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Praise for Andrew Lycett

‘Conducts us through [Kipling’s] life and times with authority, dispassion and clarity. This is an excellent biography, with everything in its place’

Lawrence James, Literary Review

‘Well researched and finely written . . . Anyone who wants to learn about this curious figure in our culture could do no better than to start here’

Simon Heffer, Country Life

‘A solid and valuable book. . . The judgements are measured, intelligent and nearly always right’

David Gilmour, Financial Times

‘Tells the fascinating story unobtrusively and convincingly’

Philip Hensher, Spectator

‘Thorough, painstaking, conscientious and his scholarship cannot be faulted . . . indispensable . . . We should be grateful to Lycett for the effects he has triumphantly brought off’

Frank McLynn, Glasgow Herald

‘Thoughtful and thorough . . . Lycett gives us a warts-and-all Kipling, yet manages to retain our sympathy’

Tony Gould, Independent

‘Does full justice to every stage in Kipling’s career’

David Goodall, The Tablet

‘Kipling emerges far more clearly and, it must be said, far more unpleasantly, than from any of the previous biographies’

Humphrey Carpenter, Sunday Times

‘Succeeds in getting to grips with his chosen subject, showing Kipling in all his colours’

Mark Sanderson, Time Out

‘A superb contribution to the poetic heart of Kipling’

Colin Gardiner, Oxford Mail
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O Ye who tread the Narrow Way
By Tophet-flare to Judgment Day,
Be gentle when ‘the heathen’ pray
To Buddha at Kamakura!
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New Introduction to the Anniversary Edition

It is hard to imagine Rudyard Kipling, the scourge of the Kaiser and the author of ‘The Way Through the Woods’ and other similarly evocative poems about the English countryside, being taken to task for not being patriotic enough. But that was the unlikely accusation made against him in 1905 by G.K. Chesterton, who argued that his Bombay-born contemporary (they were both then in their thirties) was too rootless to be English. In his estimation, Kipling lacked the true sense of home to be patriotic; he was more of a detached observer, a globe-trotter of the type whose hurried expeditions to India were so often pilloried by Kipling himself in his early journalism.

Chesterton suggested that Kipling had found his métier writing about duty and discipline (in soldiers, engineers, or even machines), and while he admired the man’s ability to make decent poetry about these topics, he didn’t like the sense of inevitability which led from them to the conquest of other lands and to the running of an empire. In his estimation, modern military men lacked real courage, while imperialism created a globalist mentality which resulted in a lack of commitment to any particular place – a charge on which he felt that Kipling was culpable.

It is an interesting criticism. However, in 2015, the year of his sesquicentenary, Kipling’s ability to step back and view his surroundings in a detached manner is proving not so much a

liability but an asset. For Kipling was not simply the bard of empire but also the first chronicler of an integrated modern world, where every place is accessible. Not only did he travel to all its far corners, but he also thought carefully about what that meant, as in his science-fiction story ‘As Easy as ABC’ (1912), which investigated the alarming potential of air superiority for global control.

Kipling honed his observational skills during his ‘seven years’ hard’ as a journalist in India. Over that time, inspired by the dedication of the administrators and soldiers he met in the Punjab, he did indeed develop an enduring admiration for the servants and ideals of Empire. But there was more to his attitude than that. He was an astute critic of the Raj establishment, as is clear in his Plain Tales from the Hills. He reported sympathetically on all aspects of Indian life, including its festivals, opium factories and cities. He balked only at Indian politics, showing no interest in greater Indian representation, let alone independence. Nevertheless his ability to convey what was happening during an important period in sub-continental history is now prized in India, where he is often proudly claimed as an authentic Anglo-Indian author, a pioneer in what is now the country’s leading literary language.

Kipling’s ability to cross boundaries and make sense of his experience has also stimulated renewed interest in him as a serious practitioner of his craft as a writer. When Chesterton referred to him, Kipling was better known for his often tub-thumping verse than for his more thoughtful and artful prose. But in recent years his short stories have been reassessed, and scholars such as Professor Daniel Karlin have demonstrated his remarkable ability to reflect subtle aspects of social transformation in Britain, notably in his 1909 collection Actions and Reactions. His later fiction, during and after the First World War, provided great insight into the grief and dislocation of conflict.

Actually Chesterton was wrong in 1905. Kipling could do patriotism, as he proved the following year when he wrote Puck of

Pook’s Hill, based on the area around his new house at Bateman’s in Sussex. In 1905, Kipling had only been living there for a year. But it didn’t take long for him to feel at home, with a strong commitment to the land around him and its history. That’s the sort of detail which, for all Kipling’s personal antipathy to the genre, a biography such as this can bring out.

It can also show how important those early years of the twentieth century were to our understanding of Kipling, as he made the transition from Indian journalist to English country gentleman, albeit one with a globe-trotter’s awareness or, as he himself put it, with ‘two sides to his head’.

These were years of rapid change, and if Kipling shield from political reform, he embraced technical innovation: the telegraph, telephone, cinema and motor car were all reflected enthusiastically in his work.

In dealing with a world of diversity and development, Kipling’s experiences were not so different from our own today, which helps explain why this buttoned-up man is now feted as a significant mediatory (or ‘liminal’ in academic parlance) figure, straddling Victorianism and modernity, helping to link British and Indian cultures (and in his written work to move easily between realism and magic) in ways that are surprisingly up to date.

London, August 2015






Introduction

I did not read Kipling at first. He was read to me. At the age of three, I loved hearing the story of Rikki-Tikki-Tavi, the darting mongoose who protected a family in India against the attacks of a vicious cobra. As a child in tropical Africa, I recognised Kipling’s vivid descriptions of the garden, the bungalow and the heat. Somehow I was aware of a moral tale, and applauded the bravery of this small animal, acting as a sort of St George figure in an archetypal myth.

Later Kipling disappeared from my life. As a teenager, I was impervious to the raucous, mannered antics of the Stalky stories. I appreciated Kim, but knew little of the author’s poetry, beyond obvious, often tub-thumping, verses such as ‘If-’, and nothing of his later tortured and sophisticated short stories. The trouble was the man and his image. To a colonially reared child of the sixties, Kipling was the epitome of all the superior and reactionary Anglo-Saxon attitudes that I naively believed I was rebelling against.

Now I realise that he was this stereotype figure, and, more interestingly, he was not. And in that ambivalence lies the man’s fascination.

