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RUDYARD KIPLING’S FATHER,
Lockwood, is little remembered to-
day. Growing up, however, I came
across him in Rudyard’s Great Game
masterpiece, “Kim” (1901), the An-
glo-Indian curator in which was
modeled on Lockwood; in “Quest for
Kim” (1996), Peter Hopkirk’s study of
the novel’s real-life bases; and fi-
nally, in connection with Endicott
Peabody, the founder of Groton
School. In 1899, the Rector, as Pea-
body was known, received Lock-
wood’s opinion on the school’s seal:
undistinguished, inappropriate and
dull. (The design has since been al-
tered.) Yet I never knew what to
make of the senior Kipling. Only
now, with the beautiful and illumi-
nating catalogue, “John Lockwood
Kipling: Arts and Crafts in the Pun-
jab and London,” which accompanies
an exhibition presently moving from
London’s Victoria and Albert Mu-
seum to the Bard Graduate Center
Gallery in New York, do I fully ap-
preciate the man, his art and his eye.

Each of the 17 chapters has its
charms, but the first two by the V&A
curator Julius Bryant, the volume’s
co-editor (with Susan Weber, of
Bard), are essential reading.

The first explores Lockwood’s fas-
cination with and expatriation to In-
dia. While British interest in Indian
art and design didn’t reach the fever
pitch of Egyptomania, the effect of
the Great Exhibition of 1851 was pro-
found. Previously, South Asian minia-
tures, textiles and artifacts collected
by officers of the East India Co. were
to be found in private residences or
the Company’s London headquarters.
At the Crystal Palace, the public expe-
rienced 30,000 square feet worth of
“spectacular” Indian displays. These
included, Mr. Bryant writes, “carpets,
embroideries, Kashmir shawls, saris
from Benares . . . carvings in wood,
ivory, and stone . . . swords, daggers,
musical instruments, and . . . two
great diamonds: the Darya-i-Noor
(‘Sea of Light’) and the Koh-i-Noor
(‘Mountain of Light’).” (The former
was auctioned in 1852; the latter, said
in the 16th century to be worth “the
whole world’s expenditure for half a
day,” is the pride of the Crown Jew-
els.) Jostling in the captivated throng
was the teenage John Kipling, who
would add his mother’s maiden name,
Lockwood, in his early 20s.

Lockwood had been born in York-
shire in July 1837, two weeks after
Queen Victoria ascended to the
throne. An unhappy student, he was,
Mr. Bryant suggests, “destined for
the life of an itinerant preacher”
until his path-altering visit to the
Great Exhibition. Thereafter, he at-
tended art school and apprenticed
for the ceramics manufacturer Pin-
der, Bourne and Hope in Stafford-
shire. He wed Alice Macdonald, sis-
ter-in-law of the Pre-Raphaelite
painter Edward Burne-Jones, in
March 1865 and, “despite his new
professional and social prospects in
South Kensington,” left for Bombay
the next month to teach at the re-
cently established Sir J.J. School of
Art and Industry. Alice was pregnant
with Rudyard on the voyage; he
would be born in December.

Whatever Lockwood’s prospects
in London, Bombay was booming in
the mid-1860s. India’s expanding
railway network and the blockade of
Confederate ports had tripled cotton
exports from western India to Lan-
cashire mills. Increased revenue
flowed, in part, to the cultural insti-
tutions that attracted and employed
Lockwood and his peers. He relo-
cated to Lahore in 1875 to become
the principal of its new art school,
his stated object “to revive crafts

now half forgotten, and to discour-
age as much as possible the crude
attempts at reproduction of the
worst features of Birmingham and
Manchester work now so common
among natives.” Noted for his eclec-

tic talents, keen eye, “natural charm”
and humor—his personal motto was
“Fumus Gloria Mundi,” or “Smoking,
the Glory of the World”—he juggled
curating, teaching, writing, design
and family for the next 18 years.

With the exception of five ex-
tended furloughs, Lockwood resided
in India between 1865 and 1893. He
retired from Lahore for health rea-
sons at 55 and settled quietly in
Wiltshire in 1895, avoiding London’s
intellectual circles and controversy.
Alice died in November 1910; Lock-
wood, two months later. George
Birdwood, who peevishly cam-
paigned against British art educa-
tion in India, remembered him in
1915 as “one of the noblest of Eng-
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lishmen that ever served their coun-
try in India.”

Further sections of “John Lock-
wood Kipling,” which highlight his
achievements as sculptor, designer,
collector, educator, conservationist,
journalist, illustrator, “Pater” and
teacher, leave no doubt about his
powers or versatility.

