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"A Servant When He Reigneth"”

Three things make earth unquiet
And four she cannot brook

The godly Agur counted them
And put them in a book --
Those Four Tremendous Curses
With which mankind is cursed;
But a Servant when He Reigneth
Old Agur entered first.

An Handmaid that is Mistress
We need not call upon.

A Fool when he is full of Meat
Will fall asleep anon.

An Odious Woman Married

May bear a babe and mend;

But a Servant when He Reigneth
Is Confusion to the end.

His feet are swift to tumult,
His hands are slow to toil,

His ears are deaf to reason,
His lips are loud in broil.

He knows no use for power
Except to show his might.

He gives no heed to judgment
Unless it prove him right.

Because he served a master

Before his Kingship came,

And hid in all disaster

Behind his master's name,

So, when his Folly opens

The unnecessary hells,

A Servant when He Reigneth
Throws the blame on some one else.

His vows are lightly spoken,

His faith is hard to bind,

His trust is easy boken,

He fears his fellow-kind.

The nearest mob will move him
To break the pledge he gave --
Oh, a Servant when he Reigneth
Is more than ever slave!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Angutivaun Taina"

Our gloves are stiff with the frozen blood,
Our furs with the drifted snow,

As we come in with the seal--the seall!
In from the edge of the floe.

Au jana! Aua! Oha! Haq!
And the yelping dog-teams go;

And the long whips crack, and the men come back,
Back from the edge of the floe!

We tracked our seal to his secret place,
We heard him scratch below,

We made our mark, and we watched beside,
Out on the edge of the floe.

We raised our lance when he rose to breathe,
We drove it downward--so!

And we played him thus, and we killed him thus,
Out on the edge of the floe.

Our gloves are glued with the frozen blood,
Our eyes with the drifting snow;

But we come back to our wives again,
Back from the edge of the floe!

Au jana! Aua! Oha! Haq!
And the loaded dog-teams go;

And the wives ran hear their men come back,
Back from the edge of the floe!

Rudyard Kipling
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"As the Bell Clinks"

As I left the Halls at Lumley, rose the vision of a comely

Maid last season worshipped dumbly, watched with fervor from afar;
And I wondered idly, blindly, if the maid would greet me kindly.
That was all -- the rest was settled by the clinking tonga-bar.

Yea, my life and hers were coupled by the tonga coupling-bar.

For my misty meditation, at the second changing-station,
Suffered sudden dislocation, fled before the tuneless jar

Of a Wagner obbligato, scherzo, doublehand staccato,

Played on either pony's saddle by the clacking tonga-bar --
Played with human speech, I fancied, by the jigging, jolting bar.

"She was sweet," thought I, "last season, but 'twere surely wild unreason
Such tiny hope to freeze on as was offered by my Star,

When she whispered, something sadly: 'I -- we feel your going badly!""
"And you let the chance escape you?" rapped the rattling tonga-bar.
"What a chance and what an idiot!" clicked the vicious tonga-bar.

Heart of man -- O heart of putty! Had I gone by Kakahutti,

On the old Hill-road and rutty, I had 'scaped that fatal car.

But his fortune each must bide by, so I watched the milestones slide by,
To "You call on Her to-morrow!" -- no fugue with cymbals by the bar --
"You must call on Her to-morrow!" -- post-horn gallop by the bar.

Yet a further stage my goal on -- we were whirling down to Solon,
With a double lurch and roll on, best foot foremost, ganz und gar --
"She was very sweet," I hinted. "If a kiss had been imprinted?" --
"Would ha' saved a world of trouble!" clashed the busy tonga-bar.
"'Been accepted or rejected!" banged and clanged the tonga-bar.

Then a notion wild and daring, 'spite the income tax's paring,

And a hasty thought of sharing -- less than many incomes are,

Made me put a question private, you can guess what I would drive at.
"You must work the sum to prove it," clanked the careless tonga-bar.
"Simple Rule of Two will prove it," lilted back the tonga-bar.

It was under Khyraghaut I mused. "Suppose the maid be haughty --
There are lovers rich -- and forty -- wait some wealthy Avatar?
Answer, monitor untiring, 'twixt the ponies twain perspiring!"

"Faint heart never won fair lady," creaked the straining tonga-bar.
"Can I tell you ere you ask Her?" pounded slow the tonga-bar.

Last, the Tara Devi turning showed the lights of Simla burning,

Lit my little lazy yearning to a fiercer flame by far.

As below the Mall we jingled, through my very heart it tingled --

Did the iterated order of the threshing tonga-bar --

"Try your luck -- you can't do better!" twanged the loosened tongar-bar.

Rudyard Kipling
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"Back To The Army Again

I'm 'ere in a ticky ulster an' a broken billycock 'at,

A-layin' on to the sergeant I don't know a gun from a bat;

My shirt's doin' duty for jacket, my sock's stickin' out o' my boots,
An' I'm learnin' the damned old goose-step along o' the new recruits!

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again.

Don't look so 'ard, for I 'aven't no card,
I'm back to the Army again!

I done my six years' service. 'Er Majesty sez: "Good-day --

You'll please to come when you're rung for, an' 'ere's your 'ole back-pay;
An' fourpence a day for baccy -- an' bloomin' gen'rous, too;

An' now you can make your fortune -- the same as your orf'cers do."

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again;

'Ow did I learn to do right-about turn?
I'm back to the Army again!

A man o' four-an'-twenty that 'asn't learned of a trade --

Beside "Reserve" agin' him -- 'e'd better be never made.

I tried my luck for a quarter, an' that was enough for me,

An' I thought of 'Er Majesty's barricks, an' I thought I'd go an' see.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again;

'Tisn't my fault if I dress when I 'alt --
I'm back to the Army again!

The sergeant arst no questions, but 'e winked the other eye,

'E sez to me, "'Shun!" an' I shunted, the same as in days gone by;
For 'e saw the set o' my shoulders, an' I couldn't 'elp 'oldin' straight
When me an' the other rookies come under the barrick-gate.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again;

'Oo would ha' thought I could carry an' port?
I'm back to the Army again!

I took my bath, an' I wallered -- for, Gawd, I needed it so!

I smelt the smell o' the barricks, I 'eard the bugles go.

I 'eard the feet on the gravel -- the feet o' the men what drill --

An' I sez to my flutterin' 'eart-strings, I sez to 'em, "Peace, be still!"

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again;

'Oo0 said I knew when the ~Jumner~ was due?
I'm back to the Army again!

I carried my slops to the tailor; I sez to 'im, "None o' your lip!
You tight 'em over the shoulders, an' loose 'em over the 'ip,
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For the set o' the tunic's 'orrid." An''e sez to me, "Strike me dead,
But I thought you was used to the business!" an' so 'e done what I said.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again.

Rather too free with my fancies? Wot -- me?
I'm back to the Army again!

Next week I'll 'ave 'em fitted; I'll buy me a swagger-cane;

They'll let me free o' the barricks to walk on the Hoe again

In the name o' William Parsons, that used to be Edward Clay,

An' -- any pore beggar that wants it can draw my fourpence a day!

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again:

Out o' the cold an' the rain, sergeant,
Out o' the cold an' the rain.

'O0's there?
A man that's too good to be lost you,
A man that is 'andled an' made --
A man that will pay what 'e cost you
In learnin' the others their trade -- parade!
You're droppin' the pick o' the Army
Because you don't 'elp 'em remain,
But drives 'em to cheat to get out o' the street
An' back to the Army again!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Back To The Army Again”

I'm 'ere in a ticky ulster an' a broken billycock 'at,

A-layin' on to the sergeant I don't know a gun from a bat;

My shirt's doin' duty for jacket, my sock's stickin' out o' my boots,
An' I'm learnin' the damned old goose-step along o' the new recruits!

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again.

Don't look so 'ard, for I 'aven't no card,
I'm back to the Army again!

I done my six years' service. 'Er Majesty sez: "Good-day --

You'll please to come when you're rung for, an' 'ere's your 'ole back-pay;
An' fourpence a day for baccy -- an' bloomin' gen'rous, too;

An' now you can make your fortune -- the same as your orf'cers do."

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again;

'Ow did I learn to do right-about turn?
I'm back to the Army again!

A man o' four-an'-twenty that 'asn't learned of a trade --

Beside "Reserve" agin' him -- 'e'd better be never made.

I tried my luck for a quarter, an' that was enough for me,

An' I thought of 'Er Majesty's barricks, an' I thought I'd go an' see.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again;

'Tisn't my fault if I dress when I 'alt --
I'm back to the Army again!

The sergeant arst no questions, but 'e winked the other eye,

'E sez to me, "'Shun!" an' I shunted, the same as in days gone by;
For 'e saw the set o' my shoulders, an' I couldn't 'elp 'oldin' straight
When me an' the other rookies come under the barrick-gate.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again;

'Oo would ha' thought I could carry an' port?
I'm back to the Army again!

I took my bath, an' I wallered -- for, Gawd, I needed it so!

I smelt the smell o' the barricks, I 'eard the bugles go.

I 'eard the feet on the gravel -- the feet o' the men what drill --

An' I sez to my flutterin' 'eart-strings, I sez to 'em, "Peace, be still!"

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again;

'Oo said I knew when the ~Jumner~ was due?
I'm back to the Army again!

I carried my slops to the tailor; I sez to 'im, "None o' your lip!
You tight 'em over the shoulders, an' loose 'em over the 'ip,
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For the set o' the tunic's 'orrid." An''e sez to me, "Strike me dead,
But I thought you was used to the business!" an' so 'e done what I said.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again.

Rather too free with my fancies? Wot -- me?
I'm back to the Army again!

Next week I'll 'ave 'em fitted; I'll buy me a swagger-cane;

They'll let me free o' the barricks to walk on the Hoe again

In the name o' William Parsons, that used to be Edward Clay,

An' -- any pore beggar that wants it can draw my fourpence a day!

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again:

Out o' the cold an' the rain, sergeant,
Out o' the cold an' the rain.

'O0's there?
A man that's too good to be lost you,
A man that is 'andled an' made --
A man that will pay what 'e cost you
In learnin' the others their trade -- parade!
You're droppin' the pick o' the Army
Because you don't 'elp 'em remain,
But drives 'em to cheat to get out o' the street
An' back to the Army again!

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



http://www.PoemHunter.com

"Banquet Night"

"Once in so often," King Solomon said,
Watching his quarrymen drill the stone,
"We will curb our garlic and wine and bread
And banquet together beneath my Throne,
And all Brethren shall come to that mess
As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

"Send a swift shallop to Hiram of Tyre,
Felling and floating our beautiful trees,

Say that the Brethren and I desire

Talk with our Brethren who use the seas.
And we shall be happy to meet them at mess
As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

"Carry this message to Hiram Abif-
Excellent master of forge and mine :-

I and the Brethren would like it if

He and the Brethren will come to dine
(Garments from Bozrah or morning-dress)
As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

"God gave the Cedar their place-

Also the Bramble, the Fig and the Thorn-

But that is no reason to black a man's face
Because he is not what he hasn't been born.
And, as touching the Temple, I hold and profess
We are Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

So it was ordered and so it was done,

And the hewers of wood and the Masons of Mark,
With foc'sle hands of Sidon run

And Navy Lords from the ROYAL ARK,

Came and sat down and were merry at mess

As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less.

The Quarries are hotter than Hiram's forge,
No one is safe from the dog-whip's reach.
It's mostly snowing up Lebanon gorge,

And it's always blowing off Joppa beach;

But once in so often, the messenger brings
Solomon's mandate : "Forget these things!
Brother to Beggars and Fellow to Kings,
Companion of Princes-forget these things!
Fellow-Craftsmen, forget these things!"

Rudyard Kipling
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"Before a Midnight Breaks in Storm"

Before a midnight breaks in storm,
Or herded sea in wrath,
Ye know what wavering gusts inform
The greater tempest's path;
Till the loosed wind
Drive all from mind,
Except Distress, which, so will prophets cry,
O'ercame them, houseless, from the unhinting sky.

Ere rivers league against the land
In piratry of flood,
Ye know what waters steal and stand
Where seldom water stood.
Yet who will note,
Till fields afloat,
And washen carcass and the returning well,
Trumpet what these poor heralds strove to tell?

Ye know who use the Crystal Ball
(To peer by stealth on Doom),
The Shade that, shaping first of all,
Prepares an empty room.

Then doth It pass

Like breath from glass,
But, on the extorted Vision bowed intent,
No man considers why It came or went.

Before the years reborn behold
Themselves with stranger eye,
And the sport-making Gods of old,
Like Samson slaying, die,
Many shall hear
The all-pregnant sphere,
Bow to the birth and sweat, but--speech denied--
Sit dumb or--dealt in part--fall weak and wide.

Yet instant to fore-shadowed need
The eternal balance swings;
That winged men, the Fates may breed
So soon as Fate hath wings.

These shall possess

Our littleness,
And in the imperial task (as worthy) lay
Up our lives' all to piece one giant Day.

Rudyard Kipling
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"Birds Of Prey March"

March! The mud is cakin' good about our trousies.
Front! -- eyes front, an' watch the Colour-casin's drip.
Front! The faces of the women in the 'ouses

Ain't the kind o' things to take aboard the ship.

Cheer! An' we'll never march to victory.

Cheer! An' we'll never live to 'ear the cannon roar!
The Large Birds o' Prey
They will carry us away,

An' you'll never see your soldiers any more!

Wheel! Oh, keep your touch; we're goin' round a corner.
Time! -- mark time, an' let the men be'ind us close.
Lord! the transport's full, an' 'alf our lot not on 'er --
Cheer, O cheer! We're going off where no one knows.

March! The Devil's none so black as 'e is painted!
Cheer! We'll 'ave some fun before we're put away.
'Alt, an' 'and 'er out -- a woman's gone and fainted!
Cheer! Get on -- Gawd 'elp the married men to-day!

Hoi! Come up, you 'ungry beggars, to yer sorrow.
('"Ear them say they want their tea, an' want it quick!)
You won't have no mind for slingers, not to-morrow --
No; you'll put the 'tween-decks stove out, bein' sick!

'Alt! The married kit 'as all to go before us!

'Course it's blocked the bloomin' gangway up again!
Cheer, O cheer the 'Orse Guards watchin' tender o'er us,
Keepin' us since eight this mornin' in the rain!

Stuck in 'eavy marchin'-order, sopped and wringin' --
Sick, before our time to watch 'er 'eave an' fall,
'Ere's your 'appy 'ome at last, an' stop your singin'.
'Alt! Fall in along the troop-deck! Silence all!

Cheer! For we'll never live to see no bloomin' victory!
Cheer! An' we'll never live to 'ear the cannon roar! (One cheer more!)
The jackal an' the kite
'Ave an 'ealthy appetite,
An' you'll never see your soldiers any more! ('Ip! Urroar!)
The eagle an' the crow
They are waitin' ever so,
An' you'll never see your soldiers any more! ('Ip! Urroar!)
Yes, the Large Birds o' Prey
They will carry us away,
An' you'll never see your soldiers any more!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Brown Bess"

In the days of lace-ruffles, perukes and brocade

Brown Bess was a partner whom none could despise--

An out-spoken, flinty-lipped, brazen-faced jade,

With a habit of looking men straight in the eyes--

At Blenheim and Ramillies fops would confess

They were pierced to the heart by the charms of Brown Bess.

Though her sight was not long and her weight was not small,
Yet her actions were winning, her language was clear;

And everyone bowed as she opened the ball

On the arm of some high-gaitered, grim grenadier.

Half Europe admitted the striking success

Of the dances and routs that were given by Brown Bess.

When ruffles were turned into stiff leather stocks,
And people wore pigtails instead of perukes,

Brown Bess never altered her iron-grey locks.

She knew she was valued for more than her looks.

"Oh, powder and patches was always my dress,

And I think am killing enough," said Brown Bess.

So she followed her red-coats, whatever they did,

From the heights of Quebec to the plains of Assaye,

From Gibraltar to Acre, Cape Town and Madrid,

And nothing about her was changed on the way;

(But most of the Empire which now we possess

Was won through those years by old-fashioned Brown Bess.)

In stubborn retreat or in stately advance,

From the Portugal coast to the cork-woods of Spain,
She had puzzled some excellent Marshals of France
Till none of them wanted to meet her again:

But later, near Brussels, Napoleon--no less--
Arranged for a Waterloo ball with Brown Bess.

She had danced till the dawn of that terrible day--
She danced till the dusk of more terrible night,
And before her linked squares his battalions gave way,
And her long fierce quadrilles put his lancers to flight:
And when his gilt carriage drove off in the press,
"I have danced my last dance for the world!" said Brown Bess.

If you go to Museums--there's one in Whitehall--

Where old weapons are shown with their names writ beneath,
You will find her, upstanding, her back to the wall,

As stiff as a ramrod, the flint in her teeth.

And if ever we English had reason to bless

Any arm save our mothers', that arm is Brown Bess!

Rudyard Kipling
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"By the Hoof of the Wild Goat"

By the Hoof of the Wild Goat uptossed
From the cliff where she lay in the Sun
Fell the Stone
To the Tarn where the daylight is lost,
So she fell from the light of the Sun
And alone!

Now the fall was ordained from the first
With the Goat and the Cliff and the Tarn,
But the Stone

Knows only her life is accursed

As she sinks from the light of the Sun
And alone!

Oh Thou Who hast builded the World,
Oh Thou Who hast lighted the Sun,
Oh Thou Who hast darkened the Tarn,
Judge Thou

The sin of the Stone that was hurled
By the goat from the light of the Sun,
As she sinks in the mire of the Tarn,
Even now--even now--even now!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Cities and Thrones and Powers"

Cities and Thrones and Powers,
Stand in Time's eye,
Almost as long as flowers,
Which daily die:
But, as new buds put forth
To glad new men,
Out of the spent and unconsidered Earth,
The Cities rise again.

This season's Daffodil,
She never hears,

What change, what chance, what chill,
Cut down last year's;

But with bold countenance,
And knowledge small,

Esteems her seven days' continuance,
To be perpetual.

So Time that is o'er -kind,
To all that be,
Ordains us e'en as blind,
As bold as she:
That in our very death,
And burial sure,
Shadow to shadow, well persuaded, saith,
"See how our works endure!"

Rudyard Kipling
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"Cleared"

(In Memory of a Commission)

Help for a patriot distressed, a spotless spirit hurt,

Help for an honourable clan sore trampled in the dirt!
From Queenstown Bay to Donegal, O listen to my song,
The honourable gentlemen have suffered grievous wrong.

Their noble names were mentioned -- O the burning black disgrace! --
By a brutal Saxon paper in an Irish shooting-case;

They sat upon it for a year, then steeled their heart to brave it,

And "coruscating innocence" the learned Judges gave it.

Bear witness, Heaven, of that grim crime beneath the surgeon's knife,
The honourable gentlemen deplored the loss of life!

Bear witness of those chanting choirs that burk and shirk and snigger,
No man laid hand upon the knife or finger to the trigger!

Cleared in the face of all mankind beneath the winking skies,

Like ph]oenixes from Ph]oenix Park (and what lay there) they rise!
Go shout it to the emerald seas -- give word to Erin now,

Her honourable gentlemen are cleared -- and this is how: --

They only paid the Moonlighter his cattle-hocking price,

They only helped the murderer with counsel's best advice,

But -- sure it keeps their honour white -- the learned Court believes
They never gave a piece of plate to murderers and thieves.

They never told the ramping crowd to card a woman's hide,

They never marked a man for death -- what fault of theirs he died? --
They only said "intimidate", and talked and went away --

By God, the boys that did the work were braver men than they!

Their sin it was that fed the fire -- small blame to them that heard --
The "bhoys" get drunk on rhetoric, and madden at a word --

They knew whom they were talking at, if they were Irish too,

The gentlemen that lied in Court, they knew, and well they knew.

They only took the Judas-gold from Fenians out of jail,

They only fawned for dollars on the blood-dyed Clanna-Gael.
If black is black or white is white, in black and white it's down,
They're only traitors to the Queen and rebels to the Crown.

"Cleared", honourable gentlemen! Be thankful it's no more: --
The widow's curse is on your house, the dead are at your door.
On you the shame of open shame, on you from North to South
The hand of every honest man flat-heeled across your mouth.

"Less black than we were painted"? -- Faith, no word of black was said;
The lightest touch was human blood, and that, you know, runs red.
It's sticking to your fist to-day for all your sneer and scoff,
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And by the Judge's well-weighed word you cannot wipe it off.

Hold up those hands of innocence -- go, scare your sheep together,
The blundering, tripping tups that bleat behind the old bell-wether;
And if they snuff the taint and break to find another pen,

Tell them it's tar that glistens so, and daub them yours again!

"The charge is old"? -- As old as Cain -- as fresh as yesterday;

Old as the Ten Commandments -- have ye talked those laws away?
If words are words, or death is death, or powder sends the ball,
You spoke the words that sped the shot -- the curse be on you all.

"Our friends believe"? -- Of course they do -- as sheltered women may;
But have they seen the shrieking soul ripped from the quivering clay?
They! -- If their own front door is shut,

they'll swear the whole world's warm;
What do they know of dread of death or hanging fear of harm?

The secret half a county keeps, the whisper in the lane,

The shriek that tells the shot went home behind the broken pane,

The dry blood crisping in the sun that scares the honest bees,

And shows the "bhoys" have heard your talk -- what do they know of these?

But you -- you know -- ay, ten times more; the secrets of the dead,
Black terror on the country-side by word and whisper bred,

The mangled stallion's scream at night, the tail-cropped heifer's low.
Who set the whisper going first? You know, and well you know!

My soul! I'd sooner lie in jail for murder plain and straight,

Pure crime I'd done with my own hand for money, lust, or hate,

Than take a seat in Parliament by fellow-felons cheered,

While one of those "not provens" proved me cleared as you are cleared.

Cleared -- you that "lost" the League accounts -- go, guard our honour still,
Go, help to make our country's laws that broke God's law at will --

One hand stuck out behind the back, to signal "strike again";

The other on your dress-shirt-front to show your heart is clane.

If black is black or white is white, in black and white it's down,
You're only traitors to the Queen and rebels to the Crown.

If print is print or words are words, the learned Court perpends: --
We are not ruled by murderers, but only -- by their friends.

Rudyard Kipling
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"Follow Me 'Ome"

There was no one like 'im, 'Orse or Foot,
Nor any o' the Guns I knew;

An' because it was so, why, o' course 'e went an' died,
Which is just what the best men do.

So it's knock out your pipes an' follow me!
An' it's finish up your swipes an' follow me!
Oh, 'ark to the big drum callin’',

Follow me -- follow me 'ome!

'Is mare she neighs the 'ole day long,
She paws the 'ole night through,

An' she won't take 'er feed 'cause o' waitin' for 'is step,
Which is just what a beast would do.

'Is girl she goes with a bombardier
Before 'er month is through;

An' the banns are up in church, for she's got the beggar hooked,
Which is just what a girl would do.

We fought 'bout a dog -- last week it were --
No more than a round or two;

But I strook 'im cruel 'ard, an' I wish I 'adn't now,
Which is just what a man can't do.

'E was all that I 'ad in the way of a friend,
An' I've 'ad to find one new;

But I'd give my pay an' stripe for to get the beggar back,
Which it's just too late to do.

So it's knock out your pipes an' follow me!
An' it's finish off your swipes an' follow me!
Oh, 'ark to the fifes a-crawlin'!

Follow me -- follow me 'ome!

Take 'im away! 'E's gone where the best men go.
Take 'im away! An' the gun-wheels turnin' slow.
Take 'im away! There's more from the place 'e come.
Take 'im away, with the limber an' the drum.

For it's "Three rounds blank" an' follow me,
An' it's "Thirteen rank" an' follow me;

Oh, passin' the love o' women,

Follow me -- follow me 'ome!

Rudyard Kipling
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"For All We Have and Are"

For all we have and are,

For all our children's fate,
Stand up and meet the war.
The Hun is at the gate!

Our world has passed away
In wantonness o'erthrown.
There is nothing left to-day
But steel and fire and stone.

Though all we knew depart,

The old commandments stand:

"In courage keep your heart,
In strength lift up your hand."

Once more we hear the word
That sickened earth of old:
"No law except the sword
Unsheathed and uncontrolled,”
Once more it knits mankind,
Once more the nations go

To meet and break and bind

A crazed and driven foe.

Comfort, content, delight --
The ages' slow-bought gain --
They shrivelled in a night,
Only ourselves remain

To face the naked days

In silent fortitude,

Through perils and dismays
Renewd and re-renewed.

Though all we made depart,
The old commandments stand:
"In patience keep your heart,
In strength lift up your hand."

No easy hopes or lies

Shall bring us to our goal,

But iron sacrifice

Of body, will, and soul.

There is but one task for all --
For each one life to give.

Who stands if freedom fall?
Who dies if England live?

Rudyard Kipling
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"Fuzzy-Wuzzy"

(Soudan Expeditionary Force)

We've fought with many men acrost the seas,
An' some of 'em was brave an' some was not:
The Paythan an' the Zulu an' Burmese;
But the Fuzzy was the finest o' the lot.
We never got a ha'porth's change of 'im:
'E squatted in the scrub an' 'ocked our 'orses,
'E cut our sentries up at Sua~kim~,
An' 'e played the cat an' banjo with our forces.
So 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, at your 'ome in the Soudan;
You're a pore benighted 'eathen but a first-class fightin' man;
We gives you your certificate, an' if you want it signed
We'll come an' 'ave a romp with you whenever you're inclined.

We took our chanst among the Khyber 'ills,
The Boers knocked us silly at a mile,
The Burman give us Irriwaddy chills,
An' a Zulu ~impi~ dished us up in style:
But all we ever got from such as they
Was pop to what the Fuzzy made us swaller;
We 'eld our bloomin' own, the papers say,
But man for man the Fuzzy knocked us 'oller.
Then 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, an' the missis and the kid;
Our orders was to break you, an' of course we went an' did.
We sloshed you with Martinis, an' it wasn't 'ardly fair;
But for all the odds agin' you, Fuzzy-Wuz, you broke the square.

'E 'asn't got no papers of 'is own,
'E 'asn't got no medals nor rewards,
So we must certify the skill 'e's shown
In usin' of 'is long two-'anded swords:
When 'e's 'oppin' in an' out among the bush
With 'is coffin-'eaded shield an' shovel-spear,
An 'appy day with Fuzzy on the rush
Will last an 'ealthy Tommy for a year.
So 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, an' your friends which are no more,
If we 'adn't lost some messmates we would 'elp you to deplore;
But give an' take's the gospel, an' we'll call the bargain fair,
For if you 'ave lost more than us, you crumpled up the square!

'E rushes at the smoke when we let drive,
An', before we know, 'e's 'ackin' at our 'ead;
'E's all 'ot sand an' ginger when alive,
An''e's generally shammin' when 'e's dead.
'E's a daisy, 'e's a ducky, 'e's a lamb!
'E's a injia-rubber idiot on the spree,
'E's the on'y thing that doesn't give a damn
For a Regiment o' British Infantree!
So 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, at your 'ome in the Soudan;
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You're a pore benighted 'eathen but a first-class fightin' man;
An' 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, with your 'ayrick 'ead of 'air --
You big black boundin' beggar -- for you broke a British square!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Helen All Alone"

There was darkness under Heaven

For an hour's space--

Darkness that we knew was given
Us for special grace.

Sun and noon and stars were hid,
God had left His Throne,

When Helen came to me, she did,
Helen all alone!

Side by side (because our fate
Damned us ere our birth)

We stole out of Limbo Gate
Looking for the Earth.

Hand in pulling hand amid
Fear no dreams have known,

Helen ran with me, she did,
Helen all alone!

When the Horror passing speech
Hunted us along,

Each laid hold on each, and each
Found the other strong.

In the teeth of Things forbid
And Reason overthrown,

Helen stood by me, she did,
Helen all alone!

When, at last, we heard those Fires
Dull and die away,

When, at last, our linked desires
Dragged us up to day;

When, at last, our souls were rid
Of what that Night had shown,

Helen passed from me, she did,
Helen all alone!

Let her go and find a mate,
As I will find a bride,

Knowing naught of Limbo Gate
Or Who are penned inside.

There is knowledge God forbid
More than one should own.

So Helen went from me, she did,
Oh, my soul, be glad she did!