When I came back to reading Kipling, I was attracted, as a journalist, to someone who had put in his ‘seven years’ hard’, rewriting copy and later reporting for the Civil and Military Gazette in Lahore and for the Pioneer in Allahabad. What struck me was his professionalism – his reporter’s eye for colour and his genius

for verbal expression. This carried over into his most accessible ‘grown-up’ stories, the Plain Tales from the Hills, with their cynical anatomy of the machinations and human foibles behind the haughty image of the Raj. It was also clear in his non-fiction writings, such as his underestimated (not least for their humour) collections of travel articles, Letters of Marque, From Sea to Sea and, later, Egypt of the Magicians.

I appreciated Kipling’s work for its historical insights into the closed society of British India. I was not initially aware of the extent of his personal involvement in the matter of history. Here was a man whose three aunts (on his mother’s Macdonald side) had married Edward Burne-Jones, the eminent pre-Raphaelite painter, Edward Poynter, the President of the Royal Academy, and Alfred, businessman father of Stanley Baldwin, later the Conservative Prime Minister.

When I started to consider Kipling as a subject for a biography, I was intrigued by the prospect of his life providing a panorama of Britain’s intellectual, cultural and social history. It offered everything from high-minded tittle-tattle at Burne-Jones’s open house in London in the 1870s and 1880s – where Browning might be found one day, Leslie Stephen, or even Oscar Wilde another – through the gruff military men and their strategies of high imperialism either side of the Boer war, to the critical political adjustments of the 1920s when Stanley Baldwin, with his cousin’s help, tried to reposition Conservatism in the face of the grim advances of the dictators. Kipling could not have straddled the nineteenth and twentieth centuries more skilfully if he had tried. Born in 1865, he died in 1936, aged seventy. He is therefore a vital figure if one wants to understand how Victorian turned into Edwardian England and came to terms with the modern age.

Investigating more closely, I was curious to discover why a figure once so popular, even iconic, had fallen so rapidly into disfavour, and wondered what this could tell us about ourselves and our age. I found that his history had been approached primarily from a literary perspective, and vast areas were under-researched.

I convinced myself (and my publisher) that it would not be useless to examine Rudyard Kipling’s life and times again.

As I warmed to the project, I enjoyed unravelling the details of his personal life – the fraught period at the ‘House of Desolation’ in Southsea, which left him wary about the nature of his mother’s love; his pragmatic coming to terms with the realities of teeming India and the demands of the Raj; his unease on his return to fin de siècle London, and his precipitate marriage to the sister of Wolcott Balestier, his American publisher friend, who died unexpectedly; his efforts to make this unlikely union work, and his willingness to allow his wife to run his day-to-day existence while he attended to the calls of his imagination and of his adopted imperialistic ideal; his love of his children and his distress when two of them died; his late efforts to find some accommodation between his views of science, religion and society.

On the way there were important biographical discoveries: detailing the background of his early love, the pioneer female artist ‘Flo’ (or Violet) Garrard, who came from the wealthy family of the Crown Jewellers; throwing new light on his school days through original correspondence between his parents and his headmaster ‘Crom’ Price: alighting on an unknown cache of letters to Isabella Burton, his mentor in India, and the original of his waspish character Mrs Hauksbee; fleshing out his wife’s family, a mixture of immigrant, established New England and frontier stock; finding how Max Aitken (later Lord Beaverbrook) helped set up Kipling’s fortune; or unravelling the tale of Kipling’s fraught relations with the cinema, including a banned ‘sexploitation’ movie and his role (about which he tried to suppress all mention) in a disastrous feature film.

On another level, I was making a voyage into the mind of a conservative – a process that involved the shedding of several personal prejudices. At one stage Rudyard might have been a William Morris type socialist like his aunt Georgiana Burne-Jones. He appeared to be going in that direction during his teenage years when he quoted Gladstone as his favourite politician.


In India something happened to his youthful idealism. He found himself in a minority of Anglo-Indians. The fact that they were rulers of a vast country did not stop them feeling threatened by Russian encroachments in Central Asia, indigenous political agitation on the sub-continent, and official myopia in Britain. With his ring-side view of local conflicts, Kipling developed a raw tribal attitude to society. Influenced by the Hindu concept of maya (or illusion), he came to regard civilisation as a fragile edifice; temporal powers could easily be overthrown; those that survived enjoyed order and cohesiveness, often as a result of some shared belief or religion. In the circumstances he glorified the professional expatriates – the engineers, the doctors and even the soldiers – who brought real benefits of water and transportation to India. He was convinced they were doing something selfless and worthwhile, and he was proud of his own country’s imperial role.

When he returned to England in 1889, he could not abide the vapidity and egocentricity of the aesthetes who had grown up in the wake of his uncle’s pre-Raphaelitism. After a short crisis of identity, he took on the role of literary exponent of action and empire. A period of self-imposed exile in the United States honed his political ideas. As his Jungle Books from this period suggested, he was fearful of the potential lawlessness of the masses in a democracy without, he felt, a sense of history. Occasional trips home convinced him of the social cohesiveness of rural England, with its hierarchy and traditions.

His idealism found renewed direction when he met Cecil Rhodes in 1897. Having been a believer in the practical virtues of empire, he was injected with a loftier and more spurious sense of the mission civilisatrice – with himself one of an elect bringing Anglo-Saxon values to the wider world. But he was never as interested in Africa as he had been in India. Incapable of the compromises of day-to-day politics, he took a longer view, developing a gut feeling that the main threat to the British way of life he loved came from the aggressive militarism of an emerging

Germany. He was clear that the Boer War was little more than a rehearsal for a conflict in Europe.

Back in England, with his own house in Sussex, he revelled in the countryside, with its ties and obligations, its diversity and history. When, in the 1920s, his politician cousin Stanley Baldwin needed to appeal to the British voter in a restless age of mass democracy, Kipling helped him develop an appropriate form of conservatism that emphasised the continuity of Britain’s (or, realistically, England’s) values, its hard-won liberties and the inherent good sense of its common people. Arguably Kipling’s contribution to this mix helped harden the social glue which enabled Britain to withstand the threat of Hitler.

Kipling would have appreciated George Steiner’s apothegm about civilisation being ‘the cultivation of trained, shared remembrance’. He had a good sense of what made up his country’s genius. He celebrated the fact that the English had a rough, opportunistic streak that encouraged buccaneers such as his wife’s distant relation Francis Drake to seek their fortunes abroad. But they were not militaristic in the Prussian manner he reviled. They had strong instincts for freedom, for tolerance and for good humour – though his attachment to the last was perhaps overplayed in his Stalky schoolboy tales. Although he did not coin the phrase, he was the mentor and chronicler of the art of ‘playing the game’.

He had little time for those who chipped away at the values and institutions he loved. Commenting on a well-known essay by Noel Annan on ‘Kipling’s Place in the History of Ideas’, Evelyn Waugh noted that Kipling ‘was a conservative in the sense that he believed civilisation to be something laboriously achieved which was only precariously defended. He wanted to see the defences fully manned and he hated the liberals because he thought them gullible and feeble, believing in the easy perfectibility of man and ready to abandon the work of centuries for sentimental qualms.’

