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Foreword
 


 

This edition of Ariel by my mother, Sylvia Plath, exactly follows the arrangement of her last manuscript as she left it. As her daughter I can only approach it, and its divergence from the first United Kingdom publication of Ariel in 1965 and subsequent United States publication in 1966, both edited by my father, Ted Hughes, from the purely personal perspective of its history within my family. 

When she committed suicide on February 11, 1963, my mother left a black spring binder on her desk, containing a manuscript of forty poems. She probably last worked on the manuscript’s arrangement in mid-November 1962. ‘Death & Co.’, written on the fourteenth of that month is the last poem to be included in her list of contents. She wrote an additional nineteen poems before her death, six of which she finished before our move to London from Devon on December 12, and a further thirteen in the last eight weeks of her life. These poems were left on her desk with the manuscript.

The first cleanly typed page of the manuscript gives the title of the collection as Ariel and other poems. On the two sheets that follow, alternative titles had been tried out, each title scored out in turn and a replacement handwritten above it. On one sheet the title was altered from The Rival to A Birthday Present to Daddy. On the other, the title changed from The Rival to The Rabbit Catcher to A Birthday Present to Daddy. These new title poems are in chronological order (July 1961, May 1962, September 1962, and October 1962) and give an idea of earlier possible dates of her rearrangement of the working manuscript. 

When Ariel was first published, edited by my father, it was a somewhat different collection from the manuscript my mother left behind. My father had roughly followed the order of my mother’s contents list, taking twelve poems out of the U.S. publication, and thirteen out of the U.K. publication. He replaced these with ten selected for the U.K. edition, and twelve selected for the U.S. edition. These he chose from the nineteen very late poems written after mid-November 1962, and three earlier poems. 

There was no lack of choice. Since the publication of The Colossus in 1960, my mother had written many poems that showed an advance on her earlier work. These were transitional poems between the very different styles of The Colossus and Ariel (a selection of them was published in Crossing the Water in 1971). But towards the end of 1961, poems in the Ariel voice began to appear here and there among the transitional poems. They had an urgency, freedom, and force that was quite new in her work. In October 1961, there was ‘The Moon and the Yew Tree’ and ‘Little Fugue’; ‘An Appearance’ followed in April 1962. From this point, all the poems she wrote were in the distinctive Ariel voice. They are poems of an otherworldly, menacing landscape: 



This is the light of the mind, cold and planetary.

The trees of the mind are black. The light is blue.

The grasses unload their griefs on my feet as if I were God,

….

I simply cannot see where there is to get to.

                                             (‘The Moon and the Yew Tree’)


 



 

Then, still in early April 1962, she wrote ‘Among the Narcissi’ and ‘Pheasant’, moments of perfect poetic poise, tranquil and melancholy—the calm before the storm:



You said you would kill it this morning.

Do not kill it. It startles me still,

The jut of the odd, dark head, pacing

 
 

Through the uncut grass on the elm’s hill.

                                                (‘Pheasant’)


 



 




After that, the poems came with increasing frequency, ease, and ferocity, culminating in October 1962 when she wrote twenty-five major poems. Her very last poems were written six days before she died. In all, she left around seventy poems in the unique Ariel voice. 

On work-connected visits to London in June 1962, my father began an affair with a woman who had incurred my mother’s jealousy a month earlier. My mother, somehow learning of the affair, was enraged. In July her mother, Aurelia, came to stay at Court Green, our thatched black and white cob house in Devon, for a long visit. Tensions increased between my parents, my mother proposing separation, though they travelled to Galway together that September to find a house where my mother could stay for the winter. By early October, with encouragement from Aurelia (whose efforts I witnessed as a small child), my mother ordered my father out of the house.

My father went up to London where he first stayed with friends, and then around Christmas rented a flat in Soho. He told me many years later that, despite her apparent determination, he thought my mother might reconsider. ‘We were working towards it when she died,’ he said.

Deciding against the house in Galway, my mother moved my brother and me to London in December 1962, to the flat she had rented in what was once Yeats’s house in Fitzroy Road. Until her death, my father visited us there almost daily, often babysitting when my mother needed time for herself.

Although my mother was in London for eight weeks before she died, my father had left her with their house in Devon, the joint bank account, the black Morris Traveller (their car), and was giving her money to support us. When my mother died, my father had insufficient funds to cover the funeral, and my grandfather, William Hughes, paid for it.

My father eventually returned to Devon with my brother and me in September 1963, when his sister, Olwyn, came over from Paris to help take care of us. She stayed with us for two years. My father continued to see ‘the other woman’ on visits to London, but she remained living primarily with her husband for two and a half years after my mother’s death.

Throughout their time together my mother had shown her poems to my father as she wrote them. But after May 1962, when their serious differences began, she kept the poems to herself. My father read ‘Event’ in the Observer that winter and was dismayed to see their private business made the subject of a poem. 

My mother had described her Ariel manuscript as beginning with the word ‘Love’ and ending with the word ‘Spring’, and it was clearly geared to cover the ground from just before the breakup of the marriage to the resolution of a new life, with all the agonies and furies in between. The breakdown of the marriage had defined all my mother’s other pain and given it direction. It brought a theme to the poetry. But the Ariel voice was there already in the poems of late 1961 and early 1962. It was as though it had been waiting, practising itself, and had found a subject on which it could really get a grip. The manuscript was digging up everything that must be shed in order to move on. ‘Berck-Plage’, for instance, written in June 1962, is about the funeral that month of a neighbour, Percy Key, but it is also tangled with the grievous loss of her father, Otto, when she was a child. My parents became beekeepers that summer, like Otto, who had been an expert on bees, and his presence stalks the five bee poems in the U.S. version of Ariel (four in the U.K. edition). 

In December 1962, my mother was asked by BBC radio to read some of her poems for a broadcast, and for this she wrote her own introductions. Her commentaries were dry and brief and she makes no mention of herself as a character in the poems. She might expose herself, but she did not need to point it out. I particularly like two of them: ‘In this next poem, the speaker’s horse is proceeding at a slow, cold walk down a hill of macadam to the stable at the bottom. It is December. It is foggy. In the fog there are sheep.’ (‘Sheep in Fog’, though one of the poems she included in her broadcast with the Ariel poems, was not listed on my mother’s contents page in the manuscript—it was only finished in January 1963. My father included it in the first published version of Ariel.) For the title poem my mother simply writes: ‘Another horseback riding poem, this one called ‘Ariel’, after a horse I’m especially fond of.’ 

These introductions made me smile; they have to be the most understated commentaries imaginable for poems that are pared down to their sharpest points of imagery and delivered with tremendous skill. When I read them I imagine my mother, reluctant to undermine with explanation the concentrated energy she’d poured into her verse, in order to preserve its ability to shock and surprise. 

In considering Ariel for publication my father had faced a dilemma. He was well aware of the extreme ferocity with which some of my mother’s poems dismembered those close to her—her husband, her mother, her father, and my father’s uncle Walter, even neighbours and acquaintances. He wished to give the book a broader perspective in order to make it more acceptable to readers, rather than alienate them. He felt that some of the nineteen late poems, written after the manuscript was completed, should be represented. ‘I simply wanted to make it the best book I could,’ he told me. He was aware that many of my mother’s new poems had been turned down by magazines because of their extreme nature, though editors still in possession of her poems published them quickly when she died. 

My father left out some of the more lacerating poems. ‘Lesbos’, for instance, though published in the U.S. version of Ariel, was taken out of the British edition, as the couple so wickedly depicted in it lived in Cornwall and would have been much offended by its publication. ‘Stopped Dead’, referring to my father’s uncle Walter, was dropped. Some he might otherwise have taken out had been published in periodicals and were already well known. Other omissions—‘Magi’ and ‘Barren Woman’, for instance, both from the transitional poems—he simply considered weaker than their replacements. One of the five bee poems, ‘The Swarm’, was originally included in my mother’s contents list, but with brackets around it, and the poem itself was not included in her manuscript of forty poems. My father reinstated it in the U.S. edition. 

The poems of the original manuscript my father left out were: ‘The Rabbit Catcher’, ‘Thalidomide’, ‘Barren Woman’, ‘A Secret’, ‘The Jailor’, ‘The Detective’, ‘Magi’, ‘The Other’, ‘Stopped Dead’, ‘The Courage of Shutting-Up’, ‘Purdah’, ‘Amnesiac’. (Though included in the 1966 U.S. version, ‘Lesbos’ was kept out of the 1965 U.K. edition.)

The poems he put into the edited manuscript for publication were: ‘The Swarm’ and ‘Mary’s Song’ (only in the U.S. edition), ‘Sheep in Fog’, ‘The Hanging Man’, ‘Little Fugue’, ‘Years’, ‘The Munich Mannequins’, ‘Totem’, ‘Paralytic’, ‘Balloons’, ‘Poppies in July’, ‘Kindness’, ‘Contusion’, ‘Edge’, and ‘Words’. ‘The Swarm’ was included in the original contents list, but not in the manuscript. 

In 1981 my father published my mother’s Collected Poems and included in the Notes the contents list of her Ariel manuscript. This inclusion brought my father’s arrangement under public scrutiny, and he was much criticized for not publishing Ariel as my mother had left it, though the extracted poems were included in the Collected Poems for all to see. 

My father had a profound respect for my mother’s work in spite of being one of the subjects of its fury. For him the work was the thing, and he saw the care of it as a means of tribute and a responsibility. 

But the point of anguish at which my mother killed herself was taken over by strangers, possessed and reshaped by them. The collection of Ariel poems became symbolic to me of this possession of my mother and of the wider vilification of my father. It was as if the clay from her poetic energy was taken up and versions of my mother made out of it, invented to reflect only the inventors, as if they could possess my real, actual mother, now a woman who had ceased to resemble herself in those other minds. I saw poems such as ‘Lady Lazarus’ and ‘Daddy’ dissected over and over, the moment that my mother wrote them being applied to her whole life, to her whole person, as if they were the total sum of her experience. 

Criticism of my father was even levelled at his ownership of my mother’s copyright, which fell to him on her death and which he used to directly benefit my brother and me. Through the legacy of her poetry my mother still cared for us, and it was strange to me that anyone would wish it otherwise.

After my mother’s suicide and the publication of Ariel, many cruel things were written about my father that bore no resemblance to the man who quietly and lovingly (if a little strictly and being sometimes fallible) brought me up—later with the help of my stepmother. All the time, he kept alive the memory of the mother who had left me, so I felt as if she were watching over me, a constant presence in my life. 

It appeared to me that my father’s editing of Ariel was seen to ‘interfere’ with the sanctity of my mother’s suicide, as if, like some deity, everything associated with her must be enshrined and preserved as miraculous. For me, as her daughter, everything associated with her was miraculous, but that was because my father made it appear so, even playing me a record of my mother reading her poetry so I could hear her voice again. It was many years before I discovered my mother had a ferocious temper and a jealous streak, in contrast to my father’s more temperate and optimistic nature, and that she had on two occasions destroyed my father’s work, once by ripping it up and once by burning it. I’d been aghast that my perfect image of her, attached to my last memories, was so unbalanced. But my mother, inasmuch as she was an exceptional poet, was also a human being and I found comfort in restoring the balance; it made sense of her for me. The outbursts were the exception, not the rule. Life at home was generally quiet, and my parents’ relationship was hardworking and companionable. However, as her daughter, I needed to know the truth of my mother’s nature—as I did my father’s—since it was to help me understand my own. 

But if I had ever been in doubt that my mother’s suicide, rather than her life, was really the reason for her elevation to the feminist icon she became, or whether Ariel’s notoriety came from being the manuscript on her desk when she died, rather than simply being an extraordinary manuscript, my doubts were dispelled when my mother was accorded a blue plaque in 2000, to be placed on her home in London. Blue plaques are issued by English Heritage to celebrate the contribution of a person’s work to the lives of others—and to celebrate their life in the place where they did the living. It was initially proposed that the plaque should be placed on the wall of the property in Fitzroy Road where my mother committed suicide, and I was asked if I would unveil it once it was in place. English Heritage had been led to believe that my mother had done all her best work at that address, when in fact she’d been there for only eight weeks, written thirteen poems, nursed two sick children, been ill herself, furnished and decorated the flat, and killed herself. 

So instead, the plaque was put on the wall of 3 Chalcot Square, where my mother and father had their first London home, where they had lived for twenty-one months, where my mother wrote The Bell Jar, published The Colossus, and gave birth to me. This was a place where she had truly lived and where she’d been happy and productive—with my father. But there was outrage in the national press in England at this—I was even accosted in the street on the day of the unveiling by a man who insisted the plaque was in the wrong place. ‘The plaque should be on Fitzroy Road!’ he cried, and the newspapers echoed him. I asked one of the journalists why. ‘Because,’ they replied, ‘that was where your mother wrote all her best work.’ I explained she’d only been there eight weeks. ‘Well, then,’ they said, ‘… it’s where she was a single mother.’ I told them I was unaware that English Heritage gave out blue plaques for single motherhood. Finally they confessed. ‘It’s because that’s where she died.’ 

‘We already have a gravestone,’ I replied. ‘We don’t need another.’

I did not want my mother’s death to be commemorated as if it had won an award. I wanted her life to be celebrated, the fact that she had existed, lived to the fullness of her ability, been happy and sad, tormented and ecstatic, and given birth to my brother and me. I think my mother was extraordinary in her work, and valiant in her efforts to fight the depression that dogged her throughout her life. She used every emotional experience as if it were a scrap of material that could be pieced together to make a wonderful dress; she wasted nothing of what she felt, and when in control of those tumultuous feelings she was able to focus and direct her incredible poetic energy to great effect. And here was Ariel, her extraordinary achievement, poised as she was between her volatile emotional state and the edge of the precipice. The art was not to fall. 

Representing my mother’s vision and experience at a particular time in her life during great emotional turmoil, these Ariel poems—this harnessing of her own inner forces by my mother herself—speak for themselves. 

My mother’s poems cannot be crammed into the mouths of actors in any filmic reinvention of her story in the expectation that they can breathe life into her again, any more than literary fictionalization of my mother’s life—as if writing straight fiction would not get the writer enough notice (or any notice at all)—achieves any purpose other than to parody the life she actually lived. Since she died my mother has been dissected, analyzed, reinterpreted, reinvented, fictionalized, and in some cases completely fabricated. It comes down to this: her own words describe her best, her ever-changing moods defining the way she viewed her world and the manner in which she pinned down her subjects with a merciless eye. 

Each poem is put into perspective by the knowledge that in time, the life and observations the poems were written about would have changed, evolved, and moved on as my mother would have done. They build upon all the other writings over the years in my mother’s life, and best demonstrate the many complex layers of her inner being.

When she died leaving Ariel as her last book, she was caught in the act of revenge, in a voice that had been honed and practised for years, latterly with the help of my father. Though he became a victim of it, ultimately he did not shy away from its mastery. 

This new, restored edition is my mother in that moment. It is the basis for the published Ariel, edited by my father. Each version has its own significance though the two histories are one. 


   


 

Frieda Hughes








  





Ariel and other poems
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Morning Song
 


 



Love set you going like a fat gold watch.

The midwife slapped your footsoles, and your bald cry

Took its place among the elements. 


 


Our voices echo, magnifying your arrival. New statue

In a drafty museum, your nakedness

Shadows our safety. We stand round blankly as walls.


 


I’m no more your mother

Than the cloud that distils a mirror to reflect its own slow

Effacement at the wind’s hand.


 


All night your moth-breath

Flickers among the flat pink roses. I wake to listen:

A far sea moves in my ear.


 


One cry, and I stumble from bed, cow-heavy and floral

In my Victorian nightgown.

Your mouth opens clean as a cat’s. The window square


 


Whitens and swallows its dull stars. And now you try

Your handful of notes;

The clear vowels rise like balloons.


 








  







The Couriers
 


 



The word of a snail on the plate of a leaf?

It is not mine. Do not accept it.


 


Acetic acid in a sealed tin?

Do not accept it. It is not genuine.


 


A ring of gold with the sun in it?

Lies. Lies and a grief.


 


Frost on a leaf, the immaculate

Cauldron, talking and crackling


 


All to itself on the top of each

Of nine black Alps,


 


A disturbance in mirrors,

The sea shattering its grey one——


 


Love, love, my season.


 








  







The Rabbit Catcher
 


 



It was a place of force——

The wind gagging my mouth with my own blown hair,

Tearing off my voice, and the sea

Blinding me with its lights, the lives of the dead

Unreeling in it, spreading like oil.


 


I tasted the malignity of the gorse,

Its black spikes,

The extreme unction of its yellow candle-flowers.

They had an efficiency, a great beauty,

And were extravagant, like torture.


 


There was only one place to get to.

Simmering, perfumed,

The paths narrowed into the hollow.

And the snares almost effaced themselves——

Zeroes, shutting on nothing,


 


Set close, like birth pangs.

The absence of shrieks

Made a hole in the hot day, a vacancy.

The glassy light was a clear wall,

The thickets quiet.


 


I felt a still busyness, an intent.

I felt hands round a tea mug, dull, blunt,

Ringing the white china.

How they awaited him, those little deaths!

They waited like sweethearts. They excited him.


 


And we, too, had a relationship——

Tight wires between us, 

Pegs too deep to uproot, and a mind like a ring

Sliding shut on some quick thing,

The constriction killing me also.


 








  







Thalidomide
 


 



O half moon—— 


 


Half-brain, luminosity——

Negro, masked like a white, 


 


Your dark

Amputations crawl and appal——


 


Spidery, unsafe.

What glove 


 


What leatheriness

Has protected 


 


Me from that shadow——

The indelible buds, 


 


Knuckles at shoulder-blades, the

Faces that


 


Shove into being, dragging

The lopped


 


Blood-caul of absences.

All night I carpenter


 


A space for the thing I am given,

A love


 


Of two wet eyes and a screech.

White spit  


 


Of indifference!

The dark fruits revolve and fall.


 


The glass cracks across,

The image


 


Flees and aborts like dropped mercury 


 








  







The Applicant
 


 



First, are you our sort of person?

Do you wear

A glass eye, false teeth or a crutch,

A brace or a hook,

Rubber breasts or a rubber crotch,


 


Stitches to show somethings missing? No, no? Then

How can we give you a thing?

Stop crying.

Open your hand.

Empty? Empty. Here is a hand


 


To fill it and willing

To bring teacups and roll away headaches

And do whatever you tell it.

Will you marry it?

It is guaranteed


 


To thumb shut your eyes at the end

And dissolve of sorrow.

We make new stock from the salt.

I notice you are stark naked.

How about this suit


 


Black and stiff, but not a bad fit.

Will you marry it?

It is waterproof, shatterproof, proof

Against fire and bombs through the roof.

Believe me, theyll bury you in it.


 


Now your head, excuse me, is empty.

I have the ticket for that. 

Come here, sweetie, out of the closet.

Well, what do you think of that? 

Naked as paper to start


 


But in twenty-five years shell be silver,

In fifty, gold.

A living doll, everywhere you look.

It can sew, it can cook,

It can talk, talk, talk.


 


It works, there is nothing wrong with it.

You have a hole, its a poultice.

You have an eye, its an image.

My boy, its your last resort.

Will you marry it, marry it, marry it.