Helen all alone!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Late Came the God"

Late came the God, having sent his forerunners who were
not regarded--
Late, but in wrath;
Saying: "The wrong shall be paid, the contempt be rewarded
On all that she hath."
He poisoned the blade and struck home, the full bosom receiving
The wound and the venom in one, past cure or relieving.
He made treaty with Time to stand still that the grief might
be fresh--
Daiflly rﬁnewed and nightly pursued through her soul to her
esh--
Mofrninr?s of memory, noontides of agony, midnights unslaked
or her,
Tillfthehstones of the streets of her Hells and her Paradise ached
or her.

So she lived while her body corrupted upon her.

And she called on the Night for a sign, and a Sign was allowed,
And she builded an Altar and served by the light of her Vision--
Alone, without hope of regard or reward, but uncowed,
Resolute, selfless, divine.

These things she did in Love's honour...

What is a God beside Woman? Dust and derision!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Lukannon"

I met my mates in the morning (and oh, but I am old!)

Where roaring on the ledges the summer ground-swell rolled;
I heard them lift the chorus that dropped the breakers' song --
The beaches of Lukannon -- two million voices strong!

The song of pleasant stations beside the salt lagoons,
The song of blowing squadrons that shuffled down the dunes,
The song of midnight dances that churned the sea to flame --
The beaches of Lukannon -- before the sealers came!

I met my mates in the morning (I'll never meet them more!);
They came and went in legions that darkened all the shore.
And through the foam-flecked offing as far as voice could reach
We hailed the landing-parties and we sang them up the beach.

The beaches of Lukannon -- the winter-wheat so tall --

The dripping, crinkled lichens, and the sea-fog drenching all!
The platforms of our playground, all shining smooth and worn!
The beaches of Lukannon -- the home where we were born!

I meet my mates in the morning, a broken, scattered band.
Men shoot us in the water and club us on the land;

Men drive us to the Salt House like silly sheep and tame,
And still we sing Lukannon -- before the sealers came.

Wheel down, wheel down to southward; oh, Gooverooska go!
And tell the Deep-Sea Viceroys! the story of our woe;

Ere, empty as the shark's egg the tempest flings ashore,

The beaches of Lukannon shall know their sons no more!

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

23



http://www.PoemHunter.com

"Mary, Pity Women!"

You call yourself a man,

For all you used to swear,
An' leave me, as you can,

My certain shame to bear?

I 'ear! You do not care --
You done the worst you know.
I 'ate you, grinnin' there. . . .
Ah, Gawd, I love you so!

Nice while it lasted, an' now it is over --

Tear out your 'eart an' good-bye to your lover!

What's the use o' grievin', when the mother that bore you
(Mary, pity women!) knew it all before you?

It aren't no false alarm,

The finish to your fun;

You -- you 'ave brung the 'arm,
An' I'm the ruined one;

An' now you'll off an' run

With some new fool in tow.

Your 'eart? You 'aven't none. . ..
Ah, Gawd, I love you so!

When a man is tired there is naught will bind 'im;

All 'e solemn promised 'e will shove be'ind 'im.
What's the good o' prayin' for The Wrath to strike 'im
(Mary, pity women!), when the rest are like 'im?

What 'ope for me or -- it?

What's left for us to do?

I've walked with men a bit,

But this -- but this is you.

So 'elp me Christ, it's true!

Where can I 'ide or go?

You coward through and through! . . .
Ah, Gawd, I love you so!

All the more you give 'em the less are they for givin' --
Love lies dead, an' you cannot kiss 'im livin'.

Down the road 'e led you there is no returnin’

(Mary, pity women!), but you're late in learnin'!

You'd like to treat me fair?

You can't, because we're pore?
We'd starve? What do I care!
We might, but ~this~ is shore!
I want the name -- no more --
The name, an' lines to show,
An' not to be an 'ore. . ..

Ah, Gawd, I love you so!

What's the good o' pleadin', when the mother that bore you
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(Mary, pity women!) knew it all before you?
Sleep on 'is promises an' wake to your sorrow
(Mary, pity women!), for we sail to-morrow!

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

25



http://www.PoemHunter.com

"Our Fathers Also"

Thrones, Powers, Dominions, Peoples, Kings,
Are changing 'neath our hand.

Our fathers also see these things

But they do not understand.

By--they are by with mirth and tears,
Wit or the works of Desire-
Cushioned about on the kindly years
Between the wall and the fire.

The grapes are pressed, the corn is shocked--
Standeth no more to glean;

For the Gates of Love and Learning locked
When they went out between.

All lore our Lady Venus bares,
Signalled it was or told

By the dear lips long given to theirs
And longer to the mould.

All Profit, all Device, all Truth,

Written it was or said

By the mighty men of their mighty youth,
Which is mighty being dead.

The film that floats before their eyes
The Temple's Veil they call;

And the dust that on the Shewbread lies
Is holy over all.

Warn them of seas that slip our yoke,
Of slow-conspiring stars-

The ancient Front of Things unbroke
But heavy with new wars?

By--they are by with mirth and tears,
Wit or the waste of Desire-
Cushioned about on the kindly years
Between the wall and the fire!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Our Fathers of OId"

Excellent herbs had our fathers of old--
Excellent herbs to ease their pain--
Alexanders and Marigold,
Eyebright, Orris, and Elecampane--
Basil, Rocket, Valerian, Rue,
( Almost singing themselves they run)
Vervain, Dittany, Call-me-to-you--
Cowslip, Melilot, Rose of the Sun.
Anything green that grew out of the mould
Was an excellent herb to our fathers of old.

Wonderful tales had our fathers of old,
Wonderful tales of the herbs and the stars-
The Sun was Lord of the Marigold,
Basil and Rocket belonged to Mars.
Pat as a sum in division it goes--
(Every herb had a planet bespoke)--
Who but Venus should govern the Rose?
Who but Jupiter own the Oak?
Simply and gravely the facts are told
In the wonderful books of our fathers of old.

Wonderful little, when all is said,
Wonderful little our fathers knew.
Half their remedies cured you dead--
Most of their teaching was quite untrue--
"Look at the stars when a patient is ill.
(Dirt has nothing to do with disease),
Bleed and blister as much as you will,
Bister and bleed him as oft as you please."
Whence enormous and manifold
Errors were made by our fathers of old.

Yet when the sickness was sore in the land,
And neither planets nor herbs assuaged,
They took their lives in their lancet-hand
And, oh, what a wonderful war they waged!
Yes, when the crosses were chalked on the door-
(Yes, when the terrible dead-cart rolled! )
Excellent courage our fathers bore--
None too learned, but nobly bold
Into the fight went our fathers of old.

If it be certain, as Galen says--
And sage Hippocrates holds as much--
"That those afflicted by doubts and dismays
Are mightily helped by a dead man's touch,"
Then, be good to us, stars above!
Then, be good to us, herbs below!
We are afflicted by what we can prove,
We are distracted by what we know.

So-ah, so!
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Down from your heaven or up from your mould
Send us the hearts of our Fathers of old!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Poor Honest Men"

Your jar of Virginny

Will cost you a guinea,

Which you reckon too much by five shillings or ten;
But light your churchwarden

And judge it according,

When I've told you the troubles of poor honest men.

From the Capes of the Delaware,

As you are well aware,

We sail which tobacco for England-but then,

Our own British cruisers,

They watch us come through, sirs,

And they press half a score of us poor honest men!

Or if by quick sailing

(Thick weather prevailing )

We leave them behind ( as we do now and then)
We are sure of a gun from

Each frigate we run from,

Which is often destruction to poor honest men!

Broadsides the Atlantic

We tumble short-handed,

With shot-holes to plug and new canvas to bend;
And off the Azores,

Dutch, Dons and Monsieurs

Are waiting to terrify poor honest men.

Napoleon's embargo

Is laid on all cargo

Which comfort or aid to King George may intend;
And since roll, twist and leaf,

Of all comforts is chief,

They try for to steal it from poor honest men!
With no heart for fight,

We take refuge in flight,

But fire as we run, our retreat to defend;

Until our stern-chasers

Cut up her fore-braces,

And she flies off the wind from us poor honest men!

"Twix' the Forties and Fifties,

South-eastward the drift is,

And so, when we think we are making Land's End
Alas, it is Ushant

With half the King's Navy

Blockading French ports against poor honest men!

But they may not quit station

(Which is our salvation )

So swiftly we stand to the Nor'ard again;
And finding the tail of
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A homeward-bound convoy,
We slip past the Scillies like poor honest men.

"Twix' the Lizard and Dover,

We hand our stuff over,

Though I may not inform how we do it, nor when.
But a light on each quarter,

Low down on the water,

Is well understanded by poor honest men.

Even then we have dangers,

From meddlesome strangers,

Who spy on our business and are not content

To take a smooth answer,

Except with a handspike .

And they say they are murdered by poor honest men!

To be drowned or be shot

Is our natural lot,

Why should we, moreover, be hanged in the end---
After all our great pains

For to dangle in chains

As though we were smugglers, not poor honest men?

Rudyard Kipling
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"Rimini"

When I left Rome for Lalage's sake,

By the Legions' Road to Rimini,

She vowed her heart was mine to take

With me and my shield to Rimini--

(Till the Eagles flew from Rimini--)

And I've tramped Britain, and I've tramped Gaul
And the Pontic shore where the snow-flakes fall
As white as the neck of Lalage--

(As cold as the heart of Lalage!)

And I've lost Britain, and I've lost Gaul,

And I've lost Rome and, worst of all,

I've lost Lalage!

When you go by the Via Aurelia

As thousands have traveled before
Remember the Luck of the Soldier

Who never saw Rome any more!

Oh, dear was the sweetheart that kissed him,
And dear was the mother that bore;

But his shield was picked up in the heather,
And he never saw Rome any more!

And he left Rome, etc.

When you go by the Via Aurelia

That runs from the City to Gaul,
Remember the Luck of the Soldier
Who rose to be master of all!

He carried the sword and the buckler,
He mounted his guard on the Wall,
Till the Legions elected him Caesar,
And he rose to be master of all!

And he left Rome, etc.

It's twenty-five marches to Narbo,

It's forty-five more up the Rhone,

And the end may be death in the heather
Or life on an Emperor's throne.

But whether the Eagles obey us,

Or we go to the Ravens--alone,

I'd sooner be Lalage's lover

Than sit on an Emperor's throne!

We've all left Rome for Lalage's sake, etc.

Rudyard Kipling
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"Snarleyow"

This 'appened in a battle to a batt'ry of the corps
Which is first among the women an' amazin' first in war;
An' what the bloomin' battle was I don't remember now,
But Two's off-lead 'e answered to the name o' ~Snarleyow~.
Down in the Infantry, nobody cares;
Down in the Cavalry, Colonel 'e swears;
But down in the lead with the wheel at the flog
Turns the bold Bombardier to a little whipped dog!

They was movin' into action, they was needed very sore,

To learn a little schoolin' to a native army corps,

They 'ad nipped against an uphill, they was tuckin' down the brow,
When a tricky, trundlin' roundshot give the knock to ~Snarleyow~.

They cut 'im loose an' left 'im -- 'e was almost tore in two --

But he tried to follow after as a well-trained 'orse should do;

'E went an' fouled the limber, an' the Driver's Brother squeals:
"Pull up, pull up for ~Snarleyow~ --'is head's between 'is 'eels!"

The Driver 'umped 'is shoulder, for the wheels was goin' round,

An' there ain't no "Stop, conductor!" when a batt'ry's changin' ground;
Sez 'e: "I broke the beggar in, an' very sad I feels,

But I couldn't pull up, not for ~you~ -- your 'ead between your 'eels!"

'E 'adn't 'ardly spoke the word, before a droppin' shell

A little right the batt'ry an' between the sections fell;

An' when the smoke 'ad cleared away, before the limber wheels,
There lay the Driver's Brother with 'is 'ead between 'is 'eels.

Then sez the Driver's Brother, an' 'is words was very plain,

"For Gawd's own sake get over me, an' put me out o' pain."

They saw 'is wounds was mortial, an' they judged that it was best,
So they took an' drove the limber straight across 'is back an' chest.

The Driver 'e give nothin' 'cept a little coughin' grunt,

But 'e swung 'is 'orses 'andsome when it came to "Action Front!"
An' if one wheel was juicy, you may lay your Monday head
'Twas juicier for the niggers when the case begun to spread.

The moril of this story, it is plainly to be seen:
You 'avn't got no families when servin' of the Queen --
You 'avn't got no brothers, fathers, sisters, wives, or sons --
If you want to win your battles take an' work your bloomin' guns!
Down in the Infantry, nobody cares;
Down in the Cavalry, Colonel 'e swears;
But down in the lead with the wheel at the flog
Turns the bold Bombardier to a little whipped dog!

Rudyard Kipling
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"Soldier An' Sailor Too"

As I was spittin' into the Ditch aboard o' the ~Crocodile~,
I seed a man on a man-o'-war got up in the Reg'lars' style.
'E was scrapin' the paint from off of 'er plates,
an' I sez to 'im, "'Oo are you?"
Sez 'e, "I'm a Jolly -- 'Er Majesty's Jolly -- soldier an' sailor too!"
Now 'is work begins by Gawd knows when, and 'is work is never through;
'E isn't one o' the reg'lar Line, nor 'e isn't one of the crew.
'E's a kind of a giddy harumfrodite -- soldier an' sailor too!

An' after I met 'im all over the world, a-doin' all kinds of things,
Like landin' 'isself with a Gatlin' gun to talk to them 'eathen kings;
'E sleeps in an 'ammick instead of a cot,
an' 'e drills with the deck on a slew,
An' 'e sweats like a Jolly -- 'Er Majesty's Jolly -- soldier an' sailor too!
For there isn't a job on the top o' the earth the beggar don't know, nor do --
You can leave 'im at night on a bald man's 'ead, to paddle 'is own canoe --
'E's a sort of a bloomin' cosmopolouse -- soldier an' sailor too.

We've fought 'em in trooper, we've fought 'em in dock,
and drunk with 'em in betweens,
When they called us the seasick scull'ry-maids,
an' we called 'em the Ass Marines;
But, when we was down for a double fatigue, from Woolwich to Bernardmyo,
We sent for the Jollies -- 'Er Majesty's Jollies -- soldier an' sailor too!
They think for 'emselves, an' they steal for 'emselves,
and they never ask what's to do,
But they're camped an' fed an' they're up an' fed before our bugle's blew.
Ho! they ain't no limpin' procrastitutes -- soldier an' sailor too.

You may say we are fond of an 'arness-cut, or 'ootin' in barrick-yards,
Or startin' a Board School mutiny along o' the Onion Guards;
But once in a while we can finish in style for the ends of the earth to view,
The same as the Jollies -- 'Er Majesty's Jollies -- soldier an' sailor too!
They come of our lot, they was brothers to us;
they was beggars we'd met an' knew;
Yes, barrin' an inch in the chest an' the arm, they was doubles o' me an' you;
For they weren't no special chrysanthemums -- soldier an' sailor too!

To take your chance in the thick of a rush, with firing all about,
Is nothing so bad when you've cover to 'and, an' leave an' likin' to shout;
But to stand an' be still to the ~Birken'ead~ drill
is @ damn tough bullet to chew,
An' they done it, the Jollies -- 'Er Majesty's Jollies --
soldier an' sailor too!
Their work was done when it 'adn't begun; they was younger nor me an' you;
Their choice it was plain between drownin' in 'eaps
an' bein' mopped by the screw,
So they stood an' was still to the ~Birken'ead~ drill, soldier an' sailor too!

We're most of us liars, we're 'arf of us thieves,
an' the rest are as rank as can be,
But once in a while we can finish in style
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(which I 'ope it won't 'appen to me).
But it makes you think better o' you an' your friends,

an' the work you may 'ave to do,
When you think o' the sinkin' ~Victorier~'s Jollies -- soldier an' sailor too!

Now there isn't no room for to say ye don't know --

they 'ave proved it plain and true --
That whether it's Widow, or whether it's ship, Victorier's work is to do,

An' they done it, the Jollies -- 'Er Majesty's Jollies --
soldier an' sailor too!

Rudyard Kipling
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"The Men That Fought At Minden"

A Song of Instruction

The men that fought at Minden, they was rookies in their time --
So was them that fought at Waterloo!

All the 'ole command, yuss, from Minden to Maiwand,

They was once dam' sweeps like you!

Then do not be discouraged, 'Eaven is your 'elper,

We'll learn you not to forget;

An' you mustn't swear an' curse, or you'll only catch it worse,
For we'll make you soldiers yet!

The men that fought at Minden, they 'ad stocks beneath their chins,
Six inch 'igh an' more;

But fatigue it was their pride, and they ~would~ not be denied

To clean the cook-'ouse floor.

The men that fought at Minden, they had anarchistic bombs
Served to 'em by name of 'and-grenades;

But they got it in the eye (same as you will by-an'-by)
When they clubbed their field-parades.

The men that fought at Minden, they 'ad buttons up an' down,
Two-an'-twenty dozen of 'em told;

But they didn't grouse an' shirk at an hour's extry work,

They kept 'em bright as gold.

The men that fought at Minden, they was armed with musketoons,
Also, they was drilled by 'alberdiers;

I don't know what they were, but the sergeants took good care
They washed be'ind their ears.

The men that fought at Minden, they 'ad ever cash in 'and
Which they did not bank nor save,

But spent it gay an' free on their betters -- such as me --
For the good advice I gave.

The men that fought at Minden, they was civil -- yuss, they was --
Never didn't talk o' rights an' wrongs,

But they got it with the toe (same as you will get it -- so!) --

For interrupting songs.

The men that fought at Minden, they was several other things
Which I don't remember clear;

But ~that's~ the reason why, now the six-year men are dry,
The rooks will stand the beer!

Then do not be discouraged, 'Eaven is your 'elper,

We'll learn you not to forget;

An' you mustn't swear an' curse, or you'll only catch it worse,
For we'll make you soldiers yet!
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Soldiers yet, if you've got it in you --

All for the sake of the Core;

Soldiers yet, if we 'ave to skin you --

Run an' get the beer, Johnny Raw -- Johnny Raw!
Ho! run an' get the beer, Johnny Raw!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Ballad of Burial

If down here I chance to die,
Solemnly I beg you take
All that is left of "I"
To the Hills for old sake's sake,
Pack me very thoroughly
In the ice that used to slake
Pegs I drank when I was dry --

This observe for old sake's sake.

To the railway station hie,
There a single ticket take
For Umballa -- goods-train -- I
Shall not mind delay or shake.
I shall rest contentedly
Spite of clamor coolies make;
Thus in state and dignity
Send me up for old sake's sake.

Next the sleepy Babu wake,
Book a Kalka van "for four."
Few, I think, will care to make
Journeys with me any more
As they used to do of yore.
I shall need a "special" break --
Thing I never took before --
Get me one for old sake's sake.

After that -- arrangements make.
No hotel will take me in,

And a bullock's back would break
'Neath the teak and leaden skin

Tonga ropes are frail and thin,
Or, did I a back-seat take,

In a tonga I might spin, --

Do your best for old sake's sake.

After that -- your work is done.
Recollect a Padre must

Mourn the dear departed one --
Throw the ashes and the dust.

Don't go down at once. I trust
You will find excuse to "snhake

Three days' casual on the bust."

Get your fun for old sake's sake.

I could never stand the Plains.
Think of blazing June and May
Think of those September rains
Yearly till the Judgment Day!
I should never rest in peace,
I should sweat and lie awake.
Rail me then, on my decease,
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To the Hills for old sake's sake.

Rudyard Kipling
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A Ballad of Jakko Hill

One moment bid the horses wait,
Since tiffin is not laid till three,
Below the upward path and straight
You climbed a year ago with me.
Love came upon us suddenly
And loosed -- an idle hour to kill --
A headless, armless armory
That smote us both on Jakko Hill.

Ah Heaven! we would wait and wait
Through Time and to Eternity!
Ah Heaven! we could conquer Fate
With more than Godlike constancy
I cut the date upon a tree --
Here stand the clumsy figures still:
"10-7-85, A.D."
Damp with the mist of Jakko Hill.

What came of high resolve and great,
And until Death fidelity!
Whose horse is waiting at your gate?
Whose 'rickshaw-wheels ride over me?
No Saint's, I swear; and -- let me see
To-night what names your programme fill --
We drift asunder merrily,
As drifts the mist on Jakko Hill.

L'ENVOL.

Princess, behold our ancient state

Has clean departed; and we see
"Twas Idleness we took for Fate

That bound light bonds on you and me.
Amen! Here ends the comedy

Where it began in all good will;
Since Love and Leave together flee

As driven mist on Jakko Hill!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Ballade of Burial

<i>(Saint Praxed's ever was the Church for peace)</i>

If down here I chance to die,
Solemnly I beg you take

All that is left of "I"

To the Hills for old sake's sake,
Pack me very thoroughly

In the ice that used to slake
Pegs I drank when I was dry --
This observe for old sake's sake.

To the railway station hie,
There a single ticket take

For Umballa -- goods-train -- I
Shall not mind delay or shake.
I shall rest contentedly

Spite of clamour coolies make;
Thus in state and dignity

Send me up for old sake's sake.

Next the sleepy Babu wake,
Book a Kalka van "for four."
Few, I think, will care to make
Journeys with me any more

As they used to do of yore.

I shall need a "special" brake --
'Thing I never took before --
Get me one for old sake's sake.

After that -- arrangements make.
No hotel will take me in,

And a bullock's back would break
'Neath the teak and leaden skin
Tonga-ropes are frail and thin,
Or, did I a back-seat take,

In a tonga I might spin, --

Do your best for old sake's sake.

After that -- your work is done.
Recollect a Padre must

Mourn the dear departed one --
Throw the ashes and the dust.
Don't go down at once. I trust
You will find excuse to "snake
Three days' casual on the bust."
Get your fun for old sake's sake.

I could never stand the Plains.
Think of blazing June and May
Think of those September rains
Yearly till the Judgment Day!
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I should never rest in peace,
I should sweat and lie awake.
Rail me then, on my decease,

Rudyard Kipling
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A Ballade of Jakko Hill

One moment bid the horses wait,
Since tiffin is not laid till three,
Below the upward path and straight
You climbed a year ago with me.
Love came upon us suddenly

And loosed -- an idle hour to kill --
A headless, armless armory

That smote us both on Jakko Hill.

Ah Heaven! we would wait and wait
Through Time and to Eternity!

Ah Heaven! we could conquer Fate

With more than Godlike constancy
I cut the date upon a tree --

Here stand the clumsy figures still:
"10-7-85, A.D."

Damp with the mist of Jakko Hill.

What came of high resolve and great,

And until Death fidelity!

Whose horse is waiting at your gate?

Whose 'rickshaw-wheels ride over me?

No Saint's, I swear; and -- let me see
To-night what names your programme fill --
We drift asunder merrily,

As drifts the mist on Jakko Hill.

L'ENVOIL.
Princess, behold our ancient state
Has clean departed; and we see
"Twas Idleness we took for Fate
That bound light bonds on you and me.
Amen! Here ends the comedy
Where it began in all good will;
Since Love and Leave together flee
As driven mist on Jakko Hill!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Bank Fraud

He drank strong waters and his speech was coarse;
He purchased raiment and forbore to pay';

He stuck a trusting junior with a horse,

And won gymkhanas in a doubtful way.

Then 'twixt a vice and folly, turned aside

To do good deeds and straight to cloak them, lied.

Rudyard Kipling
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A Boy Scouts' Patrol Song

These are our regulations --

There's just one law for the Scout

And the first and the last, and the present and the past,
And the future and the perfect is "Look out!"

I, thou and he, look out!

We, ye and they, look out!

Though you didn't or you wouldn't

Or you hadn't or you couldn't;

You jolly well must look out!

Look out, when you start for the day
That your kit is packed to your mind;
There is no use going away

With half of it left behind.

Look out that your laces are tight,
And your boots are easy and stout,
Or you'll end with a blister at night.
(Chorus) All Patrols look out!

Look out for the birds of the air,

Look out for the beasts of the field --
They'll tell you how and where

The other side's concealed.

When the blackbird bolts from the copse,
Or the cattle are staring about,

The wise commander stops

And (chorus) All Patrols look out!

Look out when your front is clear,

And you feel you are bound to win.
Look out for your flank and your rear --
That's where surprises begin.

For the rustle that isn't a rat,

For the splash that isn't a trout,

For the boulder that may be a hat
(Chorus) All Patrols look out!

For the innocent knee-high grass,
For the ditch that never tells,

Look out! Look out ere you pass --
And look out for everything else!
A sign mis-read as you run

May turn retreat to a rout --

For all things under the sun
(Chorus) All Patrols look out!

Look out when your temper goes

At the end of a losing game;

When your boots are too tight for your toes;
And you answer and argue and blame.

It's the hardest part of the Low,

But it has to be learnt by the Scout --
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For whining and shirking and "jaw"
(Chorus) All Patrols look out!

Rudyard Kipling
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A British-Roman Song

<i>(A. D. 406)</i>
<i>"A Centurion of the Thirtieth"</i>

My father's father saw it not,
And I, belike, shall never come
To look on that so-holy spot --
That very Rome --

Crowned by all Time, all Art, all Might,
The equal work of Gods and Man,

City beneath whose oldest height --
The Race began!

Soon to send forth again a brood,
Unshakable, we pray, that clings

To Rome's thrice-hammered hardihood --
In arduous things.

Strong heart with triple armour bound,
Beat strongly, for thy life-blood runs,
Age after Age, the Empire round --

In us thy Sons

Who, distant from the Seven Hills,

Loving and serving much, require

Thee -- thee to guard 'gainst home-born ills
The Imperial Fire!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Carol

Our Lord Who did the Ox command
To kneel to Judah's King,

He binds His frost upon the land

To ripen it for Spring --

To ripen it for Spring, good sirs,
According to His Word.

Which well must be as ye can see --
And who shall judge the Lord?

When we poor fenmen skate the ice

Or shiver on the wold,

We hear the cry of a single tree

That breaks her heart in the cold --

That breaks her heart in the cold, good sirs,
And rendeth by the board.

Which well must be as ye can see --

And who shall judge the Lord?

Her wood is crazed and little worth
Excepting as to burn,

That we may warm and make our mirth
Until the Spring return --

Until the Spring return, good sirs,
When Christians walk abroad;

When well must be as ye can see --
And who shall judge the Lord?

God bless the master of this house,
And all who sleep therein!

And guard the fens from pirate folk,
And keep us all from sin,

To walk in honesty, good sirs,

Of thought and deed ad word!

Which shall befriend our latter end....
And who shall judge the Lord?

Rudyard Kipling
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A Charm

Take of English earth as much

As either hand may rightly clutch.
In the taking of it breathe

Prayer for all who lie beneath.
Not the great nor well-bespoke,
But the mere uncounted folk

Of whose life and death is none
Report or lamentation.

Lay that earth upon thy heart,
And thy sickness shall depart!

It shall sweeten and make whole
Fevered breath and festered soul.

It shall mightily restrain

Over-busied hand and brain.

It shall ease thy mortal strife

'Gainst the immortal woe of life,

Till thyself, restored, shall prove

By what grace the Heavens do move.

Take of English flowers these --
Spring's full-vaced primroses,
Summer's wild wide-hearted rose,
Autumn's wall-flowerr of the close,
And, thy darkness to illume,

Winter's bee-thronged ivy-bloom.
Seek and serve them where they bide
From Candlemas to Christmas-tide,
For these simples, used aright,

Can restore a failing sight.

These shall cleanse and purify
Webbed and inward-turning eye;
These shall show thee treasure hid,
Thy familiar fields amid;

And reveal (which is thy need)
Every man a King indeed!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Child's Garden

<i>R. L. Stevenson</i>

Now there is nothing wrong with me
Except -- I think it's called T.B.

And that is why I have to lay

Out in the garden all the day.

Our garden is not very wide
And cars go by on either side,
And make an angry-hooty noise
That rather startles little boys.

But worst of all is when they take
Me out in cars that growl and shake,
With charabancs so dreadful-near

I have to shut my eyes for fear.

But when I'm on my back again,

I watch the Croydon aeroplane

That flies across to France, and sings
Like hitting thick piano-strings.

