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Tn-Ie friends of Rudyard Kipling
iri this College wverc gLad wvlen the
news came atlast that hoe was begin-
ning to recover fromn the attackc of
pnieurmonia which has been so nearly
fatal to himn. With a painful interest
springing from a personal regard for
one whom none of us have ever seen,
but wvhorn we know and love as the
greatest and rnost thoroughly repre-
sentative poet of our tirne, as the
giant forcshiadowver of the B~ritish
patriotism of a corniiig century, and
especially as the friend of our Lady of
the Snows, \ve have fearfull%, \vatched
the daily bulletins that' told of
his battie %vith the last ener-ny. And
now that the great author is hiniseif
out of danger, wve learn with sorrow
that his little daughiterhlas succumbed
to the sanie disease that threatened
himn. It is impossible not to feel a
reciprocal interest in one who lias s0
identified hiniseif wvith the life and
aspirations of his age. Kipling is no
suniset poct, illumining \vith a sad-
dened lustre the close of an epoch
however splendid. He is flot the
last poet of a decaying age. His is
the inspiration of the dawn. His
symnpathies are flot wvith the past but
xvith the living present and the un-
born future. With a rugge d, massive
strengthi of purpose, lie leads his
contemporaries forward in the direc-
tion of their own blind instinct, inter-
preting to theni the mneaning of their
vague strivings and hiaif formed
aspirations. It is this intuitive grasp
of the moving forces of an age, this
fineness of feeling rising almost to
the vision of proplîecv, that mak-es
Kipling the leading factor in B3ritish
Irnpdl-ialism. Kipling's poetrx' lias
done more than anything else to knit

the British Empire and its peoples
into a mighty unity, folded tight
round old Englaiîd, "the power-
lîouse of tlîe lino." We are living
in an age of force such as the
w'orld has not seen. We aum fot
primnarily at beauty, but at force.
he potverful strokze of Kipling's hain-

mner is lîelping to wveld the B3ritish
Empire iinto a mnass tlîat slîall sway
the %vorld. The iron strengtlî of
Kipling's verse, surpassed only by
the steel of Shîakespcare, rings out
the key note of the approaclîing cen-
tury. May Heaveiî watclî over the
yet youthful poet of Greater Britain
and lier Seven Seas, and keep hini to
complete the work lie has but begun.

S>EEING that Force is the only
tlîing that exists, what is tlîe good of
all thîis fighting over the Ideal and
tlîe Real ? It is nonsense to say that
tlîe Ide;,il alone exists. We know
that the~ ideal is the higliest forni of
the Real, distinguislîed froni otlier
forais or aspects of Being only in
degree, or intensity, or complexity
of Force. It is not necessary to con-
sider iii this regard whether Force is
personal or impersonal, spiritual or
less than spiritual. Mmnd is only a
hîglier development or evolution of
Force than whîat wve usually cail
matter Just as the artificial, the
product of humnan work, is the high-
est form of the îîatural and flot some-
thîing différent from the natural, so
the Ideal is flot différent from the
Real, but is its highest development.
There are not twvo ;vorlds, one spir-
itual and the other materiai. One
wonld is enough to occupy the atten-
tion of students struggling with the
problerns ofPedagogy.