 








  







Barren Woman
 


 



Empty, I echo to the least footfall,

Museum without statues, grand with pillars, porticoes, rotundas.

In my courtyard a fountain leaps and sinks back into itself,

Nun-hearted and blind to the world. Marble lilies

Exhale their pallor like scent.


 


I imagine myself with a great public,

Mother of a white Nike and several bald-eyed Apollos.

Instead, the dead injure me with attentions, and nothing can happen.

The moon lays a hand on my forehead,

Blank-faced and mum as a nurse.


 








  







Lady Lazarus
 


 



I have done it again.

One year in every ten

I manage it——


 


A sort of walking miracle, my skin

Bright as a Nazi lampshade,

My right foot


 


A paperweight,

My face a featureless, fine

Jew linen.


 


Peel off the napkin

O my enemy.

Do I terrify?——


 


The nose, the eye pits, the full set of teeth?

The sour breath

Will vanish in a day.


 


Soon, soon the flesh

The grave cave ate will be

At home on me


 


And I a smiling woman.

I am only thirty.

And like the cat I have nine times to die.


 


This is Number Three.

What a trash

To annihilate each decade. 


 


What a million filaments.

The peanut-crunching crowd

Shoves in to see


 


Them unwrap me hand and foot——

The big strip tease.

Gentlemen, ladies


 


These are my hands

My knees.

I may be skin and bone,


 


Nevertheless, I am the same, identical woman.

The first time it happened I was ten.

It was an accident.


 


The second time I meant

To last it out and not come back at all.

I rocked shut


 


As a seashell.

They had to call and call

And pick the worms off me like sticky pearls.


 


Dying

Is an art, like everything else.

I do it exceptionally well.


 


I do it so it feels like hell.

I do it so it feels real.

I guess you could say I’ve a call.


 


It’s easy enough to do it in a cell.

It’s easy enough to do it and stay put.

It’s the theatrical


 





Comeback in broad day

To the same place, the same face, the same brute

Amused shout:


 


‘A miracle!’

That knocks me out.

There is a charge


 


For the eyeing of my scars, there is a charge

For the hearing of my heart——

It really goes.


 


And there is a charge, a very large charge

For a word or a touch

Or a bit of blood


 


Or a piece of my hair or my clothes.

So, so, Herr Doktor.

So, Herr Enemy.


 


I am your opus,

I am your valuable,

The pure gold baby


 


That melts to a shriek.

I turn and burn.

Do not think I underestimate your great concern.


 


Ash, ash——

You poke and stir.

Flesh, bone, there is nothing there——


 


A cake of soap,

A wedding ring,

A gold filling. 


 


Herr God, Herr Lucifer

Beware

Beware.


 


Out of the ash

I rise with my red hair

And I eat men like air.


 








  







Tulips
 


 



The tulips are too excitable, it is winter here.

Look how white everything is, how quiet, how snowed-in.

I am learning peacefulness, lying by myself quietly

As the light lies on these white walls, this bed, these hands.

I am nobody; I have nothing to do with explosions.

I have given my name and my day-clothes up to the nurses

And my history to the anesthetist and my body to surgeons.


 


They have propped my head between the pillow and the sheet-cuff

Like an eye between two white lids that will not shut.

Stupid pupil, it has to take everything in.

The nurses pass and pass, they are no trouble,

They pass the way gulls pass inland in their white caps,

Doing things with their hands, one just the same as another,

So it is impossible to tell how many there are.


 


My body is a pebble to them, they tend it as water

Tends to the pebbles it must run over, smoothing them gently.

They bring me numbness in their bright needles, they bring me sleep.

Now I have lost myself I am sick of baggage——

My patent leather overnight case like a black pillbox,

My husband and child smiling out of the family photo;

Their smiles catch onto my skin, little smiling hooks.


 


I have let things slip, a thirty-year-old cargo boat

Stubbornly hanging on to my name and address.

They have swabbed me clear of my loving associations.

Scared and bare on the green plastic-pillowed trolley

I watched my teaset, my bureaus of linen, my books

Sink out of sight, and the water went over my head.

I am a nun now, I have never been so pure.


 





I didn’t want any flowers, I only wanted

To lie with my hands turned up and be utterly empty.

How free it is, you have no idea how free——

The peacefulness is so big it dazes you,

And it asks nothing, a name tag, a few trinkets.

It is what the dead close on, finally; I imagine them

Shutting their mouths on it, like a Communion tablet.


 


The tulips are too red in the first place, they hurt me.

Even through the gift paper I could hear them breathe

Lightly, through their white swaddlings, like an awful baby.

Their redness talks to my wound, it corresponds.

They are subtle: they seem to float, though they weigh me down,

Upsetting me with their sudden tongues and their color,

A dozen red lead sinkers round my neck.


 


Nobody watched me before, now I am watched.

The tulips turn to me, and the window behind me

Where once a day the light slowly widens and slowly thins,

And I see myself, flat, ridiculous, a cut-paper shadow

Between the eye of the sun and the eyes of the tulips,

And I have no face, I have wanted to efface myself.

The vivid tulips eat my oxygen.


 


Before they came the air was calm enough,

Coming and going, breath by breath, without any fuss.

Then the tulips filled it up like a loud noise.

Now the air snags and eddies round them the way a river

Snags and eddies round a sunken rust-red engine.

They concentrate my attention, that was happy

Playing and resting without committing itself.


 


The walls, also, seem to be warming themselves.

The tulips should be behind bars like dangerous animals;

They are opening like the mouth of some great African cat, 

And I am aware of my heart: it opens and closes

Its bowl of red blooms out of sheer love of me.

The water I taste is warm and salt, like the sea,

And comes from a country far away as health.


 








  







A Secret
 


 



A secret! A secret!

How superior.

You are blue and huge, a traffic policeman,

Holding up one palm——


 


A difference between us?

I have one eye, you have two.

The secret is stamped on you,

Faint, undulant watermark.


 


Will it show in the black detector?

Will it come out

Wavery, indelible, true

Through the African giraffe in its Edeny greenery,


 


The Moroccan hippopotamus?

They stare from a square, stiff frill.

They are for export,

One a fool, the other a fool.


 


A secret! An extra amber

Brandy finger

Roosting and cooing ‘You, you’

Behind two eyes in which nothing is reflected but monkeys.


 


A knife that can be taken out

To pare nails,

To lever the dirt.

‘It won’t hurt.’


 


An illegitimate baby——

That big blue head! 

How it breathes in the bureau drawer.

‘Is that lingerie, pet?


 


‘It smells of salt cod, you had better

Stab a few cloves in an apple,

Make a sachet or

Do away with the bastard.


 


Do away with it altogether.’

‘No, no, it is happy there.’

‘But it wants to get out!

Look, look! It is wanting to crawl.’


 


My god, there goes the stopper!

The cars in the Place de la Concorde——

Watch out!

A stampede, a stampede——


 


Horns twirling, and jungle gutterals.

An exploded bottle of stout,

Slack foam in the lap.

You stumble out,


 


Dwarf baby,

The knife in your back.

‘I feel weak.’

The secret is out.


 








  







The Jailor
 


 



My night sweats grease his breakfast plate.

The same placard of blue fog is wheeled into position

With the same trees and headstones.

Is that all he can come up with,

The rattler of keys?


 


I have been drugged and raped.

Seven hours knocked out of my right mind

Into a black sack

Where I relax, foetus or cat,

Lever of his wet dreams.


 


Something is gone.

My sleeping capsule, my red and blue zeppelin

Drops me from a terrible altitude.

Carapace smashed,

I spread to the beaks of birds.


 


O little gimlets——

What holes this papery day is already full of!

He has been burning me with cigarettes,

Pretending I am a negress with pink paws.

I am myself. That is not enough.


 


The fever trickles and stiffens in my hair.

My ribs show. What have I eaten?

Lies and smiles.

Surely the sky is not that color,

Surely the grass should be rippling.


 


All day, gluing my church of burnt matchsticks,

I dream of someone else entirely. 

And he, for this subversion

Hurts me, he

With his armory of fakery,


 


His high, cold masks of amnesia.

How did I get here?

Indeterminate criminal,

I die with variety——

Hung, starved, burned, hooked.


 


I imagine him

Impotent as distant thunder,

In whose shadow I have eaten my ghost ration.

I wish him dead or away.

That, it seems, is the impossibility.


 


That being free. What would the dark

Do without fevers to eat?

What would the light

Do without eyes to knife, what would he

Do, do, do without me.


 








  







Cut
 


for Susan ONeill Roe





 


 



What a thrill

My thumb instead of an onion.

The top quite gone

Except for a sort of a hinge


 


Of skin,

A flap like a hat,

Dead white.

Then that red plush.


 


Little pilgrim,

The Indians axed your scalp.

Your turkey wattle

Carpet rolls


 


Straight from the heart.

I step on it,

Clutching my bottle

Of pink fizz.


 


A celebration, this is.

Out of a gap

A million soldiers run,

Redcoats, every one.


 


Whose side are they on?

O my

Homunculus, I am ill.

I have taken a pill to kill


 





The thin

Papery feeling.

Saboteur,

Kamikaze man


 


The stain on your

Gauze Ku Klux Klan

Babushka

Darkens and tarnishes and when


 


The balled

Pulp of your heart

Confronts its small

Mill of silence


 


How you jump

Trepanned veteran,

Dirty girl,

Thumb stump.


 








  







Elm
 


(for Ruth Fainlight) 




 


 



I know the bottom, she says. I know it with my great tap root:

It is what you fear.

I do not fear it: I have been there.


 


Is it the sea you hear in me,

Its dissatisfactions?

Or the voice of nothing, that was your madness?


 


Love is a shadow.

How you lie and cry after it

Listen: these are its hooves: it has gone off, like a horse.


 


All night I shall gallop thus, impetuously,

Till your head is a stone, your pillow a little turf,

Echoing, echoing.


 


Or shall I bring you the sound of poisons?

This is rain now, this big hush.

And this is the fruit of it: tin-white, like arsenic.


 


I have suffered the atrocity of sunsets.

Scorched to the root

My red filaments burn and stand, a hand of wires.


 


Now I break up in pieces that fly about like clubs.

A wind of such violence

Will tolerate no bystanding: I must shriek.


 





The moon, also, is merciless: she would drag me

Cruelly, being barren.

Her radiance scathes me. Or perhaps I have caught her.


 


I let her go. I let her go

Diminished and flat, as after radical surgery.

How your bad dreams possess and endow me.


 


I am inhabited by a cry.

Nightly it flaps out

Looking, with its hooks, for something to love.


 


I am terrified by this dark thing

That sleeps in me;

All day I feel its soft, feathery turnings, its malignity.


 


Clouds pass and disperse.

Are those the faces of love, those pale irretrievables?

Is it for such I agitate my heart?


 


I am incapable of more knowledge.

What is this, this face

So murderous in its strangle of branches?——


 


Its snaky acids hiss.

It petrifies the will. These are the isolate, slow faults

That kill, that kill, that kill.


 








  







The Night Dances
 


 



A smile fell in the grass.

Irretrievable!


 


And how will your night dances

Lose themselves. In mathematics?


 


Such pure leaps and spirals——

Surely they travel


 


The world forever, I shall not entirely

Sit emptied of beauties, the gift


 


Of your small breath, the drenched grass

Smell of your sleeps, lilies, lilies.


 


Their flesh bears no relation.

Cold folds of ego, the calla,


 


And the tiger, embellishing itself——

Spots, and a spread of hot petals.


 


The comets

Have such a space to cross,


 


Such coldness, forgetfulness.

So your gestures flake off——


 


Warm and human, then their pink light

Bleeding and peeling


 





Through the black amnesias of heaven.

Why am I given


 


These lamps, these planets

Falling like blessings, like flakes


 


Six-sided, white

On my eyes, my lips, my hair


 


Touching and melting.

Nowhere.


 








  







The Detective
 


 



What was she doing when it blew in

Over the seven hills, the red furrow, the blue mountain?

Was she arranging cups? It is important.

Was she at the window, listening?

In that valley the train shrieks echo like souls on hooks.


 


That is the valley of death, though the cows thrive.

In her garden the lies were shaking out their moist silks

And the eyes of the killer moving sluglike and sidelong,

Unable to face the fingers, those egotists.

The fingers were tamping a woman into a wall,


 


A body into a pipe, and the smoke rising.

This is the smell of years burning, here in the kitchen,

These are the deceits, tacked up like family photographs,

And this is a man, look at his smile,

The death weapon? No-one is dead.


 


There is no body in the house at all.

There is the smell of polish, there are plush carpets.

There is the sunlight, playing its blades,

Bored hoodlum in a red room

Where the wireless talks to itself like an elderly relative.


 


Did it come like an arrow, did it come like a knife?

Which of the poisons is it?

Which of the nerve-curlers, the convulsors? Did it electrify?

This is a case without a body.

The body does not come into it at all.


 


It is a case of vaporization.

The mouth first, its absence reported 

In the second year. It had been insatiable

And in punishment was hung out like brown fruit

To wrinkle and dry.


 


The breasts next.

These were harder, two white stones.

The milk came yellow, then blue and sweet as water.

There was no absence of lips, there were two children,

But their bones showed, and the moon smiled.


 


Then the dry wood, the gates,

The brown motherly furrows, the whole estate.

We walk on air, Watson.

There is only the moon, embalmed in phosphorus.

There is only a crow in a tree. Make notes.


 








  







Ariel
 


 



Stasis in darkness.

Then the substanceless blue

Pour of tor and distances.


 


Gods lioness,

How one we grow,

Pivot of heels and knees!The furrow


 


Splits and passes, sister to

The brown arc

Of the neck I cannot catch,


 


Nigger-eye

Berries cast dark

Hooks


 


Black sweet blood mouthfuls,

Shadows.

Something else


 


Hauls me through air

Thighs, hair;

Flakes from my heels.


 


White

Godiva, I unpeel

Dead hands, dead stringencies.


 


And now I

Foam to wheat, a glitter of seas.

The childs cry


 





Melts in the wall.

And I

Am the arrow,


 


The dew that flies

Suicidal, at one with the drive

Into the red


 


Eye, the cauldron of morning.


 








  







Death & Co.
 


 



Two. Of course there are two.

It seems perfectly natural now

The one who never looks up, whose eyes are lidded

And balled, like Blakes,

Who exhibits


 


The birthmarks that are his trademark

The scald scar of water,

The nude

Verdigris of the condor.

I am red meat. His beak


 


Claps sidewise: I am not his yet.

He tells me how badly I photograph.

He tells me how sweet

The babies look in their hospital

Icebox, a simple


 


Frill at the neck,

Then the flutings of their Ionian

Death-gowns,

Then two little feet.

He does not smile or smoke.


 


The other does that,

His hair long and plausive.

Bastard

Masturbating a glitter,

He wants to be loved.


 


I do not stir.

The frost makes a flower, 

The dew makes a star.

The dead bell,

The dead bell.


 


Somebodys done for.


 








  







Magi
 


 



The abstracts hover like dull angels:

Nothing so vulgar as a nose or an eye

Bossing the ethereal blanks of their face-ovals.


 


Their whiteness bears no relation to laundry,

Snow, chalk or suchlike. Theyre

The real thing, all right: the Good, the True


 


Salutary and pure as boiled water,

Loveless as the multiplication table.

While the child smiles into thin air.


 


Six months in the world, and she is able

To rock on all fours like a padded hammock.

For her, the heavy notion of Evil


 


Attending her cot is less than a belly ache,

And Love the mother of milk, no theory.

They mistake their star, these papery godfolk.


 


They want the crib of some lamp-headed Plato.

Let them astound his heart with their merit.

What girl ever flourished in such company?


 








  







Lesbos
 


 



Viciousness in the kitchen!

The potatoes hiss.

It is all Hollywood, windowless,

The fluorescent light wincing on and off like a terrible migraine,

Coy paper strips for doors

Stage curtains, a widows frizz.

And I, love, am a pathological liar,

And my childlook at her, face down on the floor,

Little unstrung puppet, kicking to disappear

Why she is a schizophrenic,

Her face red and white, a panic.

You have stuck her kittens outside your window

In a sort of cement well

Where they crap and puke and cry and she cant hear.

You say you cant stand her,

The bastards a girl.

You who have blown your tubes like a bad radio

Clear of voices and history, the staticky

Noise of the new.

You say I should drown the kittens. Their smell!

You say I should drown my girl.

Shell cut her throat at ten if shes mad at two.

The baby smiles, fat snail,

From the polished lozenges of orange linoleum.

You could eat him. Hes a boy.

You say your husband is just no good to you,

His Jew-mama guards his sweet sex like a pearl.

You have one baby, I have two.

I should sit on a rock off Cornwall and comb my hair.

I should wear tiger pants, I should have an affair.

We should meet in another life, we should meet in air,

Me and you. 

Meanwhile theres a stink of fat and baby crap.

Im doped and thick from my last sleeping pill.

The smog of cooking, the smog of hell

Floats our heads, two venomous opposites,

Our bones, our hair.

I call you Orphan, orphan. You are ill.

The sun gives you ulcers, the wind gives you t.b.

Once you were beautiful.

In New York, Hollywood, the men said: Through?

Gee baby, you are rare.

You acted, acted, acted for the thrill.

The impotent husband slumps out for a coffee.

I try to keep him in,

An old pole for the lightning,

The acid baths, the skyfuls off of you.

He lumps it down the plastic cobbled hill,

Flogged trolley. The sparks are blue.

The blue sparks spill,

Splitting like quartz into a million bits.


 


O jewel. O valuable.

That night the moon

Dragged its blood bag, sick

Animal

Up over the harbor lights.

And then grew normal,

Hard and apart and white.

The scale-sheen on the sand scared me to death.

We kept picking up handfuls, loving it,

Working it like dough, a mulatto body,

The silk grits.

A dog picked up your doggy husband. They went on.


 


Now I am silent, hate

Up to my neck,




Thick, thick.

I do not speak.

I am packing the hard potatoes like good clothes,

I am packing the babies,

I am packing the sick cats.

O vase of acid,

It is love you are full of. You know who you hate.

He is hugging his ball and chain down by the gate

That opens to the sea

Where it drives in, white and black,

Then spews it back.

Every day you fill him with soul-stuff, like a pitcher.

You are so exhausted.

Your voice my ear-ring,

Flapping and sucking, blood-loving bat.

That is that. That is that.

You peer from the door,

Sad hag. Every womans a whore.

I cant communicate.


 


I see your cute dcor

Close on you like the fist of a baby

Or an anemone, that sea

Sweetheart, that kleptomaniac.

I am still raw.

I say I may be back.

You know what lies are for.


 


Even in your Zen heaven we shant meet.


 








  







The Other
 


 



You come in late, wiping your lips.

What did I leave untouched on the doorstep


 


White Nike,

Streaming between my walls?


 


Smilingly, blue lightning

Assumes, like a meathook, the burden of his parts.


 


The police love you, you confess everything.

Bright hair, shoe-black, old plastic,


 


Is my life so intriguing?

Is it for this you widen your eye-rings?


 


Is it for this the air motes depart?

They are not air motes, they are corpuscles.


 


Open your handbag. What is that bad smell?

It is your knitting, busily


 


Hooking itself to itself,

It is your sticky candies.


 


I have your head on my wall.