When I am strong enough to do
The things I'm truly wishful to,
I'll never use a car or train

But always have an aeroplane;

And just go zooming round and round,
And frighten Nursey with the sound,
And see the angel-side of clouds,

And spit on all those motor-crowds!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Code of Morals

Now Jones had left his new-wed bride to keep his house in order,
And hied away to the Hurrum Hills above the Afghan border,

To sit on a rock with a heliograph; but ere he left he taught

His wife the working of the Code that sets the miles at naught.

And Love had made him very sage, as Nature made her fair;

So Cupid and Apollo linked , per heliograph, the pair.

At dawn, across the Hurrum Hills, he flashed her counsel wise --
At e'en, the dying sunset bore her busband's homilies.

He warned her 'gainst seductive youths in scarlet clad and gold,
As much as 'gainst the blandishments paternal of the old;

But kept his gravest warnings for (hereby the ditty hangs)

That snowy-haired Lothario, Lieutenant-General Bangs.

'Twas General Bangs, with Aide and Staff, who tittupped on the way,
When they beheld a heliograph tempestuously at play.

They thought of Border risings, and of stations sacked and burnt --

So stopped to take the message down -- and this is whay they learnt --

"Dash dot dot, dot, dot dash, dot dash dot" twice. The General swore.
"Was ever General Officer addressed as 'dear' before?

"'My Love,' i' faith! 'My Duck,' Gadzooks! 'My darling popsy-wop!"
"Spirit of great Lord Wolseley, who is on that mountaintop?"

The artless Aide-de-camp was mute; the gilded Staff were still,

As, dumb with pent-up mirth, they booked that message from the hill;
For clear as summer lightning-flare, the husband's warning ran: --
"Don't dance or ride with General Bangs -- a most immoral man."

[At dawn, across the Hurrum Hills, he flashed her counsel wise --
But, howsoever Love be blind, the world at large hath eyes.]
With damnatory dot and dash he heliographed his wife

Some interesting details of the General's private life.

The artless Aide-de-camp was mute, the shining Staff were still,
And red and ever redder grew the General's shaven gill.

And this is what he said at last (his feelings matter not): --

"I think we've tapped a private line. Hi! Threes about there! Trot!"

All honour unto Bangs, for ne'er did Jones thereafter know

By word or act official who read off that helio.

But the tale is on the Frontier, and from Michni to Moo<i>ltan</i>
They know the worthy General as "that most immoral man."

Rudyard Kipling
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A Counting-Out Song

What is the song the children sing,

When doorway lilacs bloom in Spring,

And the Schools are loosed, and the games are played
That were deadly earnest when Earth was made?
Hear them chattering, shrill and hard,

After dinner-time, out in the yard,

As the sides are chosen and all submit

To the chance of the lot that shall make them "It."
(Singing) <i>"Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo!</i>
<i>Catch a nigger by the toe!</i>

<i>(If he hollers let him go!)</i>

<i>Eenee, Meenee. Mainee, Mo!</i>
<i>You-are-It!"</i>

Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, and Mo

Were the First Big Four of the Long Ago,

When the Pole of the Earth sloped thirty degrees,
And Central Europe began to freeze,

And they needed Ambassadors staunch and stark
To steady the Tribes in the gathering dark:

But the frost was fierce and flesh was frail,

So they launched a Magic that could not fail.
(Singing) <i>"Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo!</i>
<i>Hear the wolves across the snow!</i>
<i>Some one has to kill 'em--so</i>

<i>Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo</i>
<i>Make--you--It!"</i>

Slowly the Glacial Epoch passed,

Central Europe thawed out at last;

And, under the slush of the melting snows

The first dim shapes of the Nations rose.

Rome, Britannia, Belgium, Gaul--

Flood and avalanche fathered them all;

And the First Big Four, as they watched the mess,
Pitied Man in his helplessness.

(Singing)<i> "Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo!</i>
<i>Trouble starts When Nations grow,</i>
<i>Some one has to stop it--so</i>

<i>Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo!</i>
<i>Make-you-It!"</i>

Thus it happened, but none can tell

What was the Power behind the spell--

Fear, or Duty, or Pride, or Faith--

That sent men shuddering out to death--

To cold and watching, and, worse than these,
Work, more work, when they looked for ease--

To the days discomfort, the nights despair,

In the hope of a prize that they never could share,
(Singing) <i>"Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo!</i>
<i>Man is born to Toil and Woe.</i>

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

51



http://www.PoemHunter.com

<i>One will cure another--so</i>
<i>Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo</i>
<i>Make--you--It!"</i>

Once and again, as the Ice went North

The grass crept up to the Firth of Forth.

Once and again, as the Ice came South

The glaciers ground over Lossiemouth.

But, grass or glacier, cold or hot,

The men went out who would rather not,

And fought with the Tiger, the Pig and the Ape,
To hammer the world into decent shape.
(Singing)<i> "Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo!</i>
<i>What's the use of doing so?</i>

<i>Ask the Gods, for we don't know; </i>
<i>But Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo</i>
<i>Make-us-It!"</i>

Nothing is left of that terrible rune

But a tag of gibberish tacked to a tune

That ends the waiting and settles the claims
Of children arguing over their games;

For never yet has a boy been found

To shirk his turn when the turn came round;
Nor even a girl has been known to say

"If you laugh at me I shan't play."

For-- <i> "Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo,</i>
<i>(Don't you let the grown-ups know!)</i>
<i>You may hate it ever so,</i>

<i>But if you're chose you're bound to go,</i>
<i>When Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo</i>
<i>Make-you-It!"</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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A Death-Bed

<i>1918</i>

This is the State above the Law.

The State exists for the State alone.”

<i>[This is a gland at the back of the jaw,

And an answering lump by the collar-bone.]</i>

Some die shouting in gas or fire;

Some die silent, by shell and shot.

Some die desperate, caught on the wire -
Some die suddenly. This will not.

"Regis suprema voluntas Lex"

<i>[It will follow the regular course of--throats.]</i>
Some die pinned by the broken decks,

Some die sobbing between the boats.

Some die eloquent, pressed to death

By the sliding trench as their friends can hear
Some die wholly in half a breath.

Some--give trouble for half a year.

"There is neither Evil nor Good in life

Except as the needs of the State ordain."
<i>[Since it is rather too late for the knife,</i>
<i>All we can do is to mask the pain.]</i>

Some die saintly in faith and hope--
One died thus in a prison-yard--
Some die broken by rape or the rope;
Some die easily. This dies hard.

"I will dash to pieces who bar my way.

Woe to the traitor! Woe to the weak! "
<i>[Let him write what he wishes to say.</i>
<i>It tires him out if he tries to speak.]</i>

Some die quietly. Some abound

In loud self-pity. Others spread

Bad morale through the cots around .
This is a type that is better dead.

"The war was forced on me by my foes.

All that I sought was the right to live."
<i>[Don't be afraid of a triple dose;</i>
<i>The pain will neutralize all we give.</i>

<i>Here are the needles. See that he dies</i>
<i>While the effects of the drug endure. . . .</i>
<i>What is the question he asks with his eyes?--</i>
<i>Yes, All-Highest, to God, be sure.]</i>
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A Dedication

And they were stronger hands than mine
That digged the Ruby from the earth--
More cunning brains that made it worth
The large desire of a king,

And stouter hearts that through the brine
Went down the perfect Pearl to bring.

Lo, I have wrought in common clay
Rude figures of a rough-hewn race,
Since pearls strew not the market-place
In this my town of banishment,

Where with the shifting dust I play,

And eat the bread of discontent.

Yet is there life in that I make.

0 thou who knowest, turn and see--
As thou hast power over me

So have I power over these,

Because I wrought them for thy sake,
And breathed in them mine agonies.

Small mirth was in the making--now
I lift the cloth that cloaks the clay,
And, wearied, at thy feet I lay

My wares, ere I go forth to sell.

The long bazar will praise, but thou--
Heart of my heart--have I done well?

Rudyard Kipling
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A Departure

Since first the White Horse Banner blew free,

By Hengist's horde unfurled,

Nothing has changed on land or sea

Of the things that steer the world.

(As it was when the long-ships scudded through the gale
So it is where the Liners go.)

Time and Tide, they are both in a tale--

"Woe to the weaker -- woe! "

No charm can bridle the hard-mouthed wind
Or smooth the fretting swell.

No gift can alter the grey Sea's mind,

But she serves the strong man well.

(As it is when her uttermost deeps are stirred
So it is where the quicksands show,)

All the waters have but one word--

"Woe to the weaker -- woe! "

The feast is ended, the tales are told,

The dawn is overdue,

And we meet on the quay in the whistling cold
Where the galley waits her crew.

Out with the torches, they have flared too long,
And bid the harpers go.

Wind and warfare have but one song--

"Woe to the weaker -- woe!"

Hail to the great oars gathering way,
As the beach begins to slide!

Hail to the war-shields' click and play
As they lift along our side!

Hail to the first wave over the bow--
Slow for the sea-stroke! Slow!--

All the benches are grunting now:--
"Woe to the weaker -- woe!"

Rudyard Kipling
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A General Summary

We are very slightly changed
From the semi-apes who ranged
India's Prehistoric clay;

He that drew the longest bow
Ran his brother down, you know,
As we run men down to-day.

"Dowb," the first of all his race,
Met the Mammoth face to face
On the lake or in the cave:

Stole the steadiest canoe,

Ate the quarry others slew,

Died -- and took the finest grave.

When they scratched the reindeer-bone,
Some one made the sketch his own,
Filched it from the artist -- then,

Even in those early days,

Won a simple Viceroy's praise

Through the toil of other men.

Ere they hewed the Sphinx's visage
Favouritism governed kissage,

Even as it does in this age.

Who shall doubt "the secret hid
Under Cheops' pyramid"

Was that the contractor did
Cheops out of several millions?

Or that Joseph's sudden rise

To comptroller of Supplies

Was a fraud of monstrous size

On King Pharaoh's swart Civilians?

Thus, the artless songs I sing
Do not deal with anything
New or never said before.

As it was in the beginning

Is to-day official sinning,

And shall be for evermore!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Legend of Truth

Once on a time, the ancient legends tell,
Truth, rising from the bottom of her well,
Looked on the world, but, hearing how it lied,
Returned to her seclusion horrified.

There she abode, so conscious of her worth,
Not even Pilate's Question called her forth,
Nor Galileo, kneeling to deny

The Laws that hold our Planet 'neath the sky.
Meantime, her kindlier sister, whom men call
Fiction, did all her work and more than all,
With so much zeal, devotion, tact, and care,
That no one noticed Truth was otherwhere.

Then came a War when, bombed and gassed and mined,
Truth rose once more, perforce, to meet mankind,

And through the dust and glare and wreck of things,
Beheld a phantom on unbalanced wings,

Reeling and groping, dazed, dishevelled, dumb,

But semaphoring direr deeds to come.

Truth hailed and bade her stand; the quavering shade
Clung to her knees and babbled, "Sister, aid!

I am--I was--thy Deputy, and men

Besought me for my useful tongue or pen

To gloss their gentle deeds, and I complied,

And they, and thy demands, were satisfied.

But this--" she pointed o'er the blistered plain,

Where men as Gods and devils wrought amain--

"This is beyond me! Take thy work again."

Tablets and pen transferred, she fled afar,

And Truth assumed the record of the War...

She saw, she heard, she read, she tried to tell

Facts beyond precedent and parallel--

Unfit to hint or breathe, much less to write,

But happening every minute, day and night.

She called for proof. It came. The dossiers grew.
She marked them, first, "Return. This can't be true."
Then, underneath the cold official word:

"This is not really half of what occurred."

She faced herself at last, the story runs,

And telegraphed her sister: "Come at once.

Facts out of hand. Unable overtake

Without your aid. Come back for Truth's own sake!
Co-equal rank and powers if you agree.

<i>They need us both, but you far more than me!"</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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A Lover's Journey

When a lover hies abroad

Looking for his love,

Azrael smiling sheathes his sword,
Heaven smiles above.

Earth and sea

His servants be,

And to lesser compass round,
That his love be sooner found!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Nativity

<i>1914-18</i>

<i>The Babe was laid in the Manger
Between the gentle kine --

All safe from cold and danger --
"But it was not so with mine,</i>
(With mine! With mine!)

"Is it well with the child, is it well?"
The waiting mother prayed.

"For I know not how he fell,

And I know not where he is laid."

<i>A Star stood forth in Heaven;
The Watchers ran to see

The Sign of the Promise given --
"But there comes no sign to me.</i>
(To me! To me!)

"My child died in the dark.

Is it well with the child, is it well?
There was none to tend him or mark,
And I know not how he fell."

<i>The Cross was raised on high;
The Mother grieved beside --
"But the Mother saw Him die

And took Him when He died.</i>
(He died! He died!)

"Seemly and undefiled

His burial-place was made --

Is it well, is it well with the child?
For I know not where he is laid."

<i>On the dawning of Easter Day
Comes Mary Magdalene;

But the Stone was rolled away,
And the Body was not within --</i>
(Within! Within!)

"Ah, who will answer my word?
The broken mother prayed.

"They have taken away my Lord,
And I know not where He is laid."

<i>"The Star stands forth in Heaven.
The watchers watch in vain

For Sign of the Promise given

Of peace on Earth again --</i>
(Again! Again!)

"But I know for Whom he fell" --

The steadfast mother smiled,
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"Is it well with the child -- is it well?
It is well -- it is well with the child!"

Rudyard Kipling
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A Pageant of Elizabeth

<i>Written for "The Pageant of Parliament," 1934</i>

Like Princes crowned they bore them--

Like Demi-Gods they wrought,

When the New World lay before them

In headlong fact and thought.

Fate and their foemen proved them

Above all meed of praise,

And Gloriana loved them,

And Shakespeare wrote them plays!

Now Valour, Youth, and Life's delight break forth
In flames of wondrous deed, and thought sublime---
Lightly to mould new worlds or lightly loose
Words that shall shake and shape all after-time!

Giants with giants, wits with wits engage,

And England-England-England takes the breath
Of morning, body and soul, till the great Age
Fulfills in one great chord:--Elizabeth!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Pict Song

Rome never looks where she treads.
Always her heavy hooves fall

On our stomachs, our hearts or our heads;
And Rome never heeds when we bawl.
Her sentries pass on--that is all,

And we gather behind them in hordes,
And plot to reconquer the Wall,

With only our tongues for our swords.

We are the Little Folk--we!

Too little to love or to hate.
Leave us alone and you'll see
How we can drag down the State!
We are the worm in the wood!
We are the rot at the root!

We are the taint in the blood!

We are the thorn in the foot!

Mistletoe killing an oak--

Rats gnawing cables in two--
Moths making holes in a cloak--
How they must love what they do!
Yes--and we Little Folk too,

We are busy as they--

Working our works out of view--
Watch, and you'll see it some day!

No indeed! We are not strong,

But we know Peoples that are.

Yes, and we'll guide them along

To smash and destroy you in War!

We shall be slaves just the same?

Yes, we have always been slaves,

But you--you will die of the shame,

And then we shall dance on your graves!

<i>We are the Little Folk, we, etc.</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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A Pilgrim's Way

I do not look for holy saints to guide me on my way,

Or male and female devilkins to lead my feet astray.

If these are added, I rejoice---if not, I shall not mind,

So long as I have leave and choice to meet my fellow-kind.
For as we come and as we go (and deadly-soon go we!)
The people, Lord, Thy people, are good enough for me!

Thus I will honour pious men whose virtue shines so bright
(Though none are more amazed than I when I by chance do right),
And I will pity foolish men for woe their sins have bred

(Though ninety-nine per cent. of mine I brought on my own head).
And, Amorite or Eremite, or General Averagee,

The people, Lord, Thy people, are good enough for me!

And when they bore me overmuch, I will not shake mine ears,
Recalling many thousand such whom I have bored to tears.
And when they labour to impress, I will hot doubt nor scoff;
Since I myself have done no less and---sometimes pulled it off.
Yea, as we are and we are not, and we pretend to be,

The people, Lord, Thy people, are good enough for me!

And when they work me random wrong, as oftentimes hath been,
I will not cherish hate too long (my hands are none too clean).
And when they do me random good I will not feign surprise.

No more than those whom I have cheered with wayside charities.
But, as we give and as we take---whate'er our takings be---

The people, Lord, Thy people, are good enough for me!

But when I meet with frantic folk who sinfully declare

There is no pardon for their sin, the same I will not spare

Till I have proved that Heaven and Hell which in our hearts we have
Show nothing irredeemable on either side of the grave.

For as we live and as we die---if utter Death there be---

The people, Lord, Thy people, are good enough for me!

Deliver me from every pride---the Middle, High, and Low---
That bars me from a brother's side, whatever pride he show.
And purge me from all heresies of thought and speech and pen
That bid me judge him otherwise than I am judged. Amen!
That I may sing of Crowd or King or road-borne company,
That I may labour in my day, vocation and degree,

To prove the same in deed and name, and hold unshakenly
(Where'er I go, whate'er I know, whoe'er my neighbor be)
This single faith in Life and Death and to Eternity:

" "The people, Lord, Thy people, are good enough for me!"

Rudyard Kipling
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A Preface

To all to whom this little book may come--

Health for yourselves and those you hold most dear!
Content abroad, and happiness at home,

And--one grand Secret in your private ear: --
<i>Nations have passed away and left no traces,
And History gives the naked cause of it--

One single, simple reason in all cases;

They fell because their peoples were not fit.</i>

Now, though your Body be mis-shapen, blind,
Lame, feverish, lacking substance, power or skill,
Certain it is that men can school the Mind

To school the sickliest Body, to her will--

As many have done, whose glory blazes still

Like mighty flames in meanest lanterns lit:
Wherefore, we pray the crippled, weak and ill--
Be fit--be fit! In mind at first be fit!

And, though your Spirit seem uncouth or small,
Stubborn as clay or shifting as the sand,
Strengthen the Body, and the Body shall
Strengthen the Spirit till she take command;
As a bold rider brings his horse in hand

At the tall fence, with voice and heel and bit,
And leaps while all the field are at a stand.

Be fit--be fit! In body next be fit!

<i> Nothing on earth--no Arts, no Gifts, no Graces--
No Fame, no Wealth--outweighs the wont of it.

This is the Law which every law embraces--

Be fit--be fit! In mind and body be fit!</i>

The even heart that seldom slurs its beat--

The cool head weighing what that heart desires--
The measuring eye that guides the hands and feet--
The Soul unbroken when the Body tires--

These are the things our weary world requires

Far more than superfluities of wit;

Wherefore we pray you, sons of generous sires,

Be fit--be fit! For Honour's sake be fit.

<i> There is one lesson at all Times and Places--
One changeless Truth on all things changing writ,
For boys and girls, men, women, nations, races--
Be fit -- be fit! And once again, be fit!</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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A Recantation

<i>1917</i>

What boots it on the Gods to call?
Since, answered or unheard,

We perish with the Gods and all
Things made--except the Word.

Ere certain Fate had touched a heart
By fifty years made cold,

I judged thee, Lyde, and thy art
O'erblown and over-bold.

But he--but he, of whom bereft
I suffer vacant days--

He on his shield not meanly left
He cherished all thy lays.

Witness the magic coffer stocked
With convoluted runes

Wherein thy very voice was locked
And linked to circling tunes.

Witness thy portrait, smoke-defiled,

That decked his shelter-place.

Life seemed more present, wrote the child,
Beneath thy well-known face.

And when the grudging days restored
Him for a breath to home,

He, with fresh crowds of youth, adored
Thee making mirth in Rome.

Therefore, I humble, join the hosts,
Loyal and loud, who bow

To thee as Queen of Song--and ghosts,
For I remember how

Never more rampant rose the Hall

At thy audacious line

Than when the news came in from Gaul
Thy son had--followed mine.

But thou didst hide it in thy breast

And, capering, took the brunt

Of blaze and blare, and launched the jest
That swept next week the front.

Singer to children! Ours possessed
Sleep before noon--but thee,
Wakeful each midnight for the rest,
No holocaust shall free!
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<i>Yet they who use the Word assigned,

To hearten and make whole,
Not less than Gods have served mankind,

Though vultures rend their soul.</i>

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

67



http://www.PoemHunter.com

A Rector's Memory

<i>St. Andrews, 1923</i>

The, Gods that are wiser than Learning
But kinder than Life have made sure

No mortal may boast in the morning
That even will find him secure.

With naught for fresh faith or new trial,
With little unsoiled or unsold,

Can the shadow go back on the dial,

Or a new world be given for the old?

<i> But he knows not that time shall awaken,
As he knows not what tide shall lay bare,
The heart of a man to be taken --

Taken and changed unaware.</i>

He shall see as he tenders his vows

The far, guarded City arise --

The power of the North 'twixt Her brows --
The steel of the North in Her eyes;

The sheer hosts of Heaven above --

The grey warlock Ocean beside;

And shall feel the full centuries move

To Her purpose and pride.

Though a stranger shall he understand,
As though it were old in his blood,

The lives that caught fire 'neath Her hand --
The fires that were tamed to Her mood.
And the roar of the wind shall refashion,
And the wind-driven torches recall,

The passing of Time and the passion

Of Youth over all!

<i> And, by virtue of magic unspoken
(What need She should utter Her power?)
The frost at his heart shall be broken

And his spirit be changed in that hour --
Changed and renewed in that hour!</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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A Ripple Song

Once red ripple came to land

In the golden sunset burning--
Lapped against a maiden's hand,
By the ford returning.

<i> Dainty foot and gentle breast--
Here, across, be glad and rest.
"Maiden, wait," the ripple saith;
"Wait awhile, for I am Death!"</i>

"Where my lover calls I go--
Shame it were to treat him coldly--
'"Twas a fish that circled so,
Turning over boldly."

<i> Dainty foot and tender heart,
Wait the loaded ferry-raft.

"Wait, ah, wait!" the ripple saith;
"Maiden, wait, for I am Death!"</i>

"When my lover calls I haste--
Dame Disdain was never wedded!"
Ripple-ripple round her waist,
Clear the current eddied.

<i> Foolish heart and faithful hand,
Little feet that touched no land.

Far away the ripple sped,
Ripple-ripple running red!</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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A School Song

<i>Prelude to "Stalky & Co."</i>

<i>"Let us now praise famous men"--
Men of little showing--

For their work continueth,

And their work continueth,

Broad and deep continues,

Greater then their knowing!</i>

Western wind and open surge
Took us from our mothers--

Flung us on a naked shore

(Twelve bleak houses by the shore.
Seven summers by the shore! )
'Mid two hundred brothers.

There we met with famous men
Set in office o'er us;

And they beat on us with rods--
Faithfully with many rods--
Daily beat us on with rods,

For the love they bore us!

Out of Egypt unto Troy--

Over Himalaya--

Far and sure our bands have gone--
Hy-Brazil or Babylon,

Islands of the Southern Run,

And Cities of Cathaia!

And we all praise famous men--
Ancients of the College;

For they taught us common sense--
Tried to teach us common sense--
Truth and God's Own Common Sense,
Which is more than knowledge!

Each degree of Latitude
Strung about Creation
Seeth one or more of us
(Of one muster each of us),
Diligent in that he does,
Keen in his vocation.

This we learned from famous men,
Knowing not its uses,

When they showed, in daily work--
Man must finish off his work--
Right or wrong, his daily work--
And without excuses.
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Servant of the Staff and chain,
Mine and fuse and grapnel--
Some, before the face of Kings,
Stand before the face of Kings;
Bearing gifts to divers Kings--
Gifts of case and shrapnel.

This we learned from famous men
Teaching in our borders,

Who declared it was best,

Safest, easiest, and best--
Expeditious, wise, and best--

To obey your orders.

Some beneath the further stars
Bear the greater burden:

Set to serve the lands they rule,
(Save he serve no man may rule),
Serve and love the lands they rule;
Seeking praise nor guerdon.

This we learned from famous men,
Knowing not we learned it.

Only, as the years went by--
Lonely, as the years went by--

Far from help as years went by,
Plainer we discerned it.

Wherefore praise we famous men
From whose bays we borrow--
They that put aside To-day--

All the joys of their To-day--

And with toil of their To-day
Bought for us To-morrow!

<i>Bless and praise we famous men--
Men of little showing--

For their work continueth,

And their work continueth,

Broad and deep continueth,

Great beyond their knowing!</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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A Smuggler's Song

If you wake at midnight, and hear a horse's feet,

Don't go drawing back the blind, or looking in the street.
Them that ask no questions isn't told a lie.

Watch the wall, my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!
Five and twenty ponies,

Trotting through the dark --

Brandy for the Parson,

'Baccy for the Clerk;

Laces for a lady, letters for a spy,

And watch the wall, my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!

Running round the woodlump if you chance to find

Little barrels, roped and tarred, all full of brandy-wine,

Don't you shout to come and look, nor use 'em for your play.
Put the brishwood back again -- and they'll be gone next day!

If you see the stable-door setting open wide;

If you see a tired horse lying down inside;

If your mother mends a coat cut about and tore;

If the lining's wet and warm -- don't you ask no more!

If you meet King George's men, dressed in blue and red,
You be carefull what you say, and mindful what is said.

If they call you "pretty maid," and chuck you 'neath the chin,
Don't you tell where no one is, nor yet where no one's been!

Knocks and footsteps round the house -- whistles after dark --
You've no call for running out till the house-dogs bark.

Trusty's here, and Pincher's here, and see how dumb they lie --
They don't fret to follow when the Gentlemen go by!

If you do as you've been told, 'likely there's a chance,
You'll be given a dainty doll, all the way from France,
With a cap of Valenciennes, and a velvet hood --

A present from the Gentlemen, along o' being good!
Five and twenty ponies,

Trotting through the dark --

Brandy for the Parson,

'Baccy for the Clerk;

Them that asks no questions isn't told a lie --

Watch the wall, my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Song in Storm

<i>1914-18</i>

Be well assured that on our side

The abiding oceans fight,

Though headlong wind and heaping tide
Make us their sport to-night.

By force of weather, not of war,

In jeopardy we steer.

Then welcome Fate's discourtesy
Whereby it shall appear

How in all time of our distress,

And our deliverance too,

The game is more than the player of the game,
And the ship is more than the crew!

Out of the mist into the mirk

The glimmering combers roll.

Almost these mindless waters work

As though they had a soul --

Almost as though they leagued to whelm
Our flag beneath their green:

Then welcome Fate's discourtesy
Whereby it shall be seen, etc.

Be well assured, though wave and wind
Have mightier blows in store,

That we who keep the watch assigned
Must stand to it the more;

And as our streaming bows rebuke
Each billow's baulked career,

Sing, welcome Fate's discourtesy
Whereby it is made clear, etc.

No matter though our decks be swept
And mast and timber crack --

We can make good all loss except
The loss of turning back.

So, 'twixt these Devils and our deep
Let courteous trumpets sound,

To welcome Fate's discourtesy
Whereby it will be found, etc.

Be well assured, though in our power
Is nothing left to give

But chance and place to meet the hour,
And leave to strive to live.

Till these dissolve our Order holds,

Our Service binds us here.

Then welcome Fate's discourtesy
Whereby it is made clear

How in all time of our distress,
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As in our triumph too,
The game is more than the player of the game
And the ship is more than the crew!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Song of Kabir

Oh, light was the world that he weighed in his hands!
Oh, heavy the tale of his fiefs and his lands!

He has gone from the guddee and put on the shroud,
And departed in guise of bairagi avowed!

Now the white road to Delhi is mat for his feet.
The sal and the kikar must guard him from heat.
His home is the camp, and waste, and the crowd --
He is seeking the Way as bairagi avowed!

He has looked upon Man, and his eyeballs are clear --
(There was One; there is One, and but One, saith Kabir);
The Red Mist of Doing has thinned to a cloud --

He has taken the Path for bairagi avowed!

To learn and discern of his brother the clod,

Of his brother the brute, and his brother the God,
He has gone from the council and put on the shroud
("Can ye hear?" saith Kabir), a bairagi avowed!

Rudyard Kipling
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A Song of the English

Fair is our lot -- O goodly is our heritage!

(Humble ye, my people, and be fearful in your mirth!)

For the Lord our God Most High

He hath made the deep as dry,

He hath smote for us a pathway to the ends of all the Earth!

Yea, though we sinned -- and our rulers went from righteousness --
Deep in all dishonour though we stained our garments' hem.

Oh be ye not dismayed,

Though we stumbled and we strayed,

We were led by evil counsellors -- the Lord shall deal with them!

