THE TRUCE OF THE BEAR

In 1898 the poet Rudyard Kipling wrote "The Truce Of The Bear" to warn the British
people against overtures from Russia which were similar to those of the Soviets today. It
was sent to us by a Fighting Chance supé)orter who notes that this poem was so unpopular
with British authorities that they denied Kipling his rightful position as Poet Laureate of
England.

We reproduce here Kipling’s poem in its entirety. The last twelve lines should be etched
on the rose-colored glasses of every American politician and bureaucrat in Washington.

THE TRUCE OF THE BEAR
Rudyard Kipling

Yearly, with tent and rifle, our careless white men go

By the Pass called Muttianee, to shoot in the vale below.
Yearly by Muttianee he follows our white men in -
Matun, the old blind beggar, bandaged from brow to chin.

Eyeless, noseless, and lipless - toothless, broken of speech,

Seeking a dole at the doorway he mumbles his tale to each;

Over and over the story, ending as he began:

"Make ye no truce with Adam-zad - the Bear that walks like a Man!

"There was a flint in my musket - pricked and primed was the pan,
When I went hunting Adam-zad - the Bear that stands like a Man.
I looked my last on the timber, I looked my last on the snow,
When I went hunting Adam-zad fifty summers ago!

"I knew his times and his seasons, as he knew mine, that fed

By night in the ripened maizefield and robbed my house of bread.
I knew his strength and cunning, as he knew mine, that crept

At dawn to the crowded goat-pens and plundered while I slept.

"Up from his stony playground - down from his well-digged lair -
Out on the naked ridges ran Adam-zad the Bear -

Groaning, grunting, and roaring, heavy with stolen meals,

Two long marches to northward, and I was at his heels!

"Two long marches to northward, at the fall of the second night,

I came on mine enemy Adam-zad all panting from his flight.

There was a charge in the musket - pricked and primed was the pan -
My finger crooked on the trigger - when he reared up like a man.

15

Fighting Chance Oregon Institute of Science and Medicine P.O. Box 1279 Cave Junction, Oregon 97523



