON AND JANET MONTEFIORE, 

Mr Garrick Alder has discovered a striking item in a February 1905 issue 
of the Illustrated London News, reporting the death of a ‘Sea Serpent’ 
caught on the stem of the liner Armadale Castle, on which Rudyard 
Kipling and his family were travelling to Cape Town. The magazine 
illustration, reproduced here, is clearly based on an oil painting (magni-
fication shows up the brush-marks), showing both the ship’s stem and 
the animal caught on it from a sideways perspective.

Illustrated London News, 11 February 1905, showing the sea serpent
entangled with the bows of the Armadale Castle

The caption, too small to be legible here, reads: 

DEATH OF THE “SEA-SERPENT”: THE 57–FOOT LONG 
SEA-MONSTER KILLED BY THE STEM OF THE “ARMADALE 
CASTLE: drawn by G.H.Lodge from a sketch by Captain J. C. 
Robinson.

  During a recent voyage of the “Armadale Castle,” when the 
vessel was in latitude 3 deg. south, the stem’s perpendicular struck 
a large fish close to the head, and held it prisoner for about fifteen 
minutes. The monster was not less than fifty-seven feet in length, and 
must have been eight feet in diameter. It was beautifully marked, 
and Captain Robinson was sorry he could not lasso and preserve it. 
There was keen controversy among the passengers as to its species, 
some arguing for a whale, some for a shark. As Mr Kipling was on 
board and saw the sight, it was suggested that the creature should 
be called Piscis Rudyardensis.’ 
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Alastair Wilson, Editor of Carrie Kipling’s Diaries and former officer 
of the Royal Navy, is, however, sceptical that Kipling really ‘saw the 
sight’. 

I can confirm that RK was indeed on board the Armadale Castle at 
the beginning of 1905 – the family went south in her over Christmas 
1904 and New Year 1905, disembarking on arrival in Cape Town 
on 9 Jan. The Duke and Duchess of Connaught and their daughter 
Princess Patricia were on board, as well. However, there’s nothing 
in the extracts from Carrie’s diaries about this “sea-monster,” nor 
is it mentioned anywhere in Volume 3 (1900–1910) of Thomas 
Pinney’s Letters of Rudyard Kipling. The date of the Illustrated 
London News, 11 Feb, matches up fairly well; the Armadale Castle 
would have got back to the UK on about 25 – 26 January 1905, 
which would have been the earliest that the sketch on which the 
illustration is based could have reached the offices of the I.L.N. The 
caption doesn’t give the date of the killing of the monster, just the 
latitude. And although it says that Kipling saw the beast, I find it 
strange that Carrie made no mention of it, nor is there any mention 
of the Duke of Connaught. 
  I’m afraid that I’m dubious about the mention of RK. The incident 
may have happened on the ship’s return north. If the Captain, when 
he sent his sketch in, had added words to this effect, “Funny, we had 
the author Kipling on board on the outward leg of our voyage, but 
he got off at Cape Town,” then it wouldn’t have taken much crea-
tive journalism to produce the fake news that Kipling had actually 
witnessed the incident. 
  Speaking as a sailor, I also doubt that the beast remained there for 
fifteen minutes, as per the caption. I don’t doubt that it happened, 
but I think the Kipling bit is “merely corroborative detail, intended 
to give artistic verisimilitude to an otherwise bald and unconvincing 
narrative.”1

Mr Alder accepts Commander Wilson’s verdict, with the caveat that 
‘the silence of Carrie’s diary on this subject is a case of “absence of 
evidence” not being “evidence of absence.” Since Carrie also doesn’t 
mention the Duke and Duchess of Connaught, who were definitely 
present on board, her diary is a very selective record of events.’ He also 
suggests that reason the creature was pinned against the ship’s stem 
for 15 minutes is that it was already so ill as to be close to death, and 
couldn’t manage to break free. 
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The Armadale Castle cannot have been sailing at anything like 
breakneck speed, and surely only a very enfeebled and sickly sea-
creature would fail to avoid an oncoming ship in any case. Fishes, 
even big ones, are fairly quick to get out of harm’s way.
  So, a dying animal, rising to the surface (perhaps for greater 
oxygenation?), a very low-speed collision, and the force of the 
ship’s motion simply “pinned” the fish there for a while. (The great 
length of the creature gives an additional dimension to this explana-
tion – the animal was too weak to overcome its own bodily inertia 
against the current.) And finally, the Captain’s inference that the 
creature was fatally injured by the impact has to be based on him 
witnessing its eventual death. In light of the above, the impact of the 
Armadale Castle would have just been the coup de grace.2