Navel cords, blue-red and lucent,


 


Shriek from my belly like arrows, and these I ride.

O moon-glow, o sick one,


 





The stolen horses, the fornications

Circle a womb of marble.


 


Where are you going

That you suck breath like mileage?


 


Sulfurous adulteries grieve in a dream.

Cold glass, how you insert yourself


 


Between myself and myself.

I scratch like a cat.


 


The blood that runs is dark fruit

An effect, a cosmetic.


 


You smile.

No, it is not fatal.


 








  







Stopped Dead 
 


 



A squeal of brakes.

Or is it a birth cry?

And here we are, hung out over the dead drop

Uncle, pants factory Fatso, millionaire.

And you out cold beside me in your chair.


 


The wheels, two rubber grubs, bite their sweet tails.

Is that Spain down there?

Red and yellow, two passionate hot metals

Writhing and sighing, what sort of a scenery is it?

It isn’t England, it isn’t France, it isn’t Ireland.


 


It’s violent. We’re here on a visit,

With a goddam baby screaming off somewhere.

There’s always a bloody baby in the air.

I’d call it a sunset, but

Whoever heard a sunset yowl like that?


 


You are sunk in your seven chins, still as a ham.

Who do you think I am,

Uncle, uncle?

Sad Hamlet, with a knife?

Where do you stash your life?


 


Is it a penny, a pearl——

Your soul, your soul?

I’ll carry it off like a rich pretty girl,

Simply open the door and step out of the car

And live in Gibraltar on air, on air.


 








  







Poppies in October
 


for Helder and Suzette Macedo





 


 



Even the sun-clouds this morning cannot manage such skirts.

Nor the woman in the ambulance

Whose red heart blooms through her coat so astoundingly


 


A gift, a love gift

Utterly unasked for

By a sky


 


Palely and flamily

Igniting its carbon monoxides, by eyes

Dulled to a halt under bowlers.


 


O my God, what am I

That these late mouths should cry open

In a forest of frost, in a dawn of cornflowers!


 








  







The Courage of Shutting-Up
 


 



The courage of the shut mouth, in spite of artillery!

The line pink and quiet, a worm, basking.

There are black discs behind it, the discs of outrage,

And the outrage of a sky, the lined brain of it.

The discs revolve, they ask to be heard,


 


Loaded, as they are, with accounts of bastardies.

Bastardies, usages, desertions and doubleness,

The needle journeying in its groove,

Silver beast between two dark canyons,

A great surgeon, now a tattooist,


 


Tattooing over and over the same blue grievances,

The snakes, the babies, the tits

On mermaids and two-legged dreamgirls.

The surgeon is quiet, he does not speak.

He has seen too much death, his hands are full of it.


 


So the discs of the brain revolve, like the muzzles of cannon.

Then there is that antique billhook, the tongue,

Indefatigable, purple. Must it be cut out?

It has nine tails, it is dangerous.

And the noise it flays from the air, once it gets going.


 


No, the tongue, too, has been put by

Hung up in the library with the engravings of Rangoon

And the fox heads, the otter heads, the heads of dead rabbits.

It is a marvellous object

The things it has pierced in its time!


 


But how about the eyes, the eyes, the eyes?

Mirrors can kill and talk, they are terrible rooms 

In which a torture goes on one can only watch.

The face that lived in this mirror is the face of a dead man.

Do not worry about the eyes


 


They may be white and shy, they are no stool pigeons,

Their death rays folded like flags

Of a country no longer heard of,

An obstinate independency

Insolvent among the mountains.


 








  







Nick and the Candlestick
 


 



I am a miner. The light burns blue.

Waxy stalacmites

Drip and thicken, tears


 


The earthen womb

Exudes from its dead boredom.

Black bat airs


 


Wrap me, raggy shawls,

Cold homicides.

They weld to me like plums.


 


Old cave of calcium

Icicles, old echoer.

Even the newts are white,


 


Those holy Joes.

And the fish, the fish

Christ! they are panes of ice,


 


A vice of knives,

A piranha

Religion, drinking


 


Its first communion out of my live toes.

The candle

Gulps and recovers its small altitude,


 


Its yellows hearten.

O love, how did you get here?

O embryo


 





Remembering, even in sleep,

Your crossed position.

The blood blooms clean


 


In you, ruby.

The pain

You wake to is not yours.


 


Love, love,

I have hung our cave with roses,

With soft rugs


 


The last of Victoriana.

Let the stars

Plummet to their dark address,


 


Let the mercuric

Atoms that cripple drip

Into the terrible well,


 


You are the one

Solid the spaces lean on, envious.

You are the baby in the barn.


 








  







Berck-Plage
 


 


(1)

 


This is the sea, then, this great abeyance.

How the sun’s poultice draws on my inflammation!


 


Electrifyingly-colored sherbets, scooped from the freeze

By pale girls, travel the air in scorched hands.


 


Why is it so quiet, what are they hiding?

I have two legs, and I move smilingly.


 


A sandy damper kills the vibrations;

It stretches for miles, the shrunk voices


 


Waving and crutchless, half their old size.

The lines of the eye, scalded by these bald surfaces,


 


Boomerang like anchored elastics, hurting the owner.

Is it any wonder he puts on dark glasses?


 


Is it any wonder he affects a black cassock?

Here he comes now, among the mackerel gatherers


 


Who wall up their backs against him.

They are handling the black and green lozenges like the parts

of a body.


 


The sea, that crystallized these,

Creeps away, many-snaked, with a long hiss of distress.


 




(2)

 


This black boot has no mercy for anybody.

Why should it, it is the hearse of a dead foot,


 


The high, dead, toeless foot of this priest

Who plumbs the well of his book,


 


The bent print bulging before him like scenery.

Obscene bikinis hide in the dunes,


 


Breasts and hips a confectioner’s sugar

Of little crystals, titillating the light,


 


While a green pool opens its eye,

Sick with what it has swallowed——


 


Limbs, images, shrieks. Behind the concrete bunkers

Two lovers unstick themselves.


 


O white sea-crockery,

What cupped sighs, what salt in the throat!


 


And the onlooker, trembling,

Drawn like a long material


 


Through a still virulence,

And a weed, hairy as privates.


 

(3)

 


On the balconies of the hotel, things are glittering.

Things, things——


 





Tubular steel wheelchairs, aluminum crutches.

Such salt-sweetness. Why should I walk


 


Beyond the breakwater, spotty with barnacles?

I am not a nurse, white and attendant,


 


I am not a smile.

These children are after something, with hooks and cries,


 


And my heart too small to bandage their terrible faults.

This is the side of a man: his red ribs,


 


The nerves bursting like trees, and this is the surgeon:

One mirrory eye——


 


A facet of knowledge.

On a striped mattress in one room


 


An old man is vanishing.

There is no help in his weeping wife.


 


Where are the eye-stones, yellow and valuable,

And the tongue, sapphire of ash.


 

(4)

 


A wedding-cake face in a paper frill.

How superior he is now.


 


It is like possessing a saint.

The nurses in their wing-caps are no longer so beautiful;


 


They are browning, like touched gardenias.

The bed is rolled from the wall.


 





This is what it is to be complete. It is horrible.

Is he wearing pajamas or an evening suit


 


Under the glued sheet from which his powdery beak

Rises so whitely, unbuffeted?


 


They propped his jaw with a book until it stiffened

And folded his hands, that were shaking: goodbye, goodbye.


 


Now the washed sheets fly in the sun,

The pillow cases are sweetening.


 


It is a blessing, it is a blessing:

The long coffin of soap-colored oak,


 


The curious bearers and the raw date

Engraving itself in silver with marvelous calm.


 

(5)

 


The grey sky lowers, the hills like a green sea

Run fold upon fold far off, concealing their hollows,


 


The hollows in which rock the thoughts of the wife——

Blunt, practical boats


 


Full of dresses and hats and china and married daughters.

In the parlor of the stone house


 


One curtain is flickering from the open window,

Flickering and pouring, a pitiful candle.


 


This is the tongue of the dead man: remember, remember.

How far he is now, his actions


 





Around him like livingroom furniture, like a décor.

As the pallors gather——


 


The pallors of hands and neighborly faces,

The elate pallors of flying iris.


 


They are flying off into nothing: remember us.

The empty benches of memory look over stones,


 


Marble façades with blue veins, and jelly-glassfuls of daffodils.

It is so beautiful up here: it is a stopping place.


 

(6)

 


The unnatural fatness of these lime leaves!——

Pollarded green balls, the trees march to church.


 


The voice of the priest, in thin air,

Meets the corpse at the gate,


 


Addressing it, while the hills roll the notes of the dead bell;

A glitter of wheat and crude earth.


 


What is the name of that color?——

Old blood of caked walls the sun heals,


 


Old blood of limb stumps, burnt hearts.

The widow with her black pocketbook and three daughters,


 


Necessary among the flowers,

Enfolds her face like fine linen,


 


Not to be spread again.

While a sky, wormy with put-by smiles,


 





Passes cloud after cloud.

And the bride flowers expend a freshness,


 


And the soul is a bride

In a still place, and the groom is red and forgetful, he is featureless.


 

(7)

 


Behind the glass of this car

The world purrs, shut-off and gentle.


 


And I am dark-suited and still, a member of the party,

Gliding up in low gear behind the cart.


 


And the priest is a vessel,

A tarred fabric, sorry and dull,


 


Following the coffin on its flowery cart like a beautiful woman,

A crest of breasts, eyelids and lips


 


Storming the hilltop.

Then, from the barred yard, the children


 


Smell the melt of shoe-blacking,

Their faces turning, wordless and slow,


 


Their eyes opening

On a wonderful thing——


 


Six round black hats in the grass and a lozenge of wood,

And a naked mouth, red and awkward.


 


For a minute the sky pours into the hole like plasma.

There is no hope, it is given up.


 








  







Gulliver
 


 



Over your body the clouds go

High, high and icily

And a little flat, as if they


 


Floated on a glass that was invisible.

Unlike swans,

Having no reflections;


 


Unlike you,

With no strings attached.

All cool, all blue. Unlike you


 


You, there on your back,

Eyes to the sky.

The spider-men have caught you,


 


Winding and twining their petty fetters,

Their bribes

So many silks.


 


How they hate you.

They converse in the valley of your fingers, they are inchworms.

They would have you sleep in their cabinets,


 


This toe and that toe, a relic.

Step off!

Step off seven leagues, like those distances


 


That revolve in Crivelli, untouchable.

Let this eye be an eagle,

The shadow of his lip, an abyss.


 








  







Getting There
 


 



How far is it?

How far is it now?

The gigantic gorilla interior

Of the wheels move, they appal me

The terrible brains

Of Krupp, black muzzles

Revolving, the sound

Punching out Absence! like cannon.

It is Russia I have to get across, it is some war or other.

I am dragging my body

Quietly through the straw of the boxcars.

Now is the time for bribery.

What do wheels eat, these wheels

Fixed to their arcs like gods,

The silver leash of the will

Inexorable. And their pride!

All the gods know is destinations.

I am a letter in this slot

I fly to a name, two eyes.

Will there be fire, will there be bread?

Here there is such mud.

It is a trainstop, the nurses

Undergoing the faucet water, its veils, veils in a nunnery,

Touching their wounded,

The men the blood still pumps forward,

Legs, arms piled outside

The tent of unending cries

A hospital of dolls.

And the men, what is left of the men

Pumped ahead by these pistons, this blood

Into the next mile,




The next hour

Dynasty of broken arrows!


 


How far is it?

There is mud on my feet,

Thick, red and slipping. It is Adams side,

This earth I rise from, and I in agony.

I cannot undo myself, and the train is steaming.

Steaming and breathing, its teeth

Ready to roll, like a devils.

There is a minute at the end of it

A minute, a dewdrop.

How far is it?

It is so small

The place I am getting to, why are there these obstacles

The body of this woman,

Charred skirts and deathmask

Mourned by religious figures, by garlanded children.

And now detonations

Thunder and guns.

The fires between us.

Is there no still place

Turning and turning in the middle air,

Untouched and untouchable.

The train is dragging itself, it is screaming

An animal

Insane for the destination,

The bloodspot,

The face at the end of the flare.

I shall bury the wounded like pupas,

I shall count and bury the dead.

Let their souls writhe in a dew,

Incense in my track.

The carriages rock, they are cradles.




And I, stepping from this skin

Of old bandages, boredoms, old faces


 


Step to you from the black car of Lethe,

Pure as a baby.


 








  







Medusa
 


 



Off that landspit of stony mouth-plugs,

Eyes rolled by white sticks,

Ears cupping the seas incoherences,

You house your unnerving headGod-ball,

Lens of mercies,


 


Your stooges

Plying their wild cells in my keels shadow,

Pushing by like hearts,

Red stigmata at the very center,

Riding the rip tide to the nearest point of departure,


 


Dragging their Jesus hair.

Did I escape, I wonder?

My mind winds to you,

Old barnacled umbilicus, Atlantic cable,

Keeping itself, it seems, in a state of miraculous repair.


 


In any case, you are always there,

Tremulous breath at the end of my line,

Curve of water upleaping

To my water rod, dazzling and grateful,

Touching and sucking.


 


I didnt call you.

I didnt call you at all.

Nevertheless, nevertheless

You steamed to me over the sea,

Fat and red, a placenta


 


Paralyzing the kicking lovers.

Cobra light 

Squeezing the breath from the blood bells

Of the fuchsia. I could draw no breath,

Dead and moneyless,


 


Overexposed, like an X ray.

Who do you think you are?

A Communion wafer? Blubbery Mary?

I shall take no bite of your body,

Bottle in which I live,


 


Ghastly Vatican.

I am sick to death of hot salt.

Green as eunuchs, your wishes

Hiss at my sins.

Off, off, eely tentacle!


 


There is nothing between us.


 








  







Purdah
 


 



Jade

Stone of the side,

The agonized


 


Side of green Adam, I

Smile, cross-legged,

Enigmatical,


 


Shifting my clarities.

So valuable.

How the sun polishes this shoulder!


 


And should

The moon, my

Indefatigable cousin


 


Rise, with her cancerous pallors,

Dragging trees

Little bushy polyps,


 


Little nets,

My visibilities hide.

I gleam like a mirror.


 


At this facet the bridegroom arrives,

Lord of the mirrors.

It is himself he guides


 


In among these silk

Screens, these rustling appurtenances.

I breathe, and the mouth


 





Veil stirs its curtain.

My eye

Veil is


 


A concatenation of rainbows.

I am his.

Even in his


 


Absence, I

Revolve in my

Sheath of impossibles,


 


Priceless and quiet

Among these parakeets, macaws.

O chatterers


 


Attendants of the eyelash!

I shall unloose

One feather, like the peacock.


 


Attendants of the lip!

I shall unloose

One note


 


Shattering

The chandelier

Of air that all day plies


 


Its crystals,

A million ignorants.

Attendants!


 


Attendants!

And at his next step

I shall unloose


 





I shall unloose

From the small jeweled

Doll he guards like a heart


 


The lioness,

The shriek in the bath,

The cloak of holes.


 








  







The Moon and the Yew Tree
 


 



This is the light of the mind, cold and planetary.

The trees of the mind are black. The light is blue.

The grasses unload their griefs on my feet as if I were God,

Prickling my ankles and murmuring of their humility.

Fumey, spiritous mists inhabit this place

Separated from my house by a row of headstones.

I simply cannot see where there is to get to.


 


The moon is no door. It is a face in its own right,

White as a knuckle and terribly upset.

It drags the sea after it like a dark crime; it is quiet

With the O-gape of complete despair. I live here.

Twice on Sunday, the bells startle the sky

Eight great tongues affirming the Resurrection.

At the end, they soberly bong out their names.


 


The yew tree points up. It has a Gothic shape.

The eyes lift after it and find the moon.

The moon is my mother. She is not sweet like Mary.

Her blue garments unloose small bats and owls.

How I would like to believe in tenderness

The face of the effigy, gentled by candles,

Bending, on me in particular, its mild eyes.


 


I have fallen a long way. Clouds are flowering

Blue and mystical over the face of the stars.

Inside the church, the saints will be all blue,

Floating on their delicate feet over the cold pews,

Their hands and faces stiff with holiness.

The moon sees nothing of this. She is bald and wild.

And the message of the yew tree is blacknessblackness and silence.


 








  







A Birthday Present
 


 



What is this, behind this veil, is it ugly, is it beautiful?

It is shimmering, has it breasts, has it edges?


 


I am sure it is unique, I am sure it is just what I want.

When I am quiet at my cooking I feel it looking, I feel it thinking


 


‘Is this the one I am to appear for,

Is this the elect one, the one with black eye-pits and a scar?


 


Measuring the flour, cutting off the surplus,

Adhering to rules, to rules, to rules.


 


Is this the one for the annunciation?

My god, what a laugh!’


 


But it shimmers, it does not stop, and I think it wants me.

I would not mind if it was bones, or a pearl button.


 


I do not want much of a present, anyway, this year.

After all, I am alive only by accident.


 


I would have killed myself gladly that time any possible way.

Now there are these veils, shimmering like curtains,


 


The diaphanous satins of a January window

White as babies’ bedding and glittering with dead breath. O ivory!


 


It must be a tusk there, a ghost-column.

Can you not see I do not mind what it is.


 


Can you not give it to me?

Do not be ashamed—I do not mind if it is small.


 





Do not be mean, I am ready for enormity.

Let us sit down to it, one on either side, admiring the gleam,


 


The glaze, the mirrory variety of it.

Let us eat our last supper at it, like a hospital plate.


 


I know why you will not give it to me,

You are terrified


 


The world will go up in a shriek, and your head with it,

Bossed, brazen, an antique shield,


 


A marvel to your great-grandchildren.

Do not be afraid, it is not so.


 


I will only take it and go aside quietly.

You will not even hear me opening it, no paper crackle,


 


No falling ribbons, no scream at the end.

I do not think you credit me with this discretion.


 


If you only knew how the veils were killing my days.

To you they are only transparencies, clear air.


 


But my god, the clouds are like cotton——

Armies of them. They are carbon monoxide.


 


Sweetly, sweetly I breathe in,

Filling my veins with invisibles, with the million


 


Probable motes that tick the years off my life.

You are silver-suited for the occasion. O adding machine——


 


Is it impossible for you to let something go and have it go whole?

Must you stamp each piece in purple,


 





Must you kill what you can?

There is this one thing I want today, and only you can give it to me.


 


It stands at my window, big as the sky.

It breathes from my sheets, the cold, dead center


 


Where spilt lives congeal and stiffen to history.

Let it not come by the mail, finger by finger.


 


Let it not come by word of mouth, I should be sixty

By the time the whole of it was delivered, and too numb to use it.


 


Only let down the veil, the veil, the veil.

If it were death


 


I would admire the deep gravity of it, its timeless eyes.

I would know you were serious.


 


There would be a nobility then, there would be a birthday.

And the knife not carve, but enter


 


Pure and clean as the cry of a baby,

And the universe slide from my side.


 








  







Letter in November
 


 



Love, the world

Suddenly turns, turns color. The streetlight

Splits through the rats-tail

Pods of the laburnum at nine in the morning.

It is the Arctic,


 


This little black

Circle, with its tawn silk grassesbabies hair.

There is a green in the air,

Soft, delectable.