Perhaps Kipling was dogmatic on this point because he was a hybrid. His parents and his upbringing were English. But he was

born in India and spent his formative years there. As a result, as he put it, he gained ‘two sides to my head’ and saw the world from both an Oriental and a Western perspective.

Keeping the balance between these two often conflicting tendencies provided the ambivalent dynamic to Kipling’s life. At one moment he could be full of energy, an engaging extrovert; the next, he was plunged into depression and prey to fanciful notions. He rejected Hinduism as a hotchpotch of scheming Gods and stood out in favour of monotheism, but he took his own religion from a buffet of Islam, Christianity, Buddhism, Mithraism, Freemasonry, anything he laid his hands on – and he later advocated the need for an elemental spirituality. He seemed the epitome of the crusty reactionary, yet he understood the importance of his ability to get inside people’s skins and he applauded the ability of his late hero, St Paul, to be ‘all things to all men’ – the theme of his poem ‘At His Execution’.

On the one hand he was a strong advocate of technology (in paeans to the machine, the car and the airship); on the other, he set his stall against modernity (refusing to have a telephone in his house). Despite the abundance of literary references in his work, his favourite entertainment was the light musical. He appreciated pomp and ceremony (and was a friend of King George V), yet he declined all state honours and preferred to let his writing speak for itself. He was gruff and obtuse, kindly and direct. Even his sex life was ambiguous: his Sussex neighbour, the playwright Enid Bagnold, thought he was gay, yet Peggy Ramsay, her agent, used to say (however unlikely) that Kipling had been one of Bagnold’s lovers.

Crucially, he advocated the law, but celebrated the quirky individual, such as Stalky, who often flouted petty conventions. He glorified pack life, but was not part of it. He was Won-Tolla, the outlier or outsider, who brought news of the marauding Red Dogs in The Second Jungle Book. In thinking of Kipling, Nirad Chaudhuri, the Indian writer who also rejected the Hindu pantheon, was reminded of Chateaubriand’s

comment on Byron – that there were ‘deux hommes distincts . . . l’homme de la nature et l’homme de système’.

It was a difficult, often neurotic position to adopt – one that sometimes threatened to topple over into insanity. This was familiar enough territory for Kipling: as a young man in India, he had been confronted by the struggle between reason and irrationality – nowhere recorded more graphically than in his story ‘The Strange Ride of Morrowbie Jukes’. His sense of the void that can open up in the space beneath these two contradictory forces gives his writing an often exciting modernity. (His appreciation of this point was given added poignancy by the regular mental breakdowns of his sister, Trix.) As he grew older, he looked for bridges to straddle the gap, and himself dabbled with religion, Freemasonry, science, art and other forms of psychic healing – the stuff of his later stories. He realised the fine line he was treading. Towards the end of his life he advised his friend Michael Mason to ‘stay a little mad’. That way he himself kept in touch with his creativity – through the ‘daemon’, or writing muse, he acknowledged in his autobiography.

Throughout, Kipling was a consummate craftsman – precise in his use of words, ambitious in his subject matter, acute in his thinking, always readable. The most persistent criticism of his writing is its ‘vulgarity’ – in the sense of being both flashy and incapable of portraying the subtler feelings of life. Certainly he could be overexuberant, lacking the sensibilities of his friend Henry James. But Virginia Woolf was wrong to complain that he had no spark of the woman in him or that he lacked the power of suggestion. She might have taken note of his story ‘The Wish House’, for example. Three modern women have attested to his importance in their lives – Maya Angelou, the American author, has told how ‘If-’ gave her strength as a teenage single mother in San Francisco; Arundhati Roy, the Indian novelist, noted The Jungle Book as one of her greatest literary influences (and this is evident in her best-selling The God of Small Things); while Aung San Suu Kyi, the Burmese opposition leader and Nobel peace

prize winner, has written of her fondness for Kim, and how, when she re-read the book during long periods of house arrest, she found in it the Buddhist concept of ‘metta’ or loving-kindness.

That said, what about the man himself? I am often asked if I would like to have met Kipling. The young writer would have been stimulating company – original, full of ideas, open to all influences. His older self poses more problems. He could be prickly and lugubrious; even making due allowance for the mores of his day, his dismissive stereotyping of whole groups of people was silly.

However, the prejudices seething beneath his rational mind only confirmed him in his role as ‘everyman’. He was not always brave. He could be banal. He often flinched from people (particularly when they came en masse, mouthing mantras of democracy). At least he was painfully familiar with the broad range of human emotions. There is no point in wishing he had shown more compassion. (It is there in his writings, if you want it.) Anything else, and he would not have been the quirky, inventive character of this book – like Rikki-Tikki-Tavi, a ‘restless companion’, maybe, but an intrepid slayer of cobras when required. Remarkably, this buttoned up Englishman can still speak across generations and cultures. According to André Maurois, Kipling had ‘a permanent natural contact with the oldest and deepest layers of human consciousness’. To find out how he managed this, I have chipped away at the accumulated debris and unearthed a life that is also a history of establishment English attitudes in the latter years of Empire.

London, February 1999






Book One
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There are nine and sixty ways of constructing tribal lays,

And – every – single – one – of – them – is – right!








One

Hair of the Dog

TO 1865

Rudyard Kipling kicked and shoved his way into the world. That would have been typical. Or else, he wilfully held himself back from life. That, for some people, might explain all they need to know. From a medical view, however, neither of these popular images of birth is correct. Babies have no input into when, how, or even whether they are born. In Rudyard’s case, he was simply late, and the process a struggle.

He had been expected on Christmas Day 1865. But he held aloof for five days as his mother Alice went through a lengthy confinement that has usually been described as labour. She and her husband Lockwood had only recently moved into a house on the Esplanade, on Bombay’s eastern shoreline. The servants were so concerned at their mistress’s perinatal exertions that they sacrificed a goat to the Goddess Kali to help ease her pain and bring her to term. Some time after the chubby infant made his entrance at ten o’clock on the evening of 30 December, Alice commented, with the sharp wit she was known for, that even God’s creation of the world had taken no longer.

Two months earlier, Lord Palmerston had died in London, and with him an era of brinkmanship in British foreign policy passed. Also in October the suppression of a so-called rebellion in Jamaica had revived memories of the 1857 Indian Mutiny and sparked renewed debate on the purpose of empire. A more sophisticated theory and practice of imperialism was beginning to evolve. As a

member of the Indian civil service, Lockwood Kipling, Rudyard’s father, certainly had a role in this process. But his posting as an art teacher was ungraded, without statutory pension rights, and therefore lowly in both the imperial scheme of things and – an important factor in Bombay – the social pecking order. Baby Rudyard’s birth was duly announced without fanfare in the ‘Domestic Occurrences’ column of The Times of India.