[EDITOR’S COMMENT] The truly strange thing about this report is its 
close resemblance to Kipling’s story ‘A Matter of Fact’ (1892, collected 
in Many Inventions, 1893).3 Three ‘newspaper men’ (155), the narrator, 
an American and a Dutchman, are travelling from Cape Town on a small 
tramp steamer which is nearly wrecked by a sudden tsunami, explained 
by the captain as ‘a tidal wave thrown up by a volcano’ at the bottom 
of the sea. (159) Through the fog caused by tropical hot air meeting the 
chill of ‘the dead and almost untouched deep water’ of the abyss, (161) 
the men hear what they think is a foghorn and the ‘threshing’ sound of 
a great steamship’s propeller. But instead of the Pembroke Castle liner4 
which they fear will run them down, 

a Thing came up – a gray and red Thing with a neck – a Thing that 
bellowed and writhed in pain … Something had gashed and cut the 
great sides cruelly and the blood was spurting out. The gray ooze 
of the undermost sea lay in the monstrous wrinkles of the back, 
and poured away in sluices. The blind white head flung back and 
battered the wounds.5 (163–4) 

As the men stare in pity at the wounded creature ‘so helpless and … so 
alone’ in its death agony, its ‘mate’ appears bellowing. As it sinks, she 
tries to find the body, then ‘reared her neck as high as she could reach, 
blind and lonely in all that loneliness of sea’ (164–5), giving one final 
despairing roar before swimming away. 

The American journalist Keller is delighted with the scoop: ‘The 
death of the sea-serpent! It’s the biggest thing ever vouchsafed to a 
paper!’ (166) But as the narrator warns him, once they reach ‘the awful 
orderliness of England’, (167) the story proves too improbable to be 
accepted by any reputable British newspaper. The Fleet Street editor 
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to whom Keller offers it, adducing the narrator as witness, indignantly 
repudiates it as ‘one of your practical jokes.’ (169) The narrator advises 
his colleague to do as he does: ‘Tell it as a lie.’ (171) 

The London writer of the 1905 Illustrated London News item 
can’t have read Kipling’s ‘A Matter of Fact’, or he would surely have 
mentioned it (unless of course it inspired him to a little ‘creative jour-
nalism’). The similarities between the death of a real sea serpent and 
Kipling’s own fiction are so strong and obvious (the ship traversing 
the Atlantic Ocean near the equator, the sudden appearance and death 
of the sea serpent being witnessed by Kipling as a ship’s passenger, 
even the mention of a Castle liner) that they appear to bear out Oscar 
Wilde’s epigram ‘Life is an imitation of Art.’6 ‘Appear to’, that is; for if 
neither Kipling nor his wife Carrie, who did know the story, remarked 
on this extraordinary coincidence between his fiction and his factual 
encounter with a ‘sea monster’, the obvious inference is that the latter 
never happened. That said, since Thomas Pinney’s 6 volume edition of 
Letters of Rudyard Kipling, compendious though it is, does not contain 
each and every one of Kipling’s letters, the possibility still remains open. 
As Mr Alder says ‘absence of evidence is not evidence of absence’. In 
any case, there is a pleasing symmetry in finding Kipling’s own play 
with truth and lies in his ‘matter of fact’ short story being repeated in 
this (probably) apocryphal magazine article. 
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NOTES by the Editor

1	 Alastair Wilson, email to JM, 24 August 2018. As few readers of the Kipling Journal 
will need telling, Cdr Wilson was quoting Pooh-Bah from Gilbert and Sullivan’s 
The Mikado. See W.S. Gilbert The Savoy Operas pp. 463–43

2	 Garrick Alder, email to JM, 24 August 2018
3	 Rudyard Kipling, Many Inventions (1893). All references are to this edition.
4	 Kipling’s imaginary Pembroke Castle obviously belongs to the Castle Mail Packet 