Hold ye the Faith -- the Faith our Fathers seal]\ed us;

Whoring not with visions -- overwise and overstale.

Except ye pay the Lord

Single heart and single sword,

Of your children in their bondage shall He ask them treble-tale!

Keep ye the Law -- be swift in all obedience --

Clear the land of evil, drive the road and bridge the ford.

Make ye sure to each his own

That he reap where he hath sown;

By the peace among Our peoples let men know we serve the Lord!

Hear now a song -- a song of broken interludes --

A song of little cunning; of a singer nothing worth.

Through the naked words and mean

May ye see the truth between

As the singer knew and touched it in the ends of all the Earth!

Rudyard Kipling
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An American

The American Spirit speaks:

"If the Led Striker call it a strike,

Or the papers call it a war,

They know not much what I am like,
Nor what he is, my Avatar."

Through many roads, by me possessed,
He shambles forth in cosmic guise;

He is the Jester and the Jest,

And he the Text himself applies.

The Celt is in his heart and hand,
The Gaul is in his brain and nerve;
Where, cosmopolitanly planned,

He guards the Redskin's dry reserve.

His easy unswept hearth he lends
From Labrador to Guadeloupe;

Till, elbowed out by sloven friends,

He camps, at sufferance, on the stoop.

Calm-eyed he scoffs at sword and crown,
Or panic-blinded stabs and slays:
Blatant he bids the world bow down,

Or cringing begs a crust of praise;

Or, sombre-drunk, at mine and mart,

He dubs his dreary brethren Kings.

His hands are black with blood -- his heart
Leaps, as a babe's, at little things.

But, through the shift of mood and mood,
Mine ancient humour saves him whole --
The cynic devil in his blood

That bids him mock his hurrying soul;

That bids him flout the Law he makes,

That bids him make the Law he flouts,

Till, dazed by many doubts, he wakes

The drumming guns that -- have no doubts;

That checks him foolish -- hot and fond,
That chuckles through his deepest ire,
That gilds the slough of his despond
But dims the goal of his desire;

Inopportune, shrill-accented,

The acrid Asiatic mirth

That leaves him, careless 'mid his dead,
The scandal of the elder earth.
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How shall he clear himself, how reach
Your bar or weighed defence prefer?
A brother hedged with alien speech
And lacking all interpreter.

Which knowledge vexes him a space;
But while Reproof around him rings,
He turns a keen untroubled face

Home, to the instant need of things.

Enslaved, illogical, elate,

He greets th' embarrassed Gods, nor fears
To shake the iron hand of Fate

Or match with Destiny for beers.

Lo, imperturbable he rules,
Unkempt, disreputable, vast --
And, in the teeth of all the schools,
I -- I shall save him at the last!

Rudyard Kipling
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An Astrologer's Song

To the Heavens above us

O look and behold

The Planets that love us

All harnessed in gold!

What chariots, what horses
Against us shall bide

While the Stars in their courses
Do fight on our side?

All thought, all desires,

That are under the sun,

Are one with their fires,

As we also are one:

All matter, all spirit,

All fashion, all frame,

Receive and inherit

Their strength from the same.

(Oh, man that deniest

All power save thine own,
Their power in the highest
Is mightily shown.

Not less in the lowest
That power is made clear.
Oh, man, if thou knowest,
What treasure is here!)

Earth quakes in her throes
And we wonder for why!
But the blind planet knows
When her ruler is nigh;
And, attuned since Creation
To perfect accord,

She thrills in her station
And yearns to her Lord.

The waters have risen,

The springs are unbound--

The floods break their prison,
And ravin around.

No rampart withstands 'em,
Their fury will last,

Till the Sign that commands 'em
Sinks low or swings past.

Through abysses unproven
And gulfs beyond thought,
Our portion is woven,

Our burden is brought.

Yet They that prepare it,
Whose Nature we share,
Make us who must bear it
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Well able to bear.

Though terrors o'ertake us
We'll not be afraid.

No power can unmake us
Save that which has made.
Nor yet beyond reason

Or hope shall we fall--

All things have their season,
And Mercy crowns all!

Then, doubt not, ye fearful--
The Eternal is King--

Up, heart, and be cheerful,
And lustily sing:--

What chariots, what horses
Against us shall bide

While the Stars in their courses
Do fight on our side?

Rudyard Kipling
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An Imperial Rescript

Now this is the tale of the Council the German Kaiser decreed,

To ease the strong of their burden, to help the weak in their need,
He sent a word to the peoples, who struggle, and pant, and sweat,
That the straw might be counted fairly and the tally of bricks be set.

The Lords of Their Hands assembled; from the East and the West they drew --
Baltimore, Lille, and Essen, Brummagem, Clyde, and Crewe.

And some were black from the furnace, and some were brown from the soil,
And some were blue from the dye-vat; but all were wearied of toil.

And the young King said: -- "I have found it, the road to the rest ye seek:
The strong shall wait for the weary, the hale shall halt for the weak;

With the even tramp of an army where no man breaks from the line,

Ye shall march to peace and plenty in the bond of brotherhood -- sign!"

The paper lay on the table, the strong heads bowed thereby,

And a wail went up from the peoples: -- "Ay, sign -- give rest, for we die!"
A hand was stretched to the goose-quill, a fist was cramped to scrawl,
When -- the laugh of a blue-eyed maiden ran clear through the council-hall.

And each one heard Her laughing as each one saw Her plain --

Saidie, Mimi, or Olga, Gretchen, or Mary Jane.

And the Spirit of Man that is in Him to the light of the vision woke;

And the men drew back from the paper, as a Yankee delegate spoke: --

"There's a girl in Jersey City who works on the telephone;

We're going to hitch our horses and dig for a house of our own,

With gas and water connections, and steam-heat through to the top;
And, W. Hohenzollern, I guess I shall work till T drop."

And an English delegate thundered: -- "The weak an' the lame be blowed!
I've a berth in the Sou'-West workshops, a home in the Wandsworth Road;
And till the 'sociation has footed my buryin' bill,

I work for the kids an' the missus. Pull up? I be damned if I willl"

And over the German benches the bearded whisper ran: --

"Lager, der girls und der dollars, dey makes or dey breaks a man.
If Schmitt haf collared der dollars, he collars der girl deremit;

But if Schmitt bust in der pizness, we collars der girl from Schmitt."

They passed one resolution: -- "Your sub-committee believe

You can lighten the curse of Adam when you've lightened the curse of Eve.
But till we are built like angels, with hammer and chisel and pen,

We will work for ourself and a woman, for ever and ever, amen."

Now this is the tale of the Council the German Kaiser held --

The day that they razored the Grindstone, the day that the Cat was belled,
The day of the Figs from Thistles, the day of the Twisted Sands,

The day that the laugh of a maiden made light of the Lords of Their Hands.

Rudyard Kipling
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An Old Song

So long as 'neath the Kalka hills
The tonga-horn shall ring,

So long as down the Solon dip

The hard-held ponies swing,

So long as Tara Devi sees

The lights of Simla town,

So long as Pleasure calls us up,

Or Duty drivese us down,

<i> If you love me as I love you
What pair so happy as we two?</i>

So long as Aces take the King,

Or backers take the bet,

So long as debt leads men to wed,

Or marriage leads to debt,

So long as little luncheons, Love,

And scandal hold their vogue,

While there is sport at Annandale

Or whisky at Jutogh,

<i> If you love me as I love you

What knife can cut our love in two?</i>

So long as down the rocking floor

The raving polka spins,

So long as Kitchen Lancers spur

The maddened violins,

So long as through the whirling smoke
We hear the oft-told tale --

"Twelve hundred in the Lotteries,"

And Whatshername for sale?

<i> If you love me as I love you

We'll play the game and win it too.</i>

So long as Lust or Lucre tempt
Straight riders from the course,

So long as with each drink we pour
Black brewage of Remorse,

So long as those unloaded guns

We keep beside the bed,

Blow off, by obvious accident,

The lucky owner's head,

<i> If you love me as I love you
What can Life kill of Death undo?</i>

So long as Death 'twixt dance and dance
Chills best and bravest blood,

And drops the reckless rider down

The rotten, rain-soaked khud,

So long as rumours from the North
Make loving wives afraid,

So long as Burma takes the boy

Or typhoid kills the maid,
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<i> If you love me as I love you
What knife can cut our love in two?</i>

By all that lights our daily life

Or works our lifelong woe,

From Boileaugunge to Simla Downs
And those grim glades below,
Where, heedless of the flying hoof
And clamour overhead,

Sleep, with the grey langur for guard
Our very scornful Dead,

<i> If you love me as I love you

All Earth is servant to us twol</i>

By Docket, Billetdoux, and File,

By Mountain, CIiff, and Fir,

By Fan and Sword and Office-box,
By Corset, Plume, and Spur

By Riot, Revel, Waltz, and War,

By Women, Work, and Bills,

By all the life that fizzes in

The everlasting Hills,

<i> If you love me as I love you
What pair so happy as we two?</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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Anchor Song

Heh! Walk her round. Heave, ah heave her short again!
Over, snatch her over, there, and hold her on the pawl.
Loose all sail, and brace your yards back and full --
Ready jib to pay her off and heave short all!
Well, ah fare you well; we can stay no more with you, my love --
Down, set down your liquor and your girl from off your knee;
For the wind has come to say:
"You must take me while you may,
If you'd go to Mother Carey
(Walk her down to Mother Carey!),
Oh, we're bound to Mother Carey where she feeds her chicks at sea!"

Heh! Walk her round. Break, ah break it out o' that!
Break our starboard-bower out, apeak, awash, and clear.
Port -- port she casts, with the harbour-mud beneath her foot,
And that's the last o' bottom we shall see this year!
Well, ah fare you well, for we've got to take her out again --
Take her out in ballast, riding light and cargo-free.
And it's time to clear and quit
When the hawser grips the bitt,
So we'll pay you with the foresheet and a promise from the sea!

Heh! Tally on. Aft and walk away with her!
Handsome to the cathead, now; O tally on the fall!
Stop, seize and fish, and easy on the davit-guy.
Up, well up the fluke of her, and inboard haul!
Well, ah fare you well, for the Channel wind's took hold of us,
Choking down our voices as we shatch the gaskets free.
And it's blowing up for night,
And she's dropping Light on Light,
And she's snorting under bonnets for a breath of open sea,

Wheel, full and by; but she'll smell her road alone to-night.
Sick she is and harbour-sick -- O sick to clear the land!
Roll down to Brest with the old Red Ensignh over us --
Carry on and thrash her out with all she'll stand!
Well, ah fare you well, and it's Ushant slams the door on us,
Whirling like a windmill through the dirty scud to lee:
Till the last, last flicker goes
From the tumbling water-rows,
And we're off to Mother Carey
(Walk her down to Mother Carey!),
Oh, we're bound for Mother Carey where she feeds her chicks at seal!

Rudyard Kipling
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Angutivaun Taina

<i>Song of the Returning Hunter (Esquimaux)</i>

Our gloves are stiff with the frozen blood,
Our furs with the drifted snow,

As we come in with the seal--the seall!

In from the edge of the floe.

<i>Au jana! Aua! Oha! Haq!</i>

And the yelping dog-teams go;

And the long whips crack, and the men come back,
Back from the edge of the floe!

We tracked our seal to his secret place,

We heard him scratch below,

We made our mark, and we watched beside,
Out on the edge of the floe.

We raised our lance when he rose to breathe,
We drove it downward--so!

And we played him thus, and we killed him thus,
Out on the edge of the floe.

Our gloves are glued with the frozen blood,
Our eyes with the drifting snow;

But we come back to our wives again,
Back from the edge of the floe!

<i>Au jana! Aua! Oha! Haq!</i>

<i> And the loaded dog-teams go;</i>

<i>And the wives can hear their men come back,</i>
<i>Bck from the edge of the floe!</i>
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Arithmetic on the Frontier

A great and glorious thing it is
To learn, for seven years or so,
The Lord knows what of that and this,
Ere reckoned fit to face the foe --
The flying bullet down the Pass,
That whistles clear: "All flesh is grass."

Three hundred pounds per annum spent
On making brain and body meeter
For all the murderous intent
Comprised in "villanous saltpetre!"
And after -- ask the Yusufzaies
What comes of all our 'ologies.

A scrimmage in a Border Station --
A canter down some dark defile --
Two thousand pounds of education
Drops to a ten-rupee jezail --
The Crammer's boast, the Squadron's pride,
Shot like a rabbit in a ride!

No proposition Euclid wrote,
No formulae the text-books know,
Will turn the bullet from your coat,
Or ward the tulwar's downward blow
Strike hard who cares -- shoot straight who can --
The odds are on the cheaper man.

One sword-knot stolen from the camp
Will pay for all the school expenses
Of any Kurrum Valley scamp
Who knows no word of moods and tenses,
But, being blessed with perfect sight,
Picks off our messmates left and right.

With home-bred hordes the hillsides teem,
The troop-ships bring us one by one,

At vast expense of time and steam,
To slay Afridis where they run.

The "captives of our bow and spear"

Are cheap -- alas! as we are dear.

Rudyard Kipling
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Army Headquarters

Old is the song that I sing --

Old as my unpaid bills --

Old as the chicken that kitmutgars bring
Men at dak-bungalows -- old as the Hills.

Ahasuerus Jenkins of the "Operatic Own,"

Was dowered with a tenor voice of super-Santley tone.
His views on equitation were, perhaps, a trifle queer.

He had no seat worth mentioning, but oh! he had an ear.

He clubbed his wretched company a dozen times a day;
He used to quit his charger in a parabolic way;

His method of saluting was the joy of all beholders,

But Ahasuerus Jenkins had a head upon his shoulders.

He took two months at Simla when the year was at the spring,
And underneath the deodars eternally did sing.

He warbled like a bul-bul but particularly at

Cornelia Agrippina, who was musical and fat.

She controlled a humble husband, who, in turn, controlled a Dept.
Where Cornelia Agrippina's human singing-birds were kept

From April to October on a plump retaining-fee,

Supplied, of course, per mensem, by the Indian Treasury.

Cornelia used to sing with him, and Jenkins used to play;

He praised unblushingly her notes, for he was false as they;

So when the winds of April turned the budding roses brown,
Cornelia told her husband: -- "Tom, you mustn't send him down."

They haled him from his regiment, which didn't much regret him;
They found for him an office-stool, and on that stool they set him
To play with maps and catalogues three idle hours a day,

And draw his plump retaining-fee -- which means his double pay.

Now, ever after dinnger, when the coffee-cups are brought,
Ahasuerus waileth o'er the grand pianoforte;

And, thanks to fair Cornelia, his fame hath waxen great,
And Ahasuerus Jenkins is a Power in the State!

Rudyard Kipling
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Arterial

I

Frost upon small rain--the ebony-lacquered avenue
Reflecting lamps as a pool shows goldfish.

The sight suddenly emptied out of the young man's eyes
Entering upon it sideways.

II

In youth, by hazard, I killed an old man.
In age I maimed a little child.

Dead leaves under Foot reproach not:

But the lop-sided cherry-branch--whenever the sun rises,
How black a shadow!

Rudyard Kipling
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As the Bell Clinks

As I left the Halls at Lumley, rose the vision of a comely

Maid last season worshipped dumbly, watched with fervor from afar;
And I wondered idly, blindly, if the maid would greet me kindly.
That was all -- the rest was settled by the clinking tonga-bar.

Yea, my life and hers were coupled by the tonga coupling-bar.

For my misty meditation, at the second changin-station,
Suffered sudden dislocation, fled before the tuneless jar

Of a Wagner obbligato, scherzo, doublehand staccato,

Played on either pony's saddle by the clacking tonga-bar --
Played with human speech, I fancied, by the jigging, jolting bar.

"She was sweet," thought I, "last season, but 'twere surely wild unreason
Such tiny hope to freeze on as was offered by my Star,

When she whispered, something sadly: 'I -- we feel your going badly!""
"And you let the chance escape you?" rapped the rattling tonga-bar.
"What a chance and what an idiot!" clicked the vicious tonga-bar.

Heart of man -- oh, heart of putty! Had I gone by Kakahutti,

On the old Hill-road and rutty, I had 'scaped that fatal car.

But his fortune each must bide by, so I watched the milestones slide by,
To "You call on Her to-morrow!" -- fugue with cymbals by the bar --
You must call on Her to-morrow!" -- post-horn gallop by the bar.

Yet a further stage my goal on -- we were whirling down to Solon,
With a double lurch and roll on, best foot foremost, ganz und gar --
"She was very sweet," I hinted. "If a kiss had been imprinted?" --
""Would ha' saved a world of trouble!" clashed the busy tonga-bar.
"'Been accepted or rejected!" banged and clanged the tonga-bar.

Then a notion wild and daring, 'spite the income tax's paring,

And a hasty thought of sharing -- less than many incomes are,

Made me put a question private, you can guess what I would drive at.
"You must work the sum to prove it," clanked the careless tonga-bar.
"Simple Rule of Two will prove it," litled back the tonga-bar.

It was under Khyraghaut I muse. "Suppose the maid be haughty --
(There are lovers rich -- and roty) -- wait some wealthy Avatar?
Answer monitor untiring, 'twixt the ponies twain perspiring!"

"Faint heart never won fair lady," creaked the straining tonga-bar.
"Can I tell you ere you ask Her?" pounded slow the tonga-bar.

Last, the Tara Devi turning showed the lights of Simla burning,

Lit my little lazy yearning to a fiercer flame by far.

As below the Mall we jingled, through my very heart it tingled --

Did the iterated order of the threshing tonga-bar --

Truy your luck -- you can't do better!" twanged the loosened tongar-bar.
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At His Execution

I am made all things to all men--
Hebrew, Roman, and Greek--
In each one's tongue I speak,
Suiting to each my word,
That some may be drawn to the Lord!

I am made all things to all men--

In City or Wilderness

Praising the crafts they profess
That some may be drawn to the Lord--
By any means to my Lord!

Since I was overcome
By that great Light and Word,
I have forgot or forgone
The self men call their own
(Being made all things to all men)
So that I might save some
At such small price to the Lord,
As being all things to all men.

I was made all things to all men,

But now my course is done--

And now is my reward...

Ah, Christ, when I stand at Thy Throne
With those I have drawn to the Lord,
Restore me my self again!
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Azrael's Count

Lo! The Wild Cow of the Desert, her yeanling estrayed from her --

Lost in the wind-plaited sand-dunes -- athirst in the maze of them.
Hot-foot she follows those foot-prints -- the thrice-tangled ways of them.
Her soul is shut save to one thing -- the love-quest consuming her
Fearless she lows past the camp, our fires affright her not.

Ranges she close to the to the tethered ones -- the mares by the lances held.
Noses she softly apart the veil in the women's tent.

Next -- withdrawn under moonlight, a shadow afar off --

Fades. Ere men cry, "Hold her fast! darkness recovers her.

She the all-crazed and forlorn, when the dogs threaten her,

Only a side-tossed horn, as though a fly troubled her,

Shows she hath heard, till a lance in the heart of her quivereth.

-- Lo, from that carcass aheap -- where speeds the soul of it?

Where is the tryst it must keep? Who is her pandar? Death!

Men I dismiss to the Mercy greet me not willingly;

Crying, "When seekest Thou me first? Are not my kin unslain?
Shrinking aside from the Sword-edge, blinking the glare of it,
Shrinking the chin in the neck-bone. How shall that profit them?
Yet, among women a thousand, few meet me otherwise.

Yet, among women a thousand, one comes to me mistress-wise.
Arms open, breasts open, mouth open -- hot is her need on her.
Crying, "Ho, Servant, aquit me, the bound by Love's promises!
Haste Thou! He Waits! I would go! Handle me lustily!

Lo! her eyes stare past my wings, as things unbeheld by her.
Lo! her lips summoning part. I am not whom she calls!

Lo! My sword sinks and returns. At no time she heedeth it,

More than the dust of a journey, her garments brushed clear of it.
Lo! Ere the blood-gush has ceased, forward her soul rushes.

She is away to her tryst. Who is her pandar? Death!
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Back to the Army Again

I'm 'ere in a ticky ulster an' a broken billycock 'at,

A-layin' on the sergeant I don't know a gun from a bat;

My shirt's doin' duty for jacket, my sock's stickin' out o' my boots,
An' I'm learnin' the damned old goose-step along o' the new recruits!

Back to Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again.

Don't look so 'ard, for I 'aven't no card,
I'm back to the Army again!

I done my six years' service. 'Er Majesty sez: "Good day --

You'll please to come when you're rung for, an' 'ere's your 'ole back-pay:
An' fourpence a day for baccy -- an' bloomin' gen'rous, too;

An' now you can make your fortune -- the same as your orf'cers do."

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again.

'Ow did I learn to do right-about-turn?
I'm back to the Army again!

A man o' four-an'-twenty that 'asn't learned of a trade --

Beside "Reserve" agin' him -- 'e'd better be never made.

I tried my luck for a quarter, an' that was enough for me,

An' I thought of 'Er Majesty's barricks, an' I thought I'd go an' see.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again.

'Tisn't my fault if I dress when I 'alt --
I'm back to the Army again!

The sergeant arst no questions, but 'e winked the other eye,
'E sez to me, " 'Shun!" an' I shunted, the same as in days gone by;
For 'e saw the set o' my shoulders, an' I couldn't 'elp 'oldin' straight
When me an' the other rookies come under the barrik-gate.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again.

'Oo would ha' thought I could carry an' port?
I'm back to the Army again!

I took my bath, an' I wallered -- for, Gawd, I needed it so!

I smelt the smell o' the barricks, I 'eard the bugles go.

I 'eard the feet on the gravel -- the feet o' the men what drill --

An' I sez to my flutterin' 'eart-strings, I sez to 'em, "Peace, be still!"

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again.

'Oo said I knew when the troopship was due?
I'm back to the Army again!

I carried my slops to the tailor; I sez to 'im, "None o' your lip!
You tight 'em over the shoulders, an' loose 'em over the 'ip,
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For the set o' the tunic's 'orrid." An' 'e sez to me, "Strike me dead,

But I thought you was used to the business!" an' so 'e done what I said.

Back to the Army again, sergeant,

Back to the Army again.

Rather too free with my fancies? Wot -- me?
I'm back to the Army again!

Next week I'll 'ave 'em fitted; I'll buy me a swagger-cane;

They'll let me free o' the barricks to walk on the Hoe again,

In the name o' William Parsons, that used to be Edward Clay,

An' -- any pore beggar that wants it can draw my fourpence a day!

Back to the Army again, sergeant,
Back to the Army again.

Out o' the cold an' the rain, sergeant,
Out o' the cold an' the rain.

'O0's there?

A man that's too good to be lost you,

A man that is 'andled an' made --

A man that will pay what 'e cost you

In learnin' the others their trade -- parade!
You're droppin' the pick o' the Army

Because you don't 'elp 'em remain,

But drives 'em to cheat to get out o' the street
An' back to the Army again!
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

93



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Ballad of Fisher's Boarding-House

'"T was Fultah Fisher's boarding-house,
Where sailor-men reside,

And there were men of all the ports
From Mississip to Clyde,

And regally they spat and smoked,
And fearsomely they lied.

They lied about the purple Sea
That gave them scanty bread,
They lied about the Earth beneath,
The Heavens overhead,

For they had looked too often on
Black rum when that was red.

They told their tales of wreck and wrong,
Of shame and lust and fraud,

They backed their toughest statements with
The Brimstone of the Lord,

And crackling oaths went to and fro

Across the fist-banged board.

And there was Hans the blue-eyed Dane,
Bull-throated, bare of arm,

Who carried on his hairy chest

The maid Ultruda's charm --

The little silver crucifix

That keeps a man from harm.

And there was Jake Without-the-Ears,
And Pamba the Malay,

And Carboy Gin the Guinea cook,

And Luz from Vigo Bay,

And Honest Jack who sold them slops
And harvested their pay.

And there was Salem Hardieker,

A lean Bostonian he --

Russ, German, English, Halfbreed, Finn,
Yank, Dane, and Portugee,

At Fultah Fisher's boarding-house

They rested from the sea.

Now Anne of Austria shared their drinks,
Collinga knew her fame,

From Tarnau in Galicia

To Juan Bazaar she came,

To eat the bread of infamy

And take the wage of shame.

She held a dozen men to heel --
Rich spoil of war was hers,
In hose and gown and ring and chain,
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From twenty mariners,
And, by Port Law, that week, men called
Her Salem Hardieker's.

But seamen learnt -- what landsmen know --
That neither gifts nor gain

Can hold a winking Light o' Love

Or Fancy's flight restrain,

When Anne of Austria rolled her eyes

On Hans the blue-eyed Dane.

Since Life is strife, and strife means knife,
From Howrah to the Bay,

And he may die before the dawn

Who liquored out the day,

In Fultah Fisher's boarding-house

We woo while yet we may.

But cold was Hans the blue-eyed Dane,
Bull-throated, bare of arm,

And laughter shook the chest beneath
The maid Ultruda's charm --

The little silver crucifix

That keeps a man from harm.

"You speak to Salem Hardieker;

"You was his girl, I know.

"I ship mineselfs to-morrow, see,
"Und round the Skaw we go,

"South, down the Cattegat, by Hjelm,
"To Besser in Saro."

When love rejected turns to hate,

All ill betide the man.

"You speak to Salem Hardieker" --

She spoke as woman can.

A scream -- a sob -- "He called me -- names!"
And then the fray began.

An oath from Salem Hardieker,

A shriek upon the stairs,

A dance of shadows on the wall,

A knife-thrust unawares --

And Hans came down, as cattle drop,
Across the broken chairs.

In Anne of Austria's trembling hands
The weary head fell low: --

"I ship mineselfs to-morrow, straight
"For Besser in Saro;
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"Und there Ultruda comes to me
"At Easter, und I go

"South, down the Cattegat -- What's here?
"There -- are -- no -- lights -- to guide!"
The mutter ceased, the spirit passed,

And Anne of Austria cried

In Fultah Fisher's boarding-house

When Hans the mighty died.

Thus slew they Hans the blue-eyed Dane,
Bull-throated, bare of arm,

But Anne of Austria looted first

The maid Ultruda's charm --

The little silver crucifix

That keeps a man from harm.
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Banquet Night

"ONCE in so often," King Solomon said,
Watching his quarrymen drill the stone,
"We will curb our garlic and wine and bread
And banquet together beneath my Throne,
And all Brethren shall come to that mess
As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

"Send a swift shallop to Hiram of Tyre,
Felling and floating our beautiful trees,

Say that the Brethren and I desire

Talk with our Brethren who use the seas.
And we shall be happy to meet them at mess
As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

"Carry this message to Hiram Abif-
Excellent master of forge and mine :-

I and the Brethren would like it if

He and the Brethren will come to dine
(Garments from Bozrah or morning-dress)
As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

"God gave the Cedar their place-

Also the Bramble, the Fig and the Thorn-

But that is no reason to black a man's face
Because he is not what he hasn't been born.
And, as touching the Temple, I hold and profess
We are Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less."

So it was ordered and so it was done,

And the hewers of wood and the Masons of Mark,
With foc'sle hands of Sidon run

And Navy Lords from the ROYAL ARK,

Came and sat down and were merry at mess

As Fellow-Craftsmen-no more and no less.

The Quarries are hotter than Hiram's forge,
No one is safe from the dog-whip's reach.
It's mostly snowing up Lebanon gorge,

And it's always blowing off Joppa beach;

But once in so often, the messenger brings
Solomon's mandate : "Forget these things!
Brother to Beggars and Fellow to Kings,
Companion of Princes-forget these things!
Fellow-Craftsmen, forget these things!"
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Barrack-Room Ballads

When 'Omer smote 'is bloomin' lyre,
He'd 'eard men sing by land an' sea;
An' what he thought 'e might require,
'E went an' took -- the same as me!

The market-girls an' fishermen,
The shepherds an' the sailors, too,

They 'eard old songs turn up again,
But kep' it quiet -- same as you!

They knew 'e stole; 'e knew they knowed.

They didn't tell, nor make a fuss,
But winked at 'Omer down the road,
An' 'e winked back -- the same as us!
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Beast and Man in India

They killed a Child to please the Gods
In Earth's young penitence,

And I have bled in that Babe's stead
Because of innocence.

I bear the sins of sinful men

That have no sin of my own,

They drive me forth to Heaven's wrath
Unpastured and alone.

