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POSTSCRIPT TO ANNOUNCEMENTS ON PAGE 5

Knees Up? A Society Outing to Rottingdean, where there are
several Kipling and Burne-Jones associations—and in the
words of P. G. Wodehouse excellent browsing and sluicing—
has been proposed for May or June 1984. Would interested
Members please get in touch with the Meetings Secretary, John
H. McGivering, 17 Addlestone Park, Addlestone, Weybridge,
Surrey KT15 1RZ, telephone Weybridge 45458.
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THE SOCIETY'S ANNOUNCEMENTS

FORTHCOMING EVENTS, 1984

Unless otherwise shown, meetings will be in the Kipling Room,
Brown's Hotel: entrances in Dover Street and Albemarle Street,
London W1A 4SW(near Green Park Underground Station), at 5.30
for 6 p.m. A bar, and coffee, will be available there.

Wednesday 8 February Mr Desmond T. Irvine on Rudyard
Kipling and Contemporary and Other Writers.

Tuesday 10 April Mr G. H. Webb, O.B.E., Editor of this Journal,
on Kipling's Burma: a Literary and Historical Review,
illustrated, at the lecture theatre of the Society of
Antiquaries of London, Burlington House, Piccadilly. Wine
and coffee will be available. (Please note, Tuesday not
Wednesday; and a special venue. The entrance, marked
Society of Antiquaries, is on your left as you walk from
Piccadilly into the enclosed courtyard fronting the Royal
Academy.) 5.30 for 6 p.m.

Thursday 3 May The Society's Annual Luncheon, to be held
at the Royal Air Force Club, 128 Piccadilly, at 12.30 for 1 p.m.
The Guest of Honour, who will propose the traditional
Toast, will be Sir Jack Boles, until recently Director-
General of the National Trust. As most of our readers
know, the National Trust has very close associations with
Kipling, through bequests of his copyrights and papers
(notably the Kipling Papers at Sussex University), and his
and his daughter's former homes, Bateman's and Wimpole
Hall. Booking forms are being distributed with this issue of
the Journal.

Wednesday 4 July Meryl Macdonald on Kipling the Motoring
Man.

Wednesday 5 September Miss Isabel Quigly, author of The
Heirs of Tom Brown, on a subject to be announced.

November 1983 CELIA MUNDY & JOHN SHEARMAN



PARIS EXHIBITION, 1878: INDIAN PAVILION

See the article, "Kipling's France", in this issue. Here is a small part of a big picture in the
Illustrated London News of 7 September 1878, showing "The Anglo-Indian Pavilion in the Grand
Vestibule of the Palace of the Champ de Mars", part of the great Paris Exhibition described by
Kipling in Souvenirs of France, 1933. Only one end of the Pavilion is shown here: it stretched away
far to the right. Lockwood Kipling had a major responsibility for the Indian exhibits.
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EDITOR'S NEWS AND NOTES

JOHN KIPLING, RUDYARD KIPLING AND THE BATTLE OF LOOS

"This is THE great effort to break through and end the war... We
have to push through at all costs... This will be my last letter most
likely for some time. " [from the last letter to his family, dated 25
September 1915, from Lieutenant John Kipling, Irish Guards,
at the beginning of the Battle of Loos]

"Jerry did himself well at Loos upon us innocents. We went into
it, knowing no more than our own dead what was coming, and
Jerry fair lifted us out of it with machine-guns." [from an
unnamed survivor's recollections, cited by Rudyard Kipling in
The Irish Guards in the Great War, 1923, volume II]

John Kipling's death in the Battle of Loos is mentioned elsewhere in
this issue—on pages 10-11 concerning his memorial at Burwash, and
page 24 where his father, visiting the battle area in 1922 for the
Imperial War Graves Commission, "found the countryside so altered
that we passed where John had disappeared".

Loos was an ill-omened battle, an imperfectly conceived British
offensive. It started with impossibly high hopes, and ended with only
slight gains achieved at terrible cost. It was the first major battle in
which the enthusiastic Territorial and New Army divisions were
deployed in strength. It was the first great set-piece assault against
fortified German positions rendered almost impregnable with wire
and machine-guns. The planning was optimistic, the artillery barrage
inadequate, the gas (here first used by the British) ineffective. Many
of the troops displayed great gallantry, but few had the necessary
battle experience—though the survivors gained it here.

This was notably true of John Kipling's newly-formed Second
Battalion of the Irish Guards, who had just arrived in France and as
part of the Guards Division were pitched into the battle at a critical
moment. Their approach march on 25-27 September had been
exhausting, long hours struggling up congested routes with
insufficient food and almost no sleep. The regimental history,
Kipling's labour of love for his son, brings out with some bitterness
the way in which, at Loos, the portentous expectations of the generals
were to dissolve amid the actual haste and confusion, shock and
casualties, obstacles and frustrations, of a hopeless battlefield. The
Irish Guards made their eventual assault pluckily enough and won
some ground, but were soon pinned down and swept by intolerably
accurate fire, and at this early stage "lost seven of their officers in
forty minutes". One was John Kipling, wounded and missing—never
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to be seen again—in a spirited advance by a handful of men up to and
beyond a key feature known as Chalk-Pit Wood.

I went recently, on a bleak autumn afternoon, to look at the terrain
of Loos—a mining district of pit workings, slag heaps and ugly
villages, in one of the less lovely areas of France. The general outline
of the battlefield is clearly identifiable, though trenches and craters
have healed over and many details have changed with the passage of
time. Chalk-Pit Wood is no more though its site can be established;
even in 1923, in his history, Kipling wrote that "it was not easy to
arrive at its precise shape and size, for this thing, like so much of the
war-landscape of France, was seen but once by the men vitally
concerned in its features, and thereafter changed outline almost
weekly, as gunfire smote and levelled it from different angles".

I also visited the nearby war cemetery with its Memorial to the
Missing. John Kipling's name is engraved there among thousands
who shared his fate. The Memorial is inscribed, To the glory of God
and in memory of 20,598 officers and men of the forces of the British
Empire who fell in the Battles of Loos and Béthune and other actions in
this neighbourhood, whose names are here recorded but to whom the
fortunes of war denied the known and honoured burial given to their
comrades in death.

Not much consolation can be extracted from the battle of Loos—
except perhaps Liddell Hart's verdict on "the appearance in strength
of the New Armies; at Loos they were 'blooded', and if inexperience
detracted from their effectiveness, their courage and driving force
were an omen of Britain's power to improvise a national effort
comparable with the long-created military machines of the
Continent".

A NOTE ON LOCATIONS. The village of Loos, and the battlefield named after it, lie
north-west of the industrial town of Lens, which is in the Pas de Calais north of Arras
and Vimy Ridge. Just beyond the northern outskirts of Lens, on the left of the main
road north to La Bassée, is a cement factory with extensive chalk workings. The
buildings on the right of the factory gate mark the north-east end of the old Chalk-Pit
Wood, which used to be "a line of smallish trees and brush" extending south-west. The
cemetery is on a different road, at Dud Corner six kilometres up the main road from
Lens to Béthune. Its pavilion roof offers a view of the battlefield.
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JOHN KIPLING'S MEMORIAL
with the Editor's acknowledgments to Brigadier W. J. Jervois, MC,

and the late Sir Charles Wheeler, KCVO, CBE

For the photograph opposite, and for reminding me that the plaque was Wheeler's
work, I am obliged to Brigadier Jervois—who used to live in Burwash, is joint author
of the St Bartholomew's Church guide book, wrote an article for Sussex Life in
February 1967 about the plaque, and successfully opposed a churchwarden's proposal
that the plaque be shifted to another position (arguing that it would have been
deliberately sited near where the Kipling children sat in church).

