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Guiding Traditions

Kim’s Game
From the Novel “Kim” by Rudyard Kipling.
Kim is all about the orphaned son of a British soldier. He earns his living by begging and running small
errands on the streets of Lahore, India, in Victorian times. He occasionally works for his friend, Mahbub Ali,
a horse trader who is one of the native operatives of the British secret service.
One day, he befriends a Tibetan Lama who is on a quest to free himself from the Wheel of Life. Kim
becomes his chela, or disciple, and accompanies him on his journey. On the way, Kim accidentally learns
about parts of the Great Game and is recruited by the British to carry a message to the British commander in
Umballa. Kim's trip with the Lama along the Grand Trunk Road is the first great adventure in the novel.
By chance, Kim's father's regimental chaplain identifies him by his Masonic certificate, which he wears
around his neck and Kim is sent to a top English school in Lucknow, but he keeps in touch with both the
Lama and his secret service connections. He is trained in espionage (the game of looking at a tray full of
mixed objects and noting which has been added or taken away is still used for training spies and is still called
"Kim's Game"). http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kim_(novel)
“‘Play the Play of the Jewels against him. I will keep tally.'
The child dried his tears at once, and dashed to the back of the shop, whence he returned with a copper tray.
'Give me!' he said to Lurgan Sahib. 'Let them come from thy hand, for he may say that I knew them before.'
'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. I 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 I can see through, and
one like a pipe-stem. There are two red stones, and - and - I made the count fifteen, but two I 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 I should judge. The four-ruttee 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, I 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 I 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 I
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 I 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 I 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, I could have given it except my boy here I 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 photo-graphs of natives.”
Kim – by Rudyard Kipling.
IN 1908 B-P wrote, in Scouting for Boys, a summary of 'Kim' and a description of 'Kim's Game', which
Kipling freely allowed. The central importance of this book to Scouting was immense. Kipling's devising of
'Kim's Game' as a training for spies had been published around the same time as B-P's Aids to Scouting. This
of course had as its central premise the importance to the army scout of learning from observation. B-P was to
later publish his own My Adventures as a Spy in 1915. http://www.scouting.milestones.btinternet.co.uk/kipling.htm

