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THE WOMAN-AT-ARMS
By Victor Starbuck

RIDE to a tourncy with sordid things;
They grant no quacter, but what care 17
casque is crest
Bad Toves e wergat my shrmp ovings,
And ‘shrill in my ear Truth's trumpe
ough they slay you, you shail not ot et
I have bartered and begged, I have cheated and Tied;
But now, however the battle betide,
Uncowed by the clamor, I ride, ride, ride!

Who will may splinter the shopmen’s pancs:
Such deeds as these be no deeds of mine.

With foot in the stirrup and hand on the reins
‘ou may see my buckler
1 have been wanton and queen and brid
I have veiled my soul for my body’s pnde,
Now, mighty in armor, I ride, ride, ride!

1 ride to the battle with lust and greed.

cified,
have dreamed an:
Like the sons I have borne, I will nde, nde, nd:l

T ide to the battle for childrec's mrongs

the goal that is barred by the lonies’ glearn.
Flame oprines in e hesrs that yearns and longs,
And a faith to conguer the mq throngs—
Thsa'pes & fing of evords in my-eradle songs;

through my bs
I who have wept for the hﬁ: denied,
‘Who have quenched the flame that T could not hide—
It is done! Henceforth I will ride, ride, ride!