QUI ANTE DIEM PERIIT is from the last verse of Newbolt's "Clifton Chapel" (the final
four lines of which Kipling had earlier borrowed to head "A Little Prep.", in Stalky &
Co.)—

God send you fortune: yet be sure,
Among the lights that gleam and pass,

You'll live to follow none more pure
Than that which glows on yonder brass:

"Qui procul hinc" the legend's writ,—
The frontier-grave is far away—

"Qui ante diem periit:
Sed miles, sed pro patriâ."

Loosely translated, the Latin means One who died far from here, and died young: but was
a soldier, fighting for his country. (Newbolt's and Kipling's generation would have
pronounced the last vowel of the ablative form patriâ to rhyme with away.)

Wheeler wrote about this plaque in his autobiography, High Relief (Hamlyn, 1968).
In about 1919 he was a young sculptor in London, qualified but without work or
money, when a knock came at his studio door. He opened it to find "a short man . . . in
morning dress and . . . a tall silk hat". Wheeler thought he was an encyclopaedia
salesman, till the stranger proffered his card. "I was so astounded that I handed it back
to him . . . I've ever since regretted my stupidity for his card would have been a thing to
treasure as it brought relief... from that day to this I have never lacked commissions."
(Wheeler had been recommended by Kipling's friend Herbert Baker the architect, for
whom he had executed a small detail for the torchiers of Harrow School War
Memorial.)

His work on John Kipling's plaque went well, and the Kiplings came more than once
to inspect progress. Though Wheeler remembered Kipling generally deferring on detail
to his wife, he also remembered one criticism from Kipling who asked for the ribbon
binding the laurels to be tightened since "John would not have liked a loose strap".
Also there was a bad moment when the first bronze casting, done by a contract founder,
showed a flaw. Kipling spotted this at once and asked who the founder was. "An
Italian named — *', said Wheeler. "I don't know his lingo, but tell him from me it's
bloody", said Kipling.



JOHN KIPLING'S MEMORIAL

This photograph, supplied by Brigadier W. J. Jervois, MC, shows the bronze plaque on
the wall near the south door of St Bartholomew's Church, Burwash, Sussex. It was
virtually the first commissioned work of a young sculptor who later became
internationally famous and was President of the Royal Academy, Sir Charles Wheeler,
KCVO, CBE, (1892-1974). See the article, opposite.
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KIPLING'S FRANCE

by J. B. WRIGHT

[Mr Joe Wright, C.M.G., is a retired Ambassador whose diplomatic career of over thirty
years covered a considerable range of posts: Jerusalem, Munich, Basra, Tamsui,
Surabaya, Medan, Nicosia, Tunis, Hanoi, Geneva and finally Abidjan in the Ivory
Coast. A graduate in French, with a longstanding interest in France, he has recently
published a book on Francophone Black Africa since Independence; and is extremely
well qualified to produce for us this study of a large, complex and profound subject,
namely the important part played by France in the affections, inspiration and personal
life of Rudyard Kipling.

In preparing it he has, in his own words, "gone over the Kipling texts that have most
bearing on the subject; walked through what is left of R.K.'s 1878 Paris; followed some
of his itineraries in provincial France; examined the list of French titles in the study
library at Bateman's; and spent some days in the Library of the University of Sussex
with relevant papers from the Kipling archive". The latter of course means the
extensive and invaluable Kipling Papers held for the National Trust: we published a
major article on them last March.—Ed.]

Rudyard Kipling first went to France as a boy of twelve in 1878, when
he spent five weeks in Paris with his francophile father. This was
"eight years after the war of '70 and six since the last of the
£200,000,000 indemnity"—which Prussia had imposed on France in
the peace treaty—"had been paid".1 He was on his way there, a man
of seventy, when he died in London in January 1936, a few months
before the French Socialist and Communist parties formed the
coalition government known as the Popular Front. Of the countries
he lived in and cared for most—India, the United States, South
Africa, England and France—it was only to France that he devoted
two separate works of non-fiction, France at War (1915) and
Souvenirs of France embodying "some of the reasons why I love
France", (1933).

In the latter book, which actually came out in French in the Revue
des Deux Mondes before the English publication, he wrote [in chapter
I]: "What of civilisation since the fall of Rome had evolved itself
appeared to me to have been due to one or other of those influences
[France and Britain]; the later systems being predatory, parvenu or
imposed. Therefore, what of civilisation was to continue, lay in our
united hands." In 1920 he had spoken of the English conviction that
the French were the only other people who mattered,2 and in a speech
of 1927 he asserted: "I am sure that, as the actual memories of the
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War itself recede into the background of the years, we in England
have come more and more to realise the patience, endurance, and
good-will of that great Ally with whom we entered into the War."3 He
travelled widely in France, used French themes in a number of
stories, and even attempted to sum up the French achievement in a
single poem, "France" (1913). (According to Lord Birkenhead this
"had an electric effect upon that country, and even influenced the
course of international relations"4—presumably in the sense of
making the Entente even more cordiale.)

In the twenties especially, his admiration for France seemed to
know no bounds..We are told that in England and the U.S.A. few
things upset Kipling more than signing autographs: in France he
would do it by the hour. The French reciprocated: on one ceremonial
occasion Marshal Foch, after morosely ignoring all the other
assembled notables, is reported to have opened his arms with the cry
"Oh! Keepling!" on Kipling's arrival.5 (Voiron, the narrator in "The
Bull that Thought" [Debits and Credits], calls Apis "this Foch among
bulls!") In 1928 Kipling suggested in a letter to his newspaper-editor
friend Gwynne that for Easter the following year a thousand French
infantrymen and a couple of 75 mm artillery-pieces should be
marched up the Mall "to greet the Guards" on duty at Buckingham
Palace, so as to put France "on a footing all by herself".

His father's advice, which as usual he took, was that while he would
never be able to speak French properly, he might as well learn to read
it.6 In an unpublished letter to the French critic André Chevrillon,
whom he entertained at Bateman's and corresponded with from 1909
till his death, he wrote of his Portsmouth years in the 1870s: "At that
time I was taught by a strange black-bearded Frenchman who, I can
now see, must have been some sort of refugee of the Commune. I
understood little of what he said, but I can see now the passion and
the wrath of a man subdued to the necessity of teaching boys his
tongue for a living in a hostile land." Echoes of an earlier French
revolution came to him later, in India, when he met the German
scene-painter to a native theatrical troupe, who told him that he had
been "out on the barricades [in Paris] in '48", and revealed to him "a
France I have never imagined".7

He read whatever French material—including Russian news
releases—came to hand in the India of the 1880s, and continued all his
life. The most recent French books in the study library at Bateman's
are dated 1931, though the size and nature of the French section make
it clear that Kipling was never a systematic student of French
literature and thought: there is here little evidence of the time and
application he devoted to many aspects of English history and
literature. Of the sixty-odd titles, nearly a quarter are inscribed
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presentation copies—mostly propaganda writing from World War I
like Kipling's own France at War, or records of battle experiences.
The five great French literary centuries from the 15th to the 19th are
represented by seventeen works including seven translations. Apart
from a few ephemeral novels, which look as if they might have been
holiday impulse-buys, the only 20th century writer on these shelves
is the minor figure of André Demaison, whose animal stories have in
fact been compared with those of Kipling. (Apart from André
Chevrillon, almost the only other French writer Kipling appears to
have known personally was Anatole France: the last time they met,
shortly before France's death in 1924, Kipling was given the accolade.
The great French writers of the early 20th century, such as Claudel,
Gide and Proust, seem to have been not even names to Kipling.) Out
of the whole range of French poetry there are just two specimens: part
of a collected François Villon, and an 1841 anthology of "historic
French songs".