The book’s detail (Lockwood’s la-
borious illustrations for “The Jungle
Book” were carved in relief, then
photographed for publication) and
insight (to Lockwood, there was “no
pure, timeless art or truly authentic
traditional ornamentation”) are in-
terwoven with rich, contextual im-
ages. Reproduced here are Valentine
Prinsep’s rendering of the 1877
“Proclamation” Durbar (an over-the-
top public ceremony at which Victo-
ria was proclaimed empress of In-
dia), for which Lockwood oversaw
the amphitheater, lighting and ban-
ners; sepia-toned classroom, work-
shop and exhibition interiors; Ru-
dyard’s intricate Tibetan pen case
and Lockwood-fashioned bookplate;
and, my favorite, an exquisite cop-
per ewer featured among the “Mu-
hammadan relics” Lockwood sought
to preserve.

Lockwood’s hands-on conserva-
tion and sympathetic character set
him apart from William Morris, with
whom he is often compared. “John
Lockwood Kipling” captures this es-
sential vigor and warmth and hap-
pily doesn’t fall in with Blimpish
nostalgists or the strident movement
to discredit all things British in In-
dia. Good art is good art and good
writing, good writing. On the merits,
the works of Kipling, father and son,
should be valued irrespective of the
Raj and the moral and political fail-
ings they sometimes reflected.

Alas, Lockwood’s obscure brush
with Groton didn’t make its way into
the text. At any rate, the Peabody
link was Harvard professor Charles
Eliot Norton, whom the Kiplings
stayed with en route to the 1893
World’s Fair in Chicago. Lockwood’s
life spanned the Victorian and Ed-
wardian ages; his career, fittingly,
was bookended by the wonders of
the Crystal Palace and the White
City. He did many things and did
them well; traveled the world; en-
joyed 45 years of loving and collab-
orative matrimony; and left an
impossibly varied legacy—com-
missions, disciples and, not least,
Rudyard. In other words, Lockwood’s
life was every bit as remarkable and
rewarding as his art.

Mr. Carter is the head of the Im-
pressionist and modern art depart-
ment at Christie’s in New York.

BOOKS
‘I have eaten your bread and salt. / I have drunk your water and wine. / The deaths ye died I have watched beside / And the lives ye led were mine.’ —Rudyard Kipling

the highest prices they could come
up with, which led doctors to order
more tests and treatments and led
device- and drug-makers to come up
with ever more sophisticated and
expensive products. While many
advancements in medicine have
clearly offered benefits to patients,
Dr. Rosenthal sees it all as a money
chase: “No one was protecting the
patients,” she writes.

She shows the problems of byzan-
tine medical-payment structures and
vividly describes the army of coders
and consultants who work around
rules aimed at containing costs. When
Medicare announced that there would
be one payment for the first 90 min-
utes of chemotherapy, with a second
payment for any part of each hour
thereafter, it started receiving lots of
bills for infusions lasting 91 minutes.

But much of the time it seems as if
Dr. Rosenthal sees no justification for

anyone to get paid or turn a profit,
which of course would sink any
business. She cites anesthesia as an
example of price escalation, since
anesthesiologists get paid for
supervising less-educated nurse anes-
thetists while the doctors are “sitting
in the lounge monitoring their portfo-
lios.” In the next breath she notes
that, as the 2014 death of Joan Rivers
illustrates, when things go wrong in
the operating room they can go very
wrong, very fast. You want an
anesthesiologist supervising, and she
presents no evidence that in most
cases they are not doing so.

She is also critical of the trend
toward private rooms in hospitals,
seeing it as costly, with little medical
justification. But more hospitals are
going to all private rooms, and
studies suggest that they may lower
the risk of virulent hospital infec-
tions. Anyone who has had to share
a room with another sick patient
knows the value of privacy and quiet
in the healing process.

Dr. Rosenthal endorses a number
of solutions that have been put forth
by health economists, including
turning to models in other countries
that have some form of nationalized
health care. While she acknowledges
that it’s hard to imagine the U.S.
moving that way any time soon, she
sees Medicare as a single-payer
system that, by gradually dropping
its age of entry, could be a path to
more coverage. Many of Medicare’s
initiatives, she argues, could serve as
models for the private sector, such
as bundled payments, which pay a
single price for an entire episode of
care—like a knee replacement—
allowing hospitals to do well when
they stay within budget but forcing
them to eat overruns.

She also cites the success of
Kaiser Permanente (officially
separate from the Kaiser Family
Foundation), the California-based
managed-care organization where
doctors are salaried and thus have no
incentive to overtreat and where
electronic records are used to
coordinate care. She praises the
heath care offered by the Department
of Veterans Affairs too, despite its
problems, for its transparency and its
attention to standards, such as those
governing when patients should get a
particular test.

For patients, her advice is to use
reliable online resources to shop for
the best and most reasonably priced
insurance and treatment. Some
strategies may be too complex for
many patients, such as those for
buying drugs from other countries.
But asking why a doctor is ordering
a test or whether a treatment is
really required is everyone’s prerog-
ative. As Dr. Rosenthal writes: “We
all need to be more ‘difficult’
patients.”

