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Quotations
The sorely tried Mother got my sister and me season-tickets for the old South
Kensington Museum which was only across the road... There were ... a big bluish book
which was the manuscript of one of Dickens’ novels*. That man seemed to me to have
written very carelessly; leaving out lots which he had to squeeze in between the lines
afterwards. (SOM, 43-4)
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Dickens never did better work than his American Notes and the more | get to know
the land, the more do | stand astounded at my own moderation ... (Letter to William

Ernest Henley, 19 January 1893, in Pinney, 86)

I was well beaten and sent to school through the streets of Southsea with the

placard ‘Liar’ between my shoulders. (SOM, 42)

This lapse was excusable, because in the interval he had been introduced by Aunty
Rosa to two very impressive things — an abstraction called God, the intimate friend and
ally of Aunty Rosa, generally believed to live behind the kitchen-range because it was
hot there — and a dirty brown book filled with unintelligible dots and marks. Punch
was always anxious to oblige everybody. He therefore welded the story of the Creation
on to what he could recollect of his Indian fairy tales, and scandalised Aunty Rosa by
repeating the result to Judy. Itwas asin, a grievous sin, and Punch was talked to for a
guarter of an hour. He could not understand where the iniquity came in, but was
careful not to repeat the offence, because Aunty Rosa told him that God had heard every
word he had said and was very angry. If this were true why didn't God come and say
so, thought Punch, and dismissed the matter from his mind. Afterwards he learned to
know the Lord as the only thing in the world more awful than Aunty Rosa — as a
Creature that stood in the background and counted the strokes of the cane. (BBBS,
268-9)

He put the brown book in the cupboard where his school-books lived and
accidentally tumbled out a venerable volume, without covers, labelled Sharpe’s
Magazine. There was the most portentous picture of a Griffin on the first page, with
verses below. The Griffin carried off one sheep a day from a German village, till a man
came with a ‘falchion 'and split the Griffin open. Goodness only knew what a falchion
was, but there was the Griffin and his history was an improvement upon the eternal
Cat.

‘This,” said Punch, ‘means things, and now | will know all about everything in all
the world.” He read till the light failed, not understanding a tithe of the meaning, but

tantalised by glimpses of new worlds hereafter to be revealed. (BBBS, 270)

As soon as Punch could string a few pot-hooks together he wrote to Bombay,

demanding by return of post ‘all the books in all the world’. Papa could not comply
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with this modest indent, but sent Grimm’s Fairy Tales and a Hans Andersen. That
was enough. If he were only left alone Punch could pass, at any hour he chose, into a
land of his own, beyond reach of Aunty Rosa and her God, Harry and his teasements,
and Judy'’s claims to be played with. (BBBS, 271)

At this point Harry entered and stood afar off, eyeing Punch, a disheveled heap in
the corner of the room, with disgust.

You're a liar — a young liar,’ said Harry, with great unction, ‘and you're to have tea
down here because you're not fit to speak to us. And you're not to speak Judy again till
Mother gives you leave. You'll corrupt her. You're only fit to associate with the
servant. Mother says so.’

Having reduced Punch to a second agony of tears, Harry departed upstairs with the
news that Punch was still rebellious.

Uncle Harry sat uneasily in the dining-room. ‘Damn it all, Rosa,’ said he at last,
‘can’t you leave the child alone? He’s a good enough little chap when | meet him.’

‘He puts on his best manners with you, Henry,’ said Aunty Rosa, ‘but I'm afraid, I'm
very much afraid, that he is the Black Sheep of the family.’

Harry heard and stored up the name for future use. Judy cried till she was bidden
to stop, her brother not being worth tears; and the evening concluded with the return of
Punch to the upper regions and a private sitting at which all the blinding horrors of Hell
were revealed to Punch with such store of imagery as Aunty Rosa’s narrow mind
possessed.

Most grievous of all was Judy’s round-eyed reproach, and Punch went to bed in the
depths of the Valley of Humiliation. He shared his room with Harry and knew the
torture in store. For an hour and a half he had to answer that young gentleman’s
guestions as to his motives for telling a lie, and a grievous lie, the precise quantity of
punishment inflicted by Aunty Rosa, and had also to profess his deep gratitude for such

religious instruction as Harry thought fit to impart. (BBBS, 273)

Not altogether, O Punch, for when young lips have drunk deep of the bitter waters
of Hate, Suspicion, and Despair, all the Love in the world will not wholly take away that
knowledge; though it may turn darkened eyes for a while to the light, and teach Faith

where no Faith was. (BBBS, 288)

Dickenson's Weekly (LTF, 41)
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Dick had instinctively sought running water for a comfort to his mood of mind. He
was leaning over the Embankment wall, watching the rush of the Thames through the
arches of Westminster Bridge....