But Kipling's enthusiasm could always be kindled by a French
theme, or a revelation of the French world of ideas. A letter to George
Saintsbury, the critic and literary historian (whose book in praise of
wine, Notes on a Cellar-Book, 1920, is dedicated to Kipling, "one of
the best of fellows, the best poet and tale-teller of his generation"),
describes how he spent the Whitsun weekend of 1919, in the company
of his cousin Stanley Baldwin the future Prime Minister, working his
way through Saintsbury's History of the French Novel. Baldwin
"bagged the second volume first, because he wanted to know your
faith about Balzac, and I got the first, not without heat, to see about
Rabelais. Then he curled up in the house and garden and I browsed
on my own, and we didn't do anything else at all on Saturday and
Sunday except read and compare notes . . . I haven't had as good a
time in years, nor has he . . . I almost felt I'd made my own research.
(Well! I did once bite pieces out of the Grand Cyrus.) Then I went on to
the second, especially Maupassant, and was struck by the justice of it
all . . . an earnest resolve (which I shall never have time to fulfil) to
renew my old French readings."

Speaking French was another matter. In France at War he
complains that "the difficulties of a sister (not a foreign) tongue cloud
everything" [ch. II], and notes that when speaking French "it is simpler
to stick to one gender" [ch. III]! In one of the visits to French troops
described in the same book, he refers to the "tail-end of a yarn" he had
overheard, which was "veiled in the obscurity of the French tongue"
[ch. IV].

How much of Kipling's 1878 Paris is left? "The boarding-house...
at the back of the Parc Monceau" where he and his father stayed
could still be there: the quarter, the streets of which date mostly from
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the 1860s, seems little changed since those early days of the Third
Republic; and the Parc Monceau itself—with its Egyptian, Swiss and
Roman follies laid out for the father of King Louis-Philippe just a
century before the Kiplings' visit—not at all. (It is amusing to
compare Kipling's references in Souvenirs [ch. I] to poodle-clipping
by the Seine bridges, with the facilities available in the canine beauty-
salon "Crazy Dog" which I recently saw not far from the Parc—baths
and toiletries as well as clipping.) Kipling obviously liked this part of
Paris: during a visit in 1889 he stayed in the nearby Batignolles, a
quarter with markedly fewer middle class pretensions than the Parc
Monceau area. In 1871 it had raised a Garde Nationale battalion
which was prominent in resisting the advance of the Government
army despatched from Versailles to put down the Commune of Paris.
Kipling was later to suggest that one way of paying tribute to the role
of the women of France in the 1914 war would be to erect "a colossal
statue on one of the Seine bridges" to his "old landlady of the
Batignolles".8

Kipling's father had come to Paris in connection with the Indian
Section of Arts and Manufactures which formed part of the Paris
Universal Exhibition of 1878. (The Indian Section was housed near
the entrance to the temporary exhibition structure referred to below:
its wonders are described in an elaborate Handbook published in
London the same year.) The Paris Exhibition was as much a triumph
of 19th century technology as the Great Exhibition of 1851 in London
by which it was obviously influenced, and a show-case for the young
French Republic.

It cost £800,000, the widening of the Pont d'Iéna alone requiring
a budget of £40,000. Eighteen miles of cast-iron piping were used to
bring water to the Exhibition gardens. Despite the fact that work
had to be completed by 1 May 1878, the Decree authorising the
Exhibition was only signed on 16 April 1876; and the ground was not
handed over, nor were the contracts concluded, until the following
September. On an area covering 160 acres two "palaces" were built:
one, on the Champ de Mars where the Eiffel Tower, erected for the
Paris Exhibition of 1889, now stands, was of iron and glass after the
style of the old Crystal Palace, measuring 800 by 350 yards and
housing 52,000 separate exhibits. This was pulled down as soon as the
Exhibition closed its doors; but the other, the Palais du Trocadéro,
built on the hill of Chaillot just over the river and named after a fort
captured by the French during the Spanish War of 1823, survived
until 1935/36 when with great difficulty—so solid an edifice despite
its rather flimsy-looking appearance did it prove to be—it was razed
to the ground to make way for the present Palais de Chaillot,
designed in those years to be the centrepiece for the Paris Exhibition
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of 1937.
Nostalgic postcards, with views of the old "Troc" taken either

from the Champ de Mars side of the Pont d'Iéna or within the frame
of the arches of the Eiffel Tower, can still be picked up at the stalls of
the bouquinistes along the banks of the Seine near Notre Dame. They
show a central block, decorated with colonnade and dome, and
flanked by spindly minarets flaring out into long semi-circular wings
embracing gardens falling to the Seine; though what they do not
communicate is the colouring, which Kipling would have seen in its
pristine glory—alternate layers of yellow stone and the rose-tinted
marble of Sampsano in the Jura, a style common in the Auvergne and
in fact known as auvergnois. The Trocadéro is commemorated in a
nearby métro station, the Place du Trocadéro, and the Trocadéro
gardens in the XVIme arrondissement.

To reach the Exhibition area from the Parc Monceau, Kipling, who
was given spending-money by his father and complete freedom to
come and go, would have had to go through, or round, the Parc to the
Boulevard de Courcelles or, more directly, along Avenue Hoche to
the Etoile, and thence by Avenue Kléber. From the Etoile there was
easy access to the Bois de Boulogne, where Kipling and other English
boys organised paper-chases, "which, at that time, were not
understood in France".9 One of the spokes of the Etoile is the Avenue
d'Iéna, where Kipling, armed with primitive bits of bad language
newly acquired from the workmen at the Exhibition, would bait the
local cabbies.

Young Kipling became familiar with the Seine bridges and quais,
and the ancestors of the present generation of bouquinistes, whose
stalls were then "filled with savage prints and lithographs of the War
of '70".10 (Though he does not mention it in Souvenirs, some of the
scars left on Paris by the Commune in its death-throes were still
visible in 1878. From the Exhibition, one could see the two end wings
of the Tuileries palace, with their burnt ruins in between.) These
images, supplemented by pictures of the 1870-71 period and first-
hand accounts by the concierge and his wife, remained with Kipling
all his life. When he is writing Something of Myself fifty-seven years
later, it comes naturally to him to say, apropos of the windmill at
"Naulakha", his house in Vermont: "So we knocked out its lowest
bolts, hitched on two yoke of bullocks, and overthrew it, as it might
have been the Vendôme Column"—i.e. the column in Paris bearing
the statue of Napoleon I which was demolished by the Communards
in May 1871. (In 1918, we find him urging on his friend Gwynne the
publication of some 1870 war cuttings which he thought still relevant
to that final year of World War I.)

One of the exhibits in 1878 was the head of Frédéric Auguste



PARIS: THE OLD TROC IN 1900

One of the "nostalgic postcards" referred to in the accompanying article. This one is the view looking across the broadened
Pont d'Iéna from the Eiffel Tower side. The great edifice is the Palais du Trocadéro, one of the two buildings put up for the
Paris Exhibition of 1878, which Kipling and his father so memorably attended.
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Bartholdi's giant statue, "La Liberté éclairant le monde", which then
existed only in sections. Eventually the various parts would come
together and be erected in 1886, at the entry of the port of New York, as
the Statue of Liberty. When Kipling entered the head, and looked
through the eye-sockets, it seemed to him that he "began to see
through the eyes of France". (There is even a suggestion in Souvenirs
[ch. I], with its account of the serenading of a gendarme with a version
of the habanera from Act I of Carmen, and reference to an Offenbach
operetta, that later he may even have come to listen through the ears
of France.) So it was far from being the end of the matter when, as
Kipling says in Souvenirs [ch. I], "I returned to England and my
School with the knowledge that there existed a land across the water,
where everything was different, and delightful, where one walked
among marvels, and all food tasted extremely well. Therefore, I
thought well of that place."

From that time, the French influence on Kipling's development is
discernible in several ways. It may, for example, have coloured his
view of the "subject peoples": Kipling's introduction to French ideas
on colonisation came through the unlikely figure of Gustave Le Bon,
author of a pioneer work on mass psychology, whom Lockwood
Kipling had once met in Lahore, and whom his son was to meet again
in Paris just before the outbreak of World War I. (Lockwood too,
with his unemphatic but often decisive way of influencing his son's
thinking, had expressed the view that these ideas were worth looking
at.11) It was Le Bon who made him aware of the French effort to gain,
through wholly France-centred education, a "moral hold" on the
colonised peoples, and helped shape his own mature conception of
the "White Man's Burden".

