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RUDYARD KIPLING
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INTRODUCTION

RUDYABD KreLine was born in Bombay, India, on De-
cember 30, 1865, the son of John Lockwood Kipling, a
noted artist, and Alice MacDonald Kipling. john Kl? g
was an authority on Indian art and was director of the
British art school at Bombay. Rudyard, as was the custom
of the day, was raised by Ayahs, native nurses who in-
structed the boy in Hindustanee; his parents taught him
his pative tongue. It was during his early years as a child
in India that this impressionable Anglo-Indian absorbed
the customs, peculiarities, and “essence” of India which
became the hallmark of his most famous works. In 1876,
Kipling was sent to school in England. Upon his return
to Indija at the age of seventeen, he became a sub-editor
of the Lahore Civil and Military Gazette.

In 1886, Kipling published Departmental Ditties, a
collection of topical verse; he followed this a year later

.. with Plain Tales from the Hills, a collection of short

‘sketches and stories. These initial volumes derived from
“Bllers” written for the Gazette. During the next two

“years, he brought out, in slim, paper-backed volumes,

Soldiers Three, The Story of the Gadsbys, In Black and
White, Under the Deodars, The Phantom 'Rickshaw, and

Wee Willie Winkie. These stories, along with Soldiers
. -3




4 Introduction

Three, revealed to the critics and reading public a new

master of fiction.
From 1887 to 1889, Kipling traveled in India, China,

E})an, and America, from which he sent back letters to
is newspaper in Lahore. Reaching London in 1890, he
found himself already famous.

Before settling permanently in England, Kipling lived
in the United States for four years. In 1892, he was mar-
ried to Caroline Starr Balestier, with whose brother, Wol-
cott Balestier, he collaborated on Naulahka (1891).

Kipling’s best-known and most popular books, in addi
tion to The Light That Failed (1890), are Ballads and
Barrack-Room Ballads (1890), The Jungle Books (1894-
1895), Captains Courageous (1897), and Kim (1901).
The latter is still considered by many critics to be the
best picture of India ever written. _

Atl:is death at the age of seventy, Kipling was inter-
nationally known. His collected works included over forty
volumes; he had received almost every cultural and lLit-
erary honor the world could bestow. In 1907, he had be-
come the first Englishman to receive the Nobel Prize for
literature. Today,%n‘s works are enjoying a critical revival,
and his ballads celebrating the brotherhood of man, the
universality of human dignity, and the archetypal soli-

. darity of mankind in the face of adversity are as popular
as they ever were. B
The Light that Failed was Kipling’s first novel and was =

strongly autobiographical in content. One critic and blog=

rapher has suggested that the autobiography becomes s

heavy that it actually interferes with the telling of the
story. When first published in a periodical, work
contained a “ha&py ending” which did not ring true.
However, when the work a; peared in book form months
later, Kipling had changecf the ending to an apptm

. ately tragic one. It remains one of Kipﬁng‘s most en o
ing works.

e other novels of the nineteenth century, it con-
tains the sentimental elements of a sensitive young boy
who is not understood by those who are raising
There is the harsh foster parent and the cruel schooling,
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as exemplified so well in David Copperfield. The young
hero in The Light that Failed has talent in art, and as
David Copperfield does with his writing, he gains a cer-
tain amount of fame from his abilities. However, unlike
Dickens’ famous hero, Kipling’s does not find happiness
in the end in the arms of a good woman like Agnes. Kip-
ling’s final, somewhat self-indulgent statement is that:
“The Lord is a just and terrible God with a very strong
sense of humor.” Yet, despite the self-pity and senti-
mental irony, there remains something compelling about
Kipling's work.

Perhaps this appeal might be explained by the com-
ment of a recent critic who concluded: “When we con-
sider this story soberly, we see that it is—like Hardy’s
Jude the Obscure, or D. H. Lawrence’s Lady Chatterly’s
Lover—a novel with great faults which is at the same
time the plain work of genius.”

BN



DEDICATION

Ir I were hanged on the highest hill,
Mother 0’ mine, O mother 0’ minel

1 know whose love would follow me still,
Mother o’ mine, O mother 0’ minel

If I were drowned in the deepest sea,
Mother o’ mine, O mother 0’ minel

I know whose tears would come down to me,
Mother o’ mine, O mother 0’ minel

If I were damned of body and soul,
I know whose prayers would make me whole,
Mother 0’ mine, O mother 0’ minel



Chapter 1

So we settled it all when the storm was done
As comf’y as comf’y could be;

And I was to wait in the barn, my dears,
Because I was only three,

And Teddy would run to the rainbow’s foot,
Because he was five and a man;

And that's how it all began, my dears,
And that’s how it all began.

