She didn’t wipe the spit,

Or cry as she was hit.

She’d stood to fight her case.

But now as colleagues clapped,

She stood, ‘the slapper, slapped’.

Caught, red handed, in the face

“The wife has hit the tart”

But that was just the start,

“She spat at her as well.”

The new girl sat back down,

No more to ‘mess around’.

“She’s dirty, you can tell”

From somewhere came a cheer.

The same that, through the beer,

Had met his party dance.

He’d practiced what to say,

He’d singled out his prey,

She hadn’t stood a chance.

He’d talked of skirts and tits,

Of flirts and fun in bits, 

Of signals never sent.

He’d pushed and laughed and touched.

She’d pushed him too, too much,

He stopped and sneered and went.

She’d tried to get along,

But what he did was wrong,

She wasn’t “how she looked.”

She’d tried to raise concern,

They all told her to learn,

“you cross the boss-you’re fucked!”

So here had come the wife

To save her married life

As through the doors she banged

His sly pre-emptive lies

All honest in her eyes

Had seen a woman hanged.

