The Pressure 

The pressure of being a woman in the world of the man 

You try to have heart and you do what you can

But everywhere you’re told what to do 

And somehow no one knows to respect you 

Thrown a bone and told it’s your life

Purpose to be solely mother and wife 

And that’s all good if that’s what you choose 

But if not you feel like you’re destined to lose

Mapped out and decided my whole future way 

Am I evil if I ask for a say 

And take a detour down the path of rewind 

When equal and children through the unkind 

To build a house in the evergreen 

Or go where no one else has been 

Or ask for the ability to say no 

When I mean it and want it to be so 

But here’s where we are in the world of pretence 

Where everything needs a solid defence 

An explanation to understand 

Why can’t you just trust in what is unplanned 

More confidence than I know how to use 

But all the naysaying starts to bruise 

And turn my skin a purpled blue 

Do I have to be subject to you? 

The pressure of being a man in the world of the man 

You have to act tough and follow the ban 

On kindness showing through your skin 

The softness that warms you within 

You have to act hard like nothing can touch 

And if you care don’t show it much 

Because easy targets will be taken down 

Beaten and run out of town 

Or taken advantage of by caprice 

By those seeking to do you deceit 

By trusting in a willowed waif 
Then she leaves you in disgrace 

Or the people who would tell you to lie 

It’s your own fault so don’t let me see you cry 

You should have known not to be so nice 

So don’t let it happen twice 

Bereft and alone you don’t know what to do 
I know what she did to you 

How do you hide hurt when you are cut open? 

The most you can do is say what they’re hopin’

And play along that you’re okay 

When it’s something else you want to say 

All the strength that makes you strong 
Tells you that weakness is wrong
