 Kaplan

'S FIRST VISIT TO AMERICA

Ao Kipuixe landed in San Francisco on May 28, 1889 (exactly cleven
dfter Robert Louis Stevenson sailed through the Golden Gate for Samoa),
complete unknown. But he had been a newspaper man all of his young
d be got around quickly. The next two Sunday issues of the San Francisco
er printed intervicws with the “bronzed featured, darkeyed man, scarcely
ay years of age” (He was twenty-three.)
Bailey Millard claims to be the first American reporter to have inter-
traveler from India, He says that Kipling, “like a true Britisher”, walked
t the Palace Hotel from the Pacific Mail dock. Millard went to the
und “A dark litle man, ith a round head, a good-natured countenance,

6 0 bed with him—a man of no account; just  plain travelling Englishman’.
himself, Millard “procecded to cxploit him, though the likelibood
anything worth while out of an obscure and doubrless barnacled Beitisher
small.”
ing was asked what he thought of San Francisco, and Millard reconstrscts

have seen it of it, but it is hallowed ground to me because of Bret Harte."
&Mx-n-mallml:lhuH:m,Imdmdl peopl
5 bk huoy e fo el f e ity o gy
Pt e yet, when it is known that Pat McCarren of Eurcka and
bullt the fence, they keep the bits of redwood as souveniss.”
G am glad 10 hear that,” he |...Ln=a Bt 1 bave heasd that youe pegle rsnt
it cxpatriation—his long st
&,"wnd::uply,h:umnhuleerH:mmmwrmng e strange
s, The Californian of today dislikes w read in one of Mr. Harte's sories
Sacramento Valley is a naked plain, when, as a matter of fact, it is all covered
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with orchards, vineyards and grain fields. They feel that Mr. Harte has been
S v g, hat b e o e g i i ene e
““There may be something in that,” he ssid: “but a true arcist can always paiot ve
well at a long distance from his landscapes. Harte has done so well in
his work is so highly appreciated I.h:re. that 1 should think you might lec him sy &
our side and wark out his own destin
Kipling continued to discuss Hzm. waxing eloquent over “The Luck
Roaring Camp,” “Mliss”, and “The Outcasts of Poker Flat,” and he did not depat
from the ground he had taken or acknowledge the point that was made when
was told that these storics, which were Harte's best work, and upon which his fi
was based, were all written in California and that he had done nothing in Engl
@ compare with them. This talk led to an argument on the subject of
appreciation of American literature and vice versa, and it was agreed that the ha
view of exotic writing was gencrally a very narrow one. It was characteristic of i
Briton, however, that Kipling did not seem o care what view was taken of
lterature by Americans:

Mr. Kipling has celebrated our Bret Harte interview in his American
throughout which he exhibits 2 pasitve genius for rcporting the thing whi
For some oceult purpose he makes me say foolishly uhm “Bret Harte claims
but California docsn't claim Bret Harte." This is a very handy hook upon wh
g, b cpgasin, T e Lol 0 i tht peopte it 4 povrinc M
that”

Millard says, however, that he was atracted by Kipling and his
though he was not convinced of his grear culture. Kipling was cloquent for
minutes at a time, but he was morc given to inquiry than to imparting info
‘The two newspaper men walked along Market and Kearney Streets that night i
“picked up a late wandering friend . . who, because he knew all about Am
politics, greatly intcrested Kipling. . .. 1 had never known a forcigner who.
many questions, and such strange ones, about American affairs. Some of d
scemed inspircd and toched the very heart of our ccanomic system, but for the
part they were naive enough.”

In later meetings, walking and talking with the visitor, Bailey Millan
scrved that the prodigal free-lunch system of the saloons appealed strongly ta K
ling, and that he “went everywhere while he was herc, at least, everywhere he g
see a pretty face.”

As Kipling would have said: That is another story. Between 1898 and I
Millard wrote at least six articles on Kipling in San Francisco, and in two of
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epeated. himsclf practically word for word. We cannot know what Kipling
n San Francisco, but we can know what he wrote. Nor need we rely on the
sively edited From Sea To Sea, published in 18%9. We can go back to the
(191) American Notes, the San Francisco Chronicle of January 18, 1891, or,
ety o The Pioneer of Allshabad (India) of November 30, 189, Writing to
er that was subsidizing his 1rip half.way around the world, Kipling started
American letter—on San Francisco—with a quotation from Bret Harte:

Serenc, indifferent o fate,

Thou sitest at the western gate,

Thou secst the white scas fold their tents

Oh warder of two Contincns.