I am the meat of sacrifice,

The ransom of man's guilt,

For they give my life to the altar-knife
Wherever shrine is built.

<i>The Goat.</i>

Between the waving tufts of jungle-grass,
Up from the river as the twilight falls,
Across the dust-beclouded plain they pass
On to the village walls.

Great is the sword and mighty is the pen,

But over all the labouring ploughman's blade--
For on its oxen and its husbandmen

An Empire's strength is laid.

<i>The Oxen.</i>

The torn boughs trailing o'er the tusks aslant,
The saplings reeling in the path he trod,
Declare his might--our lord the Elephant,
Chief of the ways of God.

The black bulk heaving where the oxen pant,
The bowed head toiling where the guns careen,
Declare our might--our slave the Elephant,
And servant of the Queen.

<i>The Elephant.</i>

Dark children of the mere and marsh,
Wallow and waste and lea,

Outcaste they wait at the village gate
With folk of low degree.

Their pasture is in no man's land,
Their food the cattle's scorn;
Their rest is mire and their desire
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The thicket and the thorn.

But woe to those that break their sleep,
And woe to those that dare

To rouse the herd-bull from his keep,
The wild boar from his lair!

<i>Pigs and Buffaloes.</i>

The beasts are very wise,

Their mouths are clean of lies,
They talk one to the other,
Bullock to bullock's brother
Resting after their labours,

Each in stall with his neighbours.
But man with goad and whip,
Breaks up their fellowship,
Shouts in their silky ears

Filling their soul with fears.
When he has ploughed the land,
He says: "They understand."
But the beasts in stall together,
Freed from the yoke and tether,
Say as the torn flanks smoke:
"Nay, 'twas the whip that spoke."

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

100



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Before a Midnight Breaks in Storm

Before a midnight breaks in storm,

Or herded sea in wrath,

Ye know what wavering gusts inform

The greater tempest's path;

Till the loosed wind

Drive all from mind,

Except Distress, which, so will prophets cry,
O'ercame them, houseless, from the unhinting sky.

Ere rivers league against the land

In piratry of flood,

Ye know what waters steal and stand

Where seldom water stood.

Yet who will note,

Till fields afloat,

And washen carcass and the returning well,
Trumpet what these poor heralds strove to tell?

Ye know who use the Crystal Ball

(To peer by stealth on Doom),

The Shade that, shaping first of all,
Prepares an empty room.

Then doth It pass

Like breath from glass,

But, on the extorted Vision bowed intent,
No man considers why It came or went.

Before the years reborn behold

Themselves with stranger eye,

And the sport-making Gods of old,

Like Samson slaying, die,

Many shall hear

The all-pregnant sphere,

Bow to the birth and sweat, but--speech denied--
Sit dumb or--dealt in part--fall weak and wide.

Yet instant to fore-shadowed need

The eternal balance swings;

That winged men, the Fates may breed
So soon as Fate hath wings.

These shall possess

Our littleness,

And in the imperial task (as worthy) lay
Up our lives' all to piece one giant Day.

Rudyard Kipling
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Belts

There was a row in Silver Street that's near to Dublin Quay,

Between an Irish regiment an' English cavalree;

It started at Revelly an' it lasted on till dark:

The first man dropped at Harrison's, the last forninst the Park.
For it was: -- "Belts, belts, belts, an' that's one for you!"
An' it was "Belts, belts, belts, an' that's done for you!"

O buckle an' tongue
Was the song that we sung
From Harrison's down to the Park!

There was a row in Silver Street -- the regiments was out,
They called us "Delhi Rebels", an' we answered "Threes about!"
That drew them like a hornet's nest -- we met them good an' large,
The English at the double an' the Irish at the charge.

Then it was: -- "Belts . . .

There was a row in Silver Street -- an' I was in it too;
We passed the time o' day, an' then the belts went whirraru!
I misremember what occurred, but subsequint the storm
A ~Freeman's Journal Supplemint~ was all my uniform.
O it was: -- "Belts . . .

There was a row in Silver Street -- they sent the Polis there,

The English were too drunk to know, the Irish didn't care;

But when they grew impertinint we simultaneous rose,

Till half o' them was Liffey mud an' half was tatthered clo'es.
For it was: -- "Belts . . .

There was a row in Silver Street -- it might ha' raged till now,
But some one drew his side-arm clear, an' nobody knew how;
"Twas Hogan took the point an' dropped; we saw the red blood run:
An' so we all was murderers that started out in fun.

While it was: -- "Belts . . .

There was a row in Silver Street -- but that put down the shine,

Wid each man whisperin' to his next: "'Twas never work o' mine!"

We went away like beaten dogs, an' down the street we bore him,

The poor dumb corpse that couldn't tell the bhoys were sorry for him.
When it was: -- "Belts . . .

There was a row in Silver Street -- it isn't over yet,

For half of us are under guard wid punishments to get;

'Tis all a merricle to me as in the Clink I lie:

There was a row in Silver Street -- begod, I wonder why!
But it was: -- "Belts, belts, belts, an' that's one for you!"
An' it was "Belts, belts, belts, an' that's done for you!"

O buckle an' tongue
Was the song that we sung
From Harrison's down to the Park!

Rudyard Kipling
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Big Steamers

<i>1914-18</i>

"Oh, where are you going to, all you Big Steamers,

With England's own coal, up and down the salt seas?"
"We are going to fetch you your bread and your butter,
Your beef, pork, and mutton, eggs, apples, and cheese."

"And where will you fetch it from, all you Big Steamers,
And where shall I write you when you are away?
"We fetch it from Melbourne, Quebec, and Vancouver--
Address us at Hobart, Hong-Kong, and Bombay."

"But if anything happened to all you Big Steamers,

And suppose you were wrecked up and down the salt sea?"
"Then you'd have no coffee or bacon for breakfast,

And you'd have no muffins or toast for your tea."

"Then I'll pray for fine weather for all you Big Steamers,
For little blue billows and breezes so soft."

"Oh, billows and breezes don't bother Big Steamers,
For we're iron below and steel-rigging aloft."

"Then I'll build a new lighthouse for all you Big Steamers,
With plenty wise pilots to pilot you through."

"Oh, the Channel's as bright as a ball-room already,

And pilots are thicker than pilchards at Looe."

"Then what can I do for you, all you Big Steamers,
Oh, what can I do for your comfort and good?"

"Send out your big warships to watch your big waters,
That no one may stop us from bringing you food.

<i>"For the bread that you eat and the biscuits you nibble,</i>
<i>The sweets that you suck and the joints that you carve,</i>
<i>They are brought to you daily by all us Big Steamers--</i>
<i>And if one hinders our coming you'll starve!"</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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Bill 'Awkins

"'As anybody seen Bill 'Awkins?"
"Now 'ow in the devil would I know?"
"'E's taken my girl out walkin',
An' I've got to tell 'im so --
Gawd -- bless -- 'im!
I've got to tell 'im so."

"D'yer know what 'e's like, Bill 'Awkins?"
"Now what in the devil would I care?"
"'E's the livin', breathin' image of an organ-grinder's monkey,
With a pound of grease in 'is 'air --
Gawd -- bless -- 'im!
An' a pound o' grease in 'is 'air."

"An' s'pose you met Bill 'Awkins,
Now what in the devil 'ud ye do?"
"I'd open 'is cheek to 'is chin-strap buckle,
An' bung up 'is both eyes, too --
Gawd -- bless -- 'im!
An' bung up 'is both eyes, too!"

"Look 'ere, where 'e comes, Bill 'Awkins!
Now what in the devil will you say?"
"It isn't fit an' proper to be fightin' on a Sunday,
So I'll pass 'im the time o' day --
Gawd -- bless -- 'im!
I'll pass 'im the time o' day!"

Rudyard Kipling
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Birds of Prey March

March! The mud is cakin' good about our trousies.
Front! -- eyes front, an' watch the Colour-casin's drip.
Front! The faces of the women in the 'ouses

Ain't the kind o' things to take aboard the ship.

Cheer! An' we'll never march to victory.

Cheer! An' we'll never live to 'ear the cannon roar!
The Large Birds o' Prey

They will carry us away,

An' you'll never see your soldiers any more!

Wheel! Oh, keep your touch; we're goin' round a corner.
Time! -- mark time, an' let the men be'ind us close.
Lord! the transport's full, an' 'alf our lot not on 'er --
Cheer, O cheer! We're going off where no one knows.

March! The Devil's none so black as 'e is painted!
Cheer! We'll 'ave some fun before we're put away.
'Alt, an' 'and 'er out -- a woman's gone and fainted!
Cheer! Get on -- Gawd 'elp the married men to-day!

Hoi! Come up, you 'ungry beggars, to yer sorrow.
('"Ear them say they want their tea, an' want it quick!)
You won't have no mind for slingers, not to-morrow --
No; you'll put the 'tween-decks stove out, bein' sick!

'Alt! The married kit 'as all to go before us!

'Course it's blocked the bloomin' gangway up again!
Cheer, O cheer the 'Orse Guards watchin' tender o'er us,
Keepin' us since eight this mornin' in the rain!

Stuck in 'eavy marchin'-order, sopped and wringin' --
Sick, before our time to watch 'er 'eave an' fall,
'Ere's your 'appy 'ome at last, an' stop your singin'.
'Alt! Fall in along the troop-deck! Silence all!

Cheer! For we'll never live to see no bloomin' victory!
Cheer! An' we'll never live to 'ear the cannon roar! (One cheer more!)
The jackal an' the kite

'Ave an 'ealthy appetite,

An' you'll never see your soldiers any more! ('Ip! Urroar!)
The eagle an' the crow

They are waitin' ever so,

An' you'll never see your soldiers any more! ('Ip! Urroar!)
Yes, the Large Birds o' Prey

They will carry us away,

An' you'll never see your soldiers any more!

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

105



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Blue Roses

Roses red and roses white
Plucked I for my love's delight.
She would none of all my posies--
Bade me gather her blue roses.

Half the world I wandered through,
Seeking where such flowers grew.
Half the world unto my quest
Answered me with laugh and jest.

Home I came at wintertide,
But my silly love had died
Seeking with her latest breath
Roses from the arms of Death.

It may be beyond the grave

She shall find what she would have.

Mine was but an idle quest--
Roses white and red are best!

Rudyard Kipling
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Bobs

<i>(Field Marshal Lord Roberts of Kandahar)</i>

There's a little red-faced man,
Which is Bobs,

Rides the talliest 'orse 'e can --
<i>Our</i> Bobs.

If it bucks or kicks or rears,

'E can sit for twenty years

With a smile round both 'is ears --
Can't yer, Bobs?

Then 'ere's to Bobs Bahadur -- little Bobs, Bobs, Bobs!
'E's our pukka Kandaharder --

Fightin' Bobs, Bobs, Bobs!

'E's the Dook of <i>Aggy Chel;</i>

'E's the man that done us well,

An' we'll follow 'im to 'ell --

Won't we, Bobs?

If a limber's slipped a trace,
'Ook on Bobs.

If a marker's lost 'is place,
Dress by Bobs.

For 'e's eyes all up 'is coat,
An'a a bugle in 'is throat,
An'you will not play the goat
Under Bobs.

'E's a little down on drink
Chaplain Bobs;

But it keeps us outer Clink --
Don't it, Bobs?

So we will not complain

Tho' 'e's water on the brain,
If 'e leads us straight again --
Blue-light Bobs.

If you stood 'im on 'is head,
Father Bobs,

You could spill a quart ot lead
Outer Bobs.

'E's been at it thirty years,
An-amassin' soveneers

In the way o' slugs an' spears --
Ain't yer Bobs?

What 'e does not knowv o'war,
Gen'ral Bobs,

You cun arst the shop next door --
Can't they, Bobs?

Oh, 'e's little but he's wise;
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'E's terror for' is size:,
<i>An'--'e -- does -- not -- advertize --</i>
Do yer, Bobs?

Now they 've made a blooimin 'Lord
Ou ter Bobs,

Which was but 'is fair reward --
Wheren't it, Bobs?:

So ell wear a coronet

W'here 'is 'elmet used to set;

But we know you won't forget --
Will yer, Bobs?

Then 'ere's to Bobs Bahadur -- little Bobs, Bobs, Bobs,
Pocket-Wellin'ton 'an <i>arder</i> --

Fightin' Bobs, Bobs, Bobs!

This ain't no bloomin' ode,

But you've 'elped the soldier's load,

An' for benefits bestowed,

Bless yer, Bobs!

Rudyard Kipling
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Boots

INFANTRY COLUMNS

We're foot--slog--slog--slog--sloggin' over Africa --

Foot--foot--foot--foot--sloggin' over Africa --

(Boots--boots--boots--boots--movin' up an' down again!)
There's no discharge in the war!

Seven--six--eleven--five--nine-an'-twenty mile to-day --

Four--eleven--seventeen--thirty-two the day before --

(Boots--boots--boots--boots--movin' up an' down again!)
There's no discharge in the war!

Don't--don't--don't--don't--look at what's in front of you.

(Boots--boots--boots--boots--movin' up an' down again);

Men--men--men--men--men go mad with watchin' em,
An' there's no discharge in the war!

Try--try--try--try--to think o' something different --

Oh--my--God--keep--me from goin' lunatic!

(Boots--boots--boots--boots--movin' up an' down again!)
There's no discharge in the war!

Count--count--count--count--the bullets in the bandoliers.

If--your--eyes--drop--they will get atop o' you!

(Boots--boots--boots--boots--movin' up an' down again) --
There's no discharge in the war!

We--can--stick--out--'unger, thirst, an' weariness,

But--not--not--not--not the chronic sight of 'em --

Boot--boots--boots--boots--movin' up an' down again,
An' there's no discharge in the war!

'Taint--so--bad--by--day because o' company,

But night--brings--long--strings--o0' forty thousand million

Boots--boots--boots--boots--movin' up an' down again.
There's no discharge in the war!

I--'ave--marched--six--weeks in 'Ell an' certify

It--is--not--fire--devils, dark, or anything,

But boots--boots--boots--boots--movin' up an' down again,
An' there's no discharge in the war!

Rudyard Kipling
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Bridge-Guard in the Karroo

<i>". .. and will supply details to guard the Blood River Bridge." District Orders-Lines
of Communication, South African War.</i>

Sudden the desert changes,

The raw glare softens and clings,
Till the aching Oudtshoorn ranges
Stand up like the thrones of Kings --

Ramparts of slaughter and peril --
Blazing, amazing, aglow --

"Twixt the sky-line's belting beryl
And the wine-dark flats below.

Royal the pageant closes,
Lit by the last of the sun --
Opal and ash-of-roses,
Cinnamon, umber, and dun.

The twilight swallows the thicket,

The starlight reveals the ridge.

The whistle shrills to the picket --

We are changing guard on the bridge.

(Few, forgotten and lonely,
Where the empty metals shine --
No, not combatants-only

Details guarding the line.)

We slip through the broken panel
Of fence by the ganger's shed;
We drop to the waterless channel
And the lean track overhead;

We stumble on refuse of rations,
The beef and the biscuit-tins;
We take our appointed stations,
And the endless night begins.

We hear the Hottentot herders

As the sheep click past to the fold --
And the click of the restless girders
As the steel contracts in the cold --

Voices of jackals calling

And, loud in the hush between,

A morsel of dry earth falling

From the flanks of the scarred ravine.

And the solemn firmament marches,
And the hosts of heaven rise
Framed through the iron arches --
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Banded and barred by the ties,

Till we feel the far track humming,
And we see her headlight plain,

And we gather and wait her coming --
The wonderful north-bound train.

(Few, forgotten and lonely,

Where the white car-windows shine --
No, not combatants-only

Details guarding the line.)

Quick, ere the gift escape us!
Out of the darkness we reach
For a handful of week-old papers
And a mouthful of human speech.

And the monstrous heaven rejoices,
And the earth allows again,
Meetings, greetings, and voices

Of women talking with men.

So we return to our places,

As out on the bridge she rolls;

And the darkness covers our faces,
And the darkness re-enters our souls.

More than a little lonely

Where the lessening tail-lights shine.
No - not combatants - only

Details guarding the line!

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

111



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Brookland Road

I was very well pleased with what I knowed,
I reckoned myself no fool --

Till I met with a maid on the Brookland Road,
That turned me back to school.

<i>Low down-low down!</i>

<i>Where the liddle green lanterns shine --</i>
<i>0 maids, I've done with 'ee all but one,</i>
<i>And she can never be mine!</i>

'Twas right in the middest of a hot June night,
With thunder duntin' round,

And I see her face by the fairy-light

That beats from off the ground.

She only smiled and she never spoke,
She smiled and went away;

But when she'd gone my heart was broke
And my wits was clean astray.

O, stop your ringing and let me be --
Let be, O Brookland bells!

You'll ring Old Goodman out of the sea,
Before I wed one else!

Old Goodman's Farm is rank sea-sand,
And was this thousand year;

But it shall turn to rich plough-land
Before I change my dear.

O, Fairfield Church is water-bound
From autumn to the spring;

But it shall turn to high hill-ground
Before my bells do ring.

O, leave me walk on Brookland Road,
In the thunder and warm rain --

O, leave me look where my love goed,
And p'raps I'll see her again!

<i>Low down -- low down!</i>

<i>Where the liddle green lanterns shine --</i>
<i>0 maids, I've done with 'ee all but one,</i>
<i>And she can never be mine!</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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Brown Bess

<i>The Army Musket--1700-1815</i>

In the days of lace-ruffles, perukes and brocade

Brown Bess was a partner whom none could despise--

An out-spoken, flinty-lipped, brazen-faced jade,

With a habit of looking men straight in the eyes--

At Blenheim and Ramillies fops would confess

They were pierced to the heart by the charms of Brown Bess.

Though her sight was not long and her weight was not small,
Yet her actions were winning, her language was clear;

And everyone bowed as she opened the ball

On the arm of some high-gaitered, grim grenadier.

Half Europe admitted the striking success

Of the dances and routs that were given by Brown Bess.

When ruffles were turned into stiff leather stocks,
And people wore pigtails instead of perukes,
Brown Bess never altered her iron-grey locks.

She knew she was valued for more than her looks.
"Oh, powder and patches was always my dress,
And I think am killing enough," said Brown Bess.

So she followed her red-coats, whatever they did,

From the heights of Quebec to the plains of Assaye,

From Gibraltar to Acre, Cape Town and Madrid,

And nothing about her was changed on the way;

(But most of the Empire which now we possess

Was won through those years by old-fashioned Brown Bess.)

In stubborn retreat or in stately advance,

From the Portugal coast to the cork-woods of Spain,
She had puzzled some excellent Marshals of France
Till none of them wanted to meet her again:

But later, near Brussels, Napoleon--no less--
Arranged for a Waterloo ball with Brown Bess.

She had danced till the dawn of that terrible day--
She danced till the dusk of more terrible night,

And before her linked squares his battalions gave way,
And her long fierce quadrilles put his lancers to flight:
And when his gilt carriage drove off in the press,

"I have danced my last dance for the world!" said Brown Bess.

If you go to Museums--there's one in Whitehall--

Where old weapons are shown with their names writ beneath,
You will find her, upstanding, her back to the wall,

As stiff as a ramrod, the flint in her teeth.

And if ever we English had reason to bless

Any arm save our mothers', that arm is Brown Bess!
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Buddha at Kamakura

Oye who treated the Narrow Way

By Tophet-flare to Judgment Day,

Be gentle when "the heathen" pray
To Buddha at Kamakura!

To him the Way, the Law, apart,
Whom Maya held beneath her heart,
Ananda's Lord, the Bodhisat,

The Buddha of Kamakura.

For though he neither burns nor sees,

Nor hears ye thank your Deities,

Ye have not sinned with such as these,
His children at Kamakura,

Yet spare us still the Western joke
When joss-sticks turn to scented smoke
The little sins of little folk

That worship at Kamakura --

The grey-robed, gay-sashed butterflies
That flit beneath the Master's eyes.
He is beyond the Mysteries

But loves them at Kamakura.

And whoso will, from Pride released,

Contemning neither creed nor priest,

May feel the Soul of all the East
About him at Kamakura.

Yea, every tale Ananda heard,

Of birth as fish or beast or bird,

While yet in lives the Master stirred,
The warm wind brings Kamakura.

Till drowsy eyelids seem to see

A-flower 'neath her golden htee

The Shwe-Dagon flare easterly
From Burmah to Kamakura,

And down the loaded air there comes

The thunder of Thibetan drums,

And droned -- "Om mane padme hums" --
A world's-width from Kamakura.

Yet Brahmans rule Benares still,

Buddh-Gaya's ruins pit the hill,

And beef-fed zealots threaten ill
To Buddha and Kamakura.

A tourist-show, a legend told,
A rusting bulk of bronze and gold,
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So much, and scarce so much, ye hold
The meaning of Kamakura?

But when the morning prayer is prayed,
Think, ere ye pass to strife and trade,
Is God in human image made

No nearer than Kamakura?

Rudyard Kipling
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Butterflies

Eyes aloft, over dangerous places,

The children follow the butterflies,

And, in the sweat of their upturned faces,
Slash with a net at the empty skies.

So it goes they fall amid brambles,

And sting their toes on the nettle-tops,

Till, after a thousand scratches and scrambles,
They wipe their brows and the hunting stops.

Then to quiet them comes their father
And stills the riot of pain and grief,
Saying, "Little ones, go and gather
Out of my garden a cabbage-leaf.

"You will find on it whorls and clots of

Dull grey eggs that, properly fed,

Turn, by way of the worm, to lots of

Glorious butterflies raised from the dead." . . .

"Heaven is beautiful, Earth is ugly,"

The three-dimensioned preacher saith;

So we must not look where the snail and the slug lie
For Psyche's birth. . . . And that is our death!

Rudyard Kipling
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By the Hoof of the Wild Goat

By the Hoof of the Wild Goat uptossed
From the cliff where she lay in the Sun
Fell the Stone

To the Tarn where the daylight is lost,
So she fell from the light of the Sun
And alone!

Now the fall was ordained from the first
With the Goat and the Cliff and the Tarn,
But the Stone

Knows only her life is accursed

As she sinks from the light of the Sun
And alone!

Oh Thou Who hast builded the World,
Oh Thou Who hast lighted the Sun,
Oh Thou Who hast darkened the Tarn,
Judge Thou

The sin of the Stone that was hurled
By the goat from the light of the Sun,
As she sinks in the mire of the Tarn,
Even now--even now--even now!

Rudyard Kipling
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By Word of Mouth

Not though you die to-night, O Sweet, and wail,
A spectre at my door,

Shall mortal Fear make Love immortal fail --

I shall but love you more,

Who, from Death's House returning, give me still
One moment's comfort in my matchless ill.

Rudyard Kipling
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Cain and Abel

<i>Western Version</i>

Cain and Abel were brothers born.
<i>(Koop-la! Come along, cows!)</i>
One raised cattle and one raised corn.
<i>(Koop-la! Come along! Co-hoe!)</i>

And Cain he farmed by the river-side,
So he did not care how much it dried.

For he banked, and he sluiced, and he ditched and he led
<i>(And the Corn don't care for the Horn)--</i>

A-half Euphrates out of her bed

To water his dam' Corn!

But Abel herded out on the plains
Where you have to go by the dams and rains.

It happened, after a three-year drought,
The wells, and the springs, and the dams gave out.

The Herd-bulls came to Cain's new house
<i>(They wanted water so!--)</i>

With the hot red Sun between their brows,
Sayin' "Give us water for our pore cows!"
But Cain he told 'em--"No!"

The Cows they came to Cain's big house

With the cold white Moon between their brows,
Sayin' "Give some water to us pore cows!"

But Cain he told 'em--"No?"

The li'l Calves came to Cain's fine house
With the Evenin' Star between their brows,
Sayin' "'Give us water an' we'll be cows."
But Cain he told 'em--"No!"

The Herd-bulls led 'em back again,
An' Abel went an' said to Cain: --
"Oh sell me water, my brother dear,
Or there will be no beef this year."
And Cain he answered--"No! "

"Then draw your hatches, my brother true,
An' let a little water through."
But Cain he answered: -"No!

"My dams are tight an' my ditches are sound,

An' not a drop goes through or round
Till she's done her duty by the Corn.
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"T will not sell, an' I will not draw,
An' if you breach, I'll have the Law,
As sure as you are borne! "

Then Abel took his best bull-goad,
An' holed a dyke on the Eden road.

He opened her up with foot an' hand,
An' let Euphrates loose on the land.

He spilled Euphrates out on the plain,
So's all his cattle could drink again.

Then Cain he saw what Abel done--
But, in those days, there was no Gun!

So he made him a club of a hickory-limb,
An' halted Abel an' said to him: --

"I did not sell an' I did not draw,
An' now you've breached I'll have the Law.

"You ride abroad in your hat and spurs,
Hell-hoofin' over my cucumbers!

"You pray to the Lord to send you luck
An' you loose your steers in my garden-truck:

"An' now you're bust, as you ought to be,
You can keep on prayin' but not to me!"

Then Abel saw it meant the life;
But, in those days, there was no Knife:

So he up with his big bull-goad instead,
But--Cain hit first and dropped him dead!

The Herd-bulls ran when they smelt the blood,

An' horned an' pawed in that Red Mud.

The Calves they bawled, and the Steers they milled,
Because it was the First Man Killed;

An' the whole Herd broke for the Land of Nod,

An' Cain was left to be judged by God!

But, seein' all he had had to bear,
I never could call the Judgment fair!

Rudyard Kipling
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Carmen Circulare

<i>Q. H. Flaccus</i>

Dellius, that car which, night and day,
Lightnings and thunders arm and scourge--
Tumultuous down the Appian Way--

Be slow to urge.

Though reckless Lydia bid thee fly,
And Telephus o'ertaking jeer,

Nay, sit and strongly occupy

The lower gear.

They call, the road consenting, "Haste!"--
Such as delight in dust collected--

Until arrives (I too have raced! )

The unexpected.

What ox not doomed to die alone,
Or inauspicious hound, may bring
Thee 'twixt two kisses to the throne
Of Hades' King,

I cannot tell; the Furies send

No warning ere their bolts arrive.
'Tis best to reach our chosen end
Late but alive.

Rudyard Kipling
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Cells

I've a head like a concertina: I've a tongue like a button-stick:
I've a mouth like an old potato, and I'm more than a little sick,
But I've had my fun o' the Corp'ral's Guard: I've made the cinders fly,
And I'm here in the Clink for a thundering drink
and blacking the Corporal's eye.
With a second-hand overcoat under my head,
And a beautiful view of the yard,
O it's pack-drill for me and a fortnight's C.B.
For "drunk and resisting the Guard!"
Mad drunk and resisting the Guard --
'Strewth, but I socked it them hard!
So it's pack-drill for me and a fortnight's C.B.
For "drunk and resisting the Guard."

I started o' canteen porter, I finished o' canteen beer,

But a dose o' gin that a mate slipped in, it was that that brought me here.

'Twas that and an extry double Guard that rubbed my nose in the dirt;
But I fell away with the Corp'ral's stock
and the best of the Corp'ral's shirt.

I left my cap in a public-house, my boots in the public road,

And Lord knows where, and I don't care, my belt and my tunic goed;
They'll stop my pay, they'll cut away the stripes I used to wear,

But I left my mark on the Corp'ral's face, and I think he'll keep it there!

My wife she cries on the barrack-gate, my kid in the barrack-yard,
It ain't that I mind the Ord'ly room -- it's ~that~ that cuts so hard.
I'll take my oath before them both that I will sure abstain,
But as soon as I'm in with a mate and gin, I know I'll do it again!
With a second-hand overcoat under my head,
And a beautiful view of the yard,
Yes, it's pack-drill for me and a fortnight's C.B.
For "drunk and resisting the Guard!"
Mad drunk and resisting the Guard --
'Strewth, but I socked it them hard!
So it's pack-drill for me and a fortnight's C.B.
For "drunk and resisting the Guard."

Rudyard Kipling
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Certain Maxims of Hafiz

I.
If It be pleasant to look on, stalled in the packed <i>serai,</i>
Does not the Young Man try Its temper and pace ere he buy?

If She be pleasant to look on, what does the Young Man say?
"Lo! She is pleasant to look on, give Her to me to-day!"

IT1.

Yea, though a Kafir die, to him is remitted Jehannum
If he borrowed in life from a native at sixty per cent. per anuum.

