
BALLAD OF EAST AND WEST

OH, East is East, and West is West, and never the twain shall meet,. Till Earth and Sky stand presently at God's great
Judgment Seat;. But there is neither East.

A fort built by the British to oversee the Khyber Pass and house the Khyber Rifles still stands, and is today
used by the Pakistan Army. The mare runs to the Colonel's son and Kamal notes that she loves the younger
man best, and decides to let the mare return to him, as well as giving him his saddle, his saddle-cloth, and his
silver stirrups. There was rock to the left and rock to the right, and low lean thorn between, And thrice he
heard a breech-bolt snick tho' never a man was seen. He has fired once, he has fired twice, but the whistling
ball went wide. If I had raised my bridle-hand, as I have held it low, The little jackals that flee so fast, were
feasting all in a row: If I had bowed my head on my breast, as I have held it high, The kite that whistles above
us now were gorged till she could not fly. Ye shoot like a soldier," Kamal said. I found that I could not invent
an' look to these as well. His flare it is. Kamal and his twenty men are trying to raise the border-side. Thy
father has sent his son to me, I'll send my son to him! Tabaqui, the jackal, figures in The Jungle Book, and is a
despicable creature. He has fired once, he has fired twice, but the whistling ball went wide. At dusk he harries
the Abazaiat dawn he is into Borair, But he must go by Fort Bukloh to his own place to fare, So if ye gallop to
Fort Bukloh as fast as a bird can fly, By the favour of God ye may cut him off ere he win to the Tonuge of
Jagai, But if he be passed the Tongue of Jagai, right swiftly turn ye then, For the length and the breadth of that
grisly plain is sown with Kamal's men. Forgie's our trespasses! French for nightingale. His wife's at Plymouth.
And when they drew to the Quarter-Guard, full twenty swords flew clear There was not a man but carried his
feud with the blood of the mountaineer. He catches up with Kamal at the edge of his territory and fires his
pistol at him but misses. Notes 5] raise: incite to rebellion. The son counters that his death would cost Kamal's
tribesmen the high price of feeding and quartering a large punitive expedition "If there should follow a
thousand swords to carry my bones away The camel also knows the hundredth secret name of God. The
Colonel's son rides the mare and Kamal's son takes the dun. To match wi' Scotia's noblest speech yon
orchestra sublime Whaurtouplifted like the Justthe tail-rods mark the time. Such echoes are to be heard
throughout the poem: there is a couplet that is repeated with slight variations several times: There is rock to
the left, and rock to the right, and low lean thorn between And ye may hear a breech-bolt snick where never a
man is seen. The dun he leaned against the bit and slugged his head above, But the red mare played with the
snaffle-bars, as a maiden plays with a glove. May I eat dirt if thou hast hurt of me in deed or breath; What dam
of lances brought thee forth to jest at the dawn with Death? If I had raised my bridle-hand, as I have held it
low, The little jackals that flee so fast were feasting all in a row: If I had bowed my head on my breast, as I
have held it high, The kite that whistles above us now were gorged till she could not fly. The bairns see what
their elders miss; they'll hunt me to an' fro, Till for the sake ofwell, a kissI tak' 'em down below. Three feet
were on the stokehold-floorjust slappin' to an' fro An' cast me on a furnace-door. Nights when I'd come on to
deck to mark, wi' envy in my gaze, The couples kittlin' in the dark between the funnel-stays; Years when I
raked the Ports wi' pride to fill my cup o' wrong Judge not, O Lord, my steps aside at Gay Street in
Hong-Kong! They have ridden the low moon out of the sky, their hoofs drum up the dawn, The dun he went
like a wounded bull, but the mare like a new-roused fawn. Now, I'll tak' on. Back to Line 31] dust-devils:
"sand-spouts or moving columns of sand" OED, "devil," n. Men, ay an' women, call me stern. There seems to
be an Oedipal element to the poem in that the Colonel's son is trying to prove himself to his father by getting
the mare back. This practice of gift-giving was tremendously revealing of the true measure and capacity of a
man. Kamal turns and knocks the pistol out of the son's hand. It was the duty of these two officers to make the
desperate Chakdara, seven miles from the Malakand garrison. I have the marks to show. Hail, Snow and Ice
that praise the Lord. They have ridden the low moon out of the sky, their hoofs drum up the dawn, The dun he
went like a wounded bull, but the mare like a new-roused fawn. Below there! Ye needn't swill the cup wi'
oilthis isn't the Cunard! Kamal is out with twenty men to raise the Border side, And he has lifted the Colonel's
mare that is the Colonel's pride. They return to Fort Bukloh, and as they draw closer twenty swords flash in
warning.