Kipling's judgment of the extent of French influence on his own
writing fluctuated somewhat. In a 1919 letter to Chevrillon, he
mentions Rabelais and the Contes drolatiques of Balzac (both written
in Old French), a Life of Alexandre Dumas, and the songs of
Béranger, as among his early discoveries; but sums up by saying,
"Otherwise, the French influences—excepting always Paris in
1878—seem to have been few." However in Something of Myself [ch.
III] he singles out for special mention that acquaintance of Marcel
Proust, the forgotten novelist Gyp [Sybille-Marie-Antoinette de
Riquetti de Mirabeau, Comtesse de Martel de Joinville (1850-1932)],
whose plots he had found himself transposing into Anglo-Indian
terms; and [ch. VIII] the Abbé Prévost's Manon Lescaut, which in his
old age he thought might have given the initial stimulus to the
composition of The Light that Failed. What he may also have
absorbed from his French reading was the "economy of implication"
[ch. III] he believed he had achieved in stories like "A Wayside
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Comedy" [Under the Deodars , collected with Wee Willie Winkie].
Certainly, by the time he got to know the literary London of the early
nineties he had collected enough French baggage to be "struck by
the slenderness of some of [his contemporaries'] equipment. I could
not see how they got along with so casual a knowledge of French
work."12

But until he settled at Bateman's and engaged in his long love-affair
with the motor car, Kipling's knowledge of the people and the
physical aspect of France was virtually limited to Paris, always for
him "the beloved city". Then, in season after season, starting in the
years before the First World War, the Kiplings in their car—from
1911 to Rudyard's death a Rolls-Royce—experienced for themselves
"the immense and amazing beauty of France; the laborious thrift of
her people, and a little of their hard philosophy".13 (In his view of the
French capacity for hard work, Kipling would have agreed with
Edmund Burke when he wrote in 1791: "In England, we cannot work
so hard as Frenchmen. Frequent relaxation is necessary to us, You
are naturally more intense in your application." Kipling also
explained English understatement as the obverse side of "the
Englishman's inveterate habit of waste", and French extravagance of
speech and gesture as a way of compensating for their "sou-
mindedness".14)

After the war, the annual visit became a stylised ritual, with
propitiatory gestures, and the marking-off of familiar objects along
the route: ideally, it had to start in "a certain little meadow . . . under
Mount Canigou",15 near Vernet-les-Bains in the Eastern Pyrenees,
where in 1910 the Kiplings drank, gargled and bathed in the mineral
springs. The eight canvas-backed, cloth-bound Taride maps of
France, in their monogrammed leather case, with their "itineraries
recommended for automobilists", and "macadamised" and "non-
macadamised" roads, are in the study of Bateman's.

Two of the stories he wrote after the war—"The Bull that
Thought" [Debits and Credits] and "The Miracle of Saint Jubanus"
[Limits and Renewals]—are presented as anecdotes of French travel.
In "Saint Jubanus" the narrator is "drawn twenty kilometres beyond
the end of the communal road"—chemin vicinal as Kipling's map
would show it—"under construction, by a rumour of a small window
of thirteenth-century glass". "The Bull" begins: "Westward from a
town by the Mouths of the Rhône . . . " As Angus Wilson [in The
Strange Ride, ch. 7] says: "Even before the [1914] war, France was
becoming Kipling's second home." Even before the war, too, Kipling
had included the "French" story " 'A Priest in Spite of
Himself"—about Talleyrand's exile in the U.S.A. during the early
years of the French Revolution—in Rewards and Fairies.
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The hero of his very last story, " 'Teem' " [collected in 'Thy Servant
a Dog' and Other Dog Stories]—which in a letter to Chevrillon of June
1935 he describes as "quite absurd, but it led me into new worlds, and
dealt altogether with France . . . I enjoyed the doing of it greatly"—is
a French dog, trained to nose out truffles. After an expedition in the
Cahors region, where Kipling was told the best truffles came from, he
worked the knowledge he had gained of truffle-growing and -tracking
into a story of a truffle-hound brought to England by a man at first
ignorant of the dog's special skills. It is difficult to judge how far
Kipling meant the dénouement to stand as an allegory of his artistic
career: the eventual discovery and exploitation of Teem's talent in a
setting far from the "lost world" of France. Certainly the story
contains details that have a semi-autobiographical ring, such as:
"From my Father I inherit my nose, and, perhaps, a touch of genius.
From my Mother a practical philosophy without which even Genius
is but a bird of one wing." (Readers of Something of Myself will
remember that Kipling invariably uses capital letters when referring
to his parents.) Perhaps Kipling is attempting an ultimate act of
homage by insinuating that even when talent is transplanted from
France to the relatively uncongenial atmosphere of England artistic
achievement is still possible.

French respect for Kipling as a writer dates at least from the early
years of the century. André Chevrillon in fact first came to Kipling's
notice when he included an essay on his work in Etudes Anglaises
(1901), and followed this with a full-length study in 1903. I have a
copy of Beljane and Legouis' Selected Passages from English
Literature, published in Paris in 1905: Kipling is the only living
English writer, apart from Meredith, to be anthologised in the 'Since
1860' section, together with George Eliot, Matthew Arnold and D. G.
Rossetti. By the end of the Great War, France's role in which he had
passionately espoused in his writings and speeches, the French desire
to honour him was intense, and found its most significant expression
in 1921 when, during November, he was inducted as doctor honoris
causa successively at the Sorbonne and the University of Strasbourg.
In his banquet speech after acceptance at the Sorbonne, Kipling
compared and contrasted the folktales of France, Britain, Germany
and Russia, making lurid play with the werewolf legends of the
Teuton and Tartar north, and stressing the difficulty of reconciling
the destructiveness of the national characters that had given them
birth with the "charming simplicity" and bourgeois ideals expressed
in the fairy-tales of France and England.16

The citation for the Strasbourg award—which also included a
translation of "France", in which Broke to every known mischance,
lifted over all / By the light sane joy of life, the buckler of the Gaul
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becomes Rompue à l'infortune, éternelle invaincue / Toi qui triomphes
des assauts massifs du sort / Par la vitalité de ta claire
allégresse—gives a clue to the French view of Kipling's literary
achievement: "Tough and strong, with a touch less virility, but with
more sinew, his talent seems not unworthy to take the place, among
practitioners of that favourite French form, the prose short story, of
our own Guy de Maupassant." At the banquet held in his honour in
Strasbourg, Kipling, referring to the two nations, said: "Our roots
meet below the soil. Our branches join and touch each other
overhead. The forest has only one soul."17

After the Sorbonne ceremony, Kipling thanked his hosts in these
terms: "The marvellous experiences through which I have passed in
these few days could not make me more of a lover of France—for that
would be impossible—but they have given me, I hope, more of
comprehension of those ends towards which our united nations must
travel for the sake equally of our honour and the world's safety."

In June 1933 Kipling was elected a member of the Institut de
France, and in July the following year was offered one of the highest
ranks in the Légion d'Honneur. He declined the latter distinction, as
he had all the British Honours that had been proposed to him, but
was pleased that the gesture had been made. (Like Shakespeare, but
unlike Milton, Byron and Dickens among English writers, Kipling
never received the supreme accolade of having a Paris street or square
named after him. The British recipients of this honour, apart from the
above, are Sir Winston Churchill, Sir Alexander Fleming, Captain
Scott, Charles Darwin, Sir Isaac Newton, Roger Bacon and Wing-
Commander Yeo-Thomas, G.C., M.C., the outstanding Special
Operations agent of World War II. The choice undoubtedly has
something to do with having a name the French can get their tongues
round.)