It cushions me lovingly.


 


I am flushed and warm.

I think I may be enormous,

I am so stupidly happy,

My Wellingtons

Squelching and squelching through the beautiful red.


 


This is my property.

Two times a day

I pace it, sniffing

The barbarous holly with its viridian

Scallops, pure iron,


 


And the wall of old corpses.

I love them.

I love them like history.

The apples are golden,

Imagine it


 


My seventy trees

Holding their gold-ruddy balls 

In a thick grey death-soup,

Their million

Gold leaves metal and breathless.


 


O love, O celibate.

Nobody but me

Walks the waist-high wet.

The irreplaceable

Golds bleed and deepen, the mouths of Thermopylae.


 








  







Amnesiac
 


 



No use, no use, now, begging Recognize.

There is nothing to do with such a beautiful blank but smooth it.

Name, house, car keys,


 


The little toy wife

Erased, sigh, sigh.

Four babies and a cocker.


 


Nurses the size of worms and a minute doctor

Tuck him in.

Old happenings


 


Peel from his skin.

Down the drain with all of it!

Hugging his pillow


 


Like the red-headed sister he never dared to touch,

He dreams of a new one

Barren, the lot are barren.


 


And of another color.

How theyll travel, travel, travel, scenery

Sparking off their brother-sister rears,


 


A comet tail.

And money the sperm fluid of it all.

One nurse brings in


 


A green drink, one a blue.

They rise on either side of him like stars.

The two drinks flame and foam.


 





O sister, mother, wife,

Sweet Lethe is my life.

I am never, never, never coming home!


 








  







The Rival
 


 



If the moon smiled, she would resemble you.

You leave the same impression

Of something beautiful, but annihilating.

Both of you are great light borrowers.

Her O-mouth grieves at the world; yours is unaffected,


 


And your first gift is making stone out of everything.

I wake to a mausoleum; you are here,

Ticking your fingers on the marble table, looking for cigarettes,

Spiteful as a woman, but not so nervous,

And dying to say something unanswerable.


 


The moon, too, abases her subjects,

But in the daytime she is ridiculous.

Your dissatisfactions, on the other hand,

Arrive through the mailslot with loving regularity,

White and blank, expansive as carbon monoxide.


 


No day is safe from news of you,

Walking about in Africa maybe, but thinking of me.


 








  







Daddy
 


 



You do not do, you do not do

Any more, black shoe

In which I have lived like a foot

For thirty years, poor and white,

Barely daring to breathe or Achoo.


 


Daddy, I have had to kill you.

You died before I had time

Marble-heavy, a bag full of God,

Ghastly statue with one grey toe

Big as a Frisco seal


 


And a head in the freakish Atlantic

Where it pours bean green over blue

In the waters off beautiful Nauset.

I used to pray to recover you.

Ach, du.


 


In the German tongue, in the Polish town

Scraped flat by the roller

Of wars, wars, wars.

But the name of the town is common.

My Polack friend


 


Says there are a dozen or two.

So I never could tell where you

Put your foot, your root,

I never could talk to you.

The tongue stuck in my jaw.


 


It stuck in a barb wire snare.

Ich, ich, ich, ich. 

I could hardly speak.

I thought every German was you.

And the language obscene


 


An engine, an engine

Chuffing me off like a Jew.

A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen.

I began to talk like a Jew.

I think I may well be a Jew.


 


The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna

Are not very pure or true.

With my gypsy ancestress and my weird luck

And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack

I may be a bit of a Jew.


 


I have always been scared of you, 

With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo.

And your neat moustache

And your Aryan eye, bright blue.

Panzer-man, panzer-man, o You


 


Not God but a swastika

So black no sky could squeak through.

Every woman adores a Fascist,

The boot in the face, the brute

Brute heart of a brute like you.


 


You stand at the blackboard, daddy,

In the picture I have of you,

A cleft in your chin instead of your foot

But no less a devil for that, no not

Any less the black man who


 





Bit my pretty red heart in two.

I was ten when they buried you.

At twenty I tried to die

And get back, back, back to you.

I thought even the bones would do


 


But they pulled me out of the sack,

And they stuck me together with glue.

And then I knew what to do.

I made a model of you,

A man in black with a Meinkampf look


 


And a love of the rack and the screw.

And I said I do, I do.

So daddy, Im finally through.

The black telephones off at the root,

The voices just cant worm through.


 


If Ive killed one man, Ive killed two

The vampire who said he was you

And drank my blood for a year,

Seven years, if you want to know.

Daddy, you can lie back now.


 


Theres a stake in your fat black heart

And the villagers never liked you.

They are dancing and stamping on you.

They always knew it was you.

Daddy, daddy, you bastard, Im through.


 








  







You're
 


 



Clownlike, happiest on your hands,

Feet to the stars, and moon-skulled,

Gilled like a fish. A common-sense

Thumbs-down on the dodo’s mode.

Wrapped up in yourself like a spool,

Trawling your dark as owls do.

Mute as a turnip from the Fourth

Of July to All Fools’ Day,

O high-riser, my little loaf.


 


Vague as fog and looked for like mail.

Farther off than Australia.

Bent-backed Atlas, our traveled prawn.

Snug as a bud and at home

Like a sprat in a pickle jug.

A creel of eels, all ripples.

Jumpy as a Mexican bean.

Right, like a well-done sum.

A clean slate, with your own face on.


 








  







Fever 103°
 


 



Pure? What does it mean?

The tongues of hell

Are dull, dull as the triple


 


Tongues of dull, fat Cerberus

Who wheezes at the gate. Incapable

Of licking clean


 


The aguey tendon, the sin, the sin.

The tinder cries.

The indelible smell


 


Of a snuffed candle!

Love, love, the low smokes roll

From me like Isadora’s scarves, I’m in a fright


 


One scarf will catch and anchor in the wheel.

Such yellow sullen smokes

Make their own element. They will not rise,


 


But trundle round the globe

Choking the aged and the meek,

The weak


 


Hothouse baby in its crib,

The ghastly orchid

Hanging its hanging garden in the air,


 


Devilish leopard!

Radiation turned it white

And killed it in an hour.


 





Greasing the bodies of adulterers

Like Hiroshima ash and eating in.

The sin. The sin.


 


Darling, all night

I have been flickering, off, on, off, on.

The sheets grow heavy as a lecher’s kiss.


 


Three days. Three nights.

Lemon water, chicken

Water, water make me retch.


 


I am too pure for you or anyone.

Your body

Hurts me as the world hurts God. I am a lantern——


 


My head a moon

Of Japanese paper, my gold beaten skin

Infinitely delicate and infinitely expensive.


 


Does not my heat astound you. And my light.

All by myself I am a huge camellia

Glowing and coming and going, flush on flush.


 


I think I am going up,

I think I may rise——

The beads of hot metal fly, and I, love, I


 


Am a pure acetylene

Virgin

Attended by roses,


 


By kisses, by cherubim,

By whatever these pink things mean.

Not you, nor him


 





Nor him, nor him

(My selves dissolving, old whore petticoats)——

To Paradise.


 








  







The Bee Meeting
 


 



Who are these people at the bridge to meet me? They are the villagers——

The rector, the midwife, the sexton, the agent for bees.

In my sleeveless summery dress I have no protection,

And they are all gloved and covered, why did nobody tell me?

They are smiling and taking out veils tacked to ancient hats.


 


I am nude as a chicken neck, does nobody love me?

Yes, here is the secretary of bees with her white shop smock,

Buttoning the cuffs at my wrists and the slit from my neck to my knees.

Now I am milkweed silk, the bees will not notice.

They will not smell my fear, my fear, my fear.


 


Which is the rector now, is it that man in black?

Which is the midwife, is that her blue coat?

Everybody is nodding a square black head, they are knights in visors,

Breastplates of cheesecloth knotted under the armpits.

Their smiles and their voices are changing. I am led through a beanfield,


 


Strips of tinfoil winking like people,

Feather dusters fanning their hands in a sea of bean flowers,

Creamy bean flowers with black eyes and leaves like bored hearts.

Is it blood clots the tendrils are dragging up that string?

No, no, it is scarlet flowers that will one day be edible.


 


Now they are giving me a fashionable white straw Italian hat

And a black veil that molds to my face, they are making me one of them.

They are leading me to the shorn grove, the circle of hives.

Is it the hawthorn that smells so sick?

The barren body of hawthorn, etherizing its children.


 


Is it some operation that is taking place?

It is the surgeon my neighbors are waiting for, 

This apparition in a green helmet,

Shining gloves and white suit.

Is it the butcher, the grocer, the postman, someone I know?


 


I cannot run, I am rooted, and the gorse hurts me

With its yellow purses, its spiky armory.

I could not run without having to run forever.

The white hive is snug as a virgin,

Sealing off her brood cells, her honey, and quietly humming.


 


Smoke rolls and scarves in the grove.

The mind of the hive thinks this is the end of everything.

Here they come, the outriders, on their hysterical elastics.

If I stand very still, they will think I am cow parsley,

A gullible head untouched by their animosity,


 


Not even nodding, a personage in a hedgerow.

The villagers open the chambers, they are hunting the queen.

Is she hiding, is she eating honey? She is very clever.

She is old, old, old, she must live another year, and she knows it.

While in their fingerjoint cells the new virgins


 


Dream of a duel they will win inevitably,

A curtain of wax dividing them from the bride flight,

The upflight of the murderess into a heaven that loves her.

The villagers are moving the virgins, there will be no killing.

The old queen does not show herself, is she so ungrateful?


 


I am exhausted, I am exhausted——

Pillar of white in a blackout of knives.

I am the magician’s girl who does not flinch.

The villagers are untying their disguises, they are shaking hands.

Whose is that long white box in the grove, what have they accomplished, why am I cold.


 








  







The Arrival of the Bee Box
 


 



I ordered this, this clean wood box

Square as a chair and almost too heavy to lift.

I would say it was the coffin of a midget

Or a square baby

Were there not such a din in it.


 


The box is locked, it is dangerous.

I have to live with it overnight

And I cant keep away from it.

There are no windows, so I cant see what is in there.

There is only a little grid, no exit.


 


I put my eye to the grid.

It is dark, dark,

With the swarmy feeling of African hands

Minute and shrunk for export,

Black on black, angrily clambering.


 


How can I let them out?

It is the noise that appals me most of all,

The unintelligible syllables.

It is like a Roman mob,

Small, taken one by one, but my god, together!


 


I lay my ear to furious Latin.

I am not a Caesar.

I have simply ordered a box of maniacs.

They can be sent back.

They can die, I need feed them nothing, I am the owner.


 


I wonder how hungry they are.

I wonder if they would forget me 

If I just undid the locks and stood back and turned into a tree.

There is the laburnum, its blond colonnades,

And the petticoats of the cherry.


 


They might ignore me immediately

In my moon suit and funeral veil.

I am no source of honey

So why should they turn on me?

Tomorrow I will be sweet God, I will set them free.


 


The box is only temporary.


 








  







Stings
 


 



Bare-handed, I hand the combs.

The man in white smiles, bare-handed,

Our cheesecloth gauntlets neat and sweet,

The throats of our wrists brave lilies.

He and I


 


Have a thousand clean cells between us,

Eight combs of yellow cups,

And the hive itself a teacup,

White with pink flowers on it.

With excessive love I enameled it


 


Thinking Sweetness, sweetness.

Brood cells grey as the fossils of shells

Terrify me, they seem so old.

What am I buying, wormy mahogany?

Is there any queen at all in it?


 


If there is, she is old,

Her wings torn shawls, her long body

Rubbed of its plush

Poor and bare and unqueenly and even shameful.

I stand in a column


 


Of winged, unmiraculous women,

Honey-drudgers.

I am no drudge

Though for years I have eaten dust

And dried plates with my dense hair.


 





And seen my strangeness evaporate,

Blue dew from dangerous skin.

Will they hate me,

These women who only scurry,

Whose news is the open cherry, the open clover?


 


It is almost over.

I am in control.

Here is my honey-machine,

It will work without thinking,

Opening, in spring, like an industrious virgin


 


To scour the creaming crests

As the moon, for its ivory powders, scours the sea.

A third person is watching.

He has nothing to do with the bee-seller or with me.

Now he is gone


 


In eight great bounds, a great scapegoat.

Here is his slipper, here is another,

And here the square of white linen

He wore instead of a hat.

He was sweet,


 


The sweat of his efforts a rain

Tugging the world to fruit.

The bees found him out,

Molding onto his lips like lies,

Complicating his features.


 


They thought death was worth it, but I

Have a self to recover, a queen.

Is she dead, is she sleeping?

Where has she been,

With her lion-red body, her wings of glass?


 





Now she is flying

More terrible than she ever was, red

Scar in the sky, red comet

Over the engine that killed her

The mausoleum, the wax house.


 








  







Wintering
 


 



This is the easy time, there is nothing doing.

I have whirled the midwifes extractor,

I have my honey,

Six jars of it,

Six cats eyes in the wine cellar,


 


Wintering in a dark without window

At the heart of the house

Next to the last tenants rancid jam

And the bottles of empty glitters

Sir So-and-sos gin.


 


This is the room I have never been in.

This is the room I could never breathe in.

The black bunched in there like a bat,

No light

But the torch and its faint


 


Chinese yellow on appalling objects

Black asininity. Decay.

Possession.

It is they who own me.

Neither cruel nor indifferent,


 


Only ignorant.

This is the time of hanging on for the beesthe bees

So slow I hardly know them,

Filing like soldiers

To the syrup tin


 


To make up for the honey Ive taken.

Tate and Lyle keeps them going, 

The refined snow.

It is Tate and Lyle they live on, instead of flowers.

They take it. The cold sets in.


 


Now they ball in a mass,

Black

Mind against all that white.

The smile of the snow is white.

It spreads itself out, a mile-long body of Meissen,


 


Into which, on warm days,

They can only carry their dead.

The bees are all women,

Maids and the long royal lady.

They have got rid of the men,


 


The blunt, clumsy stumblers, the boors.

Winter is for women

The woman, still at her knitting,

At the cradle of Spanish walnut,

Her body a bulb in the cold and too dumb to think.


 


Will the hive survive, will the gladiolas

Succeed in banking their fires

To enter another year?

What will they taste of, the Christmas roses?

The bees are flying. They taste the spring.


 








  




II

 





  



Facsimile of the manuscript for Ariel and other poems
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III

 





  



Facsimile drafts of the poem ‘Ariel’
 


 

 





  





To give a sense of Sylvia Plath’s creative process, here follow the working drafts in facsimile for the title poem ‘Ariel.’ The drafts are variously numbered and dated by Sylvia Plath. The first four drafts were written on the pink Smith College Memorandum paper, as were various other drafts of the Ariel poems. The poem ‘Ariel’ was accepted for publication by the Observer and was eventually published in the Observer on the third of November 1963, under a variant title, ‘The Horse.’ A typeset proof of the poem from the Observer is appended to the end of this section. It was corrected by Sylvia Plath in mid-December 1962. 
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APPENDIX I

 





  



‘The Swarm’
 


 

The bee poem ‘The Swarm’ appears on the contents page of the Ariel and
other poems manuscript with parentheses around it in Sylvia Plath’s own hand. She did not include the poem within the manuscript itself. Ted Hughes included it in the U.S. version of Ariel when it was first published in 1966. This restored edition maintains Sylvia Plath’s editorial decision and does not include the poem in the main body of Ariel and
other poems. The poem follows, along with a facsimile of a typescript draft. 




  







The Swarm
 


 



Somebody is shooting at something in our town——

A dull pom, pom in the Sunday street.

Jealousy can open the blood,

It can make black roses.

What are they shooting at?


 


It is you the knives are out for

At Waterloo, Waterloo, Napoleon,

The hump of Elba on your short back,

And the snow, marshalling its brilliant cutlery

Mass after mass, saying Shh,


 


Shh. These are chess people you play with,

Still figures of ivory.

The mud squirms with throats,

Stepping stones for French bootsoles.

The gilt and pink domes of Russia melt and float off


 


In the furnace of greed. Clouds! Clouds!

So the swarm balls and deserts

Seventy feet up, in a black pine tree.

It must be shot down. Pom! Pom!

So dumb it thinks bullets are thunder.


 


It thinks they are the voice of God

Condoning the beak, the claw, the grin of the dog

Yellow-haunched, a pack dog,

Grinning over its bone of ivory

Like the pack, the pack, like everybody.


 


The bees have got so far. Seventy feet high.

Russia, Poland and Germany.




The mild hills, the same old magenta

Fields shrunk to a penny

Spun into a river, the river crossed.


 


The bees argue, in their black ball,

A flying hedgehog, all prickles.

The man with grey hands stands under the honeycomb

Of their dream, the hived station

Where trains, faithful to their steel arcs,


 


Leave and arrive, and there is no end to the country.

Pom, pom. They fall

Dismembered, to a tod of ivy.

So much for the chariots, the outriders, the Grand Army.

A red tatter, Napoleon.


 


The last badge of victory.

The swarm is knocked into a cocked straw hat.

Elba, Elba, bleb on the sea.

The white busts of marshals, admirals, generals

Worming themselves into niches.


 


How instructive this is!

The dumb, banded bodies

Walking the plank draped with Mother France’s upholstery

Into a new mausoleum,

An ivory palace, a crotch pine.


 


The man with grey hands smiles——

The smile of a man of business, intensely practical.

They are not hands at all

But asbestos receptacles.

Pom, pom! ‘They would have killed me.’


 





Stings big as drawing pins!

It seems bees have a notion of honor,

A black, intractable mind.

Napoleon is pleased, he is pleased with everything.

O Europe. O ton of honey. 
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APPENDIX II

 





  



Script for the BBC broadcast ‘New Poems by Sylvia Plath’
 


 

In a letter from December 14, 1962, later published in Letters Home: Correspondence,
1950–1963, Sylvia Plath wrote to her mother, Aurelia, that she ‘spent last night writing a long broadcast of all my new poems to submit to an interested man at the BBC’. The man referred to at the British Broadcasting Corporation was Douglas Cleverdon. The script that follows includes notes for ‘The Applicant’, ‘Lady Lazarus’, ‘Daddy’, ‘Sheep in Fog’ (which was not included in Sylvia Plath’s manuscript Ariel and
other poems), ‘Ariel’, ‘Death & Co.’, ‘Nick and the Candlestick’, and ‘Fever 103°.’ 

 
 

These new poems of mine have one thing in common. They were all written at about four in the morning—that still, blue, almost eternal hour before cockcrow, before the baby’s cry, before the glassy music of the milkman, settling his bottles. If they have anything else in common, perhaps it is that they are written for the ear, not the eye: they are poems written out loud.

 
 

In this poem, called ‘The Applicant’, the speaker is an executive, a sort of exacting super-salesman. He wants to be sure the applicant for his marvelous product really needs it and will treat it right.
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This poem is called ‘Lady Lazarus’. The speaker is a woman who has the great and terrible gift of being reborn. The only trouble is, she has to die first. She is the phoenix, the libertarian spirit, what you will. She is also just a good, plain, very resourceful woman.

