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TH E WOMAN WHO UNL)EF1STANDS@ý9

Somewhere throughout this barren land ther6 waits you with outstretched hands
The womaiL te mould your life anew, the woman who understands.
Yeu may never perhaps have met hery and though fate still holds you apartx
There lingers in North, South, East or West this glorious glowing heart.
She may, be of comely beauty or even severely plain,
She may live in a gorgeous palace or down in a backwoods lane,
She mayý 1w. à , chi14 of fortune or pauper in worldly wealth,
She ma7 be a buxorn creature or euxsed with a failing health:
But somewhere there waits te welcome you, her- lover from, distant lands,
This glorious, God-like creature, the woman who under.stands.
And go if you wander friendless, though year aftu year glide by,
If you sail like a human derelict, with never a harbor nigh,
If fate should buffet you harshly and the outlook all seem blue,
Remember this noble womaii is somewhere a-watèh foryou.
Ready te kiss. the forehead that aches with the strife of things,
Ready by sweet encouragement te soothe all the bitter stings,
Ready by noble promptiDgs te spur you toward your goal,
Ready te cheer, encourage, condoneý forgive, console.
Willing te share your burden and shoulder the., major paxt,
Ready te brighten up your life andcheer the despondent heart:
Ready te share your glory, and kinder, when Ineath defeat
'Yeu struggle beyond one pit-fall te others you'Il have te meet.
Sc hasten yeur weary footsteps and lighten yQur air of glooin,
Somewliere yeu'Il yet encounter, this flower is all a-bloom.
Fragrant and sweet and perfumed with a love that is most divine
There waits te encircle the sturdy oak, this beautiful winding vine.
And thon as it treotles 'round you-the glorious rose-hued heurs
Will bring te the vine its beauty, its quota of buds and flowers;
Bo leap with a joy unbounded and wrestle with luring fate,
TTiuniph, succeed and eonquer, by purgïng. yourself of bate:
Gaze on the silver lining, whieh, hidden in every cloud
Briglitens the dewy morningý.and tsars fromi. the night its shroud,
For howe but with face a-smiling and heaxt that ia litho and true
Could you date te approaeh. this heaven, with gate thatI8 ajar fùr yen?
1 066 her, i&helg,'waiting for you, with gUpP#R'ntý 0utstretched. han
This gift of the godo, thiis angel, the woman whoiun'dorstande.