ITI.

Blister we not for bursati? So when the heart is vexed,
The pain of one maiden's refusal is drowned in the pain of the next.

IV.

The temper of chums, the love of your wife, and a new piano's tune --
Which of the three will you trust at the end of an Indian June?

V.

Who are the rulers of Ind -- to whom shall we bow the knee?
Make your peace with the women, and men will make you L. G.

VI.
Does the woodpecker flit round the young <i>ferash?</i>

Does grass clothe a new-built wall?
Is she under thirty, the woman who holds a boy in her thrall?

VII.

If She grow suddenly gracious -- reflect. Is it all for thee?
The black-buck is stalked through the bullock, and Man through jealousy.

VIII.

Seek not for favor of women. So shall you find it indeed.
Does not the boar break cover just when you're lighting a weed?

IX.
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If He play, being young and unskilful, for shekels of silver and gold,
Take his money, my son, praising Allah. The kid was ordained to be sold.

X.

With a "weed" amoung men or horses verily this is the best,
That you work him in office or dog-cart lightly -- but give him no rest.

XI.

Pleasant the snaffle of Courtship, improving the manners and carriage;
But the colt who is wise will abstain from the terrible thorn-bit of Marriage.

XII.
As the thriless gold of the babul, so is the gold that we spend

On a derby Sweep, or our neighbor's wife, or the horse that we buy from a friend.

XIII.

The ways of man with a maid be strange, yet simple and tame
To the ways of a man with a horse, when selling or racing that same.

XIV.

In public Her face turneth to thee, and pleasant Her smile when ye meet.
It isill. The cold rocks of El-Gidar smile thus on the waves at their feet.
In public Her face is averted, with anger She nameth thy name.

It is well. Was there ever a loser content with the loss of the game?

XV.

If She have spoken a word, remember thy lips are sealed,

And the Brand of the Dog is upon him by whom is the secret revealed.
If She have written a letter, delay not an instant, but burn it.

Tear it to pieces, O Fool, and the wind to her mate shall return it!

If there be trouble to Herward, and a lie of the blackest can clear,

Lie, while thy lips can move or a man is alive to hear.

XVI.
My Son, if a maiden deny thee and scufflingly bid thee give o'er,

Yet lip meets with lip at the last word -- get out!
She has been there before.
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They are pecked on the ear and the chin and the nose who are lacking in lore.

XVII.

If we fall in the race, though we win, the hoff-slide is scarred on the course.
Though Allah and Earth pardon Sin, remaineth forever Remorse.

XVIII.

"By all I am misunderstood!" if the Matron shall say, or the Maid:

"Alas! I do not understand," my son, be thou nowise afraid.

In vain in the sight of the Bird is the net of the Fowler displayed.

XIX.

My son, if I, Hafiz, thy father, take hold of thy knees in my pain,
Demanding thy name on stamped paper, one day or one hour -- refrain.
Are the links of thy fetters so light that thou cravest another man's chain?

Rudyard Kipling
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Chant-Pagan

<i>ENGLISH IRREGULAR, DISCHARGED</i>

Me that 'ave been what I've been --
Me that 'ave gone where I've gone --
Me that 'ave seen what I've seen --
'Ow can I ever take on

With awful old England again,

An' 'ouses both sides of the street,
And 'edges two sides of the lane,
And the parson an' gentry between,
An' touchin' my 'at when we meet --
Me that 'ave been what I've been?

Me that 'ave watched 'arf a world

'Eave up all shiny with dew,

Kopje on kop to the sun,

An' as soon as the mist let 'em through
Our 'elios winkin' like fun --

Three sides of a ninety-mile square,
Over valleys as big as a shire --
"<i>Are ye there? Are ye there? Are ye there?</i>"
An' then the blind drum of our fire . . .
An' I'm rollin' 'is lawns for the Squire,
Me!

Me htat 'ave rode through the dark
Forty mile, often, on end,

Along the Ma'ollisberg Range,

With only the stars for my mark

An' only the night for my friend,

An' things runnin' off as you pass,
An' things jumpin' up in the grass,
An' the silence, the shine an' the size
Of the 'igh, unexpressible skies --

I am takin' some letters almost

As much as a mile to the post,

An' "mind you come back with the change!"
Me!

Me that saw Barberton took

When we dropped through the clouds on their 'ead,
An' they 'ove the guns over and fled --
Me that was through Di'mond I'll,

An' Pieters an' Springs an' Belfast --
From Dundee to Vereeniging all --

Me that stuck out to the last

(An' five bloomin' bars on my chest) --

I am doin' my Sunday-school best,

By the 'elp of the Squire an' 'is wife

(Not to mention the 'ousemaid an' cook),
To come in an' 'ands up an' be still,
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An' honestly work for my bread,
My livin' in that state of life

To which it shall please God to call
Me!

Me that 'ave followed my trade

In the place where the Lightnin's are made;
"Twixt the Rains and the Sun and the Moon --
Me that lay down an' got up

Three years with the sky for my roof --
That 'ave ridden my 'unger an' thirst

Six thousand raw mile on the hoof,

With the Vaal and the Orange for cup,

An' the Brandwater Basin for dish, --

Oh! it's 'ard to be'ave as they wish

(Too 'ard, an' a little too soon),

I'll 'ave to think over it first --

Me!

I will arise an' get 'ence --

I will trek South and make sure

If it's only my fancy or not

That the sunshine of England is pale,

And the breezes of England are stale,

An' there's something' gone small with the lot.
For I know of a sun an' a wind,

An' some plains and a mountain be'ind,
An' some graves by a barb-wire fence,
An' a Dutchman I've fought 'oo might give
Me a job where I ever inclined

To look in an' offsaddle an' live

Where there's neither a road nor a tree --
But only my Maker an' me,

An I think it will kill me or cure,

So I think I will go there an' see.

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

128



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Cholera Camp

We've got the cholerer in camp -- it's worse than forty fights;
We're dyin' in the wilderness the same as Isrulites;

It's before us, an' be'ind us, an' we cannot get away,

An' the doctor's just reported we've ten more to-day!

Oh, strike your camp an' go, the Bugle's callin’,
The Rains are fallin' --
The dead are bushed an' stoned to keep 'em safe below;
The Band's a-doin' all she knows to cheer us;
The Chaplain's gone and prayed to Gawd to 'ear us --
To 'ear us --
O Lord, for it's a-killin' of us so!

Since August, when it started, it's been stickin' to our tail,

Though they've 'ad us out by marches an' they've 'ad us back by rail;
But it runs as fast as troop-trains, and we cannot get away;

An' the sick-list to the Colonel makes ten more to-day.

There ain't no fun in women nor there ain't no bite to drink;

It's much too wet for shootin', we can only march and think;
An' at evenin', down the ~nullahs~, we can 'ear the jackals say,
"Get up, you rotten beggars, you've ten more to-day!"

"Twould make a monkey cough to see our way o' doin' things --
Lieutenants takin' companies an' captains takin' wings,

An' Lances actin' Sergeants -- eight file to obey --

For we've lots o' quick promotion on ten deaths a day!

Our Colonel's white an' twitterly -- 'e gets no sleep nor food,
But mucks about in 'orspital where nothing does no good.

'E sends us 'eaps o' comforts, all bought from 'is pay --

But there aren't much comfort 'andy on ten deaths a day.

Our Chaplain's got a banjo, an' a skinny mule 'e rides,

An' the stuff 'e says an' sings us, Lord, it makes us split our sides!
With 'is black coat-tails a-bobbin' to ~Ta-ra-ra Boom-der-ay!~
'E's the proper kind o' ~padre~ for ten deaths a day.

An' Father Victor 'elps 'im with our Roman Catholicks --

He knows an 'eap of Irish songs an' rummy conjurin' tricks;
An' the two they works together when it comes to play or pray;
So we keep the ball a-rollin' on ten deaths a day.

We've got the cholerer in camp -- we've got it 'ot an' sweet;

It ain't no Christmas dinner, but it's 'elped an' we must eat.
We've gone beyond the funkin', 'cause we've found it doesn't pay,
An' we're rockin' round the Districk on ten deaths a day!

Then strike your camp an' go, the Rains are fallin’,

The Bugle's callin'!
The dead are bushed an' stoned to keep 'em safe below!
An' them that do not like it they can lump it,
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An' them that cannot stand it they can jump it;
We've got to die somewhere -- some way -- some'ow --
We might as well begin to do it now!
Then, Number One, let down the tent-pole slow,
Knock out the pegs an' 'old the corners -- so!
Fold in the flies, furl up the ropes, an' stow!
Oh, strike -- oh, strike your camp an' go!
(Gawd 'elp us!)

Rudyard Kipling
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Christmas in India

Dim dawn behind the tamerisks -- the sky is saffron-yellow --

As the women in the village grind the corn,

And the parrots seek the riverside, each calling to his fellow

That the Day, the staring Easter Day is born.

Oh the white dust on the highway! Oh the stenches in the byway!

Oh the clammy fog that hovers

And at Home they're making merry 'neath the white and scarlet berry --
What part have India's exiles in their mirth?

Full day begind the tamarisks -- the sky is blue and staring --

As the cattle crawl afield beneath the yoke,

And they bear One o'er the field-path, who is past all hope or caring,
To the ghat below the curling wreaths of smoke.

Call on Rama, going slowly, as ye bear a brother lowly --

Call on Rama -- he may hear, perhaps, your voice!

With our hymn-books and our psalters we appeal to other altars,
And to-day we bid "good Christian men rejoice!"

High noon behind the tamarisks -- the sun is hot above us --

As at Home the Christmas Day is breaking wan.

They will drink our healths at dinner -- those who tell us how they love us,

And forget us till another year be gone!

Oh the toil that knows no breaking! Oh the <i>Heimweh,</i> ceaseless, aching!
Oh the black dividing Sea and alien Plain!

Youth was cheap -- wherefore we sold it.

Gold was good -- we hoped to hold it,

And to-day we know the fulness of our gain.

Grey dusk behind the tamarisks -- the parrots fly together --

As the sun is sinking slowly over Home;

And his last ray seems to mock us shackled in a lifelong tether.

That drags us back how'er so far we roam.

Hard her service, poor her payment -- she is ancient, tattered raiment --
India, she the grim Stepmother of our kind.

If a year of life be lent her, if her temple's shrine we enter,

The door is hut -- we may not look behind.

Black night behind the tamarisks -- the owls begin their chorus --

As the conches from the temple scream and bray.

With the fruitless years behind us, and the hopeless years before us,

Let us honor, O my brother, Christmas Day!

Call a truce, then, to our labors -- let us feast with friends and neighbors,
And be merry as the custom of our caste;

For if "faint and forced the laughter," and if sadness follow after,

We are richer by one mocking Christmas past.

Rudyard Kipling
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Cities and Thrones and Powers

Cities and Thrones and Powers,

Stand in Time's eye,

Almost as long as flowers,

Which daily die:

But, as new buds put forth

To glad new men,

Out of the spent and unconsidered Earth,
The Cities rise again.

This season's Daffodil,

She never hears,

What change, what chance, what chill,
Cut down last year's;

But with bold countenance,

And knowledge small,

Esteems her seven days' continuance,
To be perpetual.

So Time that is o'er -kind,

To all that be,

Ordains us e'en as blind,

As bold as she:

That in our very death,

And burial sure,

Shadow to shadow, well persuaded, saith,
"See how our works endure!"

Rudyard Kipling
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Cleared

<i>(In Memory of a Commission)</i>

Help for a patriot distressed, a spotless spirit hurt,

Help for an honourable clan sore trampled in the dirt!
From Queenstown Bay to Donegal, O listen to my song,
The honourable gentlemen have suffered grievous wrong.

Their noble names were mentioned -- O the burning black disgrace! --
By a brutal Saxon paper in an Irish shooting-case;

They sat upon it for a year, then steeled their heart to brave it,

And "coruscating innocence" the learned Judges gave it.

Bear witness, Heaven, of that grim crime beneath the surgeon's knife,
The honourable gentlemen deplored the loss of life!

Bear witness of those chanting choirs that burk and shirk and snigger,
No man laid hand upon the knife or finger to the trigger!

Cleared in the face of all mankind beneath the winking skies,

Like ph]oenixes from Ph]oenix Park (and what lay there) they rise!
Go shout it to the emerald seas -- give word to Erin now,

Her honourable gentlemen are cleared -- and this is how: --

They only paid the Moonlighter his cattle-hocking price,

They only helped the murderer with counsel's best advice,

But -- sure it keeps their honour white -- the learned Court believes
They never gave a piece of plate to murderers and thieves.

They never told the ramping crowd to card a woman's hide,

They never marked a man for death -- what fault of theirs he died? --
They only said "intimidate", and talked and went away --

By God, the boys that did the work were braver men than they!

Their sin it was that fed the fire -- small blame to them that heard --
The "bhoys" get drunk on rhetoric, and madden at a word --

They knew whom they were talking at, if they were Irish too,

The gentlemen that lied in Court, they knew, and well they knew.

They only took the Judas-gold from Fenians out of jail,

They only fawned for dollars on the blood-dyed Clanna-Gael.
If black is black or white is white, in black and white it's down,
They're only traitors to the Queen and rebels to the Crown.

"Cleared", honourable gentlemen! Be thankful it's no more: --
The widow's curse is on your house, the dead are at your door.
On you the shame of open shame, on you from North to South
The hand of every honest man flat-heeled across your mouth.

"Less black than we were painted"? -- Faith, no word of black was said;
The lightest touch was human blood, and that, you know, runs red.

It's sticking to your fist to-day for all your sneer and scoff,

And by the Judge's well-weighed word you cannot wipe it off.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

133



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Hold up those hands of innocence -- go, scare your sheep together,
The blundering, tripping tups that bleat behind the old bell-wether;
And if they snuff the taint and break to find another pen,

Tell them it's tar that glistens so, and daub them yours again!

"The charge is old"? -- As old as Cain -- as fresh as yesterday;

Old as the Ten Commandments -- have ye talked those laws away?
If words are words, or death is death, or powder sends the ball,
You spoke the words that sped the shot -- the curse be on you all.

"Our friends believe"? -- Of course they do -- as sheltered women may;
But have they seen the shrieking soul ripped from the quivering clay?
They! -- If their own front door is shut,

they'll swear the whole world's warm;

What do they know of dread of death or hanging fear of harm?

The secret half a county keeps, the whisper in the lane,

The shriek that tells the shot went home behind the broken pane,

The dry blood crisping in the sun that scares the honest bees,

And shows the "bhoys" have heard your talk -- what do they know of these?

But you -- you know -- ay, ten times more; the secrets of the dead,
Black terror on the country-side by word and whisper bred,

The mangled stallion's scream at night, the tail-cropped heifer's low.
Who set the whisper going first? You know, and well you know!

My soul! I'd sooner lie in jail for murder plain and straight,

Pure crime I'd done with my own hand for money, lust, or hate,

Than take a seat in Parliament by fellow-felons cheered,

While one of those "not provens" proved me cleared as you are cleared.

Cleared -- you that "lost" the League accounts -- go, guard our honour still,
Go, help to make our country's laws that broke God's law at will --

One hand stuck out behind the back, to signal "strike again";

The other on your dress-shirt-front to show your heart is clane.

If black is black or white is white, in black and white it's down,
You're only traitors to the Queen and rebels to the Crown.

If print is print or words are words, the learned Court perpends: --
We are not ruled by murderers, but only -- by their friends.

Rudyard Kipling
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Cold Iron

<i>Gold is for the mistress -- silver for the maid --</i>
<i>Copper for the craftsman cunning at his trade.</i>
"Good!" said the Baron, sitting in his hall,

"But Iron -- Cold Iron -- is master of them all."

So he made rebellion 'gainst the King his liege,
Camped before his citadel and summoned it to siege.
"Nay!" said the cannoneer on the castle wall,

"But Iron -- Cold Iron -- shall be master of you all!"

Woe for the Baron and his knights so strong,
When the cruel cannon-balls laid 'em all along;
He was taken prisoner, he was cast in thrall,
And Iron -- Cold Iron -- was master of it all!

Yet his King spake kindly (ah, how kind a Lord!)

"What if I release thee now and give thee back thy sword?"
"Nay!" said the Baron, "mock not at my fall,

For Iron -- Cold Iron -- is master of men all."

<i>Tears are for the craven, prayers are for the clown --</i>
<i>Halters for the silly neck that cannot keep a crown.</i>
"As my loss is grievous, so my hope is small,

For Iron -- Cold Iron -- must be master of men all!"

Yet his King made answer (few such Kings there be!)
"Here is Bread and here is Wine -- sit and sup with me.
Eat and drink in Mary's Name, the whiles I do recall
How Iron -- Cold Iron -- can be master of men all!"

He took the Wine and blessed it. He blessed and brake the Bread,
With His own Hands He served Them, and presently He said:
"See! These Hands they pierced with nails, outside My city wall,
Show Iron -- Cold Iron -- to be master of men all."

"Wounds are for the desperate, blows are for the strong.
Balm and oil for weary hearts all cut and bruised with wrong.
I forgive thy treason -- I redeem thy fall --

For Iron -- Cold Iron -- must be master of men all!"

<i>Crowns are for the valiant -- sceptres for the bold!</i>

<i>Thrones and powers for mighty men who dare to take and hold.</i>
"Nay!" said the Baron, kneeling in his hall,

"But Iron -- Cold Iron -- is master of men all!

Iron out of Calvary is master of men all!"

Rudyard Kipling
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Columns

<i>(Mobile Columns of the Boer War)</i>

Out o' the wilderness, dusty an' dry

<i> (Time, an' 'igh time to be trekkin' again!)</i>
Oo is it 'eads to the Detail Supply?

<i> A sectioin, a pompom, an' six 'undred men.</i>

'Ere comes the clerk with 'is lantern an' keys

<i> (Time, an 'igh time to be trekkin 'again!)</i>

" Surplus of everything--draw what you please

<i> "For the section, the pompom, an' six 'unrdred men."</i>

"What are our orders an' where do we lay? .

<i> (Time, an 'igh time to be trekkin' again!)</i>

"You came after dark--you will leave before day,

<i> "You section, you pompom, you six' undred men!"</i>

Down the tin street, 'alf awake an 'unfed,
'Ark to 'em blessin' the Gen'ral in bed!

Now by the church an' the outspan they wind--
Over the ridge an' it's all lef' be'ind
<i> For the section, etc.</i>

Soon they will camp as the dawn's growin' grey,
Roll up for coffee an' sleep while they may--
<i> The section , etc.</i>

Read their 'ome letters, their papers an' such,
For they'll move after dark to astonish the Dutch
<i> With a section, etc.</i>

'Untin' for shade as the long hours pass--
Blankets on rifles or burrows in grass,
<i> Lies the section, etc.</i>

Dossin' or beatin' a shirt in the sun,
Watching chameleons or cleanin' a gun,
<i> Waits the section, etc.</i>

With nothin' but stillness as far as you please,
An' the silly mirage stringin' islands an' seas
<i> Round the section, etc.</i>

So they strips off their hide an' they grills in their bones,
Till the shadows crawl out from beneath the pore stones
<i> Toward the section, etc.</i>

An' the Mauser-bird stops an' the jacals begin
A the 'orse-guard comes up and the Gunners 'ook in
<i> As a 'int the pompom an' six 'undred men . . . .</i>
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Off through the dark with the stars to rely on---
(Alpha Centauri an' somethin' Orion)
<i> Moves the section, etc.</i>

Same bloomin' 'ole which the ant-bear 'as broke,
Same bloomin' stumble an' same bloomin' joke
<i> Down the section, etc.</i>

Same "which is right?" where the cart-tracks divide,
Same "give it up" from the same clever guide
<i> To the section, etc.</i>

Same tumble-down on the same 'idden farm,
Same white-eyed Kaffir 'oo gives the alarm--
<i> Of the section, etc.</i>

Same shootin' wild at the end o' the night,
Same flyin'-tackle an' same messy fight,
<i> By the section, etc.</i>

Same ugly 'iccup an' same 'orrid squeal,
When it's too dark to see an' it's too late to feel
<i> In the section, etc.</i>

(Same batch of prisoners, 'airy an' still,
Watchin' their comrades bolt over the 'ill
<i> From the section, etc.)</i>

Same chilly glare in the eye of the sun
As 'e gets up displeasured to see what was done
<i> By the section, etc.</i>

Same splash o' pink on the stoep or the kraal,
An' the same quiet face which 'as finished with all
<i> In the section, the pompom, an' six 'undred men.</i>

Out o' the wilderness, dusty an' dry

<i>(Time, an' 'igh time to be trekkin' again!)</i>
"Oo is it 'eads to the Detail Supply ?

<i> A section, a pompom, an 'six' 'undred men.</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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Contradictions

<i>Longfellow</i>

The drowsy carrier sways

To the drowsy horses' tramp.

His axles winnow the sprays

Of the hedge where the rabbit plays
In the light of his single lamp.

He hears a roar behind,

A howl, a hoot, and a vell

A headlight strikes him blind

And a stench o'erpowers the wind
Like a blast from the mouth of Hell.

He mends his swingle-bar

And loud his curses ring;

But a mother watching afar
Hears the hum of the doctor's car
Like the beat of an angel's wings!

So, to the poet's mood,
Motor or carrier's wan,
Properly understood,

Are neither evil nor good--
Ormuzd not Ahriman!

Rudyard Kipling
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Covenant

<i>1914</i>

We thought we ranked above the chance of ill.
Others might fall, not we, for we were wise--
Merchants in freedom. So, of our free-will

We let our servants drug our strength with lies.

The pleasure and the poison had its way

On us as on the meanest, till we learned

That he who lies will steal, who steals will slay.
Neither God's judgment nor man's heart was turned.

Yet there remains His Mercy--to be sought
Through wrath and peril till we cleanse the wrong
By that last right which our forefathers claimed

When their Law failed them and its stewards were bought.

This is our cause. God help us, and make strong
Our will to meet Him later, unashamed!

Rudyard Kipling
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Cruisers

<i>1899</i>

As our mother the Frigate, bepainted and fine,
Made play for her bully the Ship of the Line;
So we, her bold daughters by iron and fire,
Accost and decoy to our masters' desire.

Now, pray you, consider what toils we endure,
Night-walking wet sea-lanes, a guard and a lure;
Since half of our trade is that same pretty sort
As mettlesome wenches do practise in port.

For this is our office: to spy and make room,
As hiding yet guiding the foe to their doom.
Surrounding, confounding, we bait and betray
And tempt them to battle the seas' width away.

The pot-bellied merchant foreboding no wrong
With headlight and sidelight he lieth along,
Till, lightless and lightfoot and lurking, leap we
To force him discover his business by sea.

And when we have wakened the lust of a foe,

To draw him by flight toward our bullies we go,

Till, 'ware of strange smoke stealing nearer, he flies
Or our bullies close in for to make him good prize.

So, when we have spied on the path of their host,
One flieth to carry that word to the coast;

And, lest by false doublings they turn and go free,
One lieth behind them to follow and see.

Anon we return, being gathered again,

Across the sad valleys all drabbled with rain --
Across the grey ridges all crisped and curled --

To join the long dance round the curve of the world.

The bitter salt spindrift, the sun-glare likewise,

The moon-track a-tremble, bewilders our eyes,
Where, linking and lifting, our sisters we hail

"Twixt wrench of cross-surges or plunge of head-gale.

As maidens awaiting the bride to come forth

Make play with light jestings and wit of no worth,

So, widdershins circling the bride-bed of death,

Each fleereth her neighbour and signeth and saith: --

"What see ye? Their signals, or levin afar?

"What hear ye? God's thunder, or guns of our war?

"What mark ye? Their smoke, or the cloud-rack outblown?
"What chase ye? Their lights, or the Daystar low down?"
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So, times past all number deceived by false shows,
Deceiving we cumber the road of our foes,

For this is our virtue: to track and betray;
Preparing great battles a sea's width away.

<i>Now peace is at end and our peoples take heart,</i>

<i>For the laws are clean gone that restrained our art; </i>
<i>Up and down the near headlands and against the far wind</i>
<i>We are loosed (O be swift!) to the work of our kind!</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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Cuckoo Song

<i>(Spring begins in southern England on the 14th April, on which date the Old
Woman lets the Cuckoo out of her basket at Heathfield Fair -- locally known as Heffle
Cuckoo Fair.)</i>

Tell it to the locked-up trees,
Cuckoo, bring your song here!
Warrant, Act and Summons, please,
For Spring to pass along here!

Tell old Winder, if he doubt,

Tell him squat and square -- al

Old Woman!

Old Woman!

Old Woman's let the Cuckoo out

At Heffle Cuckoo Fair -- a!

March has searched and April tried --
'"Tisn't long to Mary now.

Not so far to Whitsuntide

And Cuckoo's come to stay now!
Hear the valiant fellow shout

Down the orchard bare -- a!

Old Woman!

Old Woman!

Old Woman's let the Cuckoo out

At Heffle Cuckoo Fair -- a!

When your heart is young and gay
And the season rules it --

Work your works and play your play
'Fore the Autumn cools it!

Kiss you turn and turn-about,

But my lad, beware -- a!

Old Woman!

Old Woman!

Old Woman's let the Cuckoo out

At Heffle Cuckoo Fair -- a!

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

142



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Cupid's Arrows

Pit where the buffalo cooled his hide,

By the hot sun emptied, and blistered and dried;
Log in the plume-grass, hidden and lone;

Bund where the earth-rat's mounds are strown;
Cave in the bank where the sly stream steals;
Aloe that stabs at the belly and heels,

Jump if you dare on a steed untried--

Safer it is to go wide-go wide!

Hark, from in front where the best men ride;--
"Pull to the off, boys! Wide! Go wide!"

Rudyard Kipling
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Dane-Geld

<i>A.D. 980-1016</i>

It is always a temptation to an armed and agile nation

To call upon a neighbour and to say:--

"We invaded you last night--we are quite prepared to fight,
Unless you pay us cash to go away."

And that is called asking for Dane-geld,
And the people who ask it explain

That you've only to pay 'em the Dane-geld
And then you'll get rid of the Dane!

It is always a temptation for a reach and lazy nation,

To puff and look important and to say:--

"Though we know we should defeat you, we have not the
time to meet you.

We will therefore pay you cash to go away."

And that is called paying the Dane-geld;

But we've proved it again and again,

That if once you have paid him the Dane-geld
You never get rid of the Dane.

It is wrong to put temptation in the path of any nation,
For fear they should succumb and go astray;

So when you are requested to pay up or be molested,
You will find it better policy to say:--

"We never pay any-one Dane-geld,

No matter how trifling the cost;

For the end of that game is oppression and shame,
And the nation that plays it is lost!"

Rudyard Kipling
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Danny Deever

"What are the bugles blowin' for?" said Files-on-Parade.

"To turn you out, to turn you out", the Colour-Sergeant said.

"What makes you look so white, so white?" said Files-on-Parade.

"I'm dreadin' what I've got to watch", the Colour-Sergeant said.
For they're hangin' Danny Deever, you can hear the Dead March play,
The regiment's in 'ollow square -- they're hangin' him to-day;
They've taken of his buttons off an' cut his stripes away,
An' they're hangin' Danny Deever in the mornin'.

"What makes the rear-rank breathe so 'ard?" said Files-on-Parade.
"It's bitter cold, it's bitter cold", the Colour-Sergeant said.
"What makes that front-rank man fall down?" said Files-on-Parade.
"A touch o' sun, a touch o' sun", the Colour-Sergeant said.
They are hangin' Danny Deever, they are marchin' of 'im round,
They 'ave 'alted Danny Deever by 'is coffin on the ground;
An' 'e'll swing in 'arf a minute for a sneakin' shootin' hound --
O they're hangin' Danny Deever in the mornin'!

"'Is cot was right-'and cot to mine", said Files-on-Parade.

"'E's sleepin' out an' far to-night", the Colour-Sergeant said.

"I've drunk 'is beer a score o' times", said Files-on-Parade.

"'E's drinkin' bitter beer alone", the Colour-Sergeant said.
They are hangin' Danny Deever, you must mark 'im to 'is place,
For 'e shot a comrade sleepin' -- you must look 'im in the face;
Nine 'undred of 'is county an' the regiment's disgrace,
While they're hangin' Danny Deever in the mornin'.