Later, when he wrote his autobiography, Rudyard chose to play up the differences between the two sides of his family: ‘My Father with his sage Yorkshire outlook and wisdom; my Mother, all Celt and three-parts fire’. His characteristic emphasis on racial stereotypes hinted at a truth, while glossing over a more basic reality: both his grandfathers had been Methodist ministers, and his parents had striven to get away from their non-conformist background. (Another of Alice’s celebrated remarks was her cry: ‘See! A hair of the dog that bit us’, when she came across a lock from the hair of John Wesley, the founder of Methodism, in a family cupboard. And she threw it into the fire.)

In a sense both sides of Rudyard’s family were warriors and outsiders. On the one hand, Alice’s proud forebears, the Macdonalds, could trace their line to Somerled, the fearsome half-Scots, half-Norse ‘King of the Isles’, who in the tenth century tried to drive his close Viking relatives from the Irish Sea. On the other, the Kiplings were descended from these same Vikings, who raided widely in the North of England. Ironically, Somerled’s campaigns encouraged the Vikings to seek new landing places in Lancashire and Cumbria, whence they migrated over the Pennines into Northern Yorkshire.

The name Kipling is found in places as Kypeling in the eleventh century and Kippelinge in the thirteenth. By the late Middle Ages, there were Kiplings around the River Swale, close to modern-day Richmond. The nearby village of Kiplin was the original home of the Baltimores who sailed to America to found the East-coast settlement that bears their name. Their seat, Kiplin Hall, designed

by Inigo Jones, dated from 1600, a little later than the first reference (in 1513) to the Kiplin Cotes, one of the most gruelling horse races in the world, run over four miles of the windswept Yorkshire Wolds.

During the eighteenth century the Kiplings moved across Yorkshire to farms on the bleak, windswept moors west of Whitby, where Rudyard’s immediate ancestors were to be found in the village of Lythe. His great-grandfather, John Kipling, gravitated towards the relatively new religion of Methodism, which seemed to offer down-trodden labourers some hope of a better life, both now and in the hereafter. His sympathies wavered slightly when his son Joseph expressed a wish to become a Methodist minister. John was annoyed because this would mean the loss of an able-bodied hand on the family farm. Joseph persevered, confirming his resolve by overcoming the normal Methodist reluctance for its ministers to marry out of the religion. He had fallen in love with Frances Lockwood, the Anglican daughter of a builder who lived slightly north-west of his own family in Skelton-in-Cleve-land, on the edge of the Whitby Moors. Frances’s mother Ruth was the daughter of Peter Merry who, as a steward on Lord Mulgrave’s nearby estate, had featured in David Wilkie’s once well-known picture, The Rent Day, painted in 1807.

Following their marriage in 1836, Joseph and Frances Kipling settled temporarily in a cottage in Pickering where, in July the following year, their son John, the first of six surviving children, was born. (Until his late twenties, this boy was known as John. Thereafter he adopted his mother’s maiden name, Lockwood, which, to avoid confusion, is how he will be designated throughout this book.) Usefully for a preacher, Joseph possessed what was described as a ‘voice of rare sweetness’.1 His grandson Rudyard never knew him, but as a boy he sometimes stayed with his grandmother and his Yorkshire aunts, from whom he learnt enough about Joseph to portray him in his story ‘On Green-how Hill’. Joseph appears as the preacher, the Reverend Amos Barraclough, ‘a little white-faced chap, wi’ a voice as ’ud wile a

bird off an a bush, and a way o’ layin’ hold of folks as made them think they’d never had a live man for a friend before’.

One year older than her husband, Frances Kipling had unusual Mediterranean looks, with striking dark eyes, black hair and bushy eyebrows, a Merry family trait that Rudyard was to inherit. Frances’s offspring were said to ‘alternate between “Spanish” brunettes and apple-blossom blondes’. This gave rise to a family myth that an ancestor had been a Spaniard who was rescued from a wreck of the Armada.

When he was still a few weeks short of his eighth birthday, Lockwood was sent to Woodhouse Grove Academy, sixty miles across the county at Apperley Bridge on the River Aire near Bradford. As a boarding establishment, run on a shoe-string, it had been set up in 1812 specifically to cater for the sons of itinerant Methodist ministers. Schooling was free, but it was spartan and there was virtually no contact with the outside world. A contemporary, W. F. Moulton, recalled, ‘A newspaper seldom reached us, and the [1848] French Revolution was little more than a rumour.’ Beating was rife, one master prefacing his assaults on Lockwood Kipling with the words that he was only doing this ‘out of high regard for your father’. The headmaster also flogged the boy for so-called ‘stoical apathy’, a reaction hardly surprising in the circumstances. As a result, Lockwood showed scant enthusiasm for his father’s religion and no desire to follow him into the ministry. In 1851, at the age of fourteen, he had a magpie intelligence and obvious artistic abilities, but little idea of the direction his life might take.



If – exaggerating slightly – Rudyard Kipling could later claim of his father’s family, ‘I believe that, in a humble way, few stocks carryback cleaner Yorkshire blood for a longer time,’2 his mother’s forebears, the Macdonalds, were more hybrid.

Looking back to the mighty Somerled, they had once been the most powerful clan on the west coast of Scotland, guardians of 25,000 square miles of territory and fifty castles. With his 10,000

followers, the Donald chieftain Angus Og had turned the battle of Bannockburn against the English. Rudyard’s maternal line was part of the Sleat branch of the clan. Jacobite in sympathy, it had supported Bonnie Prince Charlie in his struggle to regain the Crowns of England and Scotland in 1745. Following his defeat by the Duke of Cumberland on the bloody fields of Culloden, the Prince famously sailed ‘over the sea to Skye’ in the company of young Flora Macdonald, a distant cousin in the Sleat house.

In the ensuing diaspora, Rudyard’s ancestors sought to join relatives in North America. But, like the Lithuanian Jews who landed in Newcastle rather than New York at the end of the following century, James Macdonald’s family only made it as far as Northern Ireland where, after hearing John Wesley preach in 1783, he also was inspired to become a Methodist minister. After moving back to England he was followed into the priesthood by his younger son, George, who, thirty years before Lockwood Kipling, became one of the first pupils to attend Woodhouse Grove Academy, the school for Methodist ministers’ sons.3 While he was there, the headmaster’s good-looking niece, Maria Branwell, married a local curate, Patrick Brontë, a union which produced celebrated daughters in Charlotte, Emily and Anne.