Thou drawest all things small and great

To thee beside the western gate.

Thisis what Bret Hlarte bas written of the great city of San Francisco, and for the

mare
B ot o st i conimnig i e e

ttad by American eyes. San Francisco is 2 mad city—a ciy inhabited for the
Rt 7 iy oo pine W wonen e of rearkae by Wi
iy of ekin seamed through the Galden Gate T beheld with great oy that

o ed the mouth of the “fincst harbour in the world, Sir," i
by two guaboats from Hongkeng with safety, comfort and despatch.  Also
o0t a single American vessl of war in the harbour. This may sound blood-
but remember | had come with a_ grievance upon me, the grievance of the

books.

0.2 reporter leaped aboard and ere I could gasp held me in his toils, He pumped
B i cime 1 wae going ashore, demanding, of il hinge in the wodld, pews sbout
journalism. 1t s an awful thing to cter 3 new land with a lie on your lips.
the truth 1 the evilminded Custom-house man who turned my most sacred
an a floor composed of stable refuse and pine splinters but the reporter over-
ed me not so much by his poignant audacity as his beautiful ignorance. T am
now that 1 did not tell more lics as | passed into a city of three hundred thousand

ing’s remarks on San Francisco (and on America) are no kindlier and
gre disilusioning than the comments of the average intelligent British visitor to
Allan Nevins says, “In all the centurylong literature of the subject o
passages show. greater vividness and stylistc felicity than those of
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Kipling.” Although he criticized Americans for their rawnesses, he praiscd whete
praise was duc. Perhaps he was harsh on the subject of journalism and reporen
Fresh from a caste society, where AngloIndians were the ruling class and we
obliged—in publi, at least—to be decorous and restrained, the young Kipling v
shaken by the violence, the overinquisitiveness, and the exhibitionism of song
American newspapers.

The sccond letter from San Francisco, never reprinted in America, or in a
of Kipling’s books, appeared in the Allakabad Pioneer on December 7, 1859, Thi
is the full text:

There are three great centres in America—San Francisco, Chicago, and New York:
These three are administered by the alien for the alien—by the Irishman for his v
interests and those of the German. And the rule of the Democracy is a rule of iron.
The newspapers must bow to the power that controls the vote: and they bow wi
reverence. The Cronin murder at Chicago will be an old story by the time these lies
reach you. 1 have seen paper after paper from Chicago, New York and in San Fran
cisco dutfully suggesting that the murder was a “put up” business arranged by the
British Government to discredit the Irish cause. The more outspoken journals vack
tated pitifully between their desire to condemn the murderer and at the same time
refrain from offending Irish susceptbiliies. And they were the journals of a fre
country, helping, it may be presumed, in the work of government. Wherefore they
came 1o heel like whipped hounds at the bidding of the power that controlled them.

And, indeed, they were fit for no beter fate. Within the past few weeks T h
learned what it s to be ashamed of my profession. To their credit be it said that th
trrsge Amerkan jouralic caims aoy idn of ssching. o slenyiog i public
Mol i I et ofPekepi i v i oW i responsible for e
‘morals of the people. We give ‘em what they ws tlemen not in the profes
Reve S s thes papers L e band, o e ciowdl i e o < g
was clevating the people. I prefer to believe the journalists. They are res
for publications which are lively and perfect images of a purposcless Hell. With i

expose vitals of the sier, o they dres their murder cass for the world to stre uen
Tt s o fault of thers if they miss a single sob, squeak or gasp of the day's tale of e
Distegarding such clementary pity as allows a stricken beast to get to his lair and dg
in peace, they send their brazen representatives to hunt down the relatives of the
and most notorious criminal, that the world may know how murderer Smith los
when he was a baby or a boy courting his first love. This s enterprise.

In scorn of common decency they judge and condemn the accused before a jury
been empanellcd, trying a case day by day with the gaiety of a legally-appointed
and the ignorance of the half-educated. For the sake of advertisement they
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tives of their own to hunt down or out or into doubly<onfused confusion the
of the hoor. And the i s called They pub

may be taken as representiog public opinion, though everybody says they
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donf. oo, e find 2 on descended from Anglo-Saxon stock compelled to o
spatter so many times per annum the land of its birth by order of an alien who dia
not happen to ‘\ppm\: of the aforesaid land. The vituperative skitdes may or may
find its way w England, where it docs no harm beyond helping to still further
our decaying specch: but what is the cffect on the average American citizen? Doss
‘without exception know that it is all play—ugly play because it is compulsory, but
i i ok i b Pl iy o ol ol i e Seeden MRS
very much like to find out. At present I cannot understand.

