Thinkest I some Philomela,
A frail and broken flower,
Who without her words be a
woman lost in power?
Or dost thou imagine me 
To be a worn old crone?
A maiden who ne'er did see
the joys of youthful tomes?
Am I, to you, a damaged good,
whose opportunities few,
like mold upon a softened wood,
did corrupt with old mildew?
Thinkest thou so little
of a woman such as I?
That my mind is one so brittle,
it could be tamed and die?
I think 'tis a shame
to credit me with none
so much as a name
I might one day become.
A wife is not a wasted 
title in the scheme of things.
A life I have not tasted
is of being bound by rings.
Are you not the one who
always says there might
be more than these grey hues,
and not just black and white?
Can I not be said to be
successful, and a wife?
Or are thou just too blind to see
the past of women's strife?
I am a mountain, hard as stone,
who stands tall and grand,
and, yes, could do it all alone,
but choose to hold another’s hand.

