Inspired by Leaving Home by William Gilbert Gaul, painted in 1907. It is around the subject of the Civil War (1861-1865), between the Northerners against the Southerners. It depicts a young boy, old enough to get drafted in this war with his family biding him goodbye.
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The second inspiration is a poem written by Rudyard KIPLING in Rewards and Fairies that could represent words of encouragement from the father to the son, to stay strong and brave, to triumph and come home glorious.
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Prompt: Write a speech from the servants to the boy getting drafted in, inspired by “If-“ by Rudyard KIPLING in Rewards and Fairies and the painting Leaving Home by William Gilbert Gaul.

You who are leaving to fight against my rights,
	Your view of us stramped in your blood.
Seeing the once naïve boy, the master’s son, now,
	Wearing this uniform, about to be drafted in.
A certain fondness would like your return yet, 
	A selfish desire wants to get this freedom we longed for.
To see this loyal mount, its brown coat returning,
	Home, alone, with only the memory of you by his side.
To wash up the no longer used bedding from your room,
	That will stay unchanged, at the will of the master’s spouse.
But, perhaps, a wishful star will keep you well from those ill-intended cravings of mine.
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IF you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming if on you;

If you can frust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting foo;

If you can wait and not be fired by waiting,

Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies;

or, being hatfed, don't give way fo hating,

And yet don't look foo good, nor talk foo wise;

IF you can dream and not make dreams your mastfer;
If you can think and not make thoughts your aim;

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

And treat those fwo impostors just the same;

If you can bear fo hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves fo make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to broken,
And stoop and build *em up with worn out fools;

IF you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one furn of pifch~and~foss,

And lose, and start again af your beginnings
And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your furn long affer they are gone,

And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them *Hold Onl"

IF you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings ~ nor lose the common tfouch;
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you;
If all men count with you, but none foo much,

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,

Yours is the Earth and everything that's in if,

And ~ which is more ~ you'll be a Man, my sonl

~ Rudyard Kipling