Co., which according to the New Reader’s Guide to Rudyard Kipling sailed 
‘between Britain and South Africa.’ (See notes on ‘A Matter of Fact’ in the NRG, 
www.kiplingsociety.co). The real Armadale Castle, which ran down the sea-serpent 
in 3 degrees latitude, belonged to the same company.
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5	 One need not be a psychoanalyst to read Kipling’s story of the emergence of a blind, 
wounded, weeping monster from the bottom of the ocean as a powerful metaphor 
for infantile rage and grief erupting from the depth of the unconscious, like the 
‘Face’ that torments the dreamer in Kipling’s early poem ‘La Nuit Blanche’ (‘Then 
a Face came, blind and weeping, / And It couldn’t wipe Its eyes’: Pinney (ed.) 
Complete Poems, vol 1 p.56). But that is another story.

6	 ‘Life imitates Art more than Art imitates Life’: Oscar Wilde, ‘The Decay of Lying’, 
The Artist as Critic p. 70
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FURTHER NOTES ON MOWGLI
BY THOMAS C. PINNEY

For some reason, S.S. McClure, in 1896, wanted to reprint “In the 
Rukh” in McClure’s Magazine. Kipling’s letter of response to McClure’s 
request is in the Robert M. Taylor Collection, Princeton University 
Library, and may be quoted in full:

Feb. 10. 96.

Dear Mr McClure – 
Many thanks for your note. If you really want “In the Rukh” so 
badly you are welcome to it for the sum of $500 if you will in a 
note state the book whence it is quoted and give its position in the 
scheme of the Mowgli stories; if you will send a copy of the tale I 
will also make one or two slight alterations in it which will bring it 
into line with the rest of the series.

			   Very sincerely yours
			    Rudyard Kipling.

I have no idea why McClure wanted the story three years after its orig-
inal publication in Many Inventions (American edition, 31 May 1893). 
He had published several of the stories of The Second Jungle Book in 
McClure’s, and since “In the Rukh” had had no previous periodical 
publication perhaps he wanted to add it to his total. But that seems a 
feeble reason for spending $500. 

The story was duly reprinted in McClure’s, June 1896, but Kipling, 
instead of making “minor alterations” in it, supplied several footnotes 
by way of comment and explanation. These notes have been recorded 
in Flora Livingston’s Bibliography thus: “The story was reprinted in 
McClure’s Magazine, June, 1896, with notes by Kipling” (p. 132). So 
far as I know, the notes have never been reprinted. They make a very 
minor but highly characteristic addition to the canon. 

The first note is a general explanation at the beginning of the story. 
The pretense that Mowgli is a real person is in the same playful mood 
as the charming preface to the first Jungle Book.

Note – This tale, published in “Many Inventions” (D. Appleton & 
Co.), 1893, was the first written of the Mowgli stories, though it deals 
with the closing chapters of his career – namely, his introduction to 
white men, his marriage and civilization, all of which took place, 
we may infer, some two or three years after he had finally broken 
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away from his friends in the jungle (vide “The Spring Running,” 
Second Jungle Book). Those who know the geography of India will 
see that it is a far cry from Seeonee to a Northern forest reserve; but 
though many curious things must have befallen Mowgli, we have no 
certain record of his adventures during those wanderings. There are, 
however, legends. – Rudyard Kipling.

Two other notes refer to allusions in Mowgli’s account of his past to the 
unnamed girl with whom he is in love. Mowgli tells her that “The herds 
paid toll to my brothers till a woman, an old woman, beloved, saw me 
playing by night with my brethren in the crops.” This statement is thus 
noted:

The scornful allusion here is clearly to Buldeo the Shikarri, who 
(vide “Tiger-Tiger,” Jungle Book) interfered with Mowgli when 
the latter was skinning Shere Khan. It is not easy to understand the 
reference to “playing by night with my brethren,” unless, indeed, 
Mowgli while among the villagers had stolen out to gambol with 
Grey Brother, and was under suspicion of wizardry before the fight 
with Shere Khan. – R. K.

The last note comes when Mowgli tells how he was driven from his 
village and becomes a wanderer – “From village to village I went”:

It is to be observed that Mowgli here makes no reference to the 
circumstances of The Spring Running; but evidently he wandered 
far among men after his return to Messua’s hut (vide Second Jungle 
Book) – R.K.