Kipling also knew and appreciated a succession of French
Presidents.. (It was the second President of the Third Republic,
Marshal MacMahon, who visited the Paris Exhibition of 1878; by the
time of Kipling's death Albert Lebrun, its last President, was already
in office.) Georges Clemenceau, "the Tiger", he knew also as
politician and newspaper editor well before he became head of the
French Government in 1917: there is an inscribed copy of his memoirs
in the study library at Bateman's. Later, Kipling got to know
Presidents Poincaré and Doumer, and on successive days in
December 1926 was received by the President of the day, Poincaré,
and then by Clemenceau who had in the meantime retired from the
political scene. Souvenirs of France concludes with an account of the
interview with Clemenceau. On Doumer—whose most enduring
monument is perhaps the great road-rail bridge spanning the Red
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River at Hanoi in Vietnam, which used to bear his name—he wrote,
after the President's assassination in May 1932: "And as if we hadn't
enough hell to go on with, Doumer has been assassinated in the
middle of the French elections. I knew and liked him very much, and
he was to have been the central figure at the unveiling of the Thiepval
memorial next week."

Kipling's living experience of a great part of France extended
through his motor tours over a quarter of a century: the pre-1914
excursions thus belong to the heroic age of travel by car on the
Continent. The abrupt log-entries covering them often bristle with
remarks like: "Took an accursed short-cut through little street at
Marsillargues: saved by Joseph Coste, electrician, and Cyprien,
with three horses."—"bracket of exhaust broke."—"English Rolls-
Royce springs not equal to present state of French roads."—
"Normandy; great heat; tyre bursts." During this same period Kipling
suffered constant, often acute, pain from duodenal ulcers: sicknesses,
haemorrhages—and finally perforation, from which he died. His
travels in France are to be seen against this background, which Mrs
Kipling's diaries, with their innumerable references to his gloom,
pain and depression, sketch in. In 1933, he was briefly treated by
French specialists after he had fallen ill in Paris. He liked them for
their "total lack of frills and bedside talk. They don't suggest or hint.
They order, and strictly."

While prepared to admit that the car had turned the Riviera into a
noisy, smelly hell, Kipling was very much alive to the advantages of
motor travel—the only kind, he pointed out to Rider Haggard, that
could give you "a day [with] a couple of hours in the morning among
the caves of the Dordogne—incised and painted Cromagnon piccys
of bison, horse, wolf and Rhino . .. Then, a couple of hours later you
are at Lourdes. Same sort of looking smooth bluish-white rock grotto
. . . And at the evening's end, soft, quiet, relaxing, most English Pau."
[Letter, 25.3.1925]

Chartres soon became a place of pilgrimage for him: by 1911 he had
already seen "the backsides of the glass windows", which he was later
to describe in a splendid passage of Souvenirs. He was back again just
before the outbreak of war in 1914, finding "Chartres still to my mind
the loveliest". In 1925 he wrote that the Chartres windows were "like
spirits incarnate, made sad and proud together, and broke up the
deeps". (The same day, he began his story, "The Gardener" [Debits
and Credits].)

Occasionally in these log-entries the daily catalogue of encounters,
itineraries, menus and mishaps gives way to a comment like: "The
land full of Joan of Arcs to whom statues are now being put up in
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churches." In Souvenirs [ch. I] this is developed into: "I observed in
the churches that Saint Joseph was everywhere being dispossessed
from his shrine in favour of Joan of Arc. It is not to the sporting
journals but to Joan that I ascribe the renaissance of strength and
purpose in the young of France at that hour", i.e. the years before
1914. Again, a 1913 notation about Albi Cathedral—"a marvel of
pure brick"—becomes in Souvenirs [ch. II] "the brick bulk of Albi
Cathedral, seen against the moon, hit the soul like a hammer".
Sometimes, in the final Souvenirs version, the emphasis is changed. In
the Souvenirs passage about Chartres windows, the fact is mentioned
that the big organ was being repaired at the time, but not the manner
of carrying out the repairs. The gloss appears in one of the last letters
to Rider Haggard [25.3.1925]: "I went once outside Chartres to look
at the backside of the stained glass and found the organ—tinder-dry
for ages— all in little bits being repaired by the light of naked blow-
lamps! A fine casual breed our French allies."

The 1914 tour of February to April (Paris/Vernet-les-Bains/
Avignon/Arles/Vaucluse/Grenoble/Lyon/Orléans) finds him
thanking God that they had seen Les Baux in the Alpilles, and
plucking thyme and lavender roots for Bateman's. The following
year, after the outbreak of war, he has to obtain visas not only to enter
France but also to leave the country. (Very necessary, according to
Kipling, because Paris was still "fairly thick with spies".) This was the
year of the composition of France at War, based on visits to French
fighting troops, sometimes in the front line. It was also the year in
which his son John was killed in the Battle of Loos. John had arrived
in France in August, at a time when his father was still there gathering
material for his book, though they never met. Kipling wrote to him up
to the beginning of September, the month of his death though he was
not posted missing till 2 October. They are letters that keep up a
gruff, no-nonsense front which hides gnawing concern. At one point
we find Kipling offering the age-old advice that the "best dictionary
for French is a dictionary in skirts", though there is also bitter irony
("Been to several nice places, including a bombarded town"), and the
desperate hope that somehow he can be of use—"I think you'll find it
useful to chip in with my name occasionally among the French. This
isn't swank, but they all seem to know me." Elsewhere he tells stories
about French soldiers greeting him as le grand Rutyar, or with a "long
and friendly 'Ah .. a. .a. . Goddam'—the first time I'd ever heard the
oath used as a sort of entente cordiale greeting." During the final days
of John and his father being in France at the same time, Kipling was
"hanging about in Paris" waiting to be seen by Joffre, then the
French Commander-in-Chief. The interview never materialised.
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After the war, when Kipling had been appointed a member of the
Imperial War Graves Commission, his visits to France began to
include official tours of the war cemeteries: among these was one of
May 1922, when he accompanied King George V, and found "the
countryside so altered that we passed where John had disappeared".
He took his duties very seriously, and would sometimes visit as many
as seven cemeteries in one day—in one he noted the grave of "Gunga
Din, dooly-(stretcher) bearer"—though he was always able to
distinguish one from another. One 1924 log-entry reads: "One of the
most interesting and delightful things about the cemeteries is their
wonderful individuality of character—when one thinks that there are
more than 3000 of them in France alone, this is the more astonishing.
Naturally, the treatment of each cemetery must vary with the nature
of the ground, but the architects have, in every case, done more than
merely vary: they have managed to give each some touch apart and
personal—so that even after one has seen between 30 and 40 in a few
days, one is not conscious of duplication."

But the holiday tours continued: sometimes the Kiplings would be
picked up by the Rolls at Toulon or Marseilles after travelling by ship
from Britain, or returning from the Mediterranean. By the late 1920s
they had two permanent ports of call in Paris: their old friend Julia
Catlin, now married to the French general Taufflieb, and their last
surviving child Elsie, married to Captain George Bambridge, then
an Embassy attaché, were both there and anxious to see them. In
the south of France—about which Kipling once wrote to George
Bambridge: "Why do you hate the life so much? If one doesn't
gamble, and avoids the baser forms of femininity, it is almost as
comfortable, though thrice as dear, as a second-class hotel in
Brighton or Blackpool. I'm all for foreign travel as a means of making
one grateful for life at home."—where they were increasingly to be
found, Roquebrune, Monte Carlo, Cannes and Biarritz are the names
that crop up most often. As they return to Bateman's they first
become aware of strikes as a post-war fact of life. (2 May 1926, on the
eve of the General Strike, "How many times, I wonder, have we run
into strikes when we tried to get home from the Continent . . . We
don't yet know where we shall go on to, and are waiting to see how the
strike turns.") Sometimes he finds the transition to East Sussex too
abrupt, as when he writes to Chevrillon: "Back in England again, and
grey skies as usual, and a fowl cut out of primitive granite, mixed with
sodden legumes. Why the deuce, when you conquered us, didn't you
teach us how to cook?"