"What's that so black agin' the sun?" said Files-on-Parade.

"It's Danny fightin' 'ard for life", the Colour-Sergeant said.

"What's that that whimpers over'ead?" said Files-on-Parade.

"It's Danny's soul that's passin' now", the Colour-Sergeant said.
For they're done with Danny Deever, you can 'ear the quickstep play,
The regiment's in column, an' they're marchin' us away;
Ho! the young recruits are shakin', an' they'll want their beer to-day,
After hangin' Danny Deever in the mornin'.

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

145



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Darzee's Chaunt

Singer and tailor am I--
Doubled the joys that I know--
Proud of my lilt to the sky,
Proud of the house that I sew--
Over and under, so weave I my music--so weave I the house that
I sew.

Sing to your fledglings again,
Mother, O lift up your head!
Evil that plagued us is slain,
Death in the garden lies dead.
Terror that hid in the roses is impotent--flung on the dung-hill
and dead!

Who hath delivered us, who?
Tell me his nest and his name.
Rikki, the valiant, the true,
Tikki, with eyeballs of flame,
Rik}tlikki-tikki, the ivory-fanged, the Hunter with eyeballs of
ame.

Give him the Thanks of the Birds,
Bowing with tail-feathers spread!
Praise him in nightingale-words--
Nay, I will praise him instead.
I will sing you the praise of the bottle-tailed Rikki with
eyeballs of red!

Rudyard Kipling
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Darzee's Chount

<i>Sung in honor of Rikki-Tikki-Tavi</i>

Singer and tailor am I--

Doubled the joys that I know--

Proud of my lilt to the sky,

Proud of the house that I sew--

Over and under, so weave I my music--so weave I the house that
I sew.

Sing to your fledglings again,

Mother, O lift up your head!

Evil that plagued us is slain,

Death in the garden lies dead.

Terror that hid in the roses is impotent--flung on the dung-hill
and dead!

Who hath delivered us, who?

Tell me his nest and his name.

Rikki, the valiant, the true,

Tikki, with eyeballs of flame,

fIiI{ik-tikki-tikki, the ivory-fanged, the Hunter with eyeballs of
ame.

Give him the Thanks of the Birds,

Bowing with tail-feathers spread!

Praise him in nightingale-words--

Nay, I will praise him instead.

I will sing you the praise of the bottle-tailed Rikki with
eyeballs of red!

Rudyard Kipling
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Death of a Believer

Yet at the last, ere our spearmen had found him,
Yet at the last, ere a sword-thrust could save,

Yet at the last, with his masters around him,

He spoke of the Faith as a master to slave.

Yet at the last, though the Kafirs had maimed him,
Broken by bondage and wrecked by the reiver,
Yet at the last, tho' the darkness had claimed him,
He called on Allah, and died a Believer!

Rudyard Kipling
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Dedication

<i>To the City of Bombay</i>

The Cities are full of pride,
Challenging each to each --
This from her mountain-side,
That from her burthened beach.

They count their ships full tale --
Their corn and oil and wine,
Derrick and loom and bale,

And rampart's gun-flecked line;
City by City they hail:

"Hast aught to match with mine?"

And the men that breed from them
They traffic up and down,

But cling to their cities' hem

As a child to their mother's gown.

When they talk with the stranger bands,
Dazed and newly alone;

When they walk in the stranger lands,
By roaring streets unknown;

Blessing her where she stands

For strength above their own.

(On high to hold her fame

That stands all fame beyond,

By oath to back the same,

Most faithful-foolish-fond;
Making her mere-breathed name
Their bond upon their bond.)

So thank I God my birth

Fell not in isles aside --
Waste headlands of the earth,
Or warring tribes untried --
But that she lent me worth
And gave me right to pride.

Surely in toil or fray
Under an alien sky,
Comfort it is to say:
"Of no mean city am I!"

(Neither by service nor fee

Come I to mine estate --

Mother of Cities to me,

For I was born in her gate,

Between the palms and the sea,
Where the world-end steamers wait.)

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

149



http://www.PoemHunter.com

Now for this debt I owe,
And for her far-borne cheer
Must I make haste and go
With tribute to her pier.

And she shall touch and remit
After the use of kings
(Orderly, ancient, fit)

My deep-sea plunderings,
And purchase in all lands.
And this we do for a sign

Her power is over mine,

And mine I hold at her hands!

Rudyard Kipling
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Delilah

<i>We have another viceroy now, -- those days are dead and done</i>
<i>Of Delilah Aberyswith and depraved Ulysses Gunne.</i>

Delilah Aberyswith was a lady -- not too young --

With a perfect taste in dresses and a badly-bitted tongue,
With a thirst for information, and a greater thirst for praise,
And a little house in Simla in the Prehistoric Days.

By reason of her marriage to a gentleman in power,
Delilah was acquainted with the gossip of the hour;

And many little secrets, of the half-official kind,

Were whispered to Delilah, and she bore them all in mind.

She patronized extensively a man, Ulysses Gunne,

Whose mode of earning money was a low and shameful one.
He wrote for certain papers, which, as everybody knows,

Is worse than serving in a shop or scaring off the crows.

He praised her "queenly beauty" first; and, later on, he hinted
At the "vastness of her intellect" with compliment unstinted.

He went with her a-riding, and his love for her was such

That he lent her all his horses and -- she galled them very much.

One day, THEY brewed a secret of a fine financial sort;

It related to Appointments, to a Man and a Report.

'"Twas almost wortth the keeping, -- only seven people knew it --
And Gunne rose up to seek the truth and patiently ensue it.

It was a Viceroy's Secret, but -- perhaps the wine was red --
Perhaps an Aged Concillor had lost his aged head --

Perhaps Delilah's eyes were bright -- Delilah's whispers sweet --
The Aged Member told her what 'twere treason to repeat.

Ulysses went a-riding, and they talked of love and flowers;
Ulysses went a-calling, and he called for several hours;
Ulysses went a-waltzing, and Delilah helped him dance --
Ulysses let the waltzes go, and waited for his chance.

The summer sun was setting, and the summer air was still,
The couple went a-walking in the shade of Summer Hill.
The wasteful sunset faded out in turkis-green and gold,
Ulysses pleaded softly, and . . . that bad Delilah told!

Next morn, a startled Empire learnt the all-important news;
Next week, the Aged Councillor was shaking in his shoes.
Next month, I met Delilah and she did not show the least
Hesitation in affirming that Ulysses was a "beast."

X Xk X %k Xk

We have another Viceroy now, those days are dead and done --
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Off, Delilah Aberyswith and most mean Ulysses Gunne!

Rudyard Kipling
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Dinah in Heaven

She did not know that she was dead,
But, when the pang was o'er,

Sat down to wait her Master's tread
Upon the Golden Floor,

With ears full-cock and anxious eye
Impatiently resigned;

But ignorant that Paradise

Did not admit her kind.

Persons with Haloes, Harps, and Wings
Assembled and reproved;

Or talked to her of Heavenly things,
But Dinah never moved.

There was one step along the Stair
That led to Heaven's Gate;

And, till she heard it, her affair
Was--she explained--to wait.

And she explained with flattened ear,
Bared lip and milky tooth--

Storming against Ithuriel's Spear
That only proved her truth!

Sudden--far down the Bridge of Ghosts
That anxious spirits clomb--

She caught that step in all the hosts,
And knew that he had come.

She left them wondering what to do,
But not a doubt had she.

Swifter than her own squeal she flew
Across the Glassy Sea;

Flushing the Cherubs every where,
And skidding as she ran,

She refuged under Peter's Chair
And waited for her man.

There spoke a Spirit out of the press,
'Said:--"Have you any here
That saved a fool from drunkenness,
And a coward from his fear?

"That turned a soul from dark to day
When other help was vain;

That snatched it from Wanhope and made
A cur a man again?"
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"Enter and look," said Peter then,
And set The Gate ajar.

"If know aught of women and men
I trow she is not far."

"Neither by virtue, speech nor art
Nor hope of grace to win;

But godless innocence of heart
That never heard of sin:

"Neither by beauty nor belief

Nor white example shown.
Something a wanton--more a thief--
But--most of all--mine own."

"Enter and look," said Peter then,

"And send you well to speed;

But, for all that I know of women and men
Your riddle is hard to read."

Then flew Dinah from under the Chair,
Into his arms she flew--

And licked his face from chin to hair
And Peter passed them through!

Rudyard Kipling
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Divided Destinies

It was an artless <i>Bandar,</i> and he danced upon a pine,

And much I wondered how he lived, and where the beast might dine,
And many, many other things, till, o'er my morning smoke,

I slept the sleep of idleness and dreamt that Bandar spoke.

He said: "O man of many clothes! Sad crawler on the Hills!
Observe, I know not Ranken's shop, nor Ranken's monthly bills;
I take no heed to trousers or the coats that you call dress;

Nor am I plagued with little cards for little drinks at Mess.

"I steal the bunnia's grain at morn, at noon and eventide,
(For he is fat and I am spare), I roam the mountain side,

I follow no man's carriage, and no, never in my life

Have I flirted at Peliti's with another <i>Bandar's</i> wife.

"O man of futile fopperies -- unnecessary wraps;

I own no ponies in the hills, I drive no tall-wheeled traps;

I buy me not twelve-button gloves, 'short-sixes' eke, or rings,
Nor do I waste at Hamilton's my wealth on 'pretty things.'

"I quarrel with my wife at home, we never fight abroad;

But Mrs. B. has grasped the fact I am her only lord.

I never heard of fever -- dumps nor debts depress my soul;

And I pity and despise you!" Here he pouched my breakfast-roll.

His hide was very mangy, and his face was very red,

And ever and anon he scratched with energy his head.

His manners were not always nice, but how my spirit cried

To be an artless <i>Bandar</i> loose upon the mountain side!

So I answered: "Gentle <i>Bandar,</i> and inscrutable Decree
Makes thee a gleesome fleasome Thou, and me a wretched Me.
Go! Depart in peace, my brother, to thy home amid the pine;

Yet forget not once a mortal wished to change his lot for thine."

Rudyard Kipling
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Doctors

Man dies too soon, beside his works half-planned.

His days are counted and reprieve is vain:
Who shall entreat with Death to stay his hand;
Or cloke the shameful nakedness of pain?

Send here the bold, the seekers of the way--
The passionless, the unshakeable of soul,
Who serve the inmost mysteries of man's clay,

And ask no more than leave to make them whole.

Rudyard Kipling
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Eddi's Service

<i>(A.D. 687)</i>

Eddi, priest of St. Wilfrid

In his chapel at Manhood End,
Ordered a midnight service
For such as cared to attend.

But the Saxons were keeping Christmas,
And the night was stormy as well.
Nobody came to service,

Though Eddi rang the bell.

""Wicked weather for walking,"
Said Eddi of Manhood End.

"But I must go on with the service
For such as care to attend.”

The altar-lamps were lighted, --
An old marsh-donkey came,

Bold as a guest invited,

And stared at the guttering flame.

The storm beat on at the windows,
The water splashed on the floor,
And a wet, yoke-weary bullock
Pushed in through the open door.

"How do I know what is greatest,
How do I know what is least?
That is My Father's business,"
Said Eddi, Wilfrid's priest.

"But -- three are gathered together --
Listen to me and attend.

I bring good news, my brethren!"
Said Eddi of Manhood End.

And he told the Ox of a Manger
And a Stall in Bethlehem,

And he spoke to the Ass of a Rider,
That rode to Jerusalem.

They steamed and dripped in the chancel,
They listened and never stirred,

While, just as though they were Bishops,
Eddi preached them The World,

Till the gale blew off on the marshes
And the windows showed the day,
And the Ox and the Ass together
Wheeled and clattered away.
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And when the Saxons mocked him,
Said Eddi of Manhood End,
"I dare not shut His chapel
On such as care to attend."

Rudyard Kipling
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Edgehill Fight

Naked and grey the Cotswolds stand
Beneath the summer sun,

And the stubble fields on either hand
Where Sour and Avon run.

There is no change in the patient land
That has bred us every one.

She should have passed in cloud and fire
And saved us from this sin

Of war--red war--"twixt child and sire,
Household and kith and kin,

In the heart of a sleepy Midland shire,
With the harvest scarcely in.

But there is no change as we meet at last
On the brow-head or the plain,

And the raw astonished ranks stand fast
To slay or to be slain

By the men they knew in the kindly past
That shall never come again--

By the men they met at dance or chase,
In the tavern or the hall,

At the justice bench and the market place,
At the cudgel play or brawl--

Of their own blood and speech and race,
Comrades or neighbors all!

More bitter than death this day must prove
Whichever way it go,

For the brothers of the maids we love
Make ready to lay low

Their sisters' sweethearts, as we move
Against our dearest foe.

Thank Heaven! At last the trumpets peal
Before our strength gives way.

For King or for the Commonweal--

No matter which they say,

The first dry rattle of new-drawn steel
Changes the world today!

Rudyard Kipling
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En-Dor

<i>Behold there is a woman that hath a familiar spirit at En-dor. -- I Samuel, xxuviii.
7</i>

The road to En-dor is easy to tread

For Mother or yearning Wife.

There, it is sure, we shall meet our Dead

As they were even in life.

Earth has not dreamed of the blessing in store
For desolate hearts on the road to En-dor.

Whispers shall comfort us out of the dark--
Hands--ah God!--that we knew!

Visions .and voices --look and hark!--

Shall prove that the tale is true,

An that those who have passed to the further shore
May' be hailed--at a price--on the road to En-dor.

But they are so deep in their new eclipse

Nothing they say can reach,

Unless it be uttered by alien lips

And I framed in a stranger's speech.

The son must send word to the mother that bore,
'Through an hireling's mouth. 'Tis the rule of En-dor.

And not for nothing these gifts are shown

By such as delight our dead.

They must twitch and stiffen and slaver and groan
Ere the eyes are set in the head,

And the voice from the belly begins. Therefore,
We pay them a wage where they ply at En-dor.

Even so, we have need of faith

And patience to follow the clue.

Often, at first, what the dear one saith

Is babble, or jest, or untrue.

(Lying spirits perplex us sore

Till our loves--and their lives--are well-known at
En-dor). . ..

<i>0Oh the road to En-dor is the oldest road</i>
<i>And the craziest road of all'</i>

<i>Straight it runs to the Witch's abode, </i>

<i>As it did in the days of Saul,</i>

<i>And nothing has changed of the sorrow in store</i>
<i>For such as go down on the road to En-dor!</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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England's Answer

Truly ye come of The Blood; slower to bless than to ban;

Little used to lie down at the bidding of any man.

Flesh of the flesh that I bred, bone of the bone that I bare;
Stark as your sons shall be -- stern as your fathers were.
Deeper than speech our love, stronger than life our tether,

But we do not fall on the neck nor kiss when we come together.
My arm is nothing weak, my strength is not gone by;

Sons, I have borne many sons, but my dugs are not dry.

Look, I have made ye a place and opened wide the doors,

That ye may talk together, your Barons and Councillors --
Wards of the Outer March, Lords of the Lower Seas,

Ay, talk to your gray mother that bore you on her knees! --
That ye may talk together, brother to brother's face --

Thus for the good of your peoples -- thus for the Pride of the Race.
Also, we will make promise. So long as The Blood endures,

I shall know that your good is mine: ye shall feel that my strength is yours:

In the day of Armageddon, at the last great fight of all,

That Our House stand together and the pillars do not fall.

Draw now the threefold knot firm on the ninefold bands,

And the Law that ye make shall be law after the rule of your lands.
This for the waxen Heath, and that for the Wattle-bloom,

This for the Maple-leaf, and that for the southern Broom.

The Law that ye make shall be law and I do not press my will,
Because ye are Sons of The Blood and call me Mother still.

Now must ye speak to your kinsmen and they must speak to you,
After the use of the English, in straight-flung words and few.

Go to your work and be strong, halting not in your ways,

Balking the end half-won for an instant dole of praise.

Stand to your work and be wise -- certain of sword and pen,

Who are neither children nor Gods, but men in a world of men!

Rudyard Kipling
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Evarra And His Gods

~Read here:
This is the story of Evarra -- man --

Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea.~

Because the city gave him of her gold,

Because the caravans brought turquoises,

Because his life was sheltered by the King,

So that no man should maim him, none should steal,
Or break his rest with babble in the streets

When he was weary after toil, he made

An image of his God in gold and pearl,

With turquoise diadem and human eyes,

A wonder in the sunshine, known afar,

And worshipped by the King; but, drunk with pride,
Because the city bowed to him for God,

He wrote above the shrine: "~Thus Gods are made,
And whoso makes them otherwise shall die.~"

And all the city praised him. . .. Then he died.

~Read here the story of Evarra -- man --

Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea.~

Because the city had no wealth to give,

Because the caravans were spoiled afar,

Because his life was threatened by the King,

So that all men despised him in the streets,

He hewed the living rock, with sweat and tears,
And reared a God against the morning-gold,

A terror in the sunshine, seen afar,

And worshipped by the King; but, drunk with pride,
Because the city fawned to bring him back,

He carved upon the plinth: "~Thus Gods are made,
And whoso makes them otherwise shall die.~"

And all the people praised him. . .. Then he died.

~Read here the story of Evarra -- man --

Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea.~

Because he lived among a simple folk,

Because his village was between the hills,

Because he smeared his cheeks with blood of ewes,
He cut an idol from a fallen pine,

Smeared blood upon its cheeks, and wedged a shell
Above its brows for eyes, and gave it hair

Of trailing moss, and plaited straw for crown.

And all the village praised him for this craft,

And brought him butter, honey, milk, and curds.
Wherefore, because the shoutings drove him mad,
He scratched upon that log: "~Thus Gods are made,
And whoso makes them otherwise shall die.~"

And all the people praised him. . .. Then he died.

~Read here the story of Evarra -- man --
Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea.~
Because his God decreed one clot of blood
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Should swerve one hair's-breadth from the pulse's path,
And chafe his brain, Evarra mowed alone,
Rag-wrapped, among the cattle in the fields,

Counting his fingers, jesting with the trees,

And mocking at the mist, until his God

Drove him to labour. Out of dung and horns

Dropped in the mire he made a monstrous God,
Abhorrent, shapeless, crowned with plantain tufts,

And when the cattle lowed at twilight-time,

He dreamed it was the clamour of lost crowds,

And howled among the beasts: "~Thus Gods are made,
And whoso makes them otherwise shall die.~"

Thereat the cattle bellowed. . . . Then he died.

Yet at the last he came to Paradise,

And found his own four Gods, and that he wrote;
And marvelled, being very near to God,

What oaf on earth had made his toil God's law,
Till God said mocking: "Mock not. These be thine."
Then cried Evarra: "I have sinned!" -- "Not so.
If thou hadst written otherwise, thy Gods

Had rested in the mountain and the mine,

And I were poorer by four wondrous Gods,

And thy more wondrous law, Evarra. Thine,
Servant of shouting crowds and lowing kine."
Thereat, with laughing mouth, but tear-wet eyes,
Evarra cast his Gods from Paradise.

~This is the story of Evarra -- man --
Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea.~

Rudyard Kipling
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Evil Land

We meet in an evil land

That is near to the gates of hell.
I wait for thy command

To serve, to speed or withstand.
And thou sayest, I do not well?

Oh Love, the flowers so red

Are only tongues of flame,

The earth is full of the dead,

The new-killed, restless dead.

There is danger beneath and o'erhead.
And I guard thy gates in fear

Of words thou canst not hear,

Of peril and jeopardy,

Of signs thou canst not see—

And thou sayest 'tis ill that I came?

Rudyard Kipling
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False Dawn

To-night, God knows what thing shall tide,
The Earth is racked and fain--

Expectant, sleepless, open-eyed;

And we, who from the Earth were made,
Thrill with our Mother's pain.

Rudyard Kipling
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Farewell and Adieu

<i>1914-18</i>

Farewell and adieu to you, Harwich Ladies,

Farewell and adieu to you, ladies ashore!

For we've received orders to work to the eastward
Where we hope in a short time to strafe 'em some more.

We'll duck and we'll dive like little tin turtles,

We'll duck and we'll dive underneath the North Seas,
Until we strike something that doesn't expect us.
From here to Cuxhaven it's go as you please!

The first thing we did was to dock in a minefield,
Which isn't a place where repairs should be done;
And there we lay doggo in twelve-fathom water
With tri-nitro-toluol hogging our run.

The next thing we did, we rose under a Zeppelin,

With his shiny big belly half blocking the sky.

But what in the--Heavens can you do with six-pounders?
So we fired what we had and we bade him good-bye.
Farewell and adieu, etc.

Rudyard Kipling
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Farewell and adieu....

Farewell and adieu to you, Harwich Ladies,
Farewell and adieu to you, ladies ashore!
For we've received orders to work to the eastward
Where we hope in a short time to strafe 'em some more.

We'll duck and we'll dive like little tin turtles,

We'll duck and we'll dive underneath the North Seas,
Until we strike something that doesn't expect us.
From here to Cuxhaven it's go as you please!

The first thing we did was to dock in a minefield,
Which isn't a place where repairs should be done;
And there we lay doggo in twelve-fathom water
With tri-nitro-toluol hogging our run.

The next thing we did, we rose under a Zeppelin,

With his shiny big belly half blocking the sky.

But what in the--Heavens can you do with six-pounders?
So we fired what we had and we bade him good-bye.

Farewell and adieu to you, Harwich Ladies,

Farewell and adieu to you, ladies ashore!

For we've received orders to work to the eastward
Where we hope in a short time to strafe 'em some more

Rudyard Kipling
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Fastness

<i>Tennison</i>

This is the end whereto men toiled

Before thy coachman guessed his fate,--

How thou shouldst leave thy, 'scutcheoned gate
On that new wheel which is the oiled--

To see the England Shakespeare saw
(Oh, Earth, 'tis long since Shallow died!
Yet by yon farrowed sow may hide
Some blue deep minion of the Law)--

To range from Ashby-de-la-Zouch
By Lyonnesse to Locksley Hall,

Or haply, nearer home, appal

Thy father's sister's staid barouche.

Rudyard Kipling
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Follow Me 'Ome

There was no one like 'im, 'Orse or Foot,

Nor any o' the Guns I knew;

An' because it was so, why, o' course 'e went an' died,
Which is just what the best men do.

<i>So it's knock out your pipes an' follow me!</i>
<i>An'it's finish up your swipes an' follow me!</i>
<i>O0h, 'ark to the big drum callin',</i>

<i>Follow me -- follow me 'omel!</i>

'Is mare she neighs the 'ole day long,

She paws the 'ole night through,

An' she won't take 'er feed 'cause o' waitin' for 'is step,
Which is just what a beast would do.

'Is girl she goes with a bombardier

Before 'er month is through;

An' the banns are up in church, for she's got the beggar hooked,
Which is just what a girl would do.

We fought 'bout a dog -- last week it were --

No more than a round or two;

But I strook 'im cruel 'ard, an' I wish I 'adn't now,
Which is just what a man can't do.

'E was all that I 'ad in the way of a friend,

An' I've 'ad to find one new;

But I'd give my pay an' stripe for to get the beggar back,
Which it's just too late to do.

<i>So it's knock out your pipes an' follow me!</i>
<i>An' it's finish off your swipes an' follow me!</i>
<i>O0h, 'ark to the fifes a-crawlin'!</i>

<i>Follow me -- follow me 'omel!</i>

<i>Take 'im away! 'E's gone where the best men go.</i>
<i>Take 'im away! An' the gun-wheels turnin' slow.</i>
<i>Take 'im away! There's more from the place 'e come.</i>
<i>Take 'im away, with the limber an' the drum.</i>

<i>For it's "Three rounds blank" an' follow me,</i>
<i>An'it's "Thirteen rank" an' follow me;</i>

<i> Oh, passin' the love o' women,</i>

<i>Follow me -- follow me 'omel!</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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For All We Have and Are

For all we have and are,

For all our children's fate,
Stand up and meet the war.
The Hun is at the gate!

Our world has passed away
In wantonness o'erthrown.
There is nothing left to-day
But steel and fire and stone.

Though all we knew depart,

The old commandments stand:

"In courage keep your heart,
In strength lift up your hand."

Once more we hear the word
That sickened earth of old:
"No law except the sword
Unsheathed and uncontrolled,”
Once more it knits mankind,
Once more the nations go

To meet and break and bind

A crazed and driven foe.

Comfort, content, delight --
The ages' slow-bought gain --
They shrivelled in a night,
Only ourselves remain

To face the naked days

In silent fortitude,

Through perils and dismays
Renewd and re-renewed.

Though all we made depart,

The old commandments stand:

"In patience keep your heart,
In strength lift up your hand."

No easy hopes or lies

Shall bring us to our goal,

But iron sacrifice

Of body, will, and soul.

There is but one task for all --
For each one life to give.

Who stands if freedom fall?
Who dies if England live?

Rudyard Kipling
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For To Admire

The Injian Ocean sets an' smiles

So sof’, so bright, so bloomin' blue;

There aren't a wave for miles an' miles

Excep' the jiggle from the screw.

The ship is swep', the day is done,

The bugle's gone for smoke and play;

An' black agin' the settin' sun

The Lascar sings, "~Hum deckty hai!~" ["I'm looking out."]

For to admire an' for to see,

For to be'old this world so wide --
It never done no good to me,

But I can't drop it if I tried!

I see the sergeants pitchin' quoits,
I 'ear the women laugh an' talk,

I spy upon the quarter-deck

The orficers an' lydies walk.

I thinks about the things that was,
An' leans an' looks acrost the sea,
Till spite of all the crowded ship
There's no one lef' alive but me.

The things that was which I 'ave seen,
In barrick, camp, an' action too,

I tells them over by myself,

An' sometimes wonders if they're true;
For they was odd -- most awful odd --
But all the same now they are o'er,
There must be 'eaps o' plenty such,
An' if I wait I'll see some more.

Oh, I 'ave come upon the books,

An' frequent broke a barrick rule,
An' stood beside an' watched myself
Be'avin' like a bloomin' fool.

I paid my price for findin' out,

Nor never grutched the price I paid,
But sat in Clink without my boots,
Admirin' 'ow the world was made.

Be'old a crowd upon the beam,

An' 'umped above the sea appears
Old Aden, like a barrick-stove

That no one's lit for years an' years!
I passed by that when I began,

An' I go 'ome the road I came,

A time-expired soldier-man

With six years' service to 'is name.

My girl she said, "Oh, stay with me!"
My mother 'eld me to 'er breast.
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They've never written none, an' so
They must 'ave gone with all the rest --
With all the rest which I 'ave seen

An' found an' known an' met along.

I cannot say the things I feel,

And so I sing my evenin' song:

For to admire an' for to see,

For to be'old this world so wide --
It never done no good to me,

But I can't drop it if I tried!

Rudyard Kipling
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Ford O' Kabul River

Kabul town's by Kabul river --
Blow the bugle, draw the sword --
There I lef* my mate for ever,
Wet an' drippin' by the ford.
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river,
Ford o' Kabul river in the dark!
There's the river up and brimmin’, an' there's 'arf a squadron swimmin
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark.

Kabul town's a blasted place --
Blow the bugle, draw the sword --
'Strewth I sha'n't forget 'is face
Wet an' drippin' by the ford!
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river,
Ford o' Kabul river in the dark!
Keep the crossing-stakes beside you, an' they will surely guide you
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark.

Kabul town is sun and dust --
Blow the bugle, draw the sword --
I'd ha' sooner drownded fust
'Stead of 'im beside the ford.
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river,
Ford o' Kabul river in the dark!
You can 'ear the 'orses threshin', you can 'ear the men a-splashin’,
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark.

Kabul town was ours to take --
Blow the bugle, draw the sword --
I'd ha' left it for 'is sake --
'Im that left me by the ford.
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river,
Ford o' Kabul river in the dark!
It's none so bloomin' dry there; ain't you never comin' nigh there,
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark?

Kabul town'll go to hell --
Blow the bugle, draw the sword --
'Fore I see him 'live an' well --
'Im the best beside the ford.
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river,
Ford o' Kabul river in the dark!
Gawd 'elp 'em if they blunder, for their boots'll pull ‘'em under,
By the ford o' Kabul river in the dark.

Turn your 'orse from Kabul town --
Blow the bugle, draw the sword --
'Im an' 'arf my troop is down,
Down an' drownded by the ford.
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river,
Ford o' Kabul river in the dark!
There's the river low an' fallin', but it ain't no use o' callin'
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'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark.