As for alterations in the story, a comparison of the Many Inventions 
text with the McClure’s text shows only a handful of changes, all of a 
word or two. 

[EDITOR’S NOTE] Both Professor Pinney and I were puzzled by 
Kipling’s second note about the “scornful allusion … to Buldeo” in 
Mowgli’s reminiscence to his sweetheart. Kipling apparently means 
that Mowgli’s phrase “a woman, an old woman’ is a contemptuous allu-
sion to Buldeo, but this seems needlessly obscure (“a fool, an old fool” 
would be more to the point) and would be quite meaningless to the girl. 
Moreover, Mowgli’s statement that “the herds paid toll to my brothers” 
contradicts the idyllic account in “Tiger! Tiger” of his peaceful days 
spent cattle-herding, in which there is absolutely no mention of attacks 
on the herd by wolf predators.
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It is known that because “In the Rukh” was written first, several of 
its details don’t match the Jungle Books, notably Mowgli’s location in a 
Northern forest reserve, which Kipling’s third note attempts to explain 
away (“evidently he wandered far among men”). This was remarked on 
in 1958 by Roger Lancelyn Green ( “Two Notes on The Jungle Book”, 
Kipling Journal 128, pp.12–14). Clearly Kipling was aware of the 
discrepancies between his first Mowgli story and the Jungle Books; in 
these notes we can see him attempting to reconcile the two, with mixed 
success. His playful attempt at making all the Mowgli stories consistent 
is delightful, and we should be grateful to S. S. Maclure for commis-
sioning the reprint and to Professor Pinney for disinterring it.
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BOOK REVIEWS
A SOLDIER’S KIPLING: POETRY AND THE PROFESSION OF ARMS by 
Edward J. Erickson Pen & Sword, Barnsley, 2018. Hardback, 204 
pages. £25, ISBN 9781526718532

Among England’s poets, Rudyard Kipling showed the best under-
standing of soldiers. In ‘Tommy’ he made his appeal for the late Victorian 
infantryman, likely to finish a career of harsh campaigning in far-flung 
lands in a workhouse. Does his verse about soldiers and war still have 
a relevance today? Edward J. Erickson, American veteran and author, 
answers decisively in the affirmative. He is a lifelong Kipling admirer, 
an expert on the Ottoman army of the First World War, who served in 
senior positions in Europe and the Middle East and taught a course on 
the poet at the Marine Corps Command and Staff College in Quantico, 
Virginia. He is presently Scholar-in-Residence at the Clark Center for 
Global Engagement, State University of New York at Corland. Thus he 
brings wide experience to his chosen subject.

His book is organised thematically by chapter – training for war, 
going to war, fighting a war (four chapters including one on respect for 
friends and enemies and one on other arms and services), coming home 
from war and learning from war, patriotism experienced, patriotism 
imagined and finally ‘Kipling for Fun’, this last chapter, as the author 
admits, including poems with no direct relevance to the profession of 
arms. His technique in each is to offer a brief introduction of the subject, 
reproduce chosen poems in full and follow each with a commentary. He 
wisely suggests to Kipling newcomers that they read each poem aloud. 
Appendices cover ‘Britain’s Wars, Campaigns and Expeditions’ from 
1701 to 1939 and give a brief biography of RK, ‘courtesy of the Kipling 
Society’. His use of the Society website informs his footnotes and 
should earn him some friendships. The book’s layout, plates and maps 
are pleasing. There is a list for ‘Further Reading’ from which I would 
say obvious omissions are Peter Hopkirk’s The Great Game and David 
Gilmour’s The Long Recessional: the Imperial Life of Rudyard Kipling.

One could always criticise any selection of Kipling’s poems from a 
personal point of view, but Erickson includes most of those you would 
expect – ‘Tommy’, ‘The Young British Soldier’, ‘Arithmetic on the 
Frontier’, ‘Gunga Din’, ‘The Grave of the Hundred Head’, ‘The Ballad 
of East and West’, ‘Bobs’, ‘My Boy Jack’, ‘Gethsemane’ and more. 
He recommends others to be viewed on the Society website. Perhaps 
more Barrack Room Ballads could have been included. ‘Screw Guns’ 
is a strange omission for an artilleryman. I read or re-read much with 
pleasure, and shared his admiration for Kipling’s insight into the minds 
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of fighting men and his understated humour. A reader comes away 
from Erickson’s comments with confidence that modern soldiers, and 
perhaps especially those from the other side of the Atlantic, do indeed 
gain from reading Kipling’s verse. 

