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            SHE WALKETH VEILED AND SLEEPING 
   

         

         
            
               
                  SHE WALKETH veiled and sleeping,
   

                  For she knoweth not her power;
   

                  She obeyeth but the pleading
   

                  Of her heart, and the high leading
   

                  Of her soul, unto this hour.
   

                  Slow advancing, halting, creeping,
   

                  Comes the Woman to the hour!—
   

                  She walketh veiled and sleeping,
   

                  For she knoweth not her power.
   

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            COMING
   

         

         
            
               
                  Because the time is ripe, the age is ready,
   

                  Because the world her woman’s help demands,
   

                  Out of the long subjection and seclusion
   

                  Come to our field of warfare and confusion
   

                  The mother’s heart and hands.
   

                  Long has she stood aside, endured and waited,
   

                  While man swung forward, toiling on alone;
   

                  Now, for the weary man, so long ill-mated,
   

                  Now, for the world for which she was created,
   

                  Comes woman to her own.
   

                  Not for herself! though sweet the air of freedom;
   

                  Not for herself, though dear the new-born power;
   

                  But for the child, who needs a nobler mother,
   

                  For the whole people, needing one another,
   

                  Comes woman to her hour.
   

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            LOCKED INSIDE
   

         

         
            
               
                  She beats upon her bolted door,
   

                  With faint weak hands;
   

                  Drearily walks the narrow floor;
   

                  Sullenly sits, blank walls before;
   

                  Despairing stands.
   

                  Life calls her, Duty, Pleasure, Gain—
   

                  Her dreams respond;
   

                  But the blank daylights wax and wane,
   

                  Dull peace, sharp agony, slow pain—
   

                  No hope beyond.
   

                  Till she comes a thought! She lifts her head,
   

                  The world grows wide!
   

                  A voice—as if clear words were said—
   

                  “Your door, O long imprisonéd,
   

                  Is locked inside!”
   

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            NOW
   

         

         
            
               
                  With God Above—Beneath—Beside—
   

                  Without—Within—and Everywhere;
   

                  Rising with the resistless tide
   

                  Of life, and Sure of Getting There.
   

                  Patient with Nature’s long delay,
   

                  Proud of our conscious upward swing;
   

                  Not sorry for a single day,
   

                  And Not Afraid of Anything!
   

                  With Motherhood at last awake—
   

                  With Power to Do and Light to See—
   

                  Women may now begin to Make
   

                  The People we are Meant to Be!
   

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            WOMEN OF TO-DAY 
   

         

         
            
               
                  You women of today who fear so much
   

                  The women of the future, showing how
   

                  The dangers of her course are such and such—
   

                  What are you now?
   

                  Mothers and Wives and Housekeepers, forsooth!
   

                  Great names, you cry, full scope to rule and please,
   

                  Room for wise age and energetic youth!—
   

                  But are you these?
   

                  Housekeepers? Do you then, like those of yore,
   

                  Keep house with power and pride, with grace and ease?
   

                  No, you keep servants only! What is more—
   

                  You don’t keep these!
   

                  Wives, say you? Wives! Blessed indeed are they
   

                  Who hold of love the everlasting keys,
   

                  Keeping their husbands’ hearts! Alas the day!
   

                  You don’t keep these!
   

                  And mothers? Pitying Heaven! Mark the cry
   

                  From cradle death-beds! Mothers on their knees!
   

                  Why, half the children born, as children, die!
   

                  You don’t keep these!
   

                  And still the wailing babies come and go,
   

                  And homes are waste, and husbands’ hearts fly far;
   

                  There is no hope until you dare to know
   

                  The thing you are!
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