Rudyard Kipling
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Four-Feet

I have done mostly what most men do,
And pushed it out of my mind;

But I can't forget, if I wanted to,
Four-Feet trotting behind.

Day after day, the whole day through --
Wherever my road inclined --

Four-feet said, "I am coming with you!"
And trotted along behind.

Now I must go by some other round, --
Which I shall never find --

Somewhere that does not carry the sound
Of Four-Feet trotting behind.

Rudyard Kipling
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Frankie's Trade

Old Horn to All Atlantic said:

<i> (A-hay O! To me O!)</i>

"Now where did Frankie learn his trade?

For he ran me down with a three-reef mains'l."
<i> (All round the Horn!)</i>

Atlantic answered:--"Not from me!

You'd better ask the cold North Sea,

For he ran me down under all plain canvas."
<i> (All round the Horn!)</i>

The North Sea answered: -- "He's my man,
For he came to me when he began--
Frankie Drake in an open coaster.

<i> (All round the Sands!)</i>

"I caught him young and I used him sore,
So you never shall startle Frankie more,
Without capsizing Earth and her waters.
<i> (All round the Sands!)</i>

"T did not favour him at all.

I made him pull and I made him haul--

And stand his trick with the common sailors.
<i> (All round the Sands!)</i>

"I froze him stiff and I fogged him blind,
And kicked him home with his road to find

By what he could see in a three-day snowy-storm.

<i> (All round the Sands!)</i>

"I learned him his trade o' winter nights,
"Twixt Mardyk Fort and Dunkirk lights,
On a five-knot tide with the forts a-firing.
<i> (All round the Sands!)</i>

"Before his beard began to shoot,

I showed him the length of the Spaniard's foot--
And I reckon he clapped the boot on it later.
<i> (All round the Sands!)</i>

"If there's a risk which you can make,
That's worse than he was used to take

Nigh every week in the way of his business;
<i> (All round the Sands!)</i>

"If there's a trick that you can try,
Which he hasn't met in time gone by,
Not once or twice, but ten times over;
<i> (All round the Sands!)</i>

"If you can teach him aught that's new,
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<i> (A-hay O! To me O!)

I'll give you Bruges and Niewport too,

And the ten tall churches that stand between
Storm along, my gallant Captains!

(All round the Horn!)</i>

Rudyard Kipling
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Fuzzy-Wuzzy

<i>(Soudan Expeditionary Force)</i>

We've fought with many men acrost the seas,

An' some of 'em was brave an' some was not:

The Paythan an' the Zulu an' Burmese;

But the Fuzzy was the finest o' the lot.

We never got a ha'porth's change of 'im:

'E squatted in the scrub an' 'ocked our 'orses,

'E cut our sentries up at Sua~kim~,

An' 'e played the cat an' banjo with our forces.

So 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, at your 'ome in the Soudan;
You're a pore benighted 'eathen but a first-class fightin' man;
We gives you your certificate, an' if you want it signed

We'll come an' 'ave a romp with you whenever you're inclined.

We took our chanst among the Khyber 'ills,

The Boers knocked us silly at a mile,

The Burman give us Irriwaddy chills,

An' a Zulu ~impi~ dished us up in style:

But all we ever got from such as they

Was pop to what the Fuzzy made us swaller;

We 'eld our bloomin' own, the papers say,

But man for man the Fuzzy knocked us 'oller.

Then 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, an' the missis and the kid;
Our orders was to break you, an' of course we went an' did.
We sloshed you with Martinis, an' it wasn't 'ardly fair;

But for all the odds agin' you, Fuzzy-Wuz, you broke the square.

'E 'asn't got no papers of 'is own,

'E 'asn't got no medals nor rewards,

So we must certify the skill 'e's shown

In usin' of 'is long two-'anded swords:

When 'e's 'oppin' in an' out among the bush

With 'is coffin-'eaded shield an' shovel-spear,

An 'appy day with Fuzzy on the rush

Will l[ast an 'ealthy Tommy for a year.

So 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, an' your friends which are no more,
If we 'adn't lost some messmates we would 'elp you to deplore;
But give an' take's the gospel, an' we'll call the bargain fair,
For if you 'ave lost more than us, you crumpled up the square!

'E rushes at the smoke when we let drive,

An', before we know, 'e's 'ackin' at our 'ead;

'E's all 'ot sand an' ginger when alive,

An' 'e's generally shammin' when 'e's dead.

'E's a daisy, 'e's a ducky, 'e's a lamb!

'E's a injia-rubber idiot on the spree,

'E's the on'y thing that doesn't give a damn

For a Regiment o' British Infantree!

So 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, at your 'ome in the Soudan;
You're a pore benighted 'eathen but a first-class fightin' man;
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An' 'ere's ~to~ you, Fuzzy-Wuzzy, with your 'ayrick 'ead of 'air --
You big black boundin' beggar -- for you broke a British square!

Rudyard Kipling
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Gallio's Song

<i>And Gallio cared for none of these things. -- Acts xviii

All day long to the judgment-seat

The crazed Provincials drew--

All day long at their ruler's feet
Howled for the blood of the Jew.
Insurrection with one accord

Banded itself and woke,

And Paul was about to open his mouth
When Achaia's Deputy spoke--

"Whether the God descend from above
Or the Man ascend upon high,
Whether this maker of tents be Jove
Or a younger deity--

I will be no judge between your gods
And your godless bickerings.

Lictor, drive them hence with rods--

I care for none of these things!

Were it a question of lawful due

Or Caesar's rule denied,

Reason would I should bear with you

And order it well to be tried;

But this is a question of words and names,
I know the strife it brings.

I will not pass upon any your claims.

I care for none of these things.

One thing only I see most clear,

As I pray you also see.

Claudius Caesar hath set me here

Rome's Deputy to be.

It is Her peace that ye go to break--

Not mine, nor any king's.

But, touching your clamour of 'Conscience sake,'
I care for none of these things.

Whether ye rise for the sake of a creed,
Or riot in hope of spoil,

Equally will I punish the deed,

Equally check the broil;

Nowise permitting injustice at all

From whatever doctrine it springs--
But--whether ye follow Priapus or Paul,
I care for none of these things!"

Rudyard Kipling
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Gehazi

<i>1915</i>

Whence comest thou, Gehazi,
So reverend to behold,

In scarlet and in ermines

And chain of England's gold?"

"From following after Naaman
To tell him all is well,

Whereby my zeal hath made me
A Judge in Israel."

Well done; well done, Gehazi!
Stretch forth thy ready hand,

Thou barely 'scaped from judgment,
Take oath to judge the land
Unswayed by gift of money

Or privy bribe, more base,

Of knowledge which is profit

In any market-place.

Search out and probe, Gehazi,

As thou of all carist try,

The truthful, well-weighed answer
That tells the blacker lie --

The loud, uneasy virtue

The anger feigned at will,

To overbear a witness

And make the Court keep still.

Take order now, Gehazi,

That no man talk aside

In secret with his judges

The while his case is tried.

Lest he should show them -- reason
To keep a matter hid,

And subtly lead the questions

Away from what he did.

Thou mirror of uprightness,
What ails thee at thy vows?
What means the risen whiteness
Of the skin between thy brows?

The boils that shine and burrow,
The sores that slough and bleed --
The leprosy of Naaman

On thee and all thy seed?

Stand up, stand up, Gehazi,

Draw close thy robe and go,
Gehazi, Judge in Israel,
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A leper white as snow!

Rudyard Kipling

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

182



http://www.PoemHunter.com

General Joubert

<i>(Died, South African War, March 27, 1900)</i>

With those that bred, with those that loosed the strife,
He had no part whose hands were clear of gain;

But subtle, strong, and stubborn, gave his life

To a lost cause, and knew the gift was vain.

Later shall rise a people, sane and great,
Forged in strong fires, by equal war made one;
Telling old battles over without hate --

Not least his name shall pass from sire to son.

He may not meet the onsweep of our van

In the doomed city when we close the score;

Yet o'er his grave -- his grave that holds a man --
Our deep-tongued guns shall answer his once more!

Rudyard Kipling
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Gentleman-rankers

To the legion of the lost ones, to the cohort of the damned,
To my brethren in their sorrow overseas,

Sings a gentleman of England cleanly bred, machinely crammed,
And a trooper of the Empress, if you please.

Yea, a trooper of the forces who has run his own six horses,
And faith he went the pace and went it blind,

And the world was more than kin while he held the ready tin,
But to-day the Sergeant's something less than kind.

We're poor little lambs who've lost our way,

Baa! Baa! Baal

We're little black sheep who've gone astray,

Baa--aa--aa!

Gentlemen-rankers out on the spree,

Damned from here to Eternity,

God ha' mercy on such as we,

Baa! Yah! Bah!

Oh, it's sweet to sweat through stables, sweet to empty kitchen slops,
And it's sweet to hear the tales the troopers tell,

To dance with blowzy housemaids at the regimental hops

And thrash the cad who says you waltz too well.

Yes, it makes you cock-a-hoop to be "Rider" to your troop,

And branded with a blasted worsted spur,

When you envy, O how keenly, one poor Tommy being cleanly

Who blacks your boots and sometimes calls you "Sir".

If the home we never write to, and the oaths we never keep,

And all we know most distant and most dear,

Across the snoring barrack-room return to break our sleep,

Can you blame us if we soak ourselves in beer?

When the drunken comrade mutters and the great guard-lantern gutters
And the horror of our fall is written plain,

Every secret, self-revealing on the aching white-washed ceiling,

Do you wonder that we drug ourselves from pain?

We have done with Hope and Honour, we are lost to Love and Truth,
We are dropping down the ladder rung by rung,

And the measure of our torment is the measure of our youth.

God help us, for we knew the worst too young!

Our shame is clean repentance for the crime that brought the sentence,
Our pride it is to know no spur of pride,

And the Curse of Reuben holds us till an alien turf enfolds us

And we die, and none can tell Them where we died.

We're poor little lambs who've lost our way,

Baa! Baa! Baal

We're little black sheep who've gone astray,

Baa--aa--aa!

Gentlemen-rankers out on the spree,

Damned from here to Eternity,

God ha' mercy on such as we,

Baa! Yah! Bah!
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Gentlemen-Rankers

To the legion of the lost ones, to the cohort of the damned,
To my brethren in their sorrow overseas,
Sings a gentleman of England cleanly bred, machinely crammed,
And a trooper of the Empress, if you please.
Yea, a trooper of the forces who has run his own six horses,
And faith he went the pace and went it blind,
And the world was more than kin while he held the ready tin,
But to-day the Sergeant's something less than kind.
We're poor little lambs who've lost our way,
Baa! Baa! Baa!
We're little black sheep who've gone astray,
Baa--aa--aa!
Gentlemen-rankers out on the spree,
Damned from here to Eternity,
God ha' mercy on such as we,
Baa! Yah! Bah!

Oh, it's sweet to sweat through stables, sweet to empty kitchen slops,
And it's sweet to hear the tales the troopers tell,

To dance with blowzy housemaids at the regimental hops

And thrash the cad who says you waltz too well.

Yes, it makes you cock-a-hoop to be "Rider" to your troop,

And branded with a blasted worsted spur,

When you envy, O how keenly, one poor Tommy being cleanly

Who blacks your boots and sometimes calls you "Sir".

If the home we never write to, and the oaths we never keep,

And all we know most distant and most dear,

Across the snoring barrack-room return to break our sleep,

Can you blame us if we soak ourselves in beer?

When the drunken comrade mutters and the great guard-lantern gutters
And the horror of our fall is written plain,

Every secret, self-revealing on the aching white-washed ceiling,

Do you wonder that we drug ourselves from pain?

We have done with Hope and Honour, we are lost to Love and Truth,
We are dropping down the ladder rung by rung,
And the measure of our torment is the measure of our youth.
God help us, for we knew the worst too young!
Our shame is clean repentance for the crime that brought the sentence,
Our pride it is to know no spur of pride,
And the Curse of Reuben holds us till an alien turf enfolds us
And we die, and none can tell Them where we died.
We're poor little lambs who've lost our way,
Baa! Baa! Baa!
We're little black sheep who've gone astray,
Baa--aa--aa!
Gentlemen-rankers out on the spree,
Damned from here to Eternity,
God ha' mercy on such as we,
Baa! Yah! Bah!
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Gertrude's Prayer

That which is marred at birth Time shall not mend,
Nor water out of bitter well make clean;

All evil thing returneth at the end,

Or elseway walketh in our blood unseen.

Whereby the more is sorrow in certaine--
Dayspring mishandled cometh not againe.

To-bruized be that slender, sterting spray
Out of the oake's rind that should betide

A branch of girt and goodliness, straightway
Her spring is turned on herself, and wried
And knotted like some gall or veiney wen.--
Dayspring mishandled cometh not againe.

Noontide repayeth never morning-bliss--
Sith noon to morn is incomparable;

And, so it be our dawning goth amiss,
None other after--hour serveth well.

Ah! Jesu-Moder, pitie my oe paine--
Dayspring mishandled cometh not againe!

Rudyard Kipling
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Gethsemane

<i>1914-18</i>

The Garden called Gethsemane

In Picardy it was,

And there the people came to see
The English soldiers pass.

We used to pass -- we used to pass
Or halt, as it might be,

And ship our masks in case of gas
Beyond Gethsemane.

The Garden called Gethsemane,
It held a pretty lass,

But all the time she talked to me
I prayed my cup might pass.
The officer sat on the chair,

The men lay on the grass,

And all the time we halted there
I prayed my cup might pass.

It didn't pass -- it didn't pass --
It didn't pass from me.

I drank it when we met the gas
Beyond Gethsemane.

Rudyard Kipling
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Giffen's Debt

Imprimis he was "broke." Thereafter left

His Regiment and, later, took to drink;

Then, having lost the balance of his friends,
"Went Fantee" -- joined the people of the land,
Turned three parts Mussulman and one Hindu,
And lived among the Gauri villagers,

Who gave him shelter and a wife or twain.

And boasted that a thorough, full-blood sahib
Had come among them. Thus he spent his time,
Deeply indebted to the village <i>shroff</i>
(Who never asked for payment), always drunk,
Unclean, abominable, out-at-heels;

Forgetting that he was an Englishman.

You know they dammed the Gauri with a dam,
And all the good contractors scamped their work
And all the bad material at hand

Was used to dam the Gauri -- which was cheap,
And, therefore, proper. Then the Gauri burst,
And several hundred thousand cubic tons

Of water dropped into the valley, <i>flop,</i>
And drowned some five-and-twenty villagers,
And did a lakh or two of detriment

To crops and cattle. When the flood went down
We found him dead, beneath an old dead horse,
Full six miles down the valley. So we said

He was a victim to the Demon Drink,

And moralised upon him for a week,

And then forgot him. Which was natural.

But, in the valley of the Gauri, men

Beneath the shadow of the big new dam,
Relate a foolish legend of the flood,
Accounting for the little loss of life

(Only those five-and-twenty villagers)

In this wise: -- On the evening of the flood,
They heard the groaning of the rotten dam,
And voices of the Mountain Devils. Then

And incarnation of the local God,

Mounted upon a monster-neighing horse,
And flourishing a flail-like whip, came down,
Breathing ambrosia, to the villages,

And fell upon the simple villagers

With yells beyond the power of mortal throat,
And blows beyond the power of mortal hand,
And smote them with his flail-like whip, and drove
Them clamorous with terror up the hill,

And scattered, with the monster-neighing steed,
Their crazy cottages about their ears,

And generally cleared those villages.

Then came the water, and the local God,
Breathing ambrosia, flourishing his whip,
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And mounted on his monster-neighing steed,
Went down the valley with the flying trees

And residue of homesteads, while they watched
Safe on the mountain-side these wondrous things,

And knew that they were much beloved of Heaven.

Wherefore, and when the dam was newly built,
They raised a temple to the local God,

And burnt all manner of unsavoury things
Upon his altar, and created priests,

And blew into a conch and banged a bell,

And told the story of the Gauri flood

With circumstance and much embroidery. . ..
So hi, the whiskified Objectionable,

Unclean, abominable, out-at-heels,

Became the tutelary Deity

Of all the Gauri valley villages,

And may in time become a Solar Myth.

Rudyard Kipling
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Gipsy Vans

Unless you come of the gipsy stock
That steals by night and day,
Lock your heart with a double lock
And throw the key away.
Bury it under the blackest stone
Beneath your father's hearth,
And keep your eyes on your lawful own
And your feet to the proper path.
Then you can stand at your door and mock
When the gipsy vans come through...
For it isn't right that the Gorgio stock
Should live as the Romany do.

Unless you come of the gipsy blood
That takes and never spares,
Bide content with your given good
And follow your own affairs.
Plough and harrow and roll your land,
And sow what ought to be sowed;
But never let loose your heart from your hand,
Nor flitter it down the road!
Then you can thrive on your boughten food
As the gipsy vans come through...
For it isn't nature the Gorgio blood
Should love as the Romany do.

Unless you carry the gipsy eyes
That see but seldom weep,
Keep your head from the naked skies
Or the stars'll trouble your sleep.
Watch your moon through your window-pane
And take what weather she brews;
But don't run out in the midnight rain
Nor home in the morning dews.
Then you can buddle and shut your eyes
As the gipsy vans come through...
For it isn't fitting the Gorgio ryes
Should walk as the Romany do.

Unless you come of the gipsy race
That counts all time the same,
Be you careful of Time and Place
And Judgment and Good Name:
Lose your life for to live your life
The way that you ought to do;
And when you are finished, your God and your wife
And the Gipsies'll laugh at you!
Then you can rot in your burying place
As the gipsy vans come through...
For it isn't reason the Gorgio race
Should die as the Romany do.
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Gods of the East

Because I sought it far from men,
In deserts and alone,

I found it burning overhead,

The jewel of a Throne.

Because I sought--I sought it so
And spent my days to find--

It blazed one moment ere it left
The blacker night behind.

We be the Gods of the East--
Older than all--

Masters of Mourning and Feast--
How shall we fall?

X Xk X Xk Xk

This I saw when the rites were done,

And the lamps were dead and the Gods alone,
And the grey snake coiled on the altar stone--
Ere I fled from a Fear that I could not see,

And the Gods of the East made mouths at me.

Rudyard Kipling
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Great-Heart

<i>Theodore Roosevelt</i>

<i>The interpreter then called for a man-servant of his, one Great-Heart. -- Bunyan's'

Pilgrim's Process</i>

Concerning brave Captains
Our age hath made known
For all men to honour,

One standeth alone,

Of whom, o'er both oceans,
Both peoples may say:
"Our realm is diminished
With Great-Heart away."

In purpose unsparing,

In action no less,

The labours he praised

He would seek and profess
Through travail and battle,

At hazard and pain. . .

And our world is none the braver
Since Great-Heart was ta'en!

Plain speech with plain folk,

And plain words for false things,
Plain faith in plain dealing

"Twixt neighbours or kings,

He used and he followed,

However it sped. . ..

Oh, our world is none more honest
Now Great-Heart is dead!

The heat of his spirit

Struck warm through all lands;
For he loved such as showed
'Emselves men of their hands;
In love, as in hate,

Paying home to the last. . . .
But our world is none the kinder
Now Great-Heart hath passed!

Hard-schooled by long power,
Yet most humble of mind
Where aught that he was
Might advantage mankind.

Leal servant, loved master,
Rare comrade, sure guide. . . .
Oh, our world is none the safer
Now Great-Heart hath died!

Let those who would handle
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Make sure they can wield
His far-reaching sword

And his close-guarding shield:

For those who must journey
Henceforward alone

Have need of stout convoy
Now Great-Heart is gone.

Rudyard Kipling
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Gunga Din

You may talk o' gin and beer
When you're quartered safe out 'ere,
An' you're sent to penny-fights an' Aldershot it;
But when it comes to slaughter
You will do your work on water,
An' you'll lick the bloomin' boots of 'im that's got it.
Now in Injia's sunny clime,
Where I used to spend my time
A-servin' of 'Er Majesty the Queen,
Of all them blackfaced crew
The finest man I knew
Was our regimental bhisti, Gunga Din.
He was "Din! Din! Din!
You limpin' lump o' brick-dust, Gunga Din!
Hi! slippery ~hitherao~!
Water, get it! ~Panee lao~! [Bring water swiftly.]
You squidgy-nosed old idol, Gunga Din."

The uniform 'e wore
Was nothin' much before,
An' rather less than 'arf o' that be'ind,
For a piece o' twisty rag
An' a goatskin water-bag
Was all the field-equipment 'e could find.
When the sweatin' troop-train lay
In a sidin' through the day,
Where the 'eat would make your bloomin' eyebrows crawl,
We shouted "Harry By!" [Mr. Atkins's equivalent for "O brother."]
Till our throats were bricky-dry,
Then we wopped 'im 'cause 'e couldn't serve us all.
It was "Din! Din! Din!
You 'eathen, where the mischief 'ave you been?
You put some ~juldee~ in it [Be quick.]
Or I'll ¥marrow~ you this minute [Hit you.]
If you don't fill up my helmet, Gunga Din!"

'E would dot an' carry one

Till the longest day was done;

An' 'e didn't seem to know the use o' fear.

If we charged or broke or cut,

You could bet your bloomin' nut,

'E'd be waitin' fifty paces right flank rear.

With 'is ~mussick~ on 'is back, [Water-skin.]

'E would skip with our attack,

An' watch us till the bugles made "Retire",

An' for all 'is dirty 'ide

'E was white, clear white, inside

When 'e went to tend the wounded under fire!
It was "Din! Din! Din!"

With the bullets kickin' dust-spots on the green.

When the cartridges ran out,
You could hear the front-files shout,
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"Hi! ammunition-mules an' Gunga Din!"

I shan't forgit the night
When I dropped be'ind the fight
With a bullet where my belt-plate should 'a' been.
I was chokin' mad with thirst,
An' the man that spied me first
Was our good old grinnin', gruntin' Gunga Din.
'E lifted up my 'ead,
An' he plugged me where I bled,
An' 'e guv me 'arf-a-pint o' water-green:
It was crawlin' and it stunk,
But of all the drinks I've drunk,
I'm gratefullest to one from Gunga Din.
It was "Din! Din! Din!
'Ere's a beggar with a bullet through 'is spleen;
'E's chawin' up the ground,
An''e's kickin' all around:
For Gawd's sake git the water, Gunga Din!"

'E carried me away
To where a dooli lay,
An' a bullet come an' drilled the beggar clean.
'E put me safe inside,
An' just before 'e died,
"I 'ope you liked your drink", sez Gunga Din.
So I'll meet 'im later on
At the place where 'e is gone --
Where it's always double drill and no canteen;
'E'll be squattin' on the coals
Givin' drink to poor damned souls,
An' I'll get a swig in hell from Gunga Din!
Yes, Din! Din! Din!
You Lazarushian-leather Gunga Din!
Though I've belted you and flayed you,
By the livin' Gawd that made you,
You're a better man than I am, Gunga Din!

Rudyard Kipling
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Gypsy Vans

Unless you come of the gipsy stock
That steals by night and day,

Lock your heart with a double lock

And throw the key away.

Bury it under the blackest stone
Beneath your father's hearth,

And keep your eyes on your lawful own
And your feet to the proper path.

<i> Then you can stand at your door and mock
When the gipsy vans come through...
For it isn't right that the Gorgio stock
Should live as the Romany do.</i>

Unless you come of the gipsy blood

That takes and never spares,

Bide content with your given good

And follow your own affairs.

Plough and harrow and roll your land,

And sow what ought to be sowed;

But never let loose your heart from your hand,
Nor flitter it down the road!

<i> Then you can thrive on your boughten food
As the gipsy vans come through...

For it isn't nature the Gorgio blood

Should love as the Romany do.</i>

Unless you carry the gipsy eyes

That see but seldom weep,

Keep your head from the naked skies

Or the stars'll trouble your sleep.

Watch your moon through your window-pane
And take what weather she brews;

But don't run out in the midnight rain

Nor home in the morning dews.

<i> Then you can buddle and shut your eyes
As the gipsy vans come through...

For it isn't fitting the Gorgio ryes

Should walk as the Romany do.</i>

Unless you come of the gipsy race

That counts all time the same,

Be you careful of Time and Place

And Judgment and Good Name:

Lose your life for to live your life

The way that you ought to do;

And when you are finished, your God and your wife
And the Gipsies'll laugh at you!

<i> Then you can rot in your burying place
As the gipsy vans come through...

For it isn't reason the Gorgio race

Should die as the Romany do.</i>
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Hadramauti

Who knows the heart of the Christian? How does he reason?

What are his measures and balances? Which is his season

For laughter, forbearance or bloodshed, and what devils move him
When he arises to smite us? I do not love him.

He invites the derision of strangers—he enters all places.

Booted, bareheaded he enters. With shouts and embraces

He asks of us news of the household whom we reckon nameless.
Certainly Allah created him forty-fold shameless!

So it is not in the Desert. One came to me weeping—

The Avenger of Blood on his track—I took him in keeping.
Demanding not whom he had slain, I refreshed him, I fed him
As he were even a brother. But Eblis had bred him.

He was the son of an ape, ill at ease in his clothing.

He talked with his head, hands and feet. I endured him with loathing.

Whatever his spirit conceived his countenance showed it
As a frog shows in a mud-puddle. Yet I abode it!

I fingered my beard and was dumb, in silence confronting him.
His soul was too shallow for silence, e'en with Death hunting him.
I said: "'Tis his weariness speaks," but, when he had rested,

He chirped in my face like some sparrow, and, presently, jested!

Wherefore slew I that stranger? He brought me dishonour.
I saddled my mare, Bijli, I set him upon her.

I gave him rice and goat's flesh. He bared me to laughter.
When he was gone from my tent, swift I followed after,
Taking my sword in my hand. The hot wine had filled him.
Under the stars he mocked me—therefore I killed him!

Rudyard Kipling
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Half-Ballad of Waterval

<i>(Non-commissioned Officers in Charge of Prisoners)</i>

When by the labor of my 'ands

I've 'elped to pack a transport tight
With prisoners for foreign lands,

I ain't transported with delight.

I know it's only just an' right,

But yet it somehow sickens me,
For I 'ave learned at Waterval

The meanin' of captivity.

Be'ind the pegged barb-wire strands,
Beneath the tall electric light,

We used to walk in bare-'ead bands,
Explainin' 'ow we lost our fight;

An' that is what they'll do to-night
Upon the steamer out at sea,

If I 'ave learned at Waterval

The meanin' of captivity.

They'll never know the shame that brands--
Black shame no livin' down makes white--
The mockin' from the sentry-stands,

The women's laugh, the gaoler's spite.

We are too bloomin'-much polite,

But that is 'ow I'd 'ave us be . . .

Since I 'ave learned at Waterval

The meanin' of captivity.

They'll get those draggin' days all right,
Spent as a foreigner commands,

An' 'orrors of the locked-up night,

With 'Ell's own thinkin' on their 'ands.
I'd give the gold o' twenty Rands

(If it was mine) to set 'em free

For I 'ave learned at Waterval

The meanin' of captivity!

Rudyard Kipling
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Harp Song of the Dane Women

What is a woman that you forsake her,
And the hearth-fire and the home-acre.
To go with the old grey Widow-maker?

She has no house to lay a guest in
But one chill bed for all to rest in,
That the pale suns and the stray bergs nest in.

She has no strong white arms to fold you,
But the ten-times-fingering weed to hold you
Out on the rocks where the tide has rolled you.

Yet, when the signs of summer thicken,
And the ice breaks, and the birch-buds quicken,
Yearly you turn from our side, and sicken- -

Sicken again for the shouts and the slaughters.
You steal away to the lapping waters,
And look at your ship in her winter-quarters.

You forget our mirth, and talk at the tables,
The kine in the shed and the horse in the stables
To pitch her sides and go over her cables.

Then you drive out where the storm-clouds swallow,
And the sound of your oar-blades, falling hollow,

Is all we have left through the months to follow.

Ah, what is Woman that you forsake her,

And the hearth-fire and the home-acre,

To go with the old grey Widow-maker?

Rudyard Kipling
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Helen All Alone

There was darkness under Heaven
For an hour's space--

Darkness that we knew was given
Us for special grace.

Sun and noon and stars were hid,
God had