—Big Barn Stories.

“WHAT do you think she’d do if she caught us? We
oughtn’t to have it, you know,” said Maisie.

“Beat me, and lock you up in your bedroom,” Dick
answered, without hesitation. “Have you got the car-
tridges?” v

“Yes; they’re in my pocket, but they are joggling hor-
ribly. Do pin-fire cartridges go off of their own accord?”

“Don’t know. Take the revolver, if you are afraid, and
let me carry them.”

“I'm not afraid.” Maisie strode forward swiftly, a hand
in her pocket and her chin in the air. Dick followed with
a small pin-fire revolver.

The children had discovered that their lives would
be unendurable without pistol-practice. After much fore-
thought and self-denial, Dick had saved seven shillings
and sixpence, the price of a badly-constructed Belgian
revolver. Maisie could only contribute half a crown to the
syndicate for the purchase of a hundred cartridges.
“You can save better than I can, Dick,” she explained;
*I like nice things to eat, and it doesn’t matter to you.
Besides, boys ought to do these things.”

Dick grumbled a little at the arrangement, but went
out and made the purchases, which the children were
then on their way to test. Revolvers did not lie in the
scheme of their daily life as decreed for them by the
guardian who was incorrectly supposed to stand in the

7



8 The Light that Failed

place of a mother to these two orphans. Dick had been
under her care for six years, during which time she had
made her profit of the allowances supposed to be ex-
pended on his clothes, and, partly through thoughtless-
ness, partly through a natural desire to pain,—she was
a widow of some years anxious to marry again,—had
made his days burdensome on his young shoulders.
Where he had looked for love, she gave him first aver-
sion and then hate. Where he, growing older, had sought
a little sympathy, she gave him ridicule. The many hours
that she could spare from the ordering of her small
house she devoted to what she called the home-training
of Dick Heldar, Her religion, manufactured in the main
by her own intelligence and a keen study of the Serip-
tures, was an aid to her in this matter. At such times as
she herself was not personally displeased with Dick, she
left him to understand that he had a heavy account to
settle with his Creator; wherefore Dick learned to loathe
his God as intensely as he loathed Mrs. Jennett; and this
is not a wholesome frame of mind for the young. Since
she chose to regard him as a hopeless liar, when dread
of pain drove him to his first untruth he naturally de-
veloped into a liar, but an economical and self-contained
one, never throwing away the least unnecessary fib, and
never hesitating at the blackest, were it only plausible,
that might make his life a little easier. The treatment
taught him at least the power of living alone,—a power
that was of service to him when he went to a public
school and the boys laughed at his clothes, which were
poor in quality and much mended. In the holidays he
returned to the teachings of Mrs. Jennett, and, that the
chain of discipline might not be weakened by associa-
tion with the world, was generally beaten, on one count
or ?nother, before he had been twelve hours under her
roof.

The autumn of one year brought him a companion in
bondage, a long-haired, grey-eyed little atom, as self-
contained as himself, who moved about the house si-

lently and for the first few weeks spoke only to the
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goat that was her chiefest friend on earth and lived in
the back-garden. Mrs. Jennett objected to the goat on the
grounds that he was un-Christian,—which he certainly
was. “Then,” said the atom, choosing her words very
deliberately, “I shall write to my lawyer-peoples and tell
them that you are a very bad woman. Amomma is mine,
mine, minel” Mrs. Jennett made a movement to the hall,
where certain umbrellas and canes stood in a rack. The
atom understood as clearly as Dick what this meant. “I
have been beaten before,” she said, still in the same pas-
sionless voice; “I have been beaten worse than you can
ever beat me. If you beat me I shall write to my law-
yer-peoples and tell them that you do not give me
enough to eat. I am not afraid of you.” Mrs. Jennett did
not go into the hall, and the atom, after a pause to as-
sure herself that all danger of war was past, went out,
to weep bitterly on Amomma’s neck.