Side by side with this thoroughgoing it it ol things British,
prophecs o musiny I Idia, il o the Quee, . pinstaking mispich
of all our motives, exists an exquisite self-consciousness that shrieks aloud at a br
of criticism from the altogether d:;pxmblc and of no account little island. e
gratia. There s a paper called Puck in New York which answers in some measuel
Punch. A Saturday Reviewer wound up his weary tale of books not so long sgo!
hastly noting three or four yolumes of light work by American authors. The ool
did not occupy more than twenty or thirty lines altgether. These lines, Puck, a
paper, took for the text of a lengthy article headed “English Opinion on Ameri
Literature.” The books represented America as much as the apinion represented E
land; but that was good enough for Peck, who waxed very serious over the mat
and from the first to the tenth-rate journal this note of uneasiness runs withot bre
The leading journals of New York will devote time and space that is pres
valuable to rebuking a President’s son for being “overcome by monarchical influen
the said son on a European tour merely having made himself pleasant, as every iman
the world should do, to his bosts. This is provincialism, rank, untamed, contempif
but ymhcu:

Some day circumstances will call these journals to account for making fools o i
clientele. It is not useful in season and out of season to pander to every form of
that grows in the breast of a nation—to tell the town that there was never finer
on the sod—the village that there was never sturdier commune—the man that th
was never better citizen—or the author and poet that they excel their brethren thr
out the carth. Because the carth is a very big place, stocked with some remarkll
large men, and the end of these dreamings is an uncomfortable awakening or, f ol
least the lowering of selfrespect. A parish tucked away in the fold of some
hillside may be justified in believing in its awn virtucs 10 the exclusion of all o
but a big country is not a parish,

G W B e e a1

As these things are written, the great American nation hae learned that theic
gates at Berlin have settled with Prince Bismarck the international control of affuiny
Samoa, and are very much disposed to believe that America in the matter has got i
best of Germany, T fancy they will be undeceived later on: but that is beside the. ques
tion. The visible result is vastly entertaining. With one consent the newspapers dil
ishly joyed at their country's plunge ino the tronbled waters of continental diplon
and are at one in declaring that never have such skilled negotiators (American) &
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they cry,

ogai

thei pesence whisling, his at on s head, his hnds in his pockes and unin-

e insoence in his resles eye. “ ams o man, a great, big, grownup, live mar
me cuss,” says he. And be cusses.

“Run along and grow, my son” answer the seniors, "Come back in 3 licle time
ell s all about it

And now to get back to the first letter and Frank Bailey Millard. This is
gs version of what happened:

Bt iy A o ekt me vl | gl f e iy, o

Hare clams Calfoni, bt Calfornia doa't

. He's been s long in England that he's quite English. Have you

our Cracker-factories or the new offices of the Examiner?” He could not under-

5 i cuide o he cy was ot 4 et e e tha the ks T
curse the people with a provincialism so vast as this.

It has been reported more than once, and denied just as often, that Kipling

ed on this or that San Francisco newspaper. That he did is extremely un-

His visit was brief—several wecks—and he was ot short of money; nor did

pressed for money until he settled in London, in the fall of 1889, How-

e appears to have been a frequent visitor to editorial affices, and it is not sur-

that aging reporters seem to recollect that Kipling worked with them. For
Charles Kenmore Ulrich, of the old Sen Francisco Chronicle says:

the few days he [Kipling] served as reporter on the Chronicle staf he
od his copy at a table to my left, and 1 obscrved that he wrote laboriously with 2
o unnedmmhmlthtand was 10 tcar-sighted that he scemed to bury his face

muy o oy i . b Coltned by g i et . e

ol much rather do a cock fight. Bally

ol be grumbled again as he e wack. Tl i, b tirnod ia b copy

o vanished without 2 word.

night Kipling entcred the office in considerable excitemenr.

at me, he growled angrily. It developed later that he had submitted several manu-

sories to Frank Pisley, then editor of the Argonaut, and that they had been re-

to him with regrets as unavailable for publication in the columns of that once