The fog was driven apart for a moment, and the sun shone, a blood-red wafer, on
the water. Dick watched the spot till he heard the voice of the tide between the piers
die down like the wash of the sea at low tide....

‘Ye-es. No. This. Where have you come from?’

‘Over there.’” He pointed eastward through the fog. ‘And you?’

‘Oh, I’'m in the north — the black north, across all the Park. | am very busy.’

‘What do you do?’

‘I paint agreatdeal. That's all | have todo. (LTF, 46)

Here, for the first time , it happened that the night got into my head. (SOM, 43).

The ex-butler could not understand why | had stayed awake all night. | did not
know then that such night-wakings wuld be laid upon me through my life; or that my
fortunate hour would be on the turn of sunrise, with a sou’-west breeze afoot. (SOM,
43)

Dore might have drawn it! Zola could describe it — this spectacle of sleeping
thousands in the moonlight and in the shadow of the Moon. The roof-tops are
crammed with men, women, and children; and the air is full of undistinguishable noises.
They are restless in the City of Dreadful Night; and small wonder. The marvel is that
they can even breathe. If you gaze intently at the multitude, you can see that they are
almost as uneasy as a daylight crowd; but the tumult is subdued. Everywhere, in the
strong light, you can watch the sleepers turning to and fro; shifting their beds and again
resettling them. In the pit-like court-yards of the houses there is the same movement.
(CODN, 286)

Several weeks of darkness pass after this. For the Moon has gone out. The very
dogs are still, and | watch for the first light of the dawn before making my way
homeward. Again the noise of shuffling feet. The morning call is about to begin, and
my night watch is over. ‘Allah ho Akbar! Allah ho Akbar!" The east grows gray, and
presently saffron; the dawn wind comes up as though the Muezzin had summoned it;
and, as one man, the City of Dreadful Night rises from its bed and turns its face towards

the dawning day. With return of life comes return of sound. First a low whisper, then a
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deep bass hum; for it must be remembered that the entire city is on the house-tops. My
eyelids weighed down with the arrears of long deferred sleep, | escape from the Minar
through the courtyard and out into the square beyond, where the sleepers have risen,
stowed away the bedsteads, and are discussing the morning hookah. The minute’s
freshness of the air has gone, and it is as hot as at first.

‘Will the Sahib, out of his kindness, make room?’ What is it? Something borne on
men’s shoulders comes by in the half-light, and | stand back. A woman'’s corpse going
down to the burning-ghat, and a bystander says, ‘She died at midnight from the heat.’
So the city was of Death as well as Night after all. (CODN, 288)

Now even in the Bliss Cottage | had a vague notion of an Irish boy, born in India
and mixed up with native life. | went as far as to make him the son of a private in an
Irish Battalion, and christened him ‘Kim’ of the ‘Rishti’ — short, that is, for Irish. This
done, | felt like Mr Micawber* that | had as good as paid that 10U on the future, and
went after other things for some years. (SOM, 115)

‘Gently — gently,” the man replied, and from a drawer under the table dealt a
half-handful of clattering trifles into the tray.

‘Now,’ said the child, waving an old newspaper. ‘Look on them as long as thou wilt,
stranger. Count and, if need be, handle. One look is enough for me.” He turned his
back proudly.

‘But what is the game?’

‘When thou hast counted and handled and art sure that thou canst remember them
all, I cover them with this paper, and thou must tell over the tally to Lurgan Sahib. |
will write mine.’

‘Oah! The instinct of competition waked in his breast. He bent over the tray.
There were but fifteen stones on it. ‘That is easy,” he said after a minute. The child
slipped the paper over the winking jewels and scribbled in a native account-book.

‘There are under that paper five blue stones — one big, one smaller, and three
small,” said Kim, all in haste. ‘There are four green stones, and one with a hole in it;
there is one yellow stone that | can see through, and one like a pipe-stem. There are
two red stones, and — and — | made the count fifteen, but two | have forgotten. No!
Give me time. One was of ivory, little and brownish; and — and — give me time...’

‘One — two' — Lurgan Sahib counted him out up to ten. Kim shook his head.

‘Hear my count! the child burst in, trilling with laughter. ‘First, are two flawed

sapphires — one of two ruttees and one of four as | should judge. The four-ruttee
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sapphire is chipped at the edge. There is one Turkestan turquoise, plain with black
veins, and there are two inscribed — one with a Name of God in gilt, and the other being
cracked across, for it came out of an old ring, | cannot read. We have now all five blue
stones. Four flawed emeralds there are, but one is drilled in two places, and one is a
little carven —

‘Their weights?’ said Lurgan Sahib impassively.

