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How do you know a woman is on the rise? 
It is by her number of falls, or number of tries? 
The spark of light flaring so great in her eyes? 
Or that she fights bearing a weight twice her size? 
 
You’ll find that the most blinding sun rising  
Happens in a place some might find surprising: 
 
In a Victorian house with a red door, 
Basement and three floors,  
With panels of soft gray 
Sitting proud at 341 Broadway.  
We can say at first glance, 
It’s a new chance at support 
For homeless and formerly homeless women. 
It houses a haven, a place of help, of healing, 
The feeling that a woman matters, 
That she is on the rise. 
 
It all started around 1995 
And has sprouted into a service that gives supplies 
Not just needed for women to survive 
But to thrive. On arrival 
A woman who’s faced a long ream of rejection 
Can at last have the dream of protection, 
Of connection, of affection, 
An inflection of love that goes above 
And beyond the other places that had passed her on. 
 
When a woman’s world is shaken, 
When it seems about to cave-in, 
On The Rise provides a safe haven, 
A place to get fed, with a downstairs bed 
Where she can sleep at ease, 
And if she’s housed advocates help her keep her keys.  
 
On The Rise staff are all in, 
They passionately fall in, 
For women who’ve fallen 
Through the cracks, 
On the rise has their backs 
No hesitation. Here women retain their self-determination, 
They can ask for help without explanation 
In this place where overcoming adversity 
Means coming to a space of dignity and diversity. 
  



The advocates with their true grit 
Never know the meaning of quit. 
They ensure that wherever a woman roams, 
She always has a home, a person of support 
Who’ll join her at hospitals, shelters, and court-- 
In short, anywhere where a woman 
Might need a friend there.  
 
All the staff at On The Rise keep on pushin’; 
They cushion the meantime, 
They’re there in the meanest of climbs.  
 
Behind the firetruck-red door 
And the gray roof, you’ll find more 
Of the greatest truth: 
It’s not about the supplies, or the food; 
It’s that the staff here have always pursued 
Making sure women are viewed and valued 
As the women they are. That we should greet 
And meet women where they are. 
 
So how do you know a woman is on the rise? 
It’s only when we recognize 
Each women who defies  
The idea that rising on her own is the prize. 
It’s when she knows her light comes with her ties 
To lift others to new highs in blue skies. 
Here lies, but does not rest the best of tested 
Women--thus the best of the world-- 
A community so strong, no one denies 
We aren’t just On,  
We see, we be, we are 
The Rise.  
 