. Dick learned to know her as Maisie, and at first mis-
trusted her profoundly, for he feared that she might in-
terfere with the small liberty of action left to him She
did not, however; and she volunteered no friendliness
until Dick had taken the first steps. Long before the hol-
idays were over, the stress of punishment shared in com-
mon drove the children together, if it were only to
play into each other’s hands as they prepared lies for
Mrs. Jennett’s use. When Dick returned to school, Maisie
whispered, “Now I shall be all alone to take care of my-
self; but,” and she nodded her head bravely, “I can do
it. You promised to send Amomma a grass collar. Send
it soon.” A week later she asked for that collar by return
of post, and was not pleased when she leamned that jt
took time to make. When at last Dick forwarded the
gift she forgot to thank him for it. .

Many holidays had come and gone since that day,
and Dick had grown into a lanky hobbledehoy more
than ever conscious of his bad clothes. Not for a mo-
ment had Mrs. Jennett relaxed her tender care of him, but

" the Aaverage canings of a public school—Dick fell under

Ppunishment about three times a month—flled him with
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contempt for her powers. “She doesn’t hurt,” he ex-
plained to Maisie, who urged him to rebellion, “and she
is kinder to you after she has whacked me.” Dick sham-
bled through the days unkept in body and savage in
soul, as the smaller boys of the school learned to know,
for when the spirit moved him he would hit them, cun-
ningly and with science. The same spirit made him more
than once try to tease Maisie, but the girl refused to be
made unhappy. “We are both miserable as it is,” said she.
“What is the use of trying to make things worse? Let’s
find things to do, and forget things.”

The pistol was the outcome of that search. It could
only be used on the muddiest foreshore of the beach,
far away from bathing-machines and pier-heads, below
the grassy slopes of Fort Keeling. The tide ran out
nearly two miles on that coast and the many-colored
mud-banks, touched by the sun, sent up a lamentable
smell of dead weed. It was late in the afternoon when
Dick and Maisie arrived on their ground, Amomma trot-
ting patiently behind them.

“Mfl” said Maisie, sniffing the air. “I wonder what
makes the sea so smelly. I don’t like it.” ‘ .

“You pever like anything that isn’t made just for you,”
said Dick, bluntly. “Give me the cartridges, and I'll try
first shot. How far does one of these little revolvers
carry?”

“Ob, half a mile,” said Maisie, promptly. “At least it
makes an awful noise. Be careful with the cartridges; I
don’t like those jagged stick-up things on the rim. Dick,
do be careful.”

“All right. I know how to load. I'll fire at the break-
water out there.”

He fired, and Amomma ran away bleating. The bullet:
threw up a spurt of mud to the right of the weed-
wreathed piles.

“Throws high and to the right. You try, Maisie. Mind,
it's loaded all round.”

Maisie took the pistol and stepped delicately to the
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verge of the mud, her hand firmly closed on the butt,
her mouth and left eye screwed up. Dick sat down on a
tuft of bank and laughed. Amomma returned very cau-
tiously. He was accustomed to strange experiences in his
aftemoon walks, and, finding the cartridge-box un-
guarded, made investigations with his nose. Maisie fired,
but could not see where the bullet went.

“I think it hit the post,” she said, shading her eyes and
looking out across the sailless sea.

“I know it has gone out to the Marazion Bell Buoy,”
said Dick, with a chuckle. “Fire low and to the left; then
perhaps youlll get it. Oh, look at Amommal—he’s eat-
ing the cartridges!” '

Maisie turned, the revolver in her hand, just in time
to see Amomma scampering away from the pebbles Dick
threw after him. Nothing is sacred to a billy-goat. Being
well fed and the adored of his mistress, Amomma had
naturally swallowed two loaded pin-fire cartridges.
Maisie hurried up to assure herself that Dick had not
miscounted the tale.

“Yes, he’s eaten two.”

“Horrid little beast! Then theyll joggle about inside
him and blow up, and serve him right. . . . Oh; Dickl
have I killed you?”

Revolvers are tricky things for young hands to deal
with. Maisie could not explain how it had happened, but
a veil of reeking smoke separated her from Dick, and
she was quite certain that the pistol had gone off in his
face. Then she heard him sputter, and dropped on her
knees beside him, crying, “Dick, you aren’t hurt, are
you? I didn’t mean it.” ‘

“Of course you didn’t,” said Dick, coming out of the
smoke and wiping his cheek. “But you nearly blinded
me. That powder stuff stings awfully.” A neat little
splash of grey lead on a stone showed where the bullet
had gone. Maisie began to whimper.

“Don't,” said Dick, jumping to his feet and shaking
himself. “I'm not a bit hurt.”
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“No, but I might have killed you,” protested Maisie,
the comers of her mouth drooping. “What should I have
done then?”