 
 




Here is a poem spoken by a girl with an Electra complex. Her father died while she thought he was God. Her case is complicated by the fact that her father was also a Nazi and her mother very possibly part Jewish. In the daughter the two strains marry and paralyze each other—she has to act out the awful little allegory once over before she is free of it.
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In this next poem, the speaker’s horse is proceeding at a slow, cold walk down a hill of macadam to the stable at the bottom. It is December. It is foggy. In the fog there are sheep.
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Another horseback riding poem, this one called ‘Ariel’, after a horse I’m especially fond of.
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This poem—‘Death & Co.’—is about the double or schizophrenic nature of death—the marmoreal coldness of Blake’s death mask, say, hand in glove with the fearful softness of worms, water and the other katabolists. I imagine these two aspects of death as two men, two business friends, who have come to call.
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In this poem, ‘Nick and the Candlestick’, a mother nurses her baby son by candlelight and finds in him a beauty which, while it may not ward off the world’s ill, does redeem her share of it.
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This poem is about two kinds of fire—the fires of hell, which merely agonize, and the fires of heaven, which purify. During the poem, the first sort of fire suffers itself into the second. The poem is called ‘Fever 103°’.




  






Notes
 

By David Semanki


 

SECTION I, Ariel and other poems

 

The printed poems follow the order of Sylvia Plath’s manuscript Ariel
and other poems. The definitive edition of each poem derives from Sylvia Plath’s manuscript. All of the poems in the manuscript are present in The Collected Poems, edited by Ted Hughes. 

Sylvia Plath in the manuscript uses three dots under punctuation that she wants to restore. All the dashes within the poems of this edition are now one standard length unlike in The Collected Poems. All the underlined words that appear in the manuscript have been changed to italics. Some poems contained within this volume differ from the version published in The Collected Poems. The poems, as previously published, may contain punctuation and spelling not dictated by the manuscript. We have here printed the poems in accordance with Sylvia Plath’s manuscript. 

Here follows a complete listing of Sylvia Plath’s punctuation and word choices in contrast to the version printed in The
Collected Poems, arranged thus: restored edition] Collected Poems



Morning Song
4 statue] statue. 8 distils] distills 

The Couriers
10 Alps,] Alps. 12 grey] gray 

Thalidomide 5 appal] appall 

The Applicant 1 person] a person 

A Secret 17 secret!] secret … 26 head!] head – 27 drawer.] drawer! 33 Do] ‘Do 40 stampede –] stampede! 41 twirling,] twirling gutterals.] gutturals! 

The Jailor
title: Jailor] Jailer 28 subversion] subversion, 45 me.] me! 

Cut
dedication: for] For 

Elm
dedication: for] For the dedication has been placed in parentheses 


The Night Dances
an extra line-space reintroduced between stanzas 7 and 8,
dividing the poem into equal halves of 14 lines each


The Detective 15 No-one] No one 

Death & Co 1 Two. Of] Two, of 

Lesbos 10 a schizophrenic] schizophrenic 11 panic.] panic, 26 you,] you. 27 Mama] mama 39 t.b.] T.B. 41 Hollywood] in Hollywood 52 jewel.] jewel! valuable.] valuable! 63 They] He 

The Other
an extra line-space reintroduced between stanzas 8 and 9, dividing the
poem into equal halves of 16 lines each 


Poppies in October
the dedication for Helder and Suzette Macedo has
been restored
12 cornflowers!] cornflowers. 

The Courage of Shutting-Up 3, 5, 16 discs] disks 5 heard,] heard – 20 going.] going! 21 by] by, 25 time!] time. 

Nick and the Candlestick 2 stalacmites] stalactites 

Berck-Plage 2 inflammation!] inflammation. 32 throat!] throat … 64 whitely,] whitely 73 grey] gray 91 unnatural] natural 

Getting There 4 appal] appall 56 an is placed between parentheses in Plaths’s
typescript


Medusa 13 you,] you 26 Paralyzing] Paralysing 31 X ray] X-ray 

Purdah 8 valuable.] valuable! 19 arrives,] arrives 20 mirrors.] mirrors! 25 curtain.] curtain 35 macaws.] macaws! 45 plies] flies 46 crystals,] crystals 

The Moon and the Yew Tree 5 Fumey] Fumy 

A Birthday Present
14 all,] all 39 cotton –] cotton. 50 cold,] cold 

Letter in November
14 Wellingtons] wellingtons 28 grey] gray 

Amnesiac 1 Recognize.] Recognize! 4 wife] wife – 6 cocker.] cooker! 15 barren.] barren! 18 rears,] rears 19 tail.] tail! 

Daddy 9 grey] gray 27
a period replaces a comma after the final ich
38 gypsy] gipsy 43 moustache] mustache 45 o You] O You 60 do] do. 

Fever 103° 52 Nor] Not 

The Bee Meeting 15 beanfield,] beanfield. 39 cow parsley] cow-parsley 

The Arrival of the Bee Box 17 appals] appalls 

Stings 9 it.] it, 12 grey] gray 




Wintering 16 the ‘s’ has been accidentally dropped from Chinese in Plaths’s typescript;
the correct spelling has always been used in the published poem




SECTION II, Facsimile of the manuscript for Ariel and other poems

 

Sylvia Plath’s manuscript Ariel and other poems consists of sheets of 8½×11 inches cream-coloured typing paper. She used a black typewriter ribbon. 

Sylvia Plath’s name and Devon address appear in the upper right-hand corner on the original and carbon copy sheets of the two discarded title pages of the manuscript in the Smith College archive. On both sheets, Plath has used black pen. The original discarded title page reads ‘Daddy’. ‘A Birthday Present’, ‘The Rabbit Catcher’, and ‘The Rival’ are deleted. On the discarded carbon copy title page of ‘Daddy,’ ‘A Birthday Present’ and ‘The Rival’ are deleted.

Plath created two identical dedication pages, again using carbon copy paper. Only the original is reproduced here.

She also created two identical contents pages by use of carbon copy paper. On the original contents page, all of Plath’s marks are in black ink, except for the mark in red over the ‘h’ of ‘Death & Co.’; the other mark in red is in the lower right hand of the page. On the carbon copy contents page, she underlined in red the titles of poems that were accepted for publication and typed or wrote the place of publication next to each title. All handwritten annotations are in black ink except for the word ‘Poetry’ opposite ‘Purdah’ and ‘Fever 103°’, which is written in red. It is possible that some of the annotations were made as late as January 25, 1963, when the London Magazine accepted a number of Plath’s poems for its April 1963 issue. 




SECTION III, Facsimile drafts of the poem ‘Ariel’ 
 

On all the original working drafts of ‘Ariel’ where Sylvia Plath has typed her name in the upper right-hand corner, she has also included her Devon address. The original typeset proof of ‘Ariel’ from the Observer contains Sylvia Plath’s Devon address in two places under her name. 

APPENDIX I

 


The Swarm 5 What] Who 9 marshalling] marshaling 10 Shh,] Shh! 11 Shh.] Shh! 16 Clouds! Clouds!] Clouds, clouds. 23 pack dog] pack-dog 26 high.] high! 27 Germany.] Germany! 33 grey] gray 37 Pom, pom.] Pom! Pom! 39 chariots] charioteers Army.] Army! 40 Napoleon. Napoleon! 43 sea.] sea! 51 grey] gray 55 Pom, pom!] Pom! Pom! 58 black,] black 60 Europe.] Europe! honey.] honey! 



The four previously published volumes of Sylvia Plath’s poetry
 


Ariel [A] Faber & Faber, London, 1965; Harper & Row, NY, 1966 

Crossing the Water [CW] Faber & Faber, London, 1971; Harper & Row, NY, 1971 

Winter Trees [WT] Faber & Faber, London, 1971; Harper & Row, NY, 1972 

The Collected Poems [CP] Faber & Faber, London, 1981; Harper & Row, NY, 1981 



The following are the dates of composition for Sylvia Plath’s poems in Ariel and other poems as established in The Collected Poems and on the manuscripts at Smith College. The bracketed abbreviations indicate the Sylvia Plath volume in which the poem first appeared. 





‘Morning Song’ (19 February 1961) [A]

‘The Couriers’ (4 November 1962) [A]

‘The Rabbit Catcher’ (21 May 1962) [WT]

‘Thalidomide’ (4–8 November 1962) [WT]

‘The Applicant’ (11 October 1962) [A]

‘Barren Woman’ (21 February 1961) [CP]

‘Lady Lazarus’ (23–29 October 1962) [A]

‘Tulips’ (18 March 1961) [A]

‘A Secret’ (10 October 1962) [CP]

‘The Jailor’ (17 October 1962) [CP]

‘Cut’ (24 October 1962) [A]

‘Elm’ (12–19 April 1962) [A]

‘The Night Dances’ (4–6 November 1962) [A]

‘The Detective’ (1 October 1962) [WT]

‘Ariel’ (27 October 1962) [A]

‘Death & Co.’ (12–14 November 1962) [A]

‘Magi’ (1960) [CW]

‘Lesbos’ (18 October 1962) [A]

‘The Other’ (2 July 1962) [WT]

‘Stopped Dead’ (19 October 1962) [WT]

‘Poppies in October’ (27 October 1962) [A]

‘The Courage of Shutting-Up’ (2 October 1962) [WT]

‘Nick and the Candlestick’ (24 October 1962) [A]

‘Berck-Plage’ (28–30 June 1962) [A]

‘Gulliver’ (3–6 November 1962) [A]

‘Getting There’ (3–6 November 1962) [A]

‘Medusa’ (28 October 1962) [WT]

‘Purdah’ (28 October 1962) [WT]

‘The Moon and the Yew Tree’ (22 October 1961) [A]

‘A Birthday Present’ (30 September 1962) [A]

‘Letter in November’ (11 November 1962) [A]

‘Amnesiac’ (21 October 1962) [WT]

‘The Rival’ (July 1961) [A]

‘Daddy’ (12 October 1962) [A]

‘You’re’ (January/February 1960) [A]




‘Fever 103°’ (20 October 1962) [A]

‘The Bee Meeting’ (3 October 1962) [A]

‘The Arrival of the Bee Box’ (4 October 1962) [A]

‘Stings’ (6 October 1962) [A]

‘The Swarm’ (7 October 1962) [A]

‘Wintering’ (8–9 October 1962) [A]



The following poems are listed in the order of the contents of the published volume of Ariel. Those with dates indicate poems that were not originally part of the manuscript Ariel and other poems. These dates refer to the dates of composition as established in The Collected Poems and on the manuscripts at Smith College. 


‘Morning Song’

‘The Couriers’

‘Sheep in Fog’ (2 December 1962, 28 January 1963)

‘The Applicant’

‘Lady Lazarus’

‘Tulips’

‘Cut’

‘Elm’

‘The Night Dances’

‘Poppies in October’

‘Berck-Plage’

‘Ariel’

‘Death & Co.’

‘Lesbos’ (not included in original U.K. edition, but included in original U.S. edition)

‘Nick and the Candlestick’

‘Gulliver’

‘Getting There’

‘Medusa’

‘The Moon and the Yew Tree’

‘A Birthday Present’

‘Mary’s Song’ (18–19 November 1962) (not included in original U.K. edition, but included in original U.S. edition) 

‘Letter in November’

‘The Rival’

‘Daddy’

‘You’re’

‘Fever 103°’

‘The Bee Meeting’

‘The Arrival of the Bee Box’

‘Stings’

‘The Swarm’ (not included in original U.K. edition, but included in original U.S. edition)

‘Wintering’

‘The Hanging Man’ (27 June 1960)

‘Little Fugue’ (2 April 1962)

‘Years’ (16 November 1962)

‘The Munich Mannequins’ (28 January 1963)

‘Totem’ (28 January 1963)

‘Paralytic’ (29 January 1963)

‘Balloons’ (5 February 1963)

‘Poppies in July’ (20 July 1962)

‘Kindness’ (1 February 1963)

‘Contusion’ (4 February 1963)

‘Edge’ (5 February 1963)

‘Words’ (1 February 1963)
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images/00069.jpg
Daddy

You do not do, you do mot do
Any more, black shoe

In which T have lived like a foot

For thirty years, poor and white,

Barely daring to breathe or Achoof

Daddy, I have had to ki1l you.
You died befors Iimad tim
Marblo-heavy, & bag full of God,
Ghastly status with one grey toe
Big as a Frisco seal

And & head in the freakish Atlantic
Where 1t pours bean green over blue
In the waters off beautiful Nauset.
T used to pray to recover you.

Aeh, auf

In the German tongue, in the Polish tomn
Seraped flat by the roller

of wars, wars, wars.

But the nase of the town is comson.

¥y Polack triend

Says thers are a dosen or two.
S0 I never could tell where you
Put your foot, your root,

I never could talk to you.

e tongue stuck in ay jaw.

It stuck 1n & barb wire snare.
Ton, 1cn, ion, fon?

I could hardly speak.

1 thought every German was you.
And the language obscens





images/00068.jpg
thing beautiful, but annihilating.
Both of you are great light borrowers.
Her O-mith grieves at the world; yours is unaffected,

And your firet gift is making stone out of everything.
1 wake to a mausoleus; you are here,

Ticking your fingers on the marble table, looking for ciga
Spiteful as a woman, but not so nervous,

And dying to say something unanswerable

he moon, to0, abases her subjects,
But in the daytime she 1s ridiculous.

Your dissatisfactions, on the other hand,

Arrive through the mailslot with loving regularity,
Wiite and blank, expensive ss carbon monoxide.

No day 1s safe froa news of you,
Walking sbout in Africa maybe, but thinking of me.





images/00071.jpg
Daddy (3)

Bat they pulled me out of the sack,
And they stuck me together with glus.
And then T know whst to do.

T made a model of you,

A man 4n black with @ Meinkaspt look

And & love of the rack and the screw.
And I s81d I do, I do.

So daddy, I'm finally through.

The black telephones off at the root,
he voices Just can't worm through.

¢ I've killed one man, I've killed two--
The vaspire who sa1d he was you

Ana drank my blood for & year,

Seven years, if you want to know.

Daddy, you can lte buck now.

There's a stake 1n your fat black heart
And the villagers never liked you.
They are dancing and stamping on you.
They slways know 1t was you.

Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I'm through.
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Dadey (2)

4n engine, an engine
Churfing me off ltke a Jew.
A Jow to Duchau, Auschwitz, Belsen.
1 began to talk like a Jew.
I think I aay well be a Jow.

The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Viemna
Are not very pure or true.

With ay gypoy ancestress and my weird luck

And ay Taroc pack and my Taroc pack

T may be a bit of & Jewe

T have always been scared of you,
With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo.
And your neat moustache

And your Aryan eye, bright blue
Panzer-man, panger-san, o Youf—

Not God but a swastika
S0 black no sky could squeak through.
Every wonan adores  Fascist,

The Boot in the face, the brute
Brute heart of a brate like you.

You stand at the blackbosrd, daddy,

In the pioture I have of you,

A eleft in your chin instead of your foot
But no less o devil for that, no not

Any less the black man who

Bit ay protty red heart in to.
0 was ten when they buried you.
At twenty I tried to die

And got back, back, back to you.

I thought even the bones would doA
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Fever 103°

Pure? What docs 1t mean?
The tongues of hell
Are dull, dull as the triple

Tongues of dull, fat Cerverus
o wheezes at the gate. Incapable
Of licking clean

The aguey tendon, the sin, the sin.
The tinder cries.
The indelitle smell

0f a snutfed candle! .
Love, love, the low sackes Toll

Fron ne like Isadora's soarves, I'm in a frignt

One scart will catch and anchor in the wheel.
Such yellow sullen smokes
lake their own elesent. They will mot rise,

But trundle round the globe
Choking the aged and the meek,
The weak

Hothouse baby in its crid,
The ghastly orohtd
Hanging 1ts hanging garden in the air,

Devilien leoparal
Kadiation turned 1t white
And ki11ed 1t in an hour.

Greasing the bodies of adulterers
Like Hiroshina ash and eating in.
he sin. The sin.
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Yourre

Clownlike, happiest on your hands,
Feot to the stars, and moon-skulled,
Gi1led like a fish. A common-sens
Thusbe-down on the dodo's mode.
Wrapped up in yourself like a spool,
Trawling your dark as onls do.

Mute as & turnip fron the Fourth

of July to AL Pools* Day,

0 hign-riser, my little loaf.

Vague as fog and looked for like mail.
Parther off than Australls.
Bent-backed Atlas, our traveled prawn.
Snug as & bud and at home

Like a sprat n a pickle jug.

a1l ripples.

Juspy as @ Mextcan bean.

Bight, like a well-dons sus.

A clean slate, with your own face on.
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.
& he Bes Meoting

Who are thess pecple at the Uridse to mest se? They wre the villagers—
he rector, the midwife, themxton, the agent for be

In ay slesveless sussery dress I have no protectio
And they are a1l glovad and covered, why did nobody tell me?
They are satling and taking out veils tacked to ncient hate.

1 am mude as & chicken neck, doss nobody love 2e?
Yo, here 1s the secretary of bess with her white shop smock,
Buttoning the cuffs at my wrists and the slit from my meck to ay kuee
Now I am miliweed silk, the bess wAll not motice.

They will not smell ay fear, ay fear, my fesr.

Which 1a the rector now, is 1t that man in black?
Waich o the midwife, is that her blas cont?

Everybody 1a nodding 4 squars black hesd, they are knights in visors,
Breastplates of chessecloth knotted under the arapits.

Their smiles and their voioes are changing. 1 led through & beanfisld,

Strige of tiafoil winking 1ike peopls,
Festher dusters fanning their hands in & sea of bean flowers,
Greasy besa flowers with black eyes aad leaves like bored hearts.
Ta 4t blood clots the tendrils are dragsing up that string?

No, mo, 4t 4s scarlet flowers that will cne day be edible.

Now they are giving = & fashicnable white straw Italian hat
And a black veil that molds to &y face, they are Saking 3 one of
They are leading se to the shorn grove, the circle of bives.

In £t the hawthorn that smells 80 sick?

Tae barren body of hawthorn, stherizing its children.

1s 4t some operation that is taking place?
It 1a the surgeon ay neighbors are waiting for,
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Fever 1030 (2)

Darling, all night
I nave veen flickering, off, on, off, on.
The sheets grow heavy us & lecher's kiss.

Three days. Three mights
Tewon water, chicken
Water, water make me retoh.

I aa too pure for you or anyone.
Your body
Hurts me as the world hurts God. I ama lentern---

¥y head & moon
Of Japanese paper, my gold beaten skin
Infinitely delicate and infinitely expensive.

Does not my heat astound you. And my light.
ALL by ayself I am & huge casellia
Glowing and comtng and going, flush on flush.

1 think I an going up,
T think I nay rise
The beads of hot metal fly, and I, love, I

An & pure acetylens
virgin
Attended by roses,

By kisaes, by cherubis,
By whatever these pink things mean.
Not you, nor hin

Nor him, mor him
(y se1ves aissolving, old whore petticoats
To Paradi;
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The Arrival of the Bee Box

1 ordered this, this clean wood box
Square as a chair and almost to0 heavy to lift.
1 would say 1t was the coffin of & midget

Or a square baby

Were thore not such a din in it.

The box is locked, 1t is dangerous.
T have to 1ive with it overnight

And T can't keep away from it.

There are no windows, so I can't see wat s in
There 1o only @ 1ittle grid, no exit.