The contrast between the vernacular of Kipling and the author’s 
modern military prose may strike an awkward note for some readers. 
This may not matter for an exclusively military audience, but would 
civilian readers understand the distinction between terms such as 
“combat support” and “combat service support”? Other modern mili-
tary phrases are used in abundance. 

There are a number of irritating minor errors such as Frederick 
Roberts being called 1st Lord of Kandahar. His title, Earl Roberts of 
Kandahar, Waterford and Pretoria, is easy to find. The voice in ‘My 
Boy Jack’ is, he tells us, that of a father mourning his son, but the 
line ‘Because he was the son you bore’ suggests it is the mother’s 
voice. It seems strange that, of the many poems here, he writes of the 
‘pronounced racial overtones’ of ‘Mandalay’, when the East is far more 
attractive than London to the time-expired soldier, and in no way more 
so than the superior grace of Burmese women, especially his ‘sweeter, 
neater maiden in a cleaner, greener land’. 

Erickson offers few moral judgments. Although he refers to Niall 
Ferguson’s book Empire (2009), the British Empire exists primarily as a 
backdrop to the poems. If A Soldier’s Kipling is not deep or profoundly 
insightful, it should nonetheless admirably succeed in its purpose, to 
introduce Kipling’s work and thought to modern soldiers (a purpose 
which he shares with the Society). 

Rodney Atwood

(My review was helped by the comments of Major Colin Sandbach, late 
4/7th Dragoon Guards. R.A.)

THE KIPLING FILE by Sudhir Kakar, Penguin Random House India, 
2018, 229 pp., £16.99 (hardback), ISBN 9780670091041 

While Charles Allen’s Kipling Sahib assembled a detailed factual 
account of Ruddy’s years as a young journalist in Lahore, The Kipling 
File offers a fictional take on the same period. It is presented through 
the eyes of E. Kay Robinson, who replaced Stephen Wheeler as editor 
of the Civil and Military Gazette and gave his junior the opportunity 
to write the famous ‘turnovers’, his first published stories. The author, 
Sudhir Kakar, is most distinguished. Known as the father of Indian 
psychoanalysis, he has been honoured by the most eminent institutions: 
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the Indian Institute of Technology, Harvard, Bellagio, the MacArthur 
foundation. In addition to his non-fiction writings, his five earlier novels 
have been admired.

Kakar’s Robinson stops well short of idealizing his protégé: 
his perspective on Kipling may be close to an Indian one. The early 
contempt for native life which can be traced in the twenty-year-old’s 
writings is noted, while its yielding to a greater respect is marked 
with relief. Ruddy’s bad temper, his dissolution and ‘insensitivity’ 
are emphasized. The portrait isn’t specially attractive but the tone can 
be refreshingly smart. Kay Robinson’s, however, is not in general a 
compelling voice. Following his narrative can be a bit like being led 
round Lahore by Mr. Pooter.

For Kakar, known for his professional interest in mysticism and the 
psychology of religion, Robinson presents a figure of interest in his own 
right. The real-life Robinson had a passion for nature. He moved on 
from India and later broadcast natural history talks, publishing a monthly 
leaflet, ‘The Meaning of Life’ which was aimed at those who ‘try to look 
through Nature up to Nature’s God’. Accordingly, in the novel Kakar 
fleshes out Robinson’s personality with accounts of visions, semi-divine 
inspirations prompted by the natural world. The descriptions can be most 
precise, particularly if the vegetation is Indian. But in one unfortunate 
instance the reader is presented with an English woodland scene featuring 
both a carpet of bluebells and ripening blackberries.

In another move to make his narrator more substantial to readers, 
and perhaps to create a modicum of tension, Kakar portrays Robinson 
as falling hopelessly in love at first sight with Trix Kipling, in whom 
his real-life original was reportedly interested. (Kakar has published 
two admired erotic novels). Those of us, however, who recall the photo-
graph of Trix in 1886, side-saddle, hair pinned up under a bowler, in 
Trix: Kipling’s Forgotten Sister, Lorna Lee (p.168), may be startled by 
the lover’s rapturous account:

my eyes were oblivious to all else but the sight of Trix riding ahead 
of me: her slim legs encased in tight white jodhpurs …. her long 
blonde hair tied in a ponytail, swaying along the collar of a short 
black leather jacket.