It isn’t necessary to accept all of
Dr. Rosenthal’s criticisms—or to
agree with her assessment that
profit is the main driver behind
everything in American health
care—to concede that reform is
needed. Nor is it necessary to
unequivocally condemn a system
that has done so much for so many,
whatever its flaws.

Ms. Landro, a former Journal
health columnist, is the author of
“Survivor: Taking Control of Your
Fight Against Cancer.”
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RUBAIYAT A blue-ink drawing for a plate by John Lockwood Kipling, ca. 1879.

CHILDREN’S BOOKS: MEGHAN COX GURDON

We follow a boy and his family,
who travel to Washington by train,
and the boy’s grandfather, who goes
by motorcycle. Mr. Ruth’s paintings
are full of light—there’s a stirring
scene of people preparing for the
ride in the mists of dawn, the slim
obelisk of the Washington Monu-
ment like a beacon across the river.
“Motors growling, roaring near /
crowds that cry and wave and
cheer,” Ms. Messner writes, “raising
flags of white and black, / for those
who never made it back.” Parents
may need to pause while reading
this aloud; it’s an emotional wringer.

A different sort of emotional
intensity runs through the pages of
the graphic novel “Real Friends”

(First Second, 224 pages, $12.99), a
heart-stabbing tale of the everyday
social agonies of girlhood. In the
travails of a freckled redhead named
Shannon, author Shannon Hale cap-
tures the lurching power shifts, the
thousand cruelties and the sudden
intoxicating joys of elementary-
school friendships.

Shannon is an imaginative child
from a large family. Affectionate
and exuberant and a little obtuse,
she’s vulnerable not only at school
but also at home, where her trou-
bled big sister appears to her (and
to readers ages 8-12) as a huge,
shaggy bear.

LeUyen Pham’s expressive, color-
ful panel illustrations (see left)
match the story to perfection; in an
afterword, she writes that Ms. Hale
seems to have “crawled inside my
memories and handpicked all these
events and feelings and insecurities
from my childhood and called them
[her] own.” It’s a view a lot of
readers will share.

Both are found everywhere. . . . No
group consists entirely of decent or
indecent people.” Concerning these
and other moral questions, Frankl
still has much to teach the world.

You might not think that the
physical training to become a Navy
SEAL could take the form of a semi-
facetious novel written for elemen-
tary-school kids, but it can, it has,

and at my house, anyway, it’s having
a galvanizing effect. Half a dozen
chapters into “Way of the Warrior

Kid” (Feiwel & Friends, 179 pages,

$13.99), my daughter Flora, 11,
jumped up and announced that she
was going for a run—in the pouring
rain. I had already made my own
resolutions after reading Jocko
Willink’s tale of a feckless, flaccid
fifth-grader, Marc, who turns himself
around one summer under the
tutelage of his super-cool, super-

tough Navy SEAL uncle. “Hard work
and discipline are how you achieve
things,” Uncle Jake tells his nephew.
“You have to make things happen.”
Jon Bozak’s comic drawings high-
light the disparities between goofy
Marc and his manly, muscle-bound
mentor. In a sober dedication, Mr.
Willink, a retired SEAL, dedicates his
tale of motivation and improvement

to three comrades “who lived, and
fought, and died as warriors.”

In the sincere, affecting pages of
“Rolling Thunder” (Scholastic, 32

pages, $17.99), a picture book for
children ages 3-10, writer Kate Mess-
ner and illustrator Greg Ruth also
pay tribute to the sacrifices of veter-
ans and their families. The title
refers to the cavalcade of bikers that
descends on the nation’s capital
every Memorial Day to honor the
service of those in uniform.
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Putting On a Brave Face
ADOLESCENTS who
imagine that vio-
lence is being done
to them when they
hear speech they
dislike—that they

are victimized by the expression of
“offensive” ideas—would be wise to
pick up a copy of “Man’s Search for

Meaning” (Beacon, 159 pages,

$10.99). It may give them perspec-
tive. In this new edition of Viktor
Frankl’s powerful 1946 Holocaust
memoir, abridged for young readers
and introduced by novelist John

Boyne, the modern teenager will en-
ter a crucible of violence and victim-
hood that was not in anyone’s head.

Frankl (1905-97), a Viennese psy-
chiatrist, endured three years as an
inmate in Nazi concentration camps.
He survived, in part, by achieving
just enough intellectual distance to
be able to observe himself and those
around him; amid the horror, he
became doctor and patient, teacher
and student. “Everything can be
taken from a man but one thing: the
last of the human freedoms,” Frankl
concluded, which was “to choose
one’s attitude in any given set of
circumstances, to choose one’s own
way.” He also came to believe that
there are only two races in the
world: “the ‘race’ of the decent man
and the ‘race’ of the indecent man.

Four books, from the

sober to the lighthearted,

that help young readers

cope with adversity.
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