T put my eye to the grid.
It 1s dark, dark,

With the swaray feeling of African hands
Ninute and shrunk for export,

Slack on black, angrily clasbering.

How can I let them out.
It 1a the noae that appals me most of all,
The unintelligible syllables.

It 10 like a Romen mob,

Small, taken one by one, but =y god, together!

I lay ay ear to furious latin.
I az not a Cacsar.

I nave simply ordered a box of maniacs.
They can be sent back.

there.

They can die, I need feed them nothing, I aa the owner.

I wonder how hungry they are.
I wonder 1f they would forget me

It T just undid the locks and stood back wnd turned into a tre
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Bess (2)

This apparition in a green helsst,
Shinfag gloves and white suit.
To 1t the butcher, the grocer, the postman, soseons I know?

T cannot run, 1 am rooted, and the gorse hurte =
With 1te yellow purses, its ppiky armory.

T could not run without having to run forever.

The white hive 1 smug as & virgin,

Sealing off her brood cells, her honey, and quistly humming.

Sacke rolls asd scarves in the grove.
The aind of the hive thinks this i the end of everytning.
Hero they coms, the outriders, on their hysterical elastica.
If T atand very still, they will think I aa cow parsley,

A gul14ble bead untouched by their antmosity,

Not even nodding, & personage in & hedgerow.
The villagers open the chasbers, they are hunting the qut
To she hiding, is she eating honey? She is gery claver.
She 1s o014, 014, 014, she must 1ive another year, and she knows it.
While in their fingerjoint cells the new virgins

Breaz of & dul they will win inevitably,
4 curtatn of wax dividing them from the bride fligat,

The upflignt of the murderess into o heaven that loves her.
The villagers ave moving the virgins, there will be no Killing.
The 018 queen doss not show herself, is she 0 usgrateful?

1 an exnsusted, 1 am exnsusts

Pillar of write in a lackout of knives.

T as the magieiants gird who doss not flinch.

The villagers are untying their disguises, they are shaking hands.

Whoes ia that long white box in the grove, what have they accomplished,
why as 1 colar
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uedusa (2)

Of the fuchsia. I could draw no breath,
Dead and moneyless,

Overexposed, like an X ray.
Who do you think you are?

A Communion wafer? Blubbery Nary?
T shall take no bite of your body,
Bottle in which I live,

Ghastly Vatican.
I am sick to death of hot salt.
Green as eunuchs, your wishe:
Hiss ot my sins.

ott, ott, eely tentacle:

There is nothing between us.
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Purdah (2)

A coneatenation of rainbows.
I oa nts.
Even 1n nis

Avsence, T
Revolve in ay
Sheath of impossibles,

Priceless and quiet
Among these parakests, macaws!
0 chatterers

Attendants of the eyela
T shall unloose
One feather, like the peacock.

Attendants of the 1ip!
T shall unloose
one note

Snattering
The chandelier
Of air that all day plies

Its crystals,
A million ignorants.
Attendantat

Attendante!
And at his next step
T shall unloose

1 ahall unloose—
Fron the small jeweled
Dol1 he guards 1ike a heart-—

The Lioness,
The shriek in the bath,
The cloak of hol
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pardan

ad
Stone of the side,
The agontzed

Side of a green Adea, T
satle, cross-legeed,
Entgnatical,

Snifting ay claritie
So valuabler
How the sun polishes this shoulder!

nd should
The moon, 2y
Intefatigable coustn

Rise, with her cancerous pallors,
Dragging tr:
Tittle bushy polyps,

Tattle nets,
Ny visibilities hide.
I gloan 11k a atrror.

A% this facet the bridegroom arrives,
Tord of the mirrorsT
It 15 nisself he guides

In among these silk
Soreens, these rustling appurtenances.
1 breathe, and the mouth

Veil stirs ite curtatn.
¥y eye
Vol 18





images/00062.jpg
A Birtnday Present

What 1 thts, benind this veil, 1s it ugly, 1o it beautiful?

When I aa quiet at my cooking I feel it looking, I feel it thinking

'Is this the ons I aa to appear for,
To this the elect one, the one with black eye-pits and a scar?

Measuring the flour, cutting off the surplus,
Adhering to rule

Is this the ono for the anmmciation?
My god, what  leugh!

But 4t sntmmers, it doss not stop, and I think 4t wants se.
T would not mind 47 4t was bones, or & pearl button.

I 40 not want much of & pressnt, anyway, this year.
After all, I aa slive only by accident.

1 would have killed myself gladly that tise any possible way,
Now there are these veils, shimering like curtain

The diaphanous satins of & Jamuary window
Wuite as bables' bedding and glittering with dead bresth. O ivoryd

It must be a tusk there, & ghost-column.
Can you not see I do not mind what it isf

Can you not give 1t to me?
Do not be ashaned-—I do not mind if 4t ia small.
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The Moon and the Yew Tres

This 1a the 1ight of the aind, cold and plametary.
The tress of the mind are black. The light s blue.

unload their griefs on my feet as if I were God,
FPrickling ay ankles aad murmuring of their huility.

Pusey, apiritous iste inhabit this place

Separated froa my house by a row of headstones.

I siaply caunot see where there 1a fo gt to.

he mo0n 4s no door. It 1e & face in its own Tight,
Wnite as & knuckle and terribly upse

It drags the sea after it like a derk crime; it is quist
With the O-gape of complete despair. I live her
Twice on Sunday, the bells startle the sky---
Bignt groat tongues affiraing the Resurrection.
At the end, they soberly bong out their nases.

The yew tree potnts up. It has a Gotnic shape.
The eyes 117t after 1t and 7ind the moon.

The moon 1s ay mother. Sho is not swest like Mary.
Hor blue garzents unloose small bats and owls.

How I wauld 1ike o believe in tenderness|-——

The face of the effigy, gentled by candle
Bending, on = in particular, ite m1d eyes.

T have fallen a long way. Clouds are flowering

Blue and aystical over the face of the stars.

Tnside the churoh, the saiate will be all blus,
Floating on their delicate feet over the cold pews,
Their hands and faces stiff with holiness.

The soon sees aothing of this. She is bald and wild.
yow tree 1o blacknes:
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A Birtndey Fresent (3)
Must you ki1l what you can?
There 1o this one thing I want todays and only you can give it to me.

It stands at ay window, big as the sky.
Tt breathes trom my sheots, tho cold, dead center

Where spilt lives congeal and stiffen to history.
Let 4% not coss_by the mail, fingor by finger.

Lot 4t not coms DY word of mouth, I should be eixty
Sy the tize the whole of 1t was deliversd, and too mumb to u

Only let down the veil, the veil, the veil.
If 1t were death

1 would aduire the deep gravity of it, its timeless eye
T would know you were serious.

here would be & nobility then, there would be & birthday.
And the kmife not carve, but enter

Fure and clean as the cry of & baby,
And the universe slide from my side
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A Birthday present (2)
Do not be mean, I as Teady for enoratty.
Lot us sit down to it, one on either side, sdairing the gleas,

he glaze, the mirrory varioty of it.
Let us est our last supper at 1t, like a hospital plate.

T xnow why you will not give it to me,
You are terrified

The world will go up in & shriek, and your head with it,
Boased, brasen, an antique shield,

A marvel to your great-grandohildren.
Do not be afratd, 1t 1s not so.

T wil) only take 1t and go astde quistly.
You will not even hear me opening it, no paper crackle

No falling ribbons, no sorean at the end.
I 4o not think you credit se with this discretion.

1t you only knew how the veils were killing sy dayef
To you they are only transparencies, clear air,

But =y god, the clouts are like cottonf—
Arnies of thest They are carbon monoxid

Sweetly, sweetly I breathe in,
Pilling my veine with invisibles, with the aillion

Probable motes that tick the years off my life.
You are silver-suited for the oocasion. O sdding machine)—

To 1t 1apossible for you to let soasthing go and have it go whole?
Must you ateap sach piece in purple,
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Letter in Noveaver (2)

Thetr million
Gola leaves metal and breathless.

0 love, 0 celibate.
Nobody but me

Walks the watst-high wet.

The irreplaceadle

Golds bleed and deepen, the mouths of Thermopylae
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Letter in November

Tove, the world
Suddenly turns, turns color. The streetlignt
Splits through the rat's-tail

Poda of the laburnua at nine in the Gorning.
It 1o the Arctic,

his 1ttle black
Gircle, with its tawn silk grasses---bubies' hair.
There is & green in the air,

Sort, delectable.

It cushions me lovingly.

1 aa flushed sad wara.
I think I say be enormous,

T am so stuptdly happy,

sy Wellingtons

Squelening and squelohing through the beautiful red.

This 1s ay property.
wo tines a day

1 pace 1t, saiffing

The barbarous holly with ite viridian
Scallops, pure iros,

And the wall of old corps
I love them.

I love 6hem like history.
The apples are golden,
Insgine 1t

sy seventy trees
Holaing their gold-ruddy balle
In a taiek grey death-soup,
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Amnostac

Mo use, no use, now, begging Recognize.
There is notiiing to do with such a beautiful blank but smooth it.
Nase, nouse, car keya,

The 1ittle toy wife
Erased, sigh, sigh.
Four bables and a cocker.

Nurass the size of worms and a mimuté doctor
Tuck nin in.
014 happenings

ool from his skin.
Down the drain with all of 1t}
Hugging nis pillow

Tike the red-headed sister he never dared to touch,
He droans of a new one-
Barren, the lot are barren.

And of another color.
How they'll travel, travel, TFavel, scenery
Sparking off their brother-sister rears, 7z

A comet tail.
And money the spera f1uid of 1t all.
0ne nurse brings 1n

A green arink, one a blue.
They mrise on either side of hia ltke stars.
The two drinks flane and foam.

0 sister, mothen wife,
Sweet Tethe 1o ay life
T an never, never, never coing home!
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Spiits and pas,
Sleter to the brow are
0¢"the nack I cammot cateh,

iggereye
Berries oast dark
Hooke—

Zlack sweet Blood mouthfulsl
Shadows!
Bomething el

Thighs, hairp
Flakes'tron ny hesls.
whise

dodiva, I
A B S tngenoten

 glitter of sens.
The ohi1d's oFy

Nelts in the wall.
ind 1

12 the arrow,

The dew that flies

Suicidul, at one with the &rive
Tato the'red

Eye, the oauldron of morning.
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Artel

Stasts in dariness,
Then the substanceless blus
Pour of tor and distances.

Goa's 1ianess!
How one we growl
Pivot of hesls and kn

spaite and pus
Satar So-the hrotm are
3£"4he Seok 1 camaot cateh
Nasrere

oty HE,

Hooke—

Black enest blood mouthsule!
Shadowst

Something else

Hauls ne through atr—
Thigns, heiry
iakes'tron =y hesls,

white
Sodiva, I unpasle—
Dead hands, dead stringenciest

and now T
Toun S0 whest, & glitter of sess.
The child‘s ofy
Melte in the wall.
o ey T
the arronf Fhe dew that flie

Suteidal, at one with the drive
Iato the'red
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artel (2)

Nelts in the wall.
o brigat
Beast, T

A= the arrow, the dew that flies
Suteidal, at one with the drive
Into the red

Eye, the ceuldron of morning.
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Artel

Staste in darkmess.
Then the substanceless blus
Pour of tor and distanc

God's 1ionesst
How one e growt
Pivot of heels and knees! the furrow

spis

nd pas:

Srown are
Of the neck T cannot catch,

Tgger-eye
Berries cast dark
Hooke——-

Black sweet blood mouthfulst
Shadon
Something e

Hauls me through atr-—m
Thighs, hair;
Flakes from ay heels

White
Godiva, T unpeel-
Dead hands, dead stringencies!

4nd now T
Foan to wheat, a glitter of seas.
The chilats ory
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Artel

Stasis in darkness.
Then the substanceless blue
Pour of tor and distances.

God's 1ioness!
How ono we grow!
Pivot of hesls and knees! the furrow

Splita and passes, sister to
The brown arc
of the neck I cannot catoh,

Black sweet blood mouthfuls!
Shadows?
Something else

Hauls me through air-—-
Tnighs, hair;
Flakes'tron my heels.

White
Godiva, I unpeel--
Dead hands, dead stringencies!

And now T
Foan to wheat, a glitter of seas.
The child's cry

Melts in the wall.
And 1
Am the arrow,

The dew that flies
Suicidal, at one with the drive
Tato the'red

Eye, the cauldron of morning.

Sylvia Plath





images/00092.jpg
Artel

1)) Sylvia Plath
(%3
stasts in

Then the substanceiess blus
Pour of tor and distances.

God's 1toness!
How one we grows
Pivot of heela and knees! the furrow

Slack swest blood mouthfuls!
Shadows!
Somethizgelss

Heuls me ¥hrough air—
Thighs, hair;
Flakes'fron my hesls.

White
Godiva, I unpeel——
Dead hands, dead stringencies!

The dew that flies
Suloidal, st one
Into the T

Bye, the cauldron of morning.
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4. The Swarm

Somebody is shooting at sosething in our tomn—
A dull pos, pom 4n the Sunday strest.

Joalousy can open the blood,

Tt can sake black ros

Wnat are they shotiag at?

1t 18 you the knives are out for
At Watorloo, Waterloo, Napoleon,

The hump of Elba on your short back,

And the snow, marehalling its brilliant cutlery
saying Sy’

are chess people you play with,
of ivory.

The mud squirms with throats,

Stepping stones for Prench bootaoles.

The 11t ad pink domes of Russia melt and flost off

In the furnace of greed. Clouds! Clouds!
So the swars balls and &

Seventy fest up, 4n & black pime tr
It must be_shot dom. Poml Pomt
sovwmf e shtnklgullets are thunder. o

rts

It thinks they are the voice of God
Condoning the beak, the claw, the grin of the dog
Yellow-haunched, & pack dog,

Orinning over its bome of ivory

Iike the pack, the pack, like everybody.

The bees have got so far. Seventy feet hight
Bussis, Poland snd Germanyt
The mild hills, the same old magenta
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The Courters

The word of & saail on the slate of @ leat?
It 4o not alne. Do mot accept it.

Acetic acld in w sealed tia?
Do act mccept 4%, It is not semuine.

A ring of gold with the sua in it?
Liea. Lies end a grief.

Frost on & lear, the immaculate
Canldron, talking and crackling

A1 to 136l on the top of each
0f atne ulack Alps,

A disturbance 1n airrors,
Tne sea suattering ite srey one

Lovs, love, By season.
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Morning Song.

Love set you going like a fat gold watch.
The midwifs slapped your footsoles, and your bald ory
Took its place among the elements.

Our voices echo, magnifying your arrival. New statue
In @ dratty museun, your nakedness
Shadows our safety. We stand round blamkly

walls.

'8 50 more your mother
Than the cloud that distils  airror to reflect its own slow
Stfacement at the wind's hand.

AL night your moth-breath
Flickers asong the flat pink rose
A far sea moves in ay ear.

I wake to liste:

One cry, and 1 stusble fros bed, cow-heavy and floral
In my Victorian nightgomn.
Your mouth opens clean as & cat's. The window square

Wnitens and swallows ite dull stars. And now you try
Your handful of notes;
The clear vowels rise like balloons.
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Bees (9)

Polds shrunk to a penny
Spun 1ato a river, the river cros

The bees argue, in their black ball,

A flying hedgehog, all prickles.

The man with grey handa stands under the honeycomb
Of thotr aream, the hived station

Where trains, faithful to their steel arcs,

Leave und arrive, and thore 1o 1o end to the country.
Pom, poat They fall

Dismembered, to a tod of ivy.

So much for the chariots, the outriders, the Grand Armyd
A rod tatter, Napoleont

The last badge of victory.
The swara 1 knocked into a cocked straw hat.
Elba, Elba, bleb on the ssaf

The white busts of marshals, admiral
Worning themselves into niches.

gonerals

How instruotive this is!

Tha_gusb, bandgd bodies e
Walking the plank draped with Mother France's upholstery
Into a new mausoleus,

Amtvory palace, a croth pine. —

The man with grey hands sailes——

The smile of a man of business, intensely practical.
They are mot hands at all

But asbostos receptacles.

Pom, pom! 'They would have killed me.

Stings big as drawing pinsl
It seems bees have @ motion of homor,
A black, intractable mind.
Hapoleon in Fleased, he 1s ple
0 Burope? O ton of honeyt

4 with everything.
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halidomide

0 hslf moon—

Falr-bratn, luntnosity
Negro, masked like & wni

Your assc
Amputations cron and appat}e

Spidery, unsafe.
Wat glove

What leatheriness
Has protected

¥e fron that shadow-—-
The indelible buds,

Knuokles at shoulder-blades, the
Faces that

Shove 1nto beias, dragging.
The lopped

Blood-caul of abseaces.
ALL aight T carpenter

A space for the thing T am given,
A love

0f two vet eyes and a scresch.
White apit

of inaifference!
The derk fruite revolve and fall.

The glass cracks across,
The inage

Flees and aborts like dropped meroury.
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The Rabbit Catoner

It was a place of forc
he wind gagsing ny mouth with my own blown hair,
Tearing off ay volce, and the sea

Blinding s with its lighte, the Liv
Unreeling in it, spreading like oil.

of the doad

1 tasted the maligaity of the gorse,
Ita black spikes,

The extreme unction of its yellow candle-flowers.
fhey had an efficiency, & groat beauty,

And were extravagant, like torture.

fhere was only one glace to get to.
Sianering, perfused,

The paths narrowed into the hollow.

And the snares alaost offaced themselves---
Zerces, shutting on nothing,

Set close, 1ike birtn pasgs.
The avsence of shrieks

sade @ hole ia the hot day, & vacancy.
The glassy lignt was a clear wall,
The thickets quiet.

I felt a still busyness, an intent.
1 felt hands Tound & tea mug, dull, blunt,
Ringing the white china.

How they awaited him, those little deathe!

Shey waitea like sweethearts. They excited him.

And we, too, had a relationship--
Tight wires botween us,

Pegs too deep to uproot, and a aind like @ ring
Sliding shut on some quick thing,

The constriction killing me also.





images/00013.jpg
he Applicant (2)

But in twenty-five years she'll be silver,
In fifty, gold.

4 1iving 4011, everywhere you look.

It can sew, 1t can cook,

It can talk, talk, talk.

1t works, there is nothing wrong with it.
You have  hole, £t's & poultice.

You have an eye, it's an image.

My Boy, 1t's your last resort.

WALl you marry it, marry it, marry it.
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e Applicant

First, are you our sort of person?
Do you wear.

A glans eye, false teotn or & cruteh,
A brace or 3 hook,

Hubber braasts or a rubser crateh,

Stitches 6o show something's missing? No, o7
How can we give you & thing?

stop erying.
Open your hand.
Bmpty? Basey.

re 1o a hand

To £411 1t and willing
7o brisg teacups and Toll anay headaches
And do whatever you tell it.

W11 you marry 167

It s gueranteed

To thuab shut your e
And dissolve of sorrow.

at the end

e make new atock from the selt.
1 notice you are stark naked.
How &bout thls Butt-mm

lack and stiff, but not & bad fit.
W1 you sarry 187

It e waterproof, shatterproof, proof
Against fire sad bombo through the roof.
Believe me, they’1l bury you in it.

How your head, excuse a0, is ompty.
I have the ticket for thet.