The ideal reader for this novel would be one concerned to understand 
more of the physical reality of young Kipling’s world. This is described 
in scrupulous and satisfying detail, from the streets of British Lahore to 
that of the fortress Mian Mir, the plan of his parents’ bungalow ‘Bikanir 
House’ and the CMG offices.

Mary Hamer
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THE PASSIONATE IMPERIALISTS: THE TRUE STORY OF SIR FREDERICK 
LUGARD, ANTI-SLAVERY ADVENTURER AND FOUNDER OF NIGERIA, 
AND FLORA SHAW, RENOWNED JOURNALIST FOR THE TIMES by Rory 
O’Grady, Conrad Books, Canterbury, 2018, 267 pp. (hardback), £18.99, 
ISBN 9871911546399

This handsomely produced and very readable book tells the story of 
Frederick Lugard, soldier, traveller and adventurer during the 1890s 
‘scramble for Africa’, and first Governor of Nigeria, and of his wife 
Flora née Shaw, protégée of Ruskin, journalist and colonial editor of 
The Times, whom he married when he was 44 and she 49. O’Grady 
gives a gripping account of Lugard’s African adventures: travelling up 
the Zambesi River to suppress slave trading and help annex Uganda, 
leading troops up the River Niger, surviving a poisoned arrow in the 
head thanks to a faithful African hunter, who applied five antidotes after 
extracting the arrow, along with a bit of Lugard’s skull, sweating out 
recurrent bouts of malaria, working eleven hours a day, outmanoeuvring 
representatives of France to secure the huge tracts of West Africa which 
became Nigeria, and trekking through Botswana deserts with thorns 
tearing holes in his boots. All this reads as racily as Rider Haggard, 
while the tough, public-spirited Lugard is the very model of a Kipling 
hero, like a more senior ‘Infant’ or a more martial Strickland. The two 
men became friends, and the author has discovered a charming thank-
you letter from Kipling, addressed in his elaborate Arabian Nights 
style ‘To the Emir of Emirs of Nigeria in his house under the trees 
over against the hills to the North.’ He emphasises Lugard’s progressive 
policies and suppression of African slave trading, as well as his thrilling 
battles against outnumbering native cavalry, always defeated by British 
machine guns (as summed up by Captain Blood in Belloc’s The Modern 
Traveller (1898): ‘Whatever happens, we have got/ The Maxim gun, 
and they have not’). Flora’s life is not quite so exciting, but her achieve-
ments as journalist and historian of African civilizations are engagingly 
related, as is her role in helping Lugard found the University of Hong 
Kong in 1912. It is pleasant to read of the couple’s late-flowering but 
deep mutual happiness. There are no notes, but the book has a substan-
tial bibliography of books and archival sources. 

Jan Montefiore
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
KIPLING AND EDWARD FITZGERALD 
From Fred Lerner 
In the June 2018 issue, Charles Mugleston asks whether there is any 
record of what Kipling thought of Edward Fitzgerald’s translation of the 
Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyyám. In “The Last Term” (the penultimate tale 
in Stalky & Co.) we are told that “He [the Head] gave Beetle the run of 
his brown-bound, tobacco-scented library” where he found among many 
other treasures “an odd theme, purporting to be a translation of something, 
called a ‘Rubáiyát,’ which the Head said was a poem not yet come to its 
own”. In Schooldays with Kipling, G.C. Beresford writes that “He came 
upon Omar Khayyam when the public mind was unconscious of it” (p. 
203), but in his discussion of Kipling’s schoolboy writing (pp. 226–235) 
there is no mention of the Rubáiyát as a possible literary influence.