It has sometimes been suggested that Kipling's admiration of
France and the French was wholly uncritical. While it is true that
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Kipling's France to some extent always remained the "easy, hand-
made France" of "The Curé" [Limits and Renewals] even during an
era of social strife and mass production, he was also intensely aware
of what the war had destroyed and changed. "Just think for a
second", he wrote to Rider Haggard [5.4.1925], "what we'd do if we'd
had the guts trampled out of a section of England, thirty by 250 miles.
Would we pay our debts, or put our defences in order first?" Or, as he
put it in Souvenirs, "what if all the country between Canterbury and
Bournemouth had been passed through a sieve for four years?"

Some aspects of the international scene of his day he got wildly
wrong—in a 1935 letter to Chevrillon he wrote, about the U.S.A.:
"They are not playing at anything now, and I don't think they'll ever
come into the Big Game again"—but as regards France his insights
were often strong and true. Already in 1925 he was telling Haggard
that "The French aren't safe, and they know it," and that "they've
been carted once by the U.S.A. and subsequently by England in this
very matter of Safety—which means their existence. Naturally they
panic. They know what Germany is doing and they have known three
times what Germany can do. All they get from us is solemn silly
lectures about paying up and not wasting money on military
preparations." [5.4.1925] But at a deeper level, there is a sense of the
long-term effects of the war on the fibre of the French nation—witness
the symbolic therapy of the 'miracle' in "Saint Jubanus", and the
comment in the same story: "They [the men who survived] needed
more care in the years that followed the War than even at Chemin des
Dames." By the early thirties he knew that all was not well with
France, and that there was more to her malaise than could be
explained by a feeling of insecurity vis-a-vis Germany. Writing to
Elsie in May 1933 he remarked, "You know more about France than I
do, but it seems to me that she is standing on her head. Also,
rightly, she has the funks because she knows better than any how far
ahead the Boche is in his preparations for trouble."

The following year, the Kiplings were renting a villa near Cannes
when the Stavisky scandal broke [January 1934], with its revelations
of widespread corruption in French public life, and its role in setting
off the Paris riots of February 1934, and preparing the way for the
wartime Vichy régime. Kipling's comment was terse: "The Stavisky
affair and that of 6 February grow more and more like a French
latrine of old standing, after it has been shelled." He foresaw "pits
and bogs of political ordure ahead", which nobody could get to the
bottom of, and noted the "bitter savagery of contempt" expressed
towards the régime by the ordinary Frenchman. Already, Kipling's
France is closer to Pétain's than to that of "the Tiger", Clemenceau.

Kipling's experience of France over more than half a century, and
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at many levels, created the European awareness which in his last
years, with a poem like "The Storm Cone" (1932), reached a pitch of
near-prophetic intensity. (The lack of this kind of awareness among
the English he defines thus in Souvenirs [ch. II]: "England is like a ship
moored off a mainland which we visit occasionally. We do not feel at
Calais that the earth under foot vibrates sustainedly as far as
Vladivostock, Dantzig, and the far South."

But the main impression left by Kipling's "French" writings is one
of pure, lifelong delight in the "land across the water". No one has
written better on what it is like to discover France when young, and to
go on exploring that inexhaustible country for as long as one has
breath. Nowadays, the serried ranks of caravans can sometimes
prevent us from "spread[ing] our maps among the flowers", as
Kipling and his wife did, but like him we can still experience the heady
feeling of having "all France to play with, and our auto to convey
us".18
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DANNY DEEVER'S DEATH

— AND DINAPORE

with the Editor's acknowledgments to Brigadier W. J. Jervois, MC,
and to the Northamptonshire Regiment Association

I have made for you a song,
And it may be right or wrong,

But only you can tell me if it's true;
I have tried for to explain
Both your pleasure and your pain,

And, Thomas, here's my best respects to you!

from Rudyard Kipling's "To Thomas Atkins",
the prelude to Barrack-Room Ballads

"Danny Deever", first of the Barrack-Room Ballads, was greeted
with enthusiasm when it appeared on 22 February 1890 in the Scots
Observer. We have the story of old David Masson, Professor of
Rhetoric and English Literature at Edinburgh, brandishing the
newspaper in his lecture-hall, and exclaiming to his students, "Here's
Literature at last!" Moreover this judgment was sustained by many
later reviewers of the Barrack-Room Ballads. To Gleeson White
(1892) "Danny Deever" was "a masterpiece hard to parallel", in
which the humour "adds awful force to the tragedy so wonderfully
told". To Quiller-Couch (1893) its "grim effectiveness" amounted to
"genius". To Lionel Johnson (1892) it was "the most poetical, in the
sense of being the most imaginative and heightened in expression" of
the Ballads. To W. D. Howells (1897) it conveyed a "peculiar thrill",



DANNY DEEVER

'What are the bugles blowin' for?' said Files-on-Parade.
'To turn you out, to turn you out,' the Colour-Sergeant said.
'What makes you look so white, so white?' said Files-on-Parade.
'I'm dreadin' what I've got to watch,' the Colour-Sergeant said.

For they're hangin' Danny Deever, you can hear the Dead March play,
The regiment's in 'ollow square—they're hangin' him to-day;
They've taken of his buttons off an' cut his stripes away,
An' they're hangin' Danny Deever in the mornin'.

'What makes the rear-rank breathe so 'ard?' said Files-on-Parade.
'It's bitter cold, it's bitter cold,' the Colour-Sergeant said.
'What makes that front-rank man fall down?' says Files-on-Parade.
'A touch o' sun, a touch o' sun,' the Colour-Sergeant said.

They are hangin' Danny Deever, they are marchin' of 'im round,
They 'ave 'alted Danny Deever by 'is coffin on the ground;
An' 'e'll swing in 'arf a minute for a sneakin' shootin' hound—
O they're hangin' Danny Deever in the mornin'!

"Is cot was right-'and cot to mine,' said Files-on-Parade.
"E's sleepin' out an' far tonight,' the Colour-Sergeant said.
'I've drunk 'is beer a score o' times,' said Files-on-Parade.
"E's drinkin' bitter beer alone,' the Colour-Sergeant said.

They are hangin' Danny Deever, you must mark 'im to 'is place,
For 'e shot a comrade sleepin'—you must look 'im in the face;
Nine 'undred of 'is county an' the regiment's disgrace,
While they're hangin' Danny Deever in the mornin'.

'What's that so black agin the sun?' said Files-on-Parade.
'It's Danny fightin' 'ard for life,' the Colour-Sergeant said.
'What's that that whimpers over'ead?' said Files-on-Parade.
'It's Danny's soul that's passin' now,' the Colour-Sergeant said.

For they're done with Danny Deever, you can 'ear the quickstep play,
The regiment's in column, an' they're marchin' us away;
Ho! the young recruits are shakin', an' they'll want their beer today,
After hangin' Danny Deever in the mornin'.
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to Neil Munro (1899) a "weird terror". York Powell (1903) thought it
a "little epic".1

Much later, T. S. Eliot thought it "technically (as well as in content)
remarkable", a soldier's ballad which "somehow attains the intensity
of poetry". Eliot is worth quoting further:

The regular recurrence of the same end-words, which gain
immensely by imperfect rhyme (parade and said) gives the feeling
of marching feet and the movement of men in disciplined
formation—in a unity of movement which enhances the horror
of the occasion and the sickness which seizes the men as
individuals; and the slightly quickened pace of the final lines
marks the change in movement and in music. There is no single
word or phrase which calls too much attention to itself, or which
is not there for the sake of the total effect . . . 2

All these commentators were of course fully aware of something we
may now forget—Kipling's novelty, which in R. L. Green's words
"brought for all a refreshing blast of genuine fresh air into the hot-
house atmosphere of the fin-de-siècle". 3

Charles Carrington later pointed out that "Danny Deever" was
"instantly recognizable by anyone who has served as a soldier . . . as
actually and firmly composed in the style of the songs that the soldiers
sang (and still sing) in the canteen". It was "a question-and-answer
ballad of a kind which has flourished in English folklore for many
hundred years".4

Carrington also commented that "several claims have been made
by old soldiers to have known the original Danny Deever, but none
are convincing". There was no evidence that Kipling had witnessed a
military execution; the description of the effect on the spectators
seemed to have been derived from a Peninsular War record called The
Subaltern by G. R. Gleig.5 The inference from Carrington, also from
Brigadier F. E. Stafford6 and others, is that it was not likely that a
military execution of the "Danny Deever" type occurred in India in
Kipling's day—unless it was in active service conditions in a remote
area.