“Gone home and told Mrs. Jennett.” Dick grinned at
the thought; then, softening, “Please don’t worry about
it. Besides, we are wasting time. We've got to get back to
tea. I'll take the revolver for a bit.”

Maisie would have wept on the least encouragement,
but DicK’s indifference, albeit his hand was shaking as
he picked up the pistol, restrained her. She lay panting
on the beach while Dick methodically bombarded the
breakwater. “Got it at last!” he exclaimed, as a lock of
weed flew from the wood.

“Let me try,” said Maisie, imperiously. “I'm all right
now.”

They fired in turns till the rickety little revolver nearly
shook itself to pieces, and Amomma the outcast—be-
cause he might blow up at any moment—browsed
in the background and wondered why stones were .
thrown at him. Then they found a balk of timber float-
ing in a pool which was commanded by the seaward
slope of Fort Keeling, and they sat down together before
this new target.

“Next holidays,” said Dick, as the now thoroughly
fouled revolver kicked wildly in his hand, “we’ll get an-
other pistol,—central fire,—that will carry farther.”

“There won't be any next holidays for me,” said Maisie.
“I'm going away.”

“Where to?”

“I don’t know. My lawyers have written to Mrs. Jen-
nett, and I've got to be educated somewhere,—in
France, perhaps,—I dont know where; but I shall be
glad to go away.”

‘T shan't like it a bit. I suppose I shall be left. Look
here, Maisie, is it really true you're going? Then these
holidays will be the last I shall see anything of you; and
I go back to school next week. I wish”—

The young blood turned his cheeks scarlet. Maisie was -
picking grass-tufts and throwing them down the slope at
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a yellow sea-poppy nodding all by itself to the illimit-
able levels of the mud-flats and the milk-white sea be-

d.

yo‘t‘ll wish,” she said, after a pause, “that I could see you
again some time. You wish that too?”

“Yes, but it would have been better if—if—you had—
shot straight over there—down by the breakwater.”

Maisie looked with large eyes for a moment. And this
was the boy who only ten days before had decorated
Amomma’s horns with cut-paper ham-frills and turned
him out, a bearded derision, among the public ways!
-Then she dropped her eyes: this was not the boy.

“Don’t be stupid,” she said, reprovingly, and with
swift instinct attacked the side-issue. “How selfish you
arel Just think what I should have felt if that horrid
thing had killed you! I'm quite miserable enough al-
ready.”

“Why? Because you're going away from Mrs. Jennett?”

“No.”

“From me, then?”

No answer for a long time. Dick dared not look at
her. He felt, though he did not know, all that the past
four years had been to him, and this the more acutely
since he had no knowledge to put his feelings in words.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I suppose it is.”

“Maisie, you must know. I'm not supposing.”-

“Let’s go home,” said Maisie, weakly.

But Dick was not minded to retreat.

“T can’t say things,” he pleaded, “and I'm awfully
sorry for teasing you about Amomma the other day. It's
all different now, Maisie, can’t you see? And you might

.have told me that you were going, instead of leaving
me to find out.”

“You didn’t. I did tell. Oh, Dick, what’s the use of
worrying?”

“There isn’t any; but we've been together years and
years, and I didn’t know how much I cared.”

“I don’t believe you ever did care.”

“No, I didn't; but I do,~I care awfully now, Maisie,”
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he gulped,—“Maisie, darling, say you care too, please.

“I do; indeed I do; but it won’t be any use.”

“Why?”

“Because I am going away.”

“Yes, but if you promise before you go. Only say—
will you?” A second “darling” came to his lips more
easily than the first. There were few endearments in
Dick’s home or school life; he had to find them by in-
stinct. Dick caught the little hand blackened with the
escaped gas of the revolver.

“I promise,” she said, solemnly; “but if I care there is
no need for promising.”

“And you do care?” For the first time in the last few
minutes their eyes met and spoke for them who had no
skill in speech. . . .

“Oh, Dick, don’t] please don’t! It was all right when
we said good-morning; but now it’s all different!”
Amomma looked on from afar. He had seen his prop-
erty quarrel frequently, but he had never seen kisses ex-
changed before. The yellow sea-poppy was wiser, and
nodded its head approvingly. Considered as a kiss, that
was a failure, but since it was the first, other than those
demanded by duty, in all the world that either had ever
given or taken, it opened to them new worlds, and every
one of them glorious, so that they were lifted above the
consideration of any worlds at all, especially those in
which tea is necessary, and sat still, holding each other’s
hands and saying not a word.