Come here, swectie, out of the closet.
Well, what do you taink of that?
Naked as paper to atart

hen
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There 1s the laburmum, its blond colomnades,
Andthe petticonts of the cherry.

They migat gnore me tamediately
In ay moon sutt and fumeral veil.

T an no source of honey

S0 why should they turn on me?

Tomorzom T will bo sweet God, I will set thes fre

The box 1s only temporary.
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stings (2)

he:
o

wosen who only saurry,
newa 4o the open cherry, the open clover?

It 1o almost over.
1 aa 4n control.

Hore 1s my honey-machine,

Tt will work without thinking,

Opening, in spring, like an industrious virgin

To scour the creaming crests
Ae the moon, for its ivory powders, scours the s
A third person s watching.

Ho has nothing to do with the bee-seller or with me.
Now he 1a gone

In e1ght great bounds, a great scapegoat.
Hore is his slipper, here is another,
And here the square of white linen

He wore instead of @ hat.

Ho was sweet,

The aweat of nis efforts a rain
Tugging the world to fruit.
The bees found hin out,
Nolding onto his 1ips like 1
Complicating his featur

They thought death was worthit, but T
Have a self to ecover, & queen.

To she deed, 1s she sleeping?

Where has she been,

With her lion-red body, her wings of glass?

Now she is flying

More terrible than she ever was, red
Scar in the sky, red comet

Over the engine that killed her-.
The mausoleun, the wax house.
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stings

Bare-handed, I hand the combs.
The man in vhite smiles, bare-handed,
Our chesssoloth gauntlets neat and sweet,
The throsts of our wrists brave lilies.
He and I

Have & thousand olean cells between us,
Bight convs of yellow cups,

4nd the hive iteelf a tescup,

White with pink flowers on it.

With excessive love T enemeled it

Tntnking 'Sweetness, sweetnose. !
Brood cells grey as the fossils of shells
Terrify me, they seem so old.

What en T buying, wormy mahogany?

To there any queen at all in 1t?

1t there 1s, she {s old,

Her wings torn shawls, her long body

Rubbed of ite plush---

Poor and bare and unqueenly and even shazeful.
I stand in a colusn

Of winged, unmiraculous women,

Honey-drudgers.

1 an no drudge

Thougn for yeara I have eaten dust

And dried plates with my dense hair.

And seen ny atrangeness evaporate,
Elue dew from dangorous skin.
W1 they hate me,
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wintering (2)

It is fate and Lyle they live on, instead of flowers.
They take 4t. The cold sets in.

Now they ball in & mass,
Black

Jind against all that whit
he smile of the snow is whits
It spreads itself out, a aile-long body of Meissen,

Iato which, on wara days,
They can only carry their dead.
The bess are w1l women,

Kaids and the long royal lady.
They have got Tid of the men,

he tlunt, elumey stusblers, the boora.
Winter is for nomen-—-

The woman, still &t her knitting,

At the cradle of Spanish walmut,

Her body @ bulb 4n the cold aad too dumb to think.

WALL the hive survive, will the gladioles
Succeed in banking their fires

To enter asother year?

What will tiey taste of, the Christmas ro:
The bees are flying. They taste the spring.

2
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intoring

Tnie is the easy time, there is nothing doing.
T have whirled the midwife's extractor,

T have my honey,

Stx jars of 1t,

Six cat's eyes in the wine cellar,

Wintering in & dark without window
A% the heart of the hou
Next to the last tenant's rancid jam
And the bottles of empty Elitters.
Str So-and-so's gin.

Thia 19 the room T have never been in.
This is the room I could never breathe in.
The black bunched in there like a bat,

Yo lignt

But the torch and ite faint

Chinee yellow on appalling objects-—-
Black Decay.
Posse:

It 1o they who own me.
Nesther crusl nor indifferent,

Only 1gnorant.
This is the time of hanging on for the bee
50 slow T hardly know them,

Piling like soldiers

To the syrup tin

the

To make up for the honey I've taken.
Tate and Lyle keeps them going,
The refined snow.

bees
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God'a 1ioness!
How one we growt
Pivot of heels and kne

Splits and passe
STater to the brown are
Of ‘the neck I camnot catoh,

! the furrow

Elack sweot blood mouthfuls!
Shadows!

Something els
Hauls me through atr——
Thigns, hairy

+
Flakes'tron ay heels.

ite
Godim, I uny
Dead hands,

Ana now T
oan to wheat, a glitter of seas.
The ohi1d's cry

Melts in the wall.
0 brignt
Beast, T

An the arrow, the dew that fiie
Sutcidal, at one with the drive
Tato the 'red

Eye, the ceuldron of moraing.

Dhar]
46
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The Night Dances

A smile fell in the gras:
Irretrievable:

And how will your night dance
Lose themselves. In mathematice?

Such pure leaps and spirals.
Surely they travel

The world forever, I shall not entirely
Sit emptied of besuties, the gift

0f your small breath, the drenched grass
Saell of your s 1iltes, iltes.

Their flesh bears mo relation.
ol folds of ego, the call

224 the tiger, embellishing itself——
Spots, and a spread of hot petals.

The comets
Have such a space to crossmws

Such coldness, forgotfulness.
50 your geatures flefe off---

Wars and husan, then thelr pink light
Bleeding and peeling

Through the black amnesias of he
Wy an I given
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1 let ner go. I let her go
Dimintsned and flat, as atter radical surgery.
and endow et

How your bad dreams po

I az inhadited by a ory.
ightly 1t flaps out
Looking, with 1ts hooks

I aa terrified by this dark thing
That slecpa in me;
A1 day I feel its soft, feathery turnings, its

Glouds pass and disperse.
Are those the faces of love, those pale irretrievablea?

s it for such I agitate ay heart?

1 aa incapable of more knowledgs.
What 1s thts, this face
5o murderous in its strangle of branches?-

Tte snaky acids hiss.
It petrifies the will. These are the isolate, slow faults
That kill, that kill, that kill.
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The Detective

What was she doing when it blew in
Over the seven hills, the Ted furrow, the blue mountain?
she arranging cups? It is important.

ahe at the window, listening?

In that valley the train shrieks echo like souls on hooks.

That 1a the valley of death, though the coms thrive.
In her garden the lies were shaking out their moist silks
And the eyes of the Killer moving sluglike and sidelong,
Unable to face the fingers, those egotists,

The fingera were taaping a woman into & wall,

A body into a pipe, and the smoke rising.
This ia the smell of years burning, here in the kitchen,
These are the deceits, tacked up like fanily photographs,
And this is a man, look at his smile

The doath weapon? No-one is dead.

There 4s no body in the house at all.
There 4a the smell of polish, there are plush carpets.
There is the sunlight, playing its blades,

Bored hootlua in & red room

Where the wirelsas talks to iteelf like an elderly relative.

DAd 1t come 1ike an arrow, d14 it come like a knife?
Waich of the poisons 1s 1t7

Which of the nerve-curlers, the convalsors? Did it electrify?
This 1o & case without & body.

The body does not coms into it at all.

1t 15 a case of vaporization.
he mouth firet, its absence Teported
In the second year. It had been insatiable
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he Night Dances (2)

These lamps, these planets
Falling like blessings, like flakes

Six-sided, white
on ay eyes, ny lips, my hair

Touching and melting.
Howhere.
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Ariel

Stasis in darkaess.
Then the subatanceless blue

Pour of tor and dtstances.

Goa's lonessy
How one we grows’
Pivot of heels and ka

e tuscon

he bromn arc
of the neck I cennot catoh,

Nigger-eye
Berries cast dark
Hooks——-

Black sweet blood mouthfulss”
Shadows?
Something else

Haule me through air—--
Thighs, heir;
Flakes from ay hesls.

Godiva, T unp
Dead hends, dead stringenci

And now T
Zoan to wheats a glitter of
he ohildte cry
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The Detective (2)

And in punishaent was hung out like brown fruit
To wrinkle and dry.

The breastenext.
These were harder, two white stonss.

The milk case yellow, then blus and sweet as water.
There was no absence of lips, there were two ohildren,
But their bones showed, and the moon smtled.

Then the ary wood, the gates,
The brown motherly furrows, the whole estat
e walk on air, Watson.

Shere 1s only the moon, embalmed in phosphorus.
There 1o only & crow in a tree. Nake notes.
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esth & Go.

Two. Of course there are two.
It seens perfectly natural now-
The one who never looks up, whose eyes are
4ad balled, like Blake's,

o exnibite

The birthsarks that are nis tradesark:
The scald sear of wter,

The nude

Verdigris of the condor.

T an rod meat. fis besk

Claps sidewise: T am not his yet.
Ho tells me how badly I photograph.
Ho tells me how sweet

The babies look in their hospital
Teobox, a simple

Frill at the neck,
Then the flutings of their Ionian
Death-gowns,

Then two 1ittle feet.

He does a0t satle or saoke.

The other doss that,
Eis hatr long and plausive.
Bastard

Nasturbating = glitter,

He waata to be loved.

I 4o not stir.
The frost makes a flower,
The dow nakes @ star.
The dead bell,

e dead bell.

Somebody's done for.

1iaded
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Artel (2)

Helts in the wall.
And 1
An the arrow,

The dow that flies
Suicidal, at one with the arive

Into the Ted

Bye, the cauldron of morning.
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ot (2)

he statn on your
Gauze Ku Elux Klan

Babushka

Darkens and tarntshes and when

The balled
Pulp of your heart
Contronts 1ts small
Ni11 of silence

How you Jump-——
Trepanned veteran,
Dirty gtrl,

Thunb stusp
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out
Fn Sioam Ol Roe

Wat @ thrillf—~
My thusb instead of an ontonf
The top quite gone

Bxoept for a sort of a hinge

of siin,
A flep 1ike & hat,
Dead whtt
Then that red plusht”

Little pilgrim,

The Indtans axed your scalp.
Your turkey wattle

carpet rolls

Straignt from the heart.
1 step on 1t,

Clutching ay bottle

of pink risz.

A celebration, this ef
out of & gap

A million soldiers run,
Redcoats, every onef

Whose side are they onr?
omy

Homunculus, I am 111¢

T have taken a pill to ki1l

he thin
Papery teeling.
# Savoteurs

Kantkage man-—
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Bl

(for Ruth Fainlignt)

I know the bottom, she says. I know it with my gre:
It 1s what you fear.
T do not feur 1t: I have been there.

+ tap root:

Te 1t the sea you hesr in me,
Tte dissatisfactions?
Or the voice of nothing, that was your zadne

Love 1s a shadow.
How you 11e and cry after 1t

Ijstens these are 2a nooves: 1t has gore off, like & horse.

A1 night I shall gallop thus, Lapetuously,
411 your head 1o & stone, your pillow a little turf,
Echoing, echoing.

Or shsll T bring you the sound of poisons?
Tnie 1e Tain now, this big hush.
And this is the fruit of it: tin-white, like areentc.

I have suffered the atroeity of sunset
Seorched to the root
My red filasents burn and stand, & hand of wires.

Now I break up in pleces that fly sbout like clubs.
A wind of such vidence
WAL tolerate no bystanding: I must shriek.

The moon, also, ia mercile
Cruelly, being barren.
Hor radiance scathes se. Or perhaps I have caught her.

she would drag me

. (next

page)
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Lady Lasarus (4)

Herr God, Herr Lucifer
Beware
oware.

out of the ash
I rise with ay red nair
And T eat men like air.
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Tulips (2)

I didn't want any flowers, 1 only wanted
To 1ie with ay hands turned up and be utterly empty.
How free it is, you have no ides how free-—

The peacefulness 1s =0 big it dazes you,

And 4t asks nothing, o sase tag, & few trinkets.

It 1o what the dead close on, finally; I imagine tho:
Shutting their mouths on it, like & Coamunion tablet.

The tulips are too red in the Tiret place, they hurt me.
Bven through the gift paper I could hear them breatha

Lightly, through their white swaddlings, like an awful baby.
heir redness talks to ay wound, it corresponds.

They are subtle: they seem to float, though they weigh me down,
Upastting me with their sudden tongues and their color,

A dosen red lead sinkers round my neck.

Kobody watched me befors, now 1 aa watohed.
The tulips turn to se, and the window benind me

Where once a day the light slowly widena and slowly thins,
And T see ayself, flat, ridiculous, & cut-paper shadow
Betwaen the eye of the sun and the eyes of the tulips,
And T have no face, I have wanted to efface myself.

The vivid tulips eat my oxygen.

Before they case the air was caln enough,
Gosing and going, breath by breath, without any fuss.
hen the tulipe filled 1t up 1tke a loud noise.

Now the air snags and eddies round thes the way a Tiver
Snags and eddies round & susken rust-red engine.

They concentrate my attention, that ws happy

Playing and resting without comitting itmelf.

The walls, also, sees to be waraing themselyes
The tulips should be behind bars 1ike dangerous animals;
They are opening like the mouth of some great African cat,
And T am aware of ay heart: it openx and clos
Its bowl of red blooms out of sheer love of me.
The water I taste i wara and sslt, like the sea,
And coses from a country far awey as health.






images/00019.jpg
Tulips

The tulipe are too excitadle, it is winter here
Look how white everytning is, how quist, how snowed-in.

I aa learning pescefulness, lying by ayself quistly

Ao the lignt lies on these white walls, this bed, thess hand
I an nobody; 1 have nothing to do with explosion
I nave given my name and ay day-clothes up to the murs
And ay nistory to the anesthetist and ay body o surgeons.

They have propped my head betwsen the pillow and the shest-cuff
Like an oye botween two white 1ids that will not shut.

Stupid pupil, 1t has to take everything in.

The murses pass and pass, they are no troubls,

They pase the way gulls pass inland in their white caps,

Dotng things with their hands, one just the sase as another,
50 1t is impossible to tell how many there are.

Ny body 13 a pedble to thea, they tend it as water
Tends to the pebbles it must run over, smoothing them gemtly.

They bring me nusbness in their bright nesdles, they bring me sleep.
Now T have lost ayself I aa sick of bagsage-—

My patent leatner overnight case like a black pillvex,

My husband and child smiling out of the fasily photo;

Their sniles catoh onto my skin, 1ittle sailing hooks.

I have let things slip, @ thirty-year-old cargo boat
Stubbornly hanging on to ay name and addrel

hey have swabbeg me clear of ay loving associstions.
Scared and bare on the green plastic-pillomed trolley
I watcned ay teaset, my bureaus of linen, my boo
Sink out of sight, and the water wemt over my ho:
I an s nun now, T bave never been so pure

(next page)
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A secret (2)

LIt smells of salt cod, you had better
Stab a few cloves in an apple,

Nake @ sachet or

Do away with the bastard.

Do away with 1t altogether.’
N6, no, 1t is happy there.

"But it wants to get out!
ook, look! It s wanting to crawl.!

My god, there goes the stopper!

a stampede|—

Horns twirling, and jungle gutteralsf
An exploded bottle of stout,

Slack foan 1n the laj

You stusble out,

Dwart baby,

The knife in your back.
T fool weak. !

The secret 1s out.
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A Secret

A secret! A
How supertort”

You are blue and huge, @ traffic policeman,
Holding up one palm---

orett

A difference betwsen us?
1 have one eye, you have two.
he secret 1o stasped on you,
Fatnt, undulant watersark.

W11 4t show in the black detector?
WL 1t come out

Wavery, indelible, true

Through the African giraffe in its Bdeny greencry,

The Noroccan hippopotamis?
They stare from a square, stiff frill.
They are for export,

One a fool, the other a fool.

A secratf An oxtra azber
Branay tinger

Roosting and cooing “You, you'

Benind two syes in which nothing is reflectsd bit monkeys.

A knife that can be taken out
To pare nails,

o lever the dirt.

"It won't hurtet

An illegttinate baby—
That big blue headf.

How 1t breathes in the buresu drawert
'Is that lingerie, pet?
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e Jatlor (2)

And e, for tnis subversion
Hurts s, he
With nis armory of fakery,

s high, cold masks of smnesia.
How 414 I get here?
Indeterainate oriminal,

I ate with vartety-

Hung, starved, burned, hooked.

1 tmagine hin
Inpotent as distant thunder,

In whose shadow I have eaten my ghost ration.
I wioh hin dead or avay.

That, 4t soens, 1o the impossibility.

That being free. What would the dark
Do without fevers to eat?

What would tne light

Do without eyes to knife, what would he
Do, do, do without me.
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he Jatlor

Ny night sweats grease his breakfast plat
The saze placard of blus fog is wheeled into position
With the same trecs and headstones.

Ts that all he can come up with,

Ine rattler of keye?

I have been drugged and raped.
Seven hours knocked out of ay Tight aind
Into a black sack

Where I relax, foetus or cat,

Lever of his wet dreans.

Something is gone.
by sleeping capsule, ay red and dlue zeppelin
Drops me froa a terrible altituds.

Carapace smashed,

I apread to the beaks of birds.

0 1ittle gimlet:
What holes this papery day s already full of!
He has been buraing me with cigarettes,
Eretenting 1 an @ negress with pink pavs.

T am ayself. That is not enough.

The fever tricclea and stiffens in ay hair.
Ny rids show. What have I eaten?

Lien and sailes.

Surely the sky is not that color,

Surely the grass should be rippliag.

ALL day, gluing ay church of burnt matcheticks,
T dreas of soseone else entirely.
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Tady lazarus

I have done 1t agatnf
One yoar 1in every ten
T nanage 1t-—

4 sort of walking airacle, my siin
Bright ao a Nact lempsha
Ny rignt foot

4 papervetgnt,
Ny face a featureless, fine
Jew linen.

ool off the napkin

tn?

The nose, the eye pits, the full set of e
The sour breath
W11 vanish in & day.

Soon, soon the flesh
The grave cave ate will be
A% home on =

40 T a smiling woman.
T an only thirtyf
And like the cat T have mine times to die.

Tnis 1o Number Three.
What a trash
o annthilate each decader





images/00014.jpg
sarren wozan

Bapty, T echo to the least footfall,
Nuseun without statues, grand witn pillars, porticoss, rotundas
In ny courtyard & fountain leaps and sinks back into itself,
Nun-hearted and blind to the world. Karble 1ile

Exhale their pallor like sceat.

I taagine ayself with a great public,
Nother of @ white Nike and severel bald-eyed Apollos.

Tnstead, the dead injure me with attentions, and nothing can happen.
The moon lays a hand on ay forehead,

Blank-faced and mun as @ nurse.
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Lady Lasarus (3)

Coseback 1n broad day
o the same place, the same face, the same brute
Amsed shout:

A miracler
That knocks me out.
There 1o a charge

For the eyeing of ay scars, there is a charge
For the hearing of my heart:
It really goes?

And there 1o a charge, & very large charge
For & word or & touch
Or & bit of blood

* or a piece of my hair or my clothest
So, s0, Herr Doktor
So, Horr Enemy.

T am your opus,
T aa your valuable,
The pure gold bavy

That melts to o shriek.
I turn and burn.
Do not think I underestisate your great concornf

Aoh, asnf—
You poke and stir.
Plean, bone, there is notiing theref-—-

A cake of soap,
4 weading ring,
A gold f1lling.
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Zady Tasarus (2)

hat a nillion filasentsf
The peanut-crunching eromd
Shoves 1n to see

Then unwrap me hand and foot—-
The big strip teasel

Gentlenen, ladies

These are ay hands
sy xnoes.
T may be skin and bone,

Nevertheloss, I an the saze, identical wosan.
The first time 1t happened I was ten.
It was an accident.

