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Many a u-Miy foot alnl niaii\ an at hili.i; heart,
Fiuiiiil a lialni i>( untdlil woilh in woman's Irai's;

Wnn.an's lining lu-aM wa.'- cnt'i' r^aily td pfil'drni its iiarl,

And hi'al till- wiiiiials iha.t :-ia'anj; Ironi Satan'.- .-iK-.tis.

What is liiiini' \\ilh(iul a wdinan'.s \oiiL' to theer
'I'lir ) ia\i-llers as ' hi'y sail h'it iil'e's It'inpest nous sea?

Willi Aon.aii lit I he lalni \iju can thioUKh the current steer
And a\oiil tlie hreakeis that la\- iiijon .\a)ur lee.

Wiinsan i,uenc lies lhi> tii'e that Mnnuliiers in Ih'- li>'att

< )f Uiiise who Seek to I'a n the siMik into a lurid tlame;
Woman I \er sirixcs to tullil lier sacred [lai't,

.Nnd liy deeds ot lo\-e and \irtiie. letain that sa( red name.

Woman's teais are like the rainbow with its hues,
They transl'oiiii clouds that haiiK o'er many a home:

And are to aehiiiR hearts tlie i-efreshing dews
That se.itter all the eloiids as the ocean does its foam.

Take woman from our homes and life liecomes a lil.ink

Without a ray of li^ht to cheer the droopintj he.irl;
< inr sun is hidden as it were '.Nilliin a he.i\y hank.
And not but woman's voice can l.iid that cloud deii.irt.

When Weill ill's i'.irs are couiv^.i.i;- down her cli'eks
.\s dewilrojis sparkling in ; or.:e re'iuestered bower,

tih: (duld you read that heart as it in auKui=!h speaks
To him above; l-.ej- ro-k. Ver Ptr'<n;'th. her to.ver.

Woiii.in is a beinu w liom (aul endowed with power,
Ti> make the home a pal.o « wh-iein pure l.i\e may dwell;

She holds 'the ke\" that will unbar Ihe prison door,
.\iid miiiie the travellei-s en their journey lhrou;;li 111.- dell.

Who ran spurn a woman's lend'-r admonilion
' >r cast a stij,'ina on liei- who teaches the li|is to pray;

Wlieic liut w.cmans heart dwelN 1 hat great ambition,
Tliat li.inslorms the glooms ni^hl into cc-lestial chiy.

Hehold that woman pleadiii.g at the feet of wretched man.
Whose crimes hath rent her bleadinp heart in twain;

Then spurn those tears. Ih.ou i\iaiit if you c .m.
And burst Ihe swollen heart that seeks thv soul lo Main.

(iod help her as she waits for him who \owecl to cherish
The tender plitnt that was taken from its childhood's home;

Lfsteti to her last appeal, care thou not that I should jierish
And in\- children left about the world to roam.

Woman scatter seed upon the rough, unbroken soil.

That vield theh- Koldeii .sheaves hi their apiiointed time;
God Rives her souls as ,-i reward for earnest toll.

And a passport to that bri.ght eternal clime.

Hehold that mother as the evening shades presall.
And listen ti> the [itayers that ascend from youthful hearts;

Think you that :i niother's Iirjiyei-B >v!!l be of r.n av.ii!

Or a shield of great protection against S:Uans fiery darts.