The harshness of early nineteenth-century life was once more demonstrated when George’s first wife Mary Wardlaw died young of tuberculosis. He married again in 1833, this time to Hannah Jones, the daughter of a Welsh grocer who had prospered as a wholesaler in Manchester. She was not always happy with her husband’s peripatetic existence, particularly during an uneasy period in Birmingham at the height of the Chartist riots from 1839 to 1842, when he was hardly ever at home. ‘There’s no luck about the house when my good man’s away,’ she wrote in her diary.4 Her dissatisfaction was not mitigated by her conviction that marriage had led to a drop in her social status.

It was as well that her energies were channelled into running a large family. Over sixteen years from 1834 to 1850, as she and her husband made their way round England on a cycle of three-year-long circuits, she gave birth to eleven children, seven of whom survived into adulthood. They ran an unstuffy household, with a typical non-conformist respect for learning. When George returned to Birmingham a second time in 1850 he ensured that his eldest son, Harry, found a place at the local King Edward’s School which, as well as being first-rate academically, had the advantage of being free of charge.

Until then, Harry had been educated at a Wesleyan establishment in Sheffield and was considered something of a prig. But at King Edward’s he blossomed in the company of a brilliant circle of schoolboys who included Wilfred Heeley, Cormell Price and Edward Jones (later better known, with a hyphen, as the painter Burne-Jones). The witty Heeley, who was to go up to Cambridge, was the son of Hannah Macdonald’s best friend. He and his friends frequented the Macdonalds’ house in Nursery Terrace, Handsworth, where they met Harry’s spirited sisters, Alice and Georgiana, who were thirteen and ten in 1850. (Another sister, Caroline, aged twelve, had recently contracted tuberculosis and died four years later.) For the time being, the younger Macdonald children – Fred, eight, Agnes, seven, Louisa, five, and Edith, two – kept a respectful distance.

By all accounts, Alice was the most ‘Irish’ of the family. Her sister Edith described her as of medium height, with



slender, pale complexion, dark brown hair and grey eyes with black lashes, and delicately pencilled eyebrows. In those eyes lay the chief fascination of her face, so expressive were they that they seemed to deepen or pale in colour according to passing emotion. The Irish blood . . . seemed to take effect in Alice; she had the ready wit and power of repartee, the sentiment, and I may say the unexpectedness which one associates with that race. It was impossible to predict how she would act at any given point. There was a certain fascination in this, and fascinating she certainly was.



Alice wrote fine sonnets, sang beautifully and helped her mother

around the house. But her streak of rebelliousness would sometimes out; not for nothing did she name Thackeray’s minx-like Becky Sharp as her favourite fictional character. As she developed through her teenage years, her brother’s former school friends and their associates gravitated towards her and her daintier, equally intelligent sister Georgiana, known as Georgie. While Georgie cultivated the contemplative, artistic Jones, whom she was later to marry, Alice went for the more bookish types. William Fulford, a great friend of Heeley from King Edward’s (though of a slightly earlier vintage) was reading Divinity at Oxford. He often invited Alice and Georgie to visit him there, introducing them to the secular intellectual currents of the day (the High Anglicanism of the Oxford Movement was making way for the mature mid-Victorian humanism of Ruskin in the arts, Carlyle in ideas, Tennyson in poetry and Darwin in science). He also helped expand their knowledge of verse. For although nothing was banned in the Macdonald household, poets as established as Keats and Shelley were considered avant-garde.

So close did Alice and Fulford become that, when the Macdonalds moved to London in 1853 (to a plush living in Walpole Street, Chelsea), Hannah asked the young man to state his intentions towards her daughter. It was resolved that they would marry once he was ordained, even though he was a High Church Anglican. But the prospect of becoming a vicar’s wife held few attractions for the precocious teenage Alice and she broke off the engagement.

The reasons are easy to understand, for her interests were taking her in a different direction. Fulford had been followed at Oxford by her brother Harry and his friend Burne-Jones. While Harry pursued a conventional career towards the Indian Civil Service, the pasty-faced Burne-Jones, who had once seemed destined for the Church, became obsessed with atavistic ideas about society and art. Although his native Birmingham had been transformed into the workshop of the world (where Joseph Chamberlain, the future apostle of imperialism, had just entered the family screw-manufacturing

business, prior to taking up municipal politics), he himself rejected technological progress and, with the encouragement of William Morris, a wealthier fellow undergraduate, harked back to the integrity and beauty of a pre-industrial, medieval way of life. Together, he and Morris expanded on the concept of a Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, as had been suggested in the sensuous paintings of Dante Gabriel Rossetti and commended by John Ruskin in The Times in 1851.

Neither Burne-Jones, who had decided to become a painter rather than a priest, nor Morris, who was interested in design and craftsmanship, bothered to obtain more than a pass degree at Oxford. As soon as possible, they decamped to London where, with the help of Rossetti, they apprenticed themselves as art students, based in Red Lion Square near Holborn. Initially, not knowing many people in the capital, Burne-Jones spent long periods of his free time with the Macdonalds in Chelsea. Before long, he and Morris had been assimilated into Rossetti’s vast network of friends, which included original Pre-Raphaelite painters such as Ford Madox Brown and William Holman Hunt, as well as poets of the stature of Robert Browning, Algernon Charles Swinburne and William Allingham. And at the centre of this expanded second-generation Brotherhood was the charismatic Rossetti, giving the young Oxford men a heady taste of Bohemianism, with his bevy of mistresses, including the anguished laudanum addict Lizzie Siddall, later to be his wife.

Soon Alice and Georgie were clamouring to take part in these gatherings, albeit for different reasons. Red Lion Square (and, later, after Morris’s marriage to Jane Burden, Burne-Jones’s rooms in Russell Place) happened to be on the omnibus route between Chelsea and Islington where their aunt, Alice Pullein, lived. (Aunt Alice was Hannah’s sister, and her husband Edward was a partner in a firm of city accountants that young Fred Macdonald joined for a short period in 1857, before following his father into the Methodist ministry. A couple of years later, when George Macdonald moved to a new ministry in Manchester, Alice and Georgie

stayed behind at the Pulleins’.) Georgie became a regular Pre-Raphaelite camp follower since, after taking a course at the government-run School of Design, she was more conventionally interested in art than her sister. She regularly accompanied Burne-Jones to galleries and it was no great surprise when the two became engaged in 1856 (though they waited until 1860 to marry – on the anniversary, Ned lugubriously insisted, of the death of his ideal woman, Dante’s heroine Beatrice).