There are three references to “Fitzgerald, Edward, Rubaiyat of Omar 
Khayam” in the index to Thomas Pinney’s collection of The Letters of 
Rudyard Kipling. Writing to W.C. Crofts (the teacher at Westward Ho! 
on whom King in Stalky & Co. was modeled) Kipling calls his “Rupiyat 
of Omar Kal’vin”, a political satire that he published in the Civil and 
Military Gazette, “a parody on that magnificent – but absolutely untruthful 
– version of Fitzgerald’s”. He goes on to report that “I’ve been through 
the book with a persian [sic] scholar – a native who writes persian verses 
– and gave it up in despair as a fraud” (February 1886; I: 117–124). In a 
letter to Edward Lucas White (August 1894; II: 146–149), he quotes “I 
sometimes wonder what the vintners buy / One half so precious as the 
stuff they sell” and explains “By this I mean I wonder if people get a tithe 
of the fun out of my tales that I get in doing ’em”. Thanking R. Wilkins 
Rees for his article on Fitzgerald in the London Quarterly Review, Kipling 
writes that “I remember when I was a child hearing stories of him as an 
individual from people who knew him and I had the luck to be introduced 
to the Rubaiy’yat before I was out of my teens.” (October 1904; III: 
164–165). But in the account the books and writers he read as a schoolboy 
in Something of Myself, there is no mention of Fitzgerald or the Rubáiyát.

So the answer appears to be that Kipling admired and enjoyed 
Fitzgerald’s version of the Rubáiyát as a poem but disparaged it as 
a rendition of its purported original. No doubt one could find amid 
Kipling’s copious verse evidence of its influence, but it does not appear 
that the Rubáiyát exercised the lasting impact on Kipling’s thought and 
writing that the Latin poet Horace did. 

Fred Lerner
Worcester, MA, USA
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WAS KIPLING REALLY A ‘BOUNDER’? 
From ALASTAIR WILSON

In his article ‘Kipling and Poachers’ in KJ 375, Sept. 2018, Stephen 
Ridgwell writes that Rudyard Kipling was ‘initially deemed by the 
unofficial squire of Burwash, Colonel Wemyss Feilden’ [not ‘Fielding’, 
which was perhaps an error by Dr Ridgwell’s Spellcheck] ‘to be an 
“awful little bounder”.’ Yet from Carrie’s diaries and Professor Pinney’s 
edition of Kipling’s letters, we know that the two men became good 
friends, Kipling addressing Feilden as ‘Colonel Sahib’ until the 
other died in 1921. A note cites Andrew Lycett’s biography, p. 366, 
‘According to family legend, Feilden described Rudyard as “an awful 
little bounder” after first meeting him at the Bear Hotel.’

Andrew Lycett kindly gave me his source, ‘Kipling and the Feildens’ 
KJ 284, Dec 1997, ‘compiled by the Editor’ [the late George Webb] 
‘from information supplied by Richard Feilden’, great-nephew of 
‘Colonel Sahib’. Richard Feilden grew up in ‘Rampyndene’, his great-
uncle’s house in Burwash, until the Colonel’s death, when it became the 
home of Richard’s own father, also Colonel Feilden. Richard Feilden 
knew Kipling in his boyhood, and recorded his memories of Kipling. 
The Society’s Library has a copy of the tape, in which he stated that 
‘Colonel Sahib’ had written in his diary, on a date in 1903, ‘Met an 
awful little bounder today called Kipling’.

The meeting at the Bear must have happened at least eight months 
after the Kiplings moved into Bateman’s in September 1902. Evidently 
the Feildens had not called on the newcomers; the only social exchange 
in the village which Carrie records before the Kipling family left for 
the Cape in December is with the Vicar. What gave Colonel Wemyss 
Feilden an instant dislike of Kipling? And what did he imply by 
‘bounder’? George Webb surmised in that 1997 article that perhaps at 
their first meeting, 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 imagi-
nation and his writing.’ From the biographies we recognise this being 
characteristic of Kipling all his life. But why ‘bounder’? The Oxford 
English Dictionary’s definition of this derogatory term is ‘A person of 
objectionable manners or anti-social behaviour; a cad. Also in milder 
use as a term of playful abuse: 1889.’ The relevant meaning is ‘cad’; at 
a first meeting Kipling and Feilden would not indulge in playful abuse, 
nor would Kipling have shown anti-social behaviour. The O. E. D. 
defines ‘cad’ as ‘A fellow of low vulgar manners and behaviour. (An 
offensive and insulting appellation): 1838’. Kipling uses the word in 
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this sense in ‘The Flag of their Country’, when the offended boys call a 
visiting MP a ‘Flopshus Cad’. 