This then, was the background. "Danny Deever" was seen to be a
finely dramatic ballad, an effective piece of theatre, but did not
appear to be an account of any real event which might have happened
within Kipling's direct and recent knowledge when he wrote it in
London in 1889 or 1890.

I was therefore very interested to receive a letter in May 1983 with
an enclosure which shed what I believe to be new light on the question
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of the authenticity of "Danny Deever". My correspondent was
Brigadier W. J. Jervois (incidentally author of a letter printed in the
September 1983 issue of the Journal; and also a contributor of
information on, and a photograph of, John Kipling's memorial, in
this present issue).

Brigadier Jervois, who commanded a Battalion of the Northamp-
tonshire Regiment at Dinapore, near Patna, in Behar, India, in 1938-
40, receives the Newsletter of the Northamptonshire Regiment
Association, edited by its Secretary, Major E. P. Kelly, DCM, at
Gibraltar Barracks, Northampton. In its November 1982 issue
appeared an article bearing directly on "Danny Deever". It was this
that Brigadier Jervois sent me, and when I saw it I asked if permission
could be obtained for me to reproduce it in this Journal. Permission
was duly granted, and I now copy it below, with grateful
acknowledgment:

DINAPORE—JUST FIFTY YEARS BEFORE

The Dinapore of 1938, as we in the 48th knew it, was a bit of a
'has-been'; a backwater of Empire, yet simply reeking of its
greater and nobler past. I mean, there it was, to all intents a
station for a Battalion less two Companies; yet one sensed, felt,
that aura of greatness of days long past.

In truth of course, Dinapore, three hundred and fifty miles up
the Ganges from Calcutta, and only ten miles from the city of
Patna, of rice fame, was once the "North-West Frontier Station"
of British India. We who had just come about two thousand
miles from Razmak (remember the place?) on the real North-
West Frontier of India were justly entitled to a belly-laugh at the
mere thought of Dinapore being called the North-West Frontier.

But there it was. Dinapore had known British soldiers well
over two hundred years before, and if one dug deeply enough the
facts were there. During the Mutiny there had been many
chapters, good and bad, of heroism and vacillation, written at
Dinapore. It never hit the headlines as an epic of the Mutiny—as
did Delhi, Cawnpore and Lucknow—but it certainly figured in
many a footnote of those troubled times. However, let us move
on to the late-Victorian period—to the time just fifty years before
we of the 48th arrived to take over the Cantonment, Elephant
Lines and other relics of the past—on to 1888.
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It was a time when a new star was observed in the firmament. A
journalist on an Indian newspaper was beginning to write as no
one had ever quite written before, describing scenes and events
which no one before had ever dared describe. From his pen,
amongst so many other writings, was to come the Barrack-
Room Ballads, the first of which was titled "Danny Deever".
It described the hanging, before the paraded soldiers, of a man
who had shot a comrade. [Here a quotation from the poem.]

Well, it was all true, just as Kipling said, and it happened at
Dinapore on Monday 13 August 1888. But it was not 'Danny
Deever' who was hanged; you would not expect that Kipling
would use the actual man's name. It was Gunner A. Kelly of 'R'
Battery, 3 Brigade, Royal Artillery, and he had murdered Sjt.-
Major Burton of the same Battery.

No 47679 Gunner Alfred Hammerton, also of the same
Battery, played the part of Kipling and recorded the following in
his notebook, which is now the property of his descendant, Mr
Watson of Gainsborough, Lincolnshire. Gunner Hammerton
called it "The Dinapore Tragedy". He wrote:

The Governor General in Council approving of the confirmed
sentence by the C-in-C of the sentence of death on Gnr A Kelly,
R3, R.A. for the murder of Sjt-Major Burton of the battery and
the sentence to be carried into execution.

Gnr A Kelly of R3, R.A., was executed on Monday 13.8.88 inst
for the murder of Sjt-Major Burton of the same Battery on
29.4.88. The morning was very wet, the scaffold being erected on
the parade ground of the native infantry. The troops in garrison
were drawn up in three sides of a square. The 4th Batt [Rifle?]
Bde on the North; 2nd Q.O.L.I. [sic] on the West; 3 R.A. on the
South, the scaffold being to the East.

The prisoner was brought up to the parade ground in a gharrie
[pony-trap] with an escort and the Chaplain, arriving at 6.40
A.M. When within 200 yards of the scaffold, a procession was
formed, the band of the 4th Bn R Brigade playing the Dead
March, followed by the condemned man and the Chaplain.
When close to the scaffold, the band then marched to one side for
to rejoin their regiment and after the prisoner was led out, these
were the few remarks that he made:

"Dear Comrades, officers and men, I hope this will be a
warning to you. I hope you won't follow my example for I
know I have ruined many a happy home and I am glad to say
I am on my happy way to leave. And listen to me and never
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let your temper get the upper hand of you the same as it did
me and so goodbye dear Comrades."

And he handed the paper to the provos [t] that was in charge of
the escort and who gave the word 'Right About'; the 'Quick
March' to the scaffold with a firm step and he took off his helmet
and he unbuttoned his jacket; then was pinioned and had the
white cap put over his face, the provo [st] Serjeant assisting the
hangman at the pinioning.

When it was completed, the executioner and the Serjt
descended the scaffold and then the fatal drop took place. The
rope vibrated for some time. When all was still, the screen behind
which the man fell, was removed after the medical officer
declared that life was extinguished. And then the troops marched
past the suspended body, turning eyes right as they marched by
and then proceeded home.

The dead man was put in his coffin and carried on a bullock
cart to the cemetery, followed by the Chaplain and the Officer
Commanding the battery and seven mounted men. Kelly was
firm to the last and died penitent.

Brigadier Jervois has passed to me the letter he received from the
Editor of the Newsletter conveying permission to reproduce the
article above. The Editor writes:

The author of the article . . . was Major Geoffrey Moore, MBE, who served as a
Subaltern with the 48th from 1934 to 1939 . . .

Geoffrey Moore was recently commissioned to write up the History of the 10th
Foot, for the years 1950-60, and it was whilst researching for that History that the
Hammerton Diaries came to light. It was Geoffrey Moore who spotted the
connection between Kipling's "Danny Deever" and the account of the hanging of
Gunner A. Kelly in the Hammerton Diaries. Hangings were not uncommon in
India in Kipling's day, and possibly he (Kipling) witnessed one. Whether
Kipling's "Danny Deever" is a direct allusion to the Dinapore hanging can only
be surmised, but in my opinion it is too near the mark for it to be otherwise.

The Newsletter article aroused considerable interest, and as Editor I am
delighted that the Kipling Journal should consider reproducing it . . . Geoffrey
Moore still has in his possession photocopies of Hammerton's Diaries.
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Our readers will no doubt reach their own conclusions, which I
hope may result in some interesting comments for the Journal. As I
see it, there are two principal considerations. The first is to take note
of the evidence (assuming that the Hammerton Diaries are good
evidence) that executions of this sort, in military stations in India in
peacetime, still took place in Kipling's day, and that one occurred
only eighteen months before "Danny Deever" was published in
London. The second is a more problematical question, whether there
was a link in Kipling's mind between one of these hangings, probably
the one at Dinapore, and the poem.

