
Women: Why Me? 

 

Why? 

This is a question that comes up in my inner thoughts pretty often. However, no one responds 

to it. 

Why? 

Why am I required to keep locked inside? I do not have any handcuffs on me, such as bars or 

chains, but the words that come out of their lips squeeze my chest. They hold me prisoned in 

the palms of their gigantic hands, and before I know soon, I will be locked. 

Why? 

Why is a lady so fragile? Soon, a ring will be placed on my right index finger, and soon after 

that, a forced kiss will be placed on my lips. Soon, I will be in a relationship that I do not 

want to be in. 

 

“It is new. You will, however, will fit in. We all did. So shall you.” 

And already I stand weak,  because of all the arguments we’ve had, I’m in a weaker position 

than I was before. I ask again. 

Why me? 

Why can’t I just be free this one moment? Each day, he comes late and uses me to fulfil his 

demands. He makes me smile despite my different wishes. But the reality is that it’s all an act 

in the end. 

Love that is not genuine cannot make me feel anything. In the same way that artificial light 

does not help you feel warmer. 

I am standing here like a statue with my eyes closed, looking off into the distance. With 

emptiness leaking from my eyes and bleeding from my heart. It seems that this is all there is 

to life. 

It’s not like in the fairy tales, when you get to marry a handsome prince, live happily ever 

after in a magnificent palace, and have his undying love for the rest of your life. 

Why? 

Why does a guy have higher authority than a woman? I have no idea how to get out of this 

mess. And I am no longer comfortable with myself. I am no longer a girl but rather a woman.  

And he should have thought about me. 

And it was not right for my parents to have me forced. Every morning and every evening, he 

repeats it to me. Whenever I put in a request for a break. 

 



“Don’t smile. You shouldn’t chat, you shouldn’t eat too much, you shouldn’t laugh too much, 

you shouldn’t go out too much, and you won’t leave.” 

Injustice? I suppose so. Equality? That cannot be found anywhere. The human mind is one of 

those things that completely baffles my head. 

It is too much for me to handle the overwhelming sensation of control and domination that he 

enforces on me. I can’t run, I can’t learn. I can’t smile, and I can’t walk away. Perhaps this is 

his true character of my perfect man. 

“Women are known for their delicacy, weakness, and softness.” 

 

And I guarantee you that I will never get used to hearing this for the rest of my life. Tears no 

more escape my eyes. I have become very excellent at keeping control of them. 

I am unable to communicate my opinion since I do not have a voice. Oh, why? Why are 

women prisoned by foolish men? 

Oh, why? 

I do not understand why we don’t have a brain in their eyes. Questions. Too many questions. 

Suffocate me out when I’m doing the dishes from tomorrow. 

They suffocate me. Because he broke me with such great force that I am unable to pick up 

any pieces that are left of me,  just a couple of them that are left. 

I have the fear that I will be gone very soon. And my worst fear will come true: I will one day 

be a slave to him, to this marriage, and this society. This is my worst nightmare coming true. 

 

“She has a job? She  must be a terrible wife and a terrible mother.” Judgments that break me 

more. “Is she a housewife? Foolish. Dumb. Unknown of the real world.” 

 

And people pass judgment on us without giving it any thought. 

 

“Women are weak, they are emotional.” 

 

Even my dad had his doubts when I was younger. Even my brother couldn’t help but laugh at 

me when I chose the pen. Even my heart…advises me to quit all I’m doing every single day.  

To give up wishing for a chance to show my potential because his shadow won’t let me.  I 

can never escape his suffocating touch since I will always stand in his shadow. While he 

chokes me. 

 



And that sums up how matters are for women like me. Prisoned. Mistreated. And a weak 

woman whose only skills are in the kitchen and the care of her family. 

 

Just because we didn’t rose our voice to protest didn’t mean we didn’t have one. But it hurts. 

But it burns. Oh, A little credit won’t hurt me, my love. A little love, won’t cut me. Simply 

put… I am not a coward. I am not delicate. 

 

Oh, love. Consider me a fighter as well. I beg you to just hear me out. And who knows, 

maybe one day you’ll see that for what it is and one day you’ll grant my request and finally 

show me some respect. 

 

And who knows, maybe one day my son may look up to me and realize that I am a warrior as 

well. Not only you, love. Not just you. And just maybe, he will become a better man than 

you. He will respect all women. 

 

He will respect his own mother. And he won’t forget, that women aren’t any weaker than 

men. Paying respect to all isn’t an act of shame. And being a woman is an honour I’d take 

once again. 

 

 

 

 

 


