Cinly When Women Sing

Do ot show me ony crowds of handpicked mien;
do not regale me with films of gunfice in the g
theae mean nothmyg,

Shorwr me mstead the mothers,

prctures of long-desd sons at ther breasy;
show me their sisters, whose brothers
and husbands never came home:

let me see their jov, if they have i

Show me barabions of hinle gels, of you can—
healthy and learned, with faturcs and names,
Show me their mothers, with homes all arrayed
in shundance and peace, with color and song,

Do not pronounce victones, missions accomplished,
when tyrants go skulking from palace 1o hole:

show me the women, show me the ald,

wreathed now m hope, with a sense of it's over’,
foemerly broken, now a litgle more whiole

It will cnly be victury when women sing o the stoeets,
thear veils firmly chosen and anchored m place,

ot ofl and waving, if they have the raste,

but both equally sale—po choose, 1o five, o leam, o love,
Lt wall amly be victory when the women sing.
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