Alice attended Pre-Raphaelite parties in the hope of meeting literary figures. She had some success for, in the early 1860s, Dickens’s raffish friend, Edmund Yates, printed several of her stories and poems in his magazine, Temple Bar. On a personal level, however, she was unrequited. While her dependable sister found herself a husband, the headstrong Alice ran through a succession of unfulfilling relationships. Following her liaison with Fulford, another short engagement to an anonymous schoolmaster was abruptly broken. History repeated itself in October 1862 when she agreed to marry the Anglo-Irish poet William Allingham, whose Day and Night Songs, as illustrated by Rossetti, had inspired young Ned. With his day-time job as a Customs Officer, Allingham seemed a respectable match. Now best remembered for his earlier poem, ‘The Fairies’, which begins, ‘Up the airy mountain, down the rushy glen’, he has been described as ‘a presentable mid-Victorian version of a poet’5 – the antithesis of another member of the Pre-Raphaelite circle, the fiery, complicated young Swinburne. But, despite setting several of her fiance’s ballads to music, Alice’s latest betrothal lasted only one month. Her father seemed to think that her problem was her flightiness, for he was heard to admonish her for being a flirt. ‘P-h-l-u-r-t,’ she spelled out, ‘Phlurt: what is that?’ – a reply which seemed to confirm the charge as stated. Clearly, a certain wilfulness was part of her nature. But this was offset by a strand of equally Celtic melancholy that ran in the Macdonald family. As she wrote in ‘Love’s Grave’, one of her poems for Temple Bar:



Love that was born a year ago

We buried to-day with weeping;

We laid him low in the winter snow

Where when Springtime comes the flowers will blow

And the pale primrose and violet grow,

A sad sweet place of sleeping.





The two families – the Kiplings and Macdonalds – came together in the early 1860s. A decade earlier, in the summer of 1851, the problem of Lockwood’s career had been solved when he travelled to London on one of Thomas Cook’s early cheap railway excursions and visited the Great Exhibition. Unlike his future brother-in-law Burne-Jones, who saw only ‘a length of cheerless monotony, iron and glass, glass and iron’,6 Lockwood was thrilled by this showcase for the best in mid-nineteenth-century engineering, arts and crafts. He was quick to appreciate the Exhibition as a monument to the spirit of an age where industry was beginning to work on mankind’s behalf. As the Poet Laureate, Alfred, Lord Tennyson, wrote in the ode sung at its opening:


From growing commerce loose her latest chain,

And let the fair, white-wing’d peacemaker fly

To happy havens under all the sky,

Till each man work in noble brotherhood. . .



In time, Lockwood came to understand one of the more specialist reasons for staging the event. The Exhibition was also intended to meet the concerns of early-Victorian artists about the deterioration in British design, which had drifted away from basic principles in its enthusiasm for ‘illusionist’ motifs in the wake of the Industrial Revolution. One influential display (much admired by the author Gustave Flaubert, who was visiting from France) was the East India Company’s collection of Oriental arts and crafts. Many observers, including the leader writer of The Times, suggested that the simplicity and vitality of Indian design offered a viable alternative to Western shoddiness.


Even at this stage Lockwood might have had to follow his father into the ministry. Employment opportunities were scarce for a boy of his background. However one stand at the Exhibition had particularly fired his imagination – the display of decorative porcelain by the Minton company of Stoke-on-Trent. Having already shown an aptitude for handicrafts – once making a pair of ice skates, with tapes instead of straps, and blades fashioned out of an old school slate – he opted for a career moulding pottery figures. Fortuitously his father was able to call on the Methodist ‘old boy network’ to help out. Eight years earlier, in 1843, Edward Pinder, a former pupil of Woodhouse Grove, had taken up a living at Hornsea on the same circuit as Joseph Kipling’s Howden. Like Joseph, Pinder had followed his father into the ministry. But his brother Thomas, who had been at the same school in the 1820s, had gone into a family business making basic earthenware in Burslem, in the smoky heart of the Staffordshire ‘Potteries’.

In 1851 Thomas Pinder had expanded into a partnership, Pinder, Bourne and Hope, and taken on a disused pottery, the Fountain Place Works. It was arranged that Lockwood should join this firm as an apprentice, while at the same time broadening his horizons as a part-time student at the newly opened Stoke Art School. It was not long before he was prospering in this dual role. On behalf of Pinder’s company, Lockwood acted as designer and modeller, providing artistic input into a traditional crafts industry keen to improve its products in a new consumer age. (As well as inspiring new ideas about design, the Great Exhibition played a useful role in educating the public’s taste.) At the Art School, Lockwood came under the influence of two able French-born teachers, both of whom worked at various times for Minton – Albert Carrier de Belleuse, a medallist who became director of the French national porcelain factory at Sèvres, and Hugues Protat, a sculptor. Together they inculcated in him a passion for Gallic culture that he passed on to his son.

A far cry from the Enlightenment that he imagined prevailed on the other side of the Channel, Burslem’s spirit was the dour

nonconformity portrayed in the novels of Arnold Bennett. Work was the focus of the community and Lockwood knuckled down, showing his promise by winning at least two prizes – a local medal in 1855 and a National Medallion three years later. After seven years in this apprenticeship, Lockwood moved to London in search of greater opportunities. He found employment as an assistant to John Birnie Philip, a jobbing sculptor whose main business was executing designs for the distinguished architect George Gilbert Scott. Philip was later responsible for the frieze on the podium of Scott’s Albert Memorial. In 1858 he was assisting Scott in the design of four vast statues of the Evangelists which adorn the tower of St Michael’s, Cornhill. Lockwood helped Philip with this project, and, later, with some modelling for the chapel of Exeter College, Oxford; and for All Souls, a new church in Halifax. He also worked for John Thomas, another sculptor much in demand at the time, who had assisted Sir Charles Barry with the decorations for the Houses of Parliament. Through this experience Lockwood developed a feeling for working in bas-relief, which was later one of his specialities.

In 1860 he swapped the insecurity of this freelance existence for a more settled job in the government’s new Department of Science and Art, which had been formed specifically to implement the Great Exhibition’s lessons about integrating good design with industrial innovation. Its leading light, as with the Exhibition, was Henry Cole, epitome of the high-minded mid-Victorian intellectual who, nurtured on a mixture of utilitarianism, evangelicalism and general prosperity, wished to spread sweetness and light by means of official diktat. As part of his mission to raise design standards, Cole had persuaded Queen Victoria in 1853 to set aside forty rooms in London’s Marlborough House for him to establish a Museum of Manufactures, for which he purchased part of the East India Company’s collection, and a linked Metropolitan School of Ornamental Art. This establishment later transferred to South Kensington where Cole had purchased land from the proceeds of the 1851 Exhibition. The South Kensington Museum

became, inter alia, the headquarters of the design tsars of the Department of Science and Art.