‘Three — five — five — and four ruttees as | judge it. There is one piece of old
greenish pipe amber, and a cut topaz from Europe. There is one ruby of Burma, of two
ruttees, without a flaw, and there is a balas-ruby, flawed, of two ruttees. There is a
carved ivory from China representing a rat sucking an egg; and there is last — ah ha! —
a ball of crystal as big as a bean set on a gold leaf.’

He clapped his hands at the close.

‘He is thy master,’ said Lurgan Sahib, smiling.

‘Huh! He knew the names of the stones,” said Kim, flushing. ‘Try again! With
common things such as he and | both know.’

They heaped the tray again with odds and ends gathered from the shop, and even
the kitchen, and every time the child won, till Kim marvelled.

‘Bind my eyes — let me feel once with my fingers, and even then | will leave thee
opened-eyed behind,” he challenged.

Kim stamped with vexation when the lad made his boast good.

‘If it were men — or horses,’ he said, ‘I could do better. This playing with tweezers
and knives and scissors is too little.’

‘Learn first — teach later,’ said Lurgan Sahib. ‘Is he thy master?’

‘Truly. But how is it done?’

‘By doing it many times over till it is done perfectly — for it is worth doing.’

The Hindu boy, in highest feather, actually patted Kim on the back.

‘Do not despair,’ he said. ‘I myself will teach thee.’

‘And | will see that thou art well taught,” said Lurgan Sahib, still speaking in the
vernacular, ‘for except my boy here — it was foolish of him to buy so much white arsenic
when, if he had asked, | could have given it — except my boy here | have not in a long
time met with one better worth teaching. And there are ten days more ere thou canst
return to Lucknao where they teach nothing — at the long price. We shall, I think, be
friends.’

They were a most mad ten days, but Kim enjoyed himself too much to reflect on
their craziness. In the morning they played the Jewel Game — sometimes with

veritable stones, sometimes with piles of swords and daggers, sometimes with
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photo-graphs of natives. Through the afternoons he and the Hindu boy would mount
guard in the shop, sitting dumb behind a carpet-bale or a screen and watching Mr
Lurgan’s many and very curious visitors. There were small Rajahs, escorts coughing
in the veranda, who came to buy curiosities — such as phonographs and mechanical
toys. There were ladies in search of necklaces, and men, it seemed to Kim — but his
mind may have been vitiated by early training — in search of the ladies; natives from
independent and feudatory Courts whose ostensible business was the repair of broken
necklaces — rivers of light poured out upon the table — but whose true end seemed to
be to raise money for angry Maharanees or young Rajahs. There were Babus to whom
Lurgan Sahib talked with austerity and authority, but at the end of each interview he
gave them money in coined silver and currency notes. There were occasional
gatherings of long-coated theatrical natives who discussed metaphysics in English and
Bengali, to Mr Lurgan’s great edification. He was always interested in religions. At
the end of the day, Kim and the Hindu boy — whose name varied at Lurgan’s pleasure
— were expected to give a detailed account of all that they had seen and heard — their
view of each man’s character, as shown in his face, talk, and manner, and their notions
of his real errand. After dinner, Lurgan Sahib’s fancy turned more to what might be
called dressing-up, in which game he took a most informing interest. He could paint
faces to a marvel; with a brush-dab here and a line there changing them past
recognition. The shop was full of all manner of dresses and turbans, and Kim was
apparelled variously as a young Mohammedan of good family, an oilman, and once —
which was a joyous evening — as the son of an Oudh landholder in the fullest of full
dress. Lurgan Sahib had a hawk’s eye to detect the least flaw in the make-up; and lying
on a worn teak-wood couch, would explain by the half-hour together how such and such
a caste talked, or walked, or coughed, or spat, or sneezed, and, since ‘hows’ matter little
in this world, the ‘why’ of everything. The Hindu child played this game clumsily. That
little mind, keen as an icicle where tally of jewels was concerned, could not temper itself
to enter another’s soul; but a demon in Kim woke up and sang with joy as he put on the

changing dresses, and changed speech and gesture therewith. (Kim, 204-7)

I was plentifully assured, viva voce and in the Press cuttings — which is a drug
that | do not recommend to the young — that ‘nothing since Dickens’ compared with my
‘meteoric rise to fame,’ etc. (But | was more or less inoculated, if not immune, to the

coarser sorts of print.) (SOM, 85)
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