“You can’t forget now,” said Dick at last. There was
that on his cheek that stung more than gunpowder.

“I shouldn’t have forgotten anyhow,” said Maisie, and
they looked at each other and saw that each was
changed from the companion of an hour ago to a won-
der and a mystery they could not understand. The sun
began to set, and a night-wind thrashed along the bents
of the foreshore.

“We shall be awfully late for tea,” said Maisie. “Let’s go
home.”

“Let’s use the rest of the cartridges first,” said Dick;
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and he helped Maisie down the slope of the fort to
the sea,—~a descent that she was quite capable of cov-
ering at full speed. Equally gravely Maisie took the
grimy hand. Dick bent forward clumsily; Maisie drew
the hand away, and Dick blushed.

“Is v retty,” he said.

"Pooh‘la:ysgisttl)\,dajsie, with a little laugh of gratified
vanity. She stood close to Dick as he loaded the revolver
for the last time and fired over the sea with a vague
notion at the back of his head that he was protecting
Maisie from all the evils in the world. A puddle far across
the mud caught the last rays of the sun and turned into
a wrathful red disc. The light held Dick’s attention for
a moment, and as he raised his revolver there fell upon
him a renewed sense of the miraculous, in that he was
standing by Maisie who had promised to care for him for
an indefinite length of time till such date as— A gust of
the growing wind drove the girl’s long black hair across
his face as she stood with her hand on his shoulder call- -
ing Amomma “a little beast,” and for a moment he was
in the dark,—a darkness that stung. The bullet went
singing out to the empty sea.

“Spoiled my aim,” said he, shaking his head. “There
aren’t any more cartridges; we shall have to run home.”
But they did not run. They walked very slowly, arm in
arm. And it was a matter of indifference to them whether
the neglected Amomma with two pin-fire cartridges in
Més ifiside blew up or trotted beside them; for they had
come into a golden heritage and were disposing of it
with all the wisdom of all their years.

" “And I shall be"—quoth Dick, valiantly. Then he
checked himself: “T don’t know what I shall be. I don’t
seem to be able to pass any exams, but I can make awful
caricatures of the masters. Ho! ho!”

“Be an artist, then,” said Maisie. “You're always laugh-
ing at my trying to draw; and it will do you good.”

“TH never laugh at anything you do,” he answered.
‘Tl be an artist, and I'll do things.”

“Artists always want money, don’t they?
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“I've got a hundred and twenty pounds a year of my-
own. My guardians tell me I'm to have it when I come of
age. That will be enough to begin with.”

“Ah, I'm rich,” said Maisie. “I've got three hundred a
year all my own when I'm twenty-one. That's why Mrs.
Jennett is kinder to me than she is to you. I wish, thou%b.
that I had somebody that belonged to me,—just a fa-
ther or a mother.”

“You belong to me,” said Dick, “forever and ever.”

“Yes, we belong—forever. It’'s very nice.” She
squeezed his arm. The kindly darkness hid them both,
and, emboldened because he could only just see the
profile of Maisie’s cheek with the long lashes veiling the
grey eyes, Dick at the front door delivered himself of the
words he had been boggling over for the last two hours.

“And I—love you, Maisie,” he said, in a whisper that
seemed to him to ring across the world,—the world that
he would to-morrow or next day set out to conquer.

There was a scene, not, for the sake of discipline, to be
reported, when Mrs. Jennett would have fallen upon him,
first for disgraceful unpunctuality, and secondly for
nearly killing himself with a forbidden weapon.

“I was playing with it, and it went off by itself,” said
Dick, when the powder-pocked cheek could no longer
be hidden, “but if you think you're going to lick me
you're wrong. You are never going to touch me again.
Sit down and give me my tea. You can’t cheat us out of
that, anyhow.”

Mrs. Jennett gasped and became livid. Maisie said
nothing, but encouraged Dick with her eyes, and he be-
haved abominably all that evening. Mrs. Jennett proph-
esied an immediate judgment of Providence and a de-
scent into Tophet later, but Dick walked in Paradise
and would not hear. Only when he was going to bed
‘hidrs. {jlmnett recovered and asserted herself. He had bid-

en Maisie good-night with down-dropped and
from a distancge & ppec s
“If you aren’t a gentleman you might try to behave