While studying in Stoke, Lockwood Kipling had almost certainly come under the influence of the School of Ornamental Art (soon to be called the National Art Training School and later the Royal College of Art). Within the wider remit of Cole’s Department, this school sought to change the focus of art teaching throughout the country and establish a national curriculum, which stressed South Kensington principles of ‘scientific’ drawing, or copying directly from examples of ‘good’ design, including those from India.

In London, as an employee of the Department of Science and Art, Lockwood flourished in an environment where his own values of decoration and practicality were prized. Being more of a craftsman than an ideologue, he worked alongside Geoffrey Sykes, formerly of Sheffield Art School, who had inspired a revival in the use of terracotta (baked earth) in architectural decoration. Lockwood Kipling adopted this type of hard, unglazed pottery which, in the context of building, was considered to be more resistant than bricks to the growing problem of industrial pollution. Quite what he did is unclear, since the Department’s records are annoyingly scarce, but he certainly played a role in the construction of the South Kensington Museum, for visitors to the quadrangle of the present-day Victoria and Albert Museum can see Sykes’s own terracotta plaque, commemorating the completion of its earlier incarnation and showing some of the people involved – among them Cole, the first Director, Redgrave, officially the Department’s art superintendent, and Lockwood Kipling, unmistakable with his flowing beard and stocky (5 foot 3 inch) Yorkshire physique.

Lockwood might have stayed in London and worked his way up through the ranks of the Victorian arts establishment, but for the premature death of his father in January 1862. He decided to resign his position at the Department and return to Burslem in order to earn enough money to support his widowed mother and

four unmarried sisters. Perhaps he knew that there had been a change in the fortunes of Thomas Pinder’s pottery. After a series of financial difficulties in the 1850s (which may have spurred Lockwood to seek his fortune elsewhere in the first place), the business was at last beginning to prosper. Under the name Pinder Bourne it was producing an acceptable standard of earthenware tableware, vases, jugs, bowls and jardinieres. Pinder again showed Methodist solidarity by offering Lockwood his old job back as modeller and designer. Before long the young man was also working on plans for Burslem’s new Wedgwood Institute.

Lockwood’s return to Staffordshire was to have momentous consequences for him personally. For in that same year of 1862 the Wesleyan Conference made two crucial appointments. First, it transferred the Reverend George Macdonald from Manchester to Wolverhampton; second, it sent his son Frederic to embark on the first ministry of his career at Swan Bank Wesleyan Chapel in Burslem. Before long Fred had not only met Lockwood Kipling but also introduced him to his sisters, including the forceful but so far unfulfilled Alice.

The following summer the Pinders held a picnic at Lake Rudyard, some six miles from Burslem, to which both Lockwood Kipling and the Macdonald sisters were invited. Like the Potteries themselves, the 164-acre lake was a testament to the energy and ingenuity of the age. Until 1849, it had been a man-made reservoir, providing water for the Leek and the Trent and Mersey canals. When its natural beauty attracted interest, an enterprising company connected it with a railway line, purchased the local inn and staged gala events, such as regattas.

Lockwood was initially unaware which of the Macdonald sisters would attend the picnic. This did not concern him much, since he found them all attractive and later said, ‘If I had not married my wife, I should have liked no-one so well as one of her sisters.’ His fate was sealed, however, when he looked across at ‘a beauteous creature, pensively eating salad’,7 and she was twenty-six-year-old Alice.


During a post-prandial stroll, he and she came across a bedraggled grey horse, which inspired Lockwood to quote from Robert Browning’s poem ‘Childe Roland to the Dark Tower Came’: ‘Thrust out past service from the Devil’s stud’, and Alice murmured a later line, ‘He must be wicked to deserve such pain!’ Although there was no obvious romance in this exchange, Lockwood turned to her in delight, with the words, ‘You read Browning.’ As Alice later told her friend Edith Plowden, ‘It was done in that moment.’

Poetry, which ‘moved him like music others’,8 also provided the bond when they stole their first kiss. The couple were reading some of his favourite verse when he had the urge to bend down and kiss her, and she responded ‘with simplicity and gentleness’. When he subsequently travelled to Wolverhampton to ask her father’s permission to marry her, Alice for some reason had failed to inform her parents and the earnest, rather shy Lockwood arrived at the Macdonald house just as the family was gathered for prayers. George Macdonald was starting to read from the first chapter of St John’s Gospel: ‘There was a man sent from God whose name was John,’ and they all burst out laughing because that was the name by which the young man was known to them.

The prospect of matrimony forced Lockwood Kipling to think again about his career. His wedding to Alice had to be delayed until he found another job capable of supporting not only her but in time, they hoped, a family. His future only became clearer after he had met Claud Erskine, a High Court Judge in Bombay, who had been asked, while on leave in Britain, to recruit a teacher for his adopted city’s School of Art and Industry, an institution endowed on ‘South Kensington principles’ in March 1857 by Sir Jamsetjee Jeejeebhoy, an enlightened Parsee merchant who had made a fortune earlier in the century in shipping, grain and, while it lasted, the opium trade between India and China.

At the time Bombay was enjoying an unprecedented economic boom, largely as a result of the special opportunities afforded by the American Civil War. After cotton from the Confederacy ports

of the South was denied to Britain by the Northern naval blockade, Lancashire mill owners turned to India for their raw supplies. As luck would have it, Bombay had just been linked by railway to the main cotton-growing areas of the Deccan. Over the course of the war from 1861 to 1865, cotton exports from Bombay to Britain grew fourfold, some seventy million pounds’ worth of revenue was generated and in the process further fortunes were made. With this surplus wealth, Sir Bartle Frere, who became Governor in 1862, set about building a modern city that combined the imperial magnificence of Baron Haussmann’s Paris with the practical infrastructure that utilitarian reformers were bringing to Britain’s provincial towns. Such a construction programme required skilled artisans and teachers to train them.

Armed with a glowing reference from Philip Cunliffe-Owen, Assistant Director of the South Kensington Museum, Lockwood impressed Erskine, the President of the School, who reported back to Bombay in December 1864 on his good fortune in securing the young man’s services as an architectural sculptor. Lockwood was employed on a salary of 400 rupees a month (roughly £400 a year), plus whatever he could earn from private tuition. This was a sizeable income for the son and daughter of two country ministers who had never earned anything like that in their lives. Lockwood seemed to feel his new-found status required a certain gravitas, for the agreement sealing the deal six weeks later was the first instance of his incorporating his mother’s maiden name into his own and signing himself John Lockwood Kipling.

