WHY IS IT THE WOMAN WHO PAYS?

from AFTER THE BALL
Pity three wives in the world of fashion,

Pity three lambs into the slaughter led,

Tied for their lives to their husband's passion
Not for themselves, but for others instead,
What disillusion,

Shame and confusion

Goes with the marriage bed

        Refrain 1:  Why are men permitted to sin and sin again,

Say they’re sorry and then begin again?

Have they certain glands that automatically combust?

Why is it accepted that they must lust?

It isn’t fair to their relations,

Kind to wide or child, Though it gives dramatic situations

And a cynical gaze

To the plays

Of Oscar Wilde

When a girl has gritted her teeth and tried to be

All a husband expects a bride to be,

Why, to coin a phrase,

Must it be the woman who pays and pays

And pays and pays and pays

To the end of her days?

She quickly learns what utter hell it is

To face the fact that men are hunters,

She hears her husband's infidelities

Served up with strawberries at Gunter's.

If she complains, there'll be a scene, of course.

So she remains niminy-piminy

Though she's aware that really he has been of course

Down to Brighton with Miss Thingummy.

But when she is old and grey and full of sleep

What harvest will she reap?

The answer's—none,

There she'll sit, depressed and weary,

Thumping out a rather dreary

Chopin Polonaise—

Proving it's the woman who pays and pays

And pays and pays and pays

To the end of her days.

         Refrain 2: Why are men permitted to smile and smirk again,

Say they're sorry, and go berserk again?

We can guess, when they are clasping pearls around our

    necks,

All they've been indulging in is sex—sex—sex

It isn't right, it isn't moral,

We'd agree to be

Hung with beads of imitation coral

If it weren't a bribe

To our tribal loyalty,

Why are men acquitted of social treachery

When we women, with one light lechery,

Set our world ablaze?

Why is it the woman who pays and pays

And pays and pays and pays

To the end of her days?

She will be treated with contumely, 

She'll have to live on the Riviera, 

She will be seen parading gloomily 

Along the front at Bordighera. 

She will be hounded from society

And, growing daffier and daffier,

She may achieve some local notoriety

By wearing sandals made of raffia.

Maybe she'll have one dull German maid with her,

Old friends who've played with her

Will cut her dead.

She will murmur, 'Fakes attention'

As she sadly eats the pension

Salmon Mayonnaise.

Portrait of a woman who pays and pays

And pays and pays and pays

To the end of her days.