Why might Colonel Feilden have thought Kipling vulgar? Perhaps 
because Kipling didn’t belong to a landed family, yet he was buying a 
small estate. (Feilden, the younger son of a baronet, lived in a grand 
house in the village but was not himself a landowner.) Kipling had a 
reputation as a national bard, author of ‘Recessional’ and ‘The Absent-
minded Beggar’, but his poem ‘The Islanders’ (1902) had caused 
offence in some quarters. His family was not well-connected, even if 
he had two baronets as uncles (but they were artists, so they didn’t 
really count). He didn’t hunt, he didn’t shoot, though he did fish (but 
the Dudwell, no more than a brook, would only contain minnows and 
sticklebacks). It may be that Colonel Feilden mistook Kipling’s inquisi-
tive questions for ‘pushiness’, but I guess that Kipling’s crowning sin 
was probably owning a stinking motor-car, about whose merits he may 
have held forth. Moreover, Kipling’s figure was not exactly the beau 
ideal of an English country gentleman, and if he turned up at the Bear 
Hotel in full motoring costume (as in E. H. Shepard’s illustrations of 
Mr. Toad in The Wind in the Willows), he would not have been a very 
prepossessing figure. I would suggest that Col. Feilden was initially 
put off by Kipling’s appearance, combined with his over-enthusiastic 
conversation on first acquaintance. But as George Webb summed it up, 
‘Despite that inauspicious beginning, the relationship developed into 
close friendship.’ And Richard Feilden wrote ‘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.’

So the answer to the titular question is ‘No, it all arose out of a 
misunderstanding.’

Alastair Wilson
Kings Sution, Banbury 
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ABOUT THE KIPLING SOCIETY
The Kipling Society is for anyone interested in the prose and verse, and 
the life and times, of Rudyard Kipling (1865–1936). It is one of the most 
active and enduring literary societies in Britain and, as the only one 
which focuses on Kipling and his place in English Literature, attracts 
a world-wide membership. (Details and membership forms are avail-
able on the Society’s web-site, or from the Chairman Mike Kipling, 
Bay Tree House, Doomsday Garden, Horsham, West Sussez, RH13 
6LB, email mike@kipling.me.uk.)

The forms quote the minimum annual subscription rates. Some 
members contribute a little more. The Society is a Registered Charity 
and a voluntary, non-profit-making organisation. Its activities, which 
are controlled by a Council and run by the Secretary and honorary offi-
cials, include: 
•	 maintaining a specialised Library in the Haileybury, Hertfordshire, and Special 

Collection, Sussex University
•	 answering enquiries from the public (schools, publishers, writers and the media), 

and providing speakers on request,
•	 arranging a regular programme of lectures, and a formal Annual Luncheon with a 

Guest Speaker,
•	 running the web-site at www.kipling.org.uk for members of the Society and anyone 

else around the world with an interest in the life and work of Rudyard Kipling,
•	 and publishing the Kipling Journal, every quarter.

The Journal of the Society aims to entertain and inform. It is sent to 
subscribing paying members all over the world free of charge. This 
includes libraries, English Faculties, and ‘Journal – only’ members. Since 
1927, the Journal has published important items by Kipling not readily 
found elsewhere, valuable historical information, and literary comment 
by authorities in their field, following Kipling whose own diverse inter-
ests and versatile talent covered a wide range of literary writing – letters, 
travel, prose and verse. For the serious scholar of Kipling, who cannot 
afford to overlook the Journal, a comprehensive index of the entire run 
since 1927 is available online to members or in our Library. Apply to: The 
Librarian, Kipling Society, 56, Chaplin Drive, Headcorn, Ashford, 
Kent TN27 9TN, England, or email to jwawalker@gmail.com. 

The Editor of the Kipling Journal publishes membership news, 
Society events, talks by invited speakers, and articles on all aspects of 
Kipling and his work. She is happy to receive submissions from readers. 
These may be edited and publication is not guaranteed. Letters of crisp 
comment and articles between 500 and 5000 words are especially 
welcome. Email jem1@kent.ac.uk, or write to The Editor, Kipling 
Journal, 36 St Dunstan’s Street, Canterbury, Kent, CT2 8BZ, U.K. 