The wedding of Alice Macdonald and Lockwood Kipling finally took place in St Mary Abbots Church, Kensington, on a bitterly cold day in March 1865. The absence of her parents through George Macdonald’s ill health was partially offset by the attendance of Lockwood’s mother Frances, who travelled from Yorkshire with two of his sisters. Lockwood himself won the approval of Aggie Macdonald for not being ‘spoony’, or sentimental. She was not so sure about his best man, Henry Longden, a friend from the nearby Department of Science and Art, who was dubbed ‘The

Undertaker’. Once again her new brother-in-law saw fit to sign himself John Lockwood Kipling, with a decorative twirl of the ‘J’, adding in the register that he was an ‘artist’ and ‘of full age’.

The wedding party provided a clue why he might have needed to embellish his name. After the ceremony the guests repaired across the High Street to Kensington Square, where Georgie and Ned Burne-Jones had recently set up home – complete with blue and green serge ‘Pomegranate’ wallpaper from William Morris’s firm, and a set of Dürer prints which had been a present from Ruskin. Several of Ned’s long-haired artist friends were present, including Rossetti, Swinburne and Ford Madox Brown, who amused the assembled company by referring to the bridegroom as ‘John Gilpin’, the ‘linen-draper bold’ in William Cowper’s ballad. For all his skill as an architectural sculptor, Lockwood must have felt little more than a jobbing civil servant among these colourful quasi-Bohemians, with their rich patrons. As was to become clearer in India, he adhered to the official South Kensington diktat on design, which was different from the sensuous sweep of Burne-Jones, or his friends Morris and Ruskin.

Observing the scene – the main source for the event in her letters home to Wolverhampton – was Aggie Macdonald, the most attractive and uncomplicated of the sisters, whom Lockwood described as ‘tyrannously pretty’ with a conversation like ‘champagne’.9 But Aggie only had eyes for another artist, the prim Edward Poynter, who had moved into 62 Great Russell Street where the Burne-Joneses had once lived. He had studied in Paris, where his friendship with the American artist James Whistler and the satirist George du Maurier was to be celebrated in the latter’s 1894 novel Trilby. On this occasion, he endeared himself to Aggie by staying behind to help clean the silver.

On the eve of his departure to India, Lockwood still needed to convince his in-laws, the Macdonalds, that their daughter Alice would be safe at his side. They were worried about both the health risks – Wilfred Heeley’s wife had recently died there – and the political uncertainties that still affected the country eight years

after the Mutiny. The combination had caused Harry Macdonald to decide against joining his friend Heeley in the Indian Civil Service and to opt instead to seek his fortune in the United States. So, for their honeymoon, Lockwood and Alice spent the next month visiting and reassuring their immediate families in Skipton and Wolverhampton. Lockwood had to return to London for a leaving party with his South Kensington friends beside the River Thames at Putney, while Alice remained rather glumly at her sisters’. Then, on 12 April, a bright spring day, the newly married Kiplings made their way down to Southampton where they joined a paddle-steamer, the s.s. Ripon, for the voyage to Alexandria. From there they travelled overland to Suez (the Canal across the desert had yet to be built) and thence onwards by sea to Bombay.






Two

Of No Mean City

1865–1877

The ‘tents’ were up on the Esplanade when Lockwood and Alice Kipling first stepped ashore at Bombay’s Apollo Pier in May 1865. Officially, these colourful ad hoc buildings, cobbled together from plaster and bamboo, should not have been there, as they had been banned in the wake of the Mutiny by an anxious government wanting to preserve a clear field of fire if the (originally) seven islands of Bombay were ever attacked from the west. But the city itself had been little troubled by the 1857 revolt. So, in the euphoria of the cotton boom, these temporary summer cottages, festooned with bunting, had become essential features of expatriate community life – retreats where le tout Bombay went to bask in the cool breezes off the Back Bay when the main residential area around the Fort became too hot.

Although immediately struck by the ‘blazing beauty’ of the place, with its rustling palm trees, darting dhows and dazzling blue sky, Lockwood was not prepared for the turmoil he found. The immediate symptom was that neither the Art School nor the house which went with his job was ready for occupation. So, for a short while, as the thermometer inched its way up towards the start of the monsoon season, the Kiplings had to make their home in one of these rudimentary banglás (the Hindustani word from which we derive ‘bungalow’).

He soon learnt that Bombay was in the middle of a severe local economic crisis. Shortly before he and Alice arrived, the city’s

bubble had burst: inflation had already been rising dangerously, when the Back Bay Company, an ambitious investors’ scheme to reclaim 1500 acres of land from the sea, failed in 1864. Then, in May 1865, the month the Kiplings reached India, came news of the North’s final victory over the rebel South in the United States. Within a year, after Britain again started importing American cotton, Bombay was reeling from the effects: several leading businesses went bankrupt, including the Bank of Bombay, which had defied London by committing the funds of the local government, one of its shareholders, to the controversial land reclamation project.

At the same time British India was still struggling to come to terms with the aftermath of the Mutiny. One immediate effect had been the ending of the last remnants of political power enjoyed by the East India Company. The 1858 Government of India Act put the country under the control of a viceroy, responsible to a secretary of state and ultimately to Parliament in London. Less obviously, a new post-revolt attitude towards Britain’s imperial responsibilities was evolving. Until now, the utilitarian principles which inspired most Victorian institutional reforms at home and abroad had been interpreted paternalistically to require the greatest good for the greatest number of all India’s inhabitants. Thus the ritual burning of widows, known as sati, had been banned, and thuggees, or religiously motivated brigands, suppressed. Although English had been adopted as India’s official language of instruction as a result of the historian Thomas Macaulay’s uncompromising 1835 minute, the underlying liberal assumption was that education would enable the British and Indian middle classes to work together, leading one day to the sub-continent’s self-rule.

But the Mutiny led to a rethinking of this approach, even if the full effects were not felt until the 1870s when conservatives with impeccably utilitarian pedigrees such as John Strachey, who was on the Viceroy’s Executive Council from 1868, and James Fitzjames Stephen, the Law Member from 1869 to 1873, held sway.

The new mood, already apparent in 1865, was that earlier reforms had helped precipitate the Mutiny by introducing inappropriate Western models of social change and so undermining the authority of the Indian ruling classes who were the Raj’s natural allies. The British administration now became more conventionally ‘Orientalist’, emphasising the timelessness and traditions of the East. Although, at one level, this approach did at least require the new ‘competition-wallahs’ now entering the Civil Service to try to understand Indian culture better, more generally it reinforced racial stereotypes about the backwardness of native customs and encouraged a more distant and authoritarian style of rule.1

Lockwood Kipling discovered an interesting variation on this debate in the rarified world of the Indian art establishment. Though recruited to help with Bombay’s municipal construction programme, he owed his presence in India, in more general terms, to a late flowering of old-style liberal utilitarianism. Fearing that the artisanal skills which had so impressed Henry Cole at the
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