
POEM IF

And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise: If you can dreamâ€”and not make dreams your master;. If you can
thinkâ€”and not make thoughts your aim;. If you.

It is a universal truth for all the time. When I read this poem I think of him I was inspired to deal with life on
life's terms however they are thrown at me. When it finally fell apart from the folding and unfolding over time,
I had a framed copy that I eventually passed down to my son. I'm a religious man in total sorrow, searching for
some understanding through prayer. After a test she would reward us by reading a Sherlock Holmes story. If
you can keep your head when all about you Are losing theirs and blaming it on you; If you can trust yourself
when all men doubt you, But make allowance for their doubting too: If you can wait and not be tired by
waiting, Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies, Or being hated don't give way to hating, And yet don't look too
good, nor talk too wise; If you can dream â€” and not make dreams your master; If you can think â€” and not
make thoughts your aim, If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster And treat those two impostors just the
same:. Earlier today I wrote a social post thanking my father for the values, wisdom, advice he shared to help
us kids and grandchildren to live with courage, independence, and honesty. In India, a framed copy of the
poem was affixed to the wall before the study desk in the cabins of the officer cadets at the National Defence
Academy at Pune , and Indian Naval Academy at Ezhimala. My dearest wife and all 3 boys are gone. I truly
feel the guiding words of wisdom are so perfect and moving and also believe they can apply to any gender as
well. And I agree with you wholeheartedly; this should be a "must-read" and taught to young children! In
Apocalypse Now , when the photojournalist played by Dennis Hopper meets Capt Willard, played by Martin
Sheen , he spouts a few lines of the first stanza during his drug-fueled, frenzied greeting while trying to relay
how much he admires Colonel Kurtz. They fought and they talked in the north and the south, they talked and
they fought in the west, Till the waters rose on the jabbering land, and the poor Red Clay had restâ€” Had rest
till the dank blank-canvas dawn when the dove was preened to start, And the Devil bubbled below the keel:
"It's human, but is it Art? One day she decided, for our soul's sake I suppose, to read IF by Kipling. This
should be a poem the children need to learn in school because it's educational and full of purpose Share your
story! I like it very much and feel inspired. I imagine Mr. Significantly, Kipling turned down many honours
offered to him including a knighthood, Poet Laureate and the Order of Merit, but in he accepted the Nobel
Prize for Literature. My son is now 11 and has this poem framed above his bed to serve as a reminder of the
things I want for him and the admirable characteristics a person with integrity has. I read Kipling's IF. Mimi
Faust said her mother recited this poem to her on her death bed, and it genuinely touched my heart. If - Poem
by Rudyard Kipling Autoplay next video If you can keep your head when all about you Are losing theirs and
blaming it on you; If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, But make allowance for their doubting
too: If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies, Or being hated don't
give way to hating, And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise; If you can dream- -and not make dreams
your master; If you can think- -and not make thoughts your aim, If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two impostors just the same:. I kept it folded up in my wallet for years, referring to it from
time to time as I went through both triumphs and disasters. Ye have hampered Heaven's Gate; "There's little
room between the stars in idleness to prate! Speed, lest ye come too late! They may hold their path, they may
leave their path, with never a soul to mark: They may burn or freeze, but they must not cease in the Scorn of
the Outer Dark. Because there will always be parents telling their children this poem, showing them life is not
always easy, but saying choose your path and never doubt yourself "When all men doubt you, but make
allowance for their doubting too. As I'm reading "If," I realize these are the same qualities my father had. The
Education Department wrote to the publishers and offered to pay a "reasonable fee". Where billow meets
billow, there soft be thy pillow; Ah, weary wee flipperling, curl at thy ease! Kipling, for sharing your wisdom
so my dad could live it and pass on to us. The Devil he sat behind the bars, where the desperate legions drew,
But he caught the hasting Tomlinson and would not let him through. Reception[ edit ] As an evocation of
Victorian-era stoicismâ€”the " stiff upper lip " self-discipline, which popular culture rendered into a British
national virtue and character trait, "Ifâ€”" remains a cultural touchstone. To stand up and defeat the all
obstacles is the person who deserves a Nobel Prize if that is the highest award given on this planet. It's
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inspirational, moving, a father-to-son love. I know now this poem had significant influence on my dad, and
fortunately he thought important enough to live by. I had written about many of his fine qualities and
wondered aloud to the reader. If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken Twisted by knaves to make a
trap for fools, Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out
tools; If you can make one heap of all your winnings And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, And lose, and
start again at your beginnings, And never breathe a word about your loss: If you can force your heart and
nerve and sinew To serve your turn long after they are gone, And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on! I was scared and apprehensive about how I was going to raise a
baby boy into hopefully a good man someday, and finding this poem was kismet. By writing this, Kipling
lives forever. Rudyard Kipling Tomlinson Now Tomlinson gave up the ghost at his house in Berkeley Square,
And a Spirit came to his bedside and gripped him by the hairâ€” A Spirit gripped him by the hair and carried
him far away, Till he heard as the roar of a rain-fed ford the roar of the Milky Way: Till he heard the roar of
the Milky Way die down and drone and cease, And they came to the Gate within the Wall where Peter holds
the keys.