The second time T meant
To last 1t out and not cone back at all.
I rocked shut

Ao & senshell,
They had to call and call
And pick the woras off me 1ike sticky pe

=H

Dying
To an art, ike everything elae.
I o 1t excoptionally well.

T do 1t 80 it fesla like hell.
I4o 1t s0 it fesls real.
T guess you could say I've a call.

asy encugh to do it 1n a coll.
y enough to do 1t and stay put.
theatrical
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Berek-plage (2)

The bent print bulging befors hi:
Obscene bikinis hide in the dunes,

ik scenory.

Breaste and hips  confectioner's sugsr
0f 15¢t10 crystals, titillating the light,

Waile a green pool opens it eye,
Stk with wat it haa swallowe

Lisbs, isages, shrieks. Benind the concrete bunkers
Two lovers unstick themselve:

© white sss-croskeryy
Waat cuppad sigha, what salt in the thronth

And the onlooker, trembling,
Drawn 1ike @ long material

Through a still virulence,
And & weed, hairy as privates.

3
On the beleonies of the hotel, things are glittering.

Things, thingsf-—

Tubuler steel wheelohairs, alustmua crutches?
Such salt-aweetnessf Why should T walk

Beyond the breaiwater, spotty with barnscles?
I am ot a nurse, white and attendant,

T ax ot a satle %
These onildren are after sosething, with hooks and ori

Ané 5y hesrt too small to bandage their terrible faults.
This 1s the side of @ man: his red rids,

(next

vage)
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Berck-Plage

by
This 1o the ses, then, this great abeyance.
How the sun's poultice draws on ay infladfftiont

Blectrityingly-colored sherbets, scooped Troa the freess
By pale girls, travel the air in scorched hands.

Why is 4t 90 quiet, what are they hiding?
1 have two legs, and T move smilingly.

A sandy dazper kills the vibrations;
It stretches for miles, the shrusk voices

Waving and orutchless, half their old size.
The 1ines of the eye, soalded by these bald surfa

Boomerang 1ike anchored elastics, hurting the ownsr..
Io it any wonder he pute on dark glasse

Is 4t any wonder he affecte a black cassock?
Hore he cosss now, among the mackerel gatherers

Who wall up their backe agatnst him.
They are handling the black and green losenges like the parts of a body.

The sea, that orystallized the
Gresps amay, many-snaked, with a long hiss of distre:

2.
This black boot has no mercy for anybody.
Why should it, it ds the hearse of a dead faot,

The high, dead, toeless foot of this prisst
¥io pluate the well of his book,

(next page)
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5.
The grey sky lowers, the nills like a green sea
Bun £o1d upong fold far off, concealing their hollows,

The hollows in which rock the thoughts of the wife---
Blunt, practical boats

Pull of dresses and hats and ohina and sarried daughters.
Tn the pamlor of the stone hous

One curtain 4s flickering froa the open windom,
Plickering and pouring, a pitiful candle.

This is the tongue of the dead men: remember, resember.
How far he 1 nowf’ his actions

Around nis like livingroon furaiture, like & dfcor.
Ao the pallors gather——

The pallors of hands and neighberdy faces,
The elate pallors of flying irts.

They are flying off into nothing: remember us.
he empty benches of memory look over stones,

Narble fapades with blus veins, and jelly-glassfuls of daffodils.
It is w0 beautiful up here: 1t is & otopping Fluce.

6
The unnatural fatness of these liae leavi
Pollarded green balls, the trees march fo church.

The volee of the priest, 1n thin ar,
Neotn the corpse at the gate,

Adézessing 1t, while the hills roll the nots
A glitter of whaat end crude sarth.

of the dead bell;
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Serck-Plage (3)

he norves bursting 1ike tress, and this s the surgeon:
one airrory ey E

A facet of knowledge.
0n a striped msttress in one room

A0 014 man i vanisning.
here 1a no help in his

ping wite.

Wnere are the eye-stones, yellow and valusble,
404 the tongue, sapphire of ash.

s

4 wedding-oske face in & pager frill.

How supertor he 1a now.

It 1s ke possessing o saint.
he nurses in their wing-caps are no longer so besutiful;

They are browning, 1ike toushed gardenias.
he bed ia rolled from the wall.

This 1e what 1t 1s to be complete. It is horrible,
o he wearing pajasas or an evening suit

Under the glusd sheet from which his powlory beak
Rises 80 whitely, unbuffetes

They propped nis jaw with o book until 1t stiffensd
Ané folded his hands, that were shaking: goodbye, Boodbye.

Now the washed sheete fly in the sun,
The pillo cases are sweetening.

It 45 @ blessing, it 1s a blessing:
The long coffin of soap-calored ouk,

The curfous bearers and the raw date
Sngraving 1teelf in silver with marvelous calm.
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serck-rlage (6)

Thetr eyes opening
On & wonderful thing---

Six rouns black hate in the grass and & losenge of wood,
And & naked outh, red and aviward.

For a minute the sky pours into the hole like plassa.
There 1s no hope, 1t is given up.
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Borcic-plage (5)

st 1o the name of that color?
014 b10od of caked walls the sun he

014 blood of 1imb stusps, burnt heart
The widow with her black pockethook and three daughters,

Necessary dmong the flowers
Enfolds ner face like fine linen,

Kot to be spread again.
Waile a sky, woray with put-by sailes,

Passes cloud after cloud.
And the bride flowers expend a freshness

And the soul is & bride
In & st112 place, and the groom ia red and forgetful, he is featurel

%
Behtnd the glass of tnis car
The world purrs, shut-off and gentle.

A4 T aa dark-sutted and still, a meaber of the party,
G1iding up in low gear benind the cart.

404 the priest 1s a vessel,
A tarred fabric, sorry and dull,

Following the coffin on its flowery cart ltke a beautiful wosan,
A crest of breasts, eyelids and lipe

Storatng the hilltop.
Then, fron the barred yard, the ohildren

Sme1) the melt of shoe-blacking,
Their faces turning, wordless and slow,

(next page)
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Getting There

How far da 1¢7
How far 1s 1t now?

The gigentic gorilla interior
Of the wheela move, they appal
The terrible braine

of Krupp, black muzzles
Revolving, the sound

Punching out Absence: like camnon,
It 1o Russin I have to get across, it is some war or other.
1 an dragging ay body

Quietly through the straw of the boxcars.

Now is the time for brivery.

What 4o wheels eat, these wieels

Fixed to their arcs like gods,

The silver leash of the will-—

Tnexorable. And their pride!

ALL the gods xnow is destinations.

Iana letter in this slot-—

1 £l to a name, two eyes.

WALl there be fire, will there be bread?

Hore there 1s such mud.

It 1s a tratnstop, the mursss

Undergotng the faucet water, its veils, veils in & munnery,
Touching their wounded,

The men the blood still pumps forward,

Legs, arms piled outside

The tert of unending cries.

A hospital of dolls.

And the men, what is left of the men

Pumped anead by these pistons, this blood

Into the next mile,

The next hour-—

Dynasty of broken arrowst
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Gulliver
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High, high and leily

nd & 1ittle Tlat, as if they

Floated on a glasa that was invisible.
Unlike swans,
Having no reflections;

Ualtke you,
With no strings attached.
ALL co01, all blue. Unlike you-—

You, there on your back,
Byes to the sky.
The spider-aen have caught you,

Winding and twining their petty fetters,
hedr bribese—
S0 many silks.

How they hate you.
They converse in the valley of your fingers, they are inchworms.
They would have you sleep in their cabinets,

fhis tos and that tos, a relic.
Step off!
Step off seven leagues, like those distances

That revolve dn Grivelld, untouchable.
Let this eye be an eagle,
@he ahadow of this 1ip, an abyss.
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Hodusa.

0£f that landepit of stony mouth-plug:
Byes rolled by white sticks
Bare cupping the incoherenc
You house your unnerving head--—-God-ball,
Lens of mercies,

Your stooges
FPlying their wild cells in my keol!
Pushing by 1ike hearts,

Rod stignata at the very cemter,
Riding the ip tide to the mearbst point of departure,

shadow,

Drageing their Jesus hair.
Did T escape, T wonder?

My mind winds to you,

014 barnacled usbilicus, Atlantic cable,

Keoptng 1tself, it 1n a state of mirsculous repair.

In any case, you are always there,
fremulous breath at the end of my line,
Gurve of water upleaping

o =y water rod, dazzling and grateful,
Touching and sucking?

T atan't call you.
I a14n't call you st all.
Novertheless, nevertheles

You steaned to me over the sea,
Fat and rod, a placenta

Paralyzing the kicking lovers.
Cobra 1ignt
Squeesing the bresth from the blood bells
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Getting There (2)

o £ax 10 117
Thers 1s mad on ay fest,

Thick, red and slipping, It is Aduats sie,

Tnin earth I rise from, and 1 in sgony.

1 cannot undo ayaelt, waa the train 1a stessing,

Steaing and brantring, s teeth

Ready to ro1l, ke @ dovil's.

There 1a @ atnate at the end of 1t

A ninate, 8 dentrop.

Rom tax 4 12

It 10 30 smen)

The place T am goveing to, why are Shere these obstacles———
The body of thia beewadtu vostn,

Gharred skirts and deatpaask

Nourned by religious Tiguwes, by gariended ohildren.

Ant now dotonstions—

Tnunder and gun

Tae tirers betwasn un.
Ia there o still plsce

Turaing and turnine in the middle air,
Untouched asd untoucrabl

210 train 1 drasstng 1t
(s snimer

Tnaano for the destinmtion,
The blooaspot,

The face ot the ond of the flare.

T an bury the vounded ike pupas,
T sna count ad bury the desd.
Iat thetr soule writhe 1n o dow,
Tncense in sy track.

The carrisges rock, they axs cradie
4nd 1, stopping fron tnte skin

of 014 vantages, boredoms, old faces

1f, 1t 1s screantng

Step to you from the black car of Lethe,
Pure as a baby.
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Nick and the Candlestick (2)

In you, ruby.
The pain
You wake to is not yours.

Tove, love,
1 nave hung our cave with roses,
Mith soft rugs-—-

The last of Victorianaf
Lot the stare
Plummet to their dark address,

et the meruric
Atoms that cripple drip
Into the terridle well,

You are the one
50114 the spaces lean on, envious.
You are the baby in the barn.
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Lesbos (2)

& stink of fat and baby crap.
doped and thick from ny last sleeping pill.
The smog of cooking, the suog of hell

Floate our heads, two venomous opposites,

Our bones, our hair.

1 oall you Orphan, orphan. You are 11l.

he sun gives you ulcers, the wind gives you t.D.
Once you were beautiful.

In New York, Hollywood, the men said: ‘Through?
Gee bady, you are rare.'

You acted, acted, acted for the thrill.
The impotent husband slumps out for a cotfes
I try to keep hin in,

An 0ld pole for the lightning,

The acid baths, the skyfuls off of you.

He lusps it down the plastic cobbled hill,
Plogged trolley. The sparks are blue.

The blue sparks epill,

Splitting like quarts into & million bits.

0 Jeweld” 0 valuadler
That night the moon
Drugged 4ta blood bag, sick
Anizal

Up over the harbor lights.
And then grew normal,
Hard and apart and whit:
The scale-shoen on the sand scared me to death.
We kept picking up handfuls, loving it,

Working 1t 1ike dough, & mulatto body,

The silk grite.

4 dog pioked up your doggy husband. They went on.

Now T am silent, hate
Up tb ay neck,
Thick, thickl
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The Other

You cone in late, wiping your 1ips.
What d1d I leave untouched on the dooratep——

Waite Nike,
Streasing between ay walls?

Suilingly, blue lightning
Assumes, 1ike  meathook, the burden of his parts.

The police love you, you confess everytring.
Brignt hair, shos-black, 014 plastic,

Is ay 1ite so intriguing?
Is 1t for this you widen your eye-rings?

s it for tnis the air motes depart?
They are not air motes, they are corpuscls

Open your handbag. Wnat is that bad smell?
It 1s your knitting, busily

Hooking 1taelf to itself,
It is your sticky candiss.

T have your he
Navel cords, blue

on my wall.
ed and lucent,

Shriek fros ay belly like arrows, and these I ride.
© moon-glow, o sick on

The stolen horses, the fornications
Cirele & womb of marbl

(noxt

page)
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Lestos (3)

40 not speak.
am packing the hard potatoes like good clothes,

an packing the bables,

an packing the sick cats.

vage of o

It 45 love you are full of. You know who you hate.

He is hugging his ball and chain down by the gate

nat opens to the sea

Where it drives in, white and black,

Then spews 1t back.

Bvery day you £411 him with soul-stuff, like a pitcher.
You are g0 exhausteds

Your voice my ear-ring

Flapping and sucking, blood-loving bat.

That i that? Tnat is thatr

You peer from the door,

Sad hag. 'Every woman's a whore.

I can't communtcate.

T see your cute dfcor

Close on you ke the fist of a baby
Or an anemons, that sea

Sweetheart, that Kleptomanisc.

1 am st111 raw.

1 say I may be back.

You know what lies are forf

Even in your Zen heaven we shan't meetr
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Stopped Dead

A squeal of brake
Or 1s 1t a birth ory?

424 here we are, hung out over the dead drop
Unele, yants factory Patso, millionaires
And you out cold beside me in your chair.

The wheels, two rubber grubs, bite their sweet tails.
In that Spain down there?

Bed and yellow, two passionate hot metals

Weithing and sighing, what sort of a scenery is 1t7

Tt ien't England, 1t isn't France, it isn't Ireland.

Itts violent. We're here on a visit,
With a goddan bady soreaning off sonewhere.
There's alvays a bloody baby in the air.
I'6 call 1t o sunset, but

Whoever heard o sunset yowl like that?

You are sunk in your seven chins, still as & han.
Who 4o you think I am,

Uacle, uncle?

Sad Hamlet, with & knife?

Where do you stash your 1ife?

Is ¢ a penny, & pearl.
Your soul, your soul?
I'0) carry it off like & rich prevty girl,
Sinply open the door and step out of the car
And live in Gibralter on air, on gir.





images/00041.jpg
The other (2)

Where are you going
That you suck breath like aileage?

Sulphurous adulteries grieve in & dreas.
014 glass, how you insert yourself

Betweon myself and myseltr
I scrateh 1ike a cat.

The blood that runs 1s dark fruit---
An effect, a cosmetic.

You satle.
Wo, 1t 1s not fatal.






images/00044.jpg
The Gourage or SHAMARY

The courage of the shut mouth, in spite of artillery!
The line pink and quiet, & worm, basking.

There are black disca behind 4%, the Gisce of outrage,
And.the outrage of & sky, the lined brain of it.

The disca rovolve, they ask to be heard,

Loaded, us they are, with accounts of bastardi
Bastardies, usages, desortions and doublene
The needle journeying in its groove

Stlver beast between two dark canyons,
A great surgeon, now a tattooist,

Tattooing over and over the same blue grievances
The snakes, the babies, the tits

On meraaids and two-legged dreangiris.

The surgeon 1s quist, he does not speak.

Ho has seen %00 much death, his hands are full of it.

S0 the disca of the brain revolve, like the muzel
Then there ia that antique billnook, the tongue,
Indetatigable, purple. Must it be cut out?

It has nine tails, it is dangerous.

404 the motse 1t flays from the air, once it gsts goins?

of camor

No, the tongue, t00, has been put by
Hung up in the library with the engravings of Rangoon

And the fox heads, the otter heads, the heads of dead rabbit:
It 1s a marvellous object—

The things it has plerced in its timef

But how about the eyes, the eyes, the eyea?
Nirrors can Kill and talk, they are terrible rooms
In which a torture goss on one can only wateh.
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Fopples in Octover

For Helder + SuzcTla haeds

Sven the sun-clouds this morning cannot manage such skirts.
Nor the wonan in the ambulance
Whose red heart blooms through her coat so astoundingly-

A BiT%, & love gift
Utterly unasked for
By e sky

Palely and flasily
Igniting its carbon monoxides, by eyes
Dulled to & halt under bowlers.

0 ay God, what aa I
That these late mouths should cry open
In & forest of frost, in a dawn of cornflowers
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Nick and the Gandlestick

Iana miner. The light burne blue
Waxy stalacaite
Drip and thicken, tears

Black bat atrs

Weap me, ragsy shawls,
014 homicides.
They weld to

ke pluss.

018 cave of celetun
Tetcles, old echoert
Even the newts are white,

Those holy Joes.
And the fish, the fish-—m
Christi they are panes of ice,

A vice of knives,
Astranha
Religion, drinking

Its firet commnton out of my 1ive toes.
The candle
Gulpe and recovers its small altitude,

Its yollom hearten.
0 love, how did you got here?
0 embryo

Remembering, even in sleep,
Your crossed posttion.
The blood blooms clean
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he Courage of Quistness (2)

The face that 1ived in this airror is the face of & dead man.
Do not worry sbout the ey

They may be white and shy, they ere mo stool pigeons,
Their death rays folded like flags

0f & country no longer heard of,
An obstinate independency
Tnsolvent among the mountains
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Testos

Victousness in the kitchent
The potatoes hisa.

It 1o all Hollywood, windowless,

The fluorescent light winoing on and off like a terridle
Coy paper stripe for doors—-n

Stage curtains, a widow's frizsf

And 1, love, aa a pathological lisr,

And ay child——-look at her, face down on the floory
Little unstrung puppet, kicking to dissppea}.
Why she 1s a schizophrenic,

Her face red and wite, a panic.

You have stuck her kittens outside your window

In u sort of coment well

Where they crap and puke and ory and she can't hear.
You say you cantt atand her,

The bastard's a girle

You who have blown your tubes like a bad radio
Clear of voices and history, the staticky
Notse of the new.

You say I should drown the kittens. Their o
You say I should drown ay girl.

She'll cut her throat at ten if she's mad at two.

The bavy smiles, fat snail,

From the polished lozenges of orange linoleus.

You could eat him. He's a boy.

You say your husband is just no good to you,

Hia Jew-masa guards his sweet sex 1ike a pearl.

You have one baby, T have two.

I should it on a Tock off Cornwall and cosb my hair.
T should wear tiger pants, I should have an affair.
We should meet in another life, we should meet in air,
Yo and you.

111

migraine,
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sagt

The abstracts hover like dull angele:
Kothing %o vulgar aa & nose or an eye
Sossing the sthereal blanke of their face-ovals.

Their whitensss bears ao relation to laundry,
Saow, chalk or sucklike. They're
The reul tning, all rignt: the Good, ©

Tru

Salutary and pure as boiled water,
Loveleas s the multiplication table
Wnile the onild sailes into thin atr.

Six monthe in the world, and she is able
To rack on all fours like a padded hamock.
For her, the heavy notion of Bvil

Attending her cot 1s less than a belly ache,
And Love the mother of milk, no theory.
They mistake their ster, these papery godfolk.

They want the orib of some lamp-neaded Plato.
Let then astound 1is heart with their merit.
Wnat girl ever flourished in such company?