It is possible that a positive clue exists, perhaps in one of Kipling's
letters, either as to his knowledge of an execution or as to the date
when he started work on "Danny Deever". More probably, though
less conclusively, we may find that the execution at Dinapore in
August 1888 was reported in Indian newspapers. If it was noticed by
the Pioneer at Allahabad (on which Kipling was then working) or the
Civil and Military Gazette at Lahore (with which he retained close
connections) there is an extremely strong presumption that he heard
of it. If he did hear of it, by that or other means, there is an equally
strong presumption that he would have been anxious to learn more
about it, and would have considered it as a possible theme for his
prose or verse.

NOTES

1. All the references in this paragraph may be found in Kipling: The Critical
Heritage, ed. R. L. Green (Routledge & Kegan Paul, 1971).

2. From A Choice of Kipling's Verse made by T. S. Eliot (Faber, London, 1941;
Scribner, New York, 1943).

3. op. cit. in Note 1.

4. Rudyard Kipling by C. E. Carrington (Macmillan, 3rd edn, 1978), chapter 14.

5. From The Complete Barrack-Room Ballads of Rudyard Kipling, ed. C. E.
Carrington (Methuen, 1973), note on p 161.

6. Kipling Journal, December 1980, p 31.
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STALKY" [2]

[Our last issue contained a short piece entitled "STALKY" [l] in which I touched on the
career and character of Kipling's Stalky, in real life Major-General L. C. Dunsterville,
CB, CSI. I also mentioned that I was in contact with a surviving son and daughter of
Stalky (Mr G. C. K. Dunsterville in Venezuela, and Mrs S. van Doorninck in Wales),
and that I would later be publishing some items kindly supplied by them.

Incidentally they have both commented on the cartoon that accompanied "STALKY"
[l]. Mr Dunsterville says that in his copy of his father's book in which the cartoon
appears, the page is inscribed in his father's handwriting, "Antwerp Fair, at midnight!
Yours ever, Lionel Dunsterville", and he suspects this was written during an 'Author's
book-signing session'. Mrs van Doorninck is able to confirm that the drawing was
made by a fairground artist in Antwerp on 20 May 1929. "Personally", she adds,
"I've always loved it!"

I am now glad to present an article written by Mr Dunsterville about his father, with
some footnotes based on supplementary comments by Mrs van Doorninck. Readers
will be glad to hear that there is more to come from both sources, in the shape of some
miscellaneous items of Stalky/Dunsterville relevance. For instance, I still have to
explain a special orchid mentioned in the last issue.—Ed.]

STALKY, AS SEEN (AT TIMES) BY HIS SON

by G. C. K. DUNSTERVILLE

Your editor has asked me if I could produce a line or two for the
Journal to explain how it is that while my father was so close to
Kipling, and my elder brother (now dead) was a godson of Kipling, I
myself never met him. "Reference to what your father thought
privately about Stalky & Co.", he said, "or anything germane to
R.K., would be most welcome—and anything you care to tell about
life with Stalky would be very attractive material for the Journal.''''

Alas, while it is true that I never met Kipling, it is also true that after
the age of about seven, I grew up with only spasmodic contact with
my parents and learned nothing from them about their connections
with him. As for Stalky's views on Stalky & Co., I cannot quote any
specific comments made by my father, but do know that, while based
in large part on real characters and relatively true in spirit, he
acknowledged it as otherwise quite fictional.

In common with many families in the now (it seems) despised days
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of "Empire-building", my parents led a typical expatriate Indian
Army life, well illustrated by the fact that my elder brother was born
in China, my sister in what is now Pakistan, and myself in Devon,
travelling to India at the age of no more than a few weeks. During the
pre-education stage for the children of such families, some degree of
intimate family life was possible in India (though certainly not
without many interruptions), but after the age of about seven the
children were sent back to England for reasons of health and
education, to be looked after by long-suffering relatives; in my case
with enough changes from one kind soul to another to preclude any
sense of permanent and intimate family life. One very clear memory
of those days is that of being taken by an aunt to a railway station and
having an approaching lady and gentleman, entire strangers to me,
pointed out with the remark that these were my parents.

I do, however, have the enormous advantage of having had a father
who realised the value of keeping a diary. He started this in 1894 and
maintained it until the end of his military career in 1921, with
occasional notes in subsequent retirement. This is not a normal day-
to-day sort of diary, but one that records and comments on the
highlights of life during military service in Afghanistan with the
Border Commission, in China during the Boxer troubles, and finally
with "Dunsterforce" at Baku in 1918—plus, of course, a great many
pages referring to the trials and tribulations of Indian Army life in
India itself.

How he managed to keep this diary going throughout such a busy
and often very uncomfortable life has never been clear to me, but my
sister and I are truly grateful for his energy in so doing, and at a later
date getting it typed up and bound into five volumes for permanence.

On the matter of Kipling himself, my only personal contribution is
the memory of my father's remarks to me when the Kipling Society
was being founded in 1927: Kipling was himself strongly against this
idea but my father was equally convinced that there was a real need
for it, and his friendship with Kipling suffered a severe setback when
he accepted the offer to become the new Society's first President.
Oddly, the diaries have very few references of any sort to Kipling,1 but
an entry for 11 June 1920 makes it clear that the relationship had
been, and at that time still was, very cordial—"Went to stay with the
Kiplings: they were alone and I never enjoyed myself more.
Bateman's is a very beautiful place and the Kiplings quite unchanged
and unspoilt and as good friends as ever."

As for 'Life with Father', I could appreciate for myself even at
that very young age (and as is most convincingly expressed in the
diaries) that Indian Army life was one of low pay and constant worry
over money if one had a family to support. As distinct from the
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British Army, the Indian Army was the only military life feasible for
an officer without ample personal funds; and eventual success led to
no great improvement. To be a Major-General may sound
magnificent on the records, but Indian Army rates of pay (and
equivalent rates paid later by the India Office) scarcely matched the
glory. A diary entry for 4 April 1921 reads: "Got word today that the
India Office will pay me £2943 as the result of commutation of my
pension by £300 p.a. This enables me to pay the boys' way, which [I]
otherwise could not do, but it is a terrible thing at the same time to
reduce one's pension for ever to £650 p.a." Empire-building was
clearly not a get-rich-quick career for the builders!

"Paying the boys' way" eventually meant putting us through
university, with additional income derived from very poorly
rewarded lecturing, and only mildly rewarded books. My brother
went to Cambridge and I went to Birmingham, where I had the
doubly good fortune to find my future wife and simultaneously get a
position as trainee with Shell on graduation in 1925, starting by
digging ditches and latrine holes in California, by which time my
parents had moved to a small house in Torquay2 where eventually
they died— [and where] my married sister undertook the noble and
little-rewarded task of looking after them.3

Nevertheless, despite the lack of a consistently close family life
during such important formative years, many memories of Stalky
remain very clear, even if the name "Stalky" was never used.

Like many army officers, he was basically a very religious person
(our mother also), but not in the sense of rigid dogma. His personal
creed was that of Christ's teaching of humility and love-thy-
neighbour, and while a supporter of the Church of England he had
no patience with inter-religion rivalries.

He was a keen lover of nature, and did his best to inculcate some of
this in his children, thus, in my case, laying the foundation for my
own post-retirement occupation, in company with my wife, of
studying the wild orchid life of the largely botanically unexplored
parts of Venezuela.

As a paterfamilias I remember him with great affection as strict but
just, and though there were times when I felt the expression of his
wrath on my backside with a riding crop it was never done with
viciousness nor with any hypocritical remarks about "this hurts me
more than it hurts you". Actually, I remember being more afraid of
my mother's very rare use of a long-handled hairbrush! At no time
can I remember any long-lasting resentment at such 'cruel' treat-
ment, being fully aware that I had transgressed and that punishment
was to be expected.

It is clear from the diaries that my father had suffered almost
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General Dunsterville after retirement from the Army. By "Matt" of the Daily Sketch.


