Wexford Girl

Who is she, this Wexford Woman?
takes the wind full in her fair face;

Bends her back to the load of the day;

Loyal to the death, if reciprocal;

Truthful as a sword;

Passionate and willing:
Celebrating her life, now.

She is with me not because she needs me;

But because she wants to be with me.

She will not fix my troubles; 
they are mine.

I will help her with hers; 
they are hers.

Capable, long suffering and stubborn,

The Wexford Woman is no fool.

Insightful and intuitive;

She understands power and money.

Give to Caesar what is Caesar’s and to God….

She cries at the sorrow

and suffering of the child.

She is permeable.

A wave of her hand in the doorway

“Come back to me; be my husband.” 
Her hair tumbles down.

You will find yourself in me;

And I in you.

She prays to all of the gods and goddesses

And knows the true God is one.
At the gatepost she stands

Beckoning with welcome arms

A brave heart,

The Wexford Girl.
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