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xxiii
            Introduction

         

         On 22 April 1953, Sylvia Plath received her first acceptance from Harper’s Magazine. The editor, Russell Lynes, was pleased to publish not one but three poems by the twenty-year-old Smith College student. Ecstatic, Plath replied on 24 April: ‘I consider Harper’s my first real appearance in the Elysian field of “adult” writing’ (L1 599). Her joy had not subsided three days later when she called the milestone her ‘first real professional acceptance’ (Journals 179). This new phase in Plath’s career would lead to her becoming one of the most admired figures in twentieth-century literature and culture.

         Ted Hughes’s Pulitzer Prize-winning edition of Plath’s Collected Poems (1981) contains 274 poems in total, beginning with the poems he believed she composed in 1956 and proceeding through those she wrote in 1963, with a selection of fifty early poems at the end. By contrast, The Poems of Sylvia Plath includes 542 poems. The book starts with Plath’s 1953–63 poems, followed by a section of editorial notes. Her 1937–52 poems come next, with notes beneath each poem. This format separates her mature work from her early work and provides information about Plath’s composition practices. Together, both parts of the book introduce readers to the entirety of Plath’s career, beginning with her adult poems and proceeding to the early poems on which her unparalleled development rested.

         Over forty years have passed since the publication of Plath’s Collected Poems. Scholarship has flourished, motivated by such ground-breaking resources as Plath’s unabridged Journals (2000), edited by Karen V. Kukil, Ariel: The Restored Edition (2004), the Letters of Sylvia Plath (two volumes, 2017 and 2018), edited by Peter K. Steinberg and Kukil, and The Collected Prose of Sylvia Plath (2024), edited by Steinberg. A wealth of biographical information is now available, including Heather Clark’s Red Comet: The Short Life and Blazing Art of Sylvia Plath (2020), which meticulously chronicles Plath’s life. Decades of research have led to the discovery of new materials. As editors, our decisions often relied on primary sources that were not available when Hughes edited the Collected Poems. For instance, many of Plath’s experiences in 1956 inspired poems that she wrote later, as documented in her calendars and xxiv journals. While Hughes placed these poems in the 1956 section of the Collected Poems, we have assigned them more accurate dates. Our edition nearly doubles the number of poems in the Collected Poems, accurately arranging them chronologically, selecting the last, most authorial copy-text, and providing much needed context in the notes, all of which help to document Plath’s creative evolution as a poet.

         The contents of Plath’s archives – including her early diaries, calendars, journals, letters, manuscripts, scrapbooks, and submission lists – are incomparable resources for understanding the order and composition of her poems. The Lilly Library at Indiana University holds the bulk of Plath’s early work (which she left at home before departing for England in late 1959), purchased from her mother, Aurelia Plath, in 1977. The Sylvia Plath Collection in Smith College Special Collections houses Plath’s later work, including the manuscripts and typescripts of the Ariel Poems, acquired from Ted Hughes in 1981. The Plath Collection also contains early items donated to Smith by Aurelia Plath in 1983. Additionally, Smith has Plath’s fair copies of early lyrics dedicated to her college friend Enid Epstein Mark and a trove of resources in the Judith Raymo Collection of Sylvia Plath. Smith is also home to the Edward Butscher Collection of Papers on Sylvia Plath, which contains a cache of photocopies of Plath’s typescripts; some originals of these typescripts are in private collections. Many of these artefacts record Plath’s revision of poems. By considering her composition practices, readers can develop a new understanding of Plath’s vitality as a poet, observing how her poems gain momentum and take shape.

         For decades, Plath has taught readers to love poetry. She humanizes poetry’s difficulty for readers, inspiring them with her conviction that creating art from the reality of one’s life is of the utmost importance. Many people identify with Plath, becoming acquainted with her image in popular culture and her heroine, Esther Greenwood, in her novel The Bell Jar (1963). Plath combines raw emotional depth with humour and an uncompromising, unapologetic sense of vulnerability and strength. Now, readers can develop a new understanding of each poem, listening as Plath did to each word she chose. The professionalism Plath brought to her craft presents a model for creative and critical writers alike. The Poems of Sylvia Plath invites readers to experience her range as a poet, from her newly published early poems to her more familiar later ones, learning from her composition process as she collects ideas and revises stanzas.

         
            *

         

         xxvPlath began publishing her poems at an early age. At eight and a half, she composed what became her first published poem. On 16 May 1941, her mother transcribed the untitled quatrain on the verso of her late husband’s Boston University Department of Biology stationery. Two months later, the Boston Herald published Plath’s lines with the title ‘Poem’ on 10 August 1941. Over the next four years, she drafted more poems, compiling many in a notebook now held by the Morgan Library. At Alice L. Phillips Junior High School during 1945–7, she frequently contributed to the school’s publication, The Phillipian. Individual issues inspired new poems. For instance, she wrote her poem ‘The Spring Parade’ for The Spring Parade Issue in April 1945.

         At Gamaliel Bradford Senior High School, Plath submitted her poems to The Bradford newspaper, where she served as a staff member in 1948–9 and a co-editor in 1949–50. We see the materiality of her working process in the typescripts she revised and the clippings she saved. When The Bradford published Plath’s poem ‘The Farewell’, on 29 April 1950, it switched the order of lines 8 and 12 at the end of the final two stanzas. Whether the newspaper accidentally rearranged the first words of each line, or Plath was trying out a different configuration, when she pasted the clipping into her high school scrapbook, she cut it up and restored the original order of the lines. Line 8 is ‘And the sound of someone crying’, and line 12 is ‘There’s the sound of someone crying’, which match previous typescripts she kept, held in the Lilly Library. Plath’s reconstructed final version is the reading text for ‘The Farewell’ in this edition.

         Plath’s submissions to newspapers and magazines increased in number as she completed high school and started college; she sent many poems to the Christian Science Monitor, the Ladies’ Home Journal, and Seventeen. Editors rejected her poems until her luck changed in the summer of 1950 when the Christian Science Monitor accepted ‘Bitter Strawberries’. The poem, inspired by Plath’s experience working at Lookout Farm as the Korean War began, appeared in print on 11 August 1950, a few weeks before she arrived at Smith College. Plath thrived at Smith. She published poems in student journals and magazines like the Smith Review and The Campus Cat. During her sophomore year, 1951–2, she studied creative writing with Professor Evelyn Page in English 220 (Practice in Various Forms of Writing). Page admired Plath’s ‘serious and successful work in the sonnet’. When it came to feedback, Plath ‘might in the end not accept the changes proposed to her, but she always tried them out. In other words, she had when she was a novice a nearly professional xxvi flexibility, though she by no means gave up her right to govern her own effects and materials’ (7 February 1972, Box 3, Folder 1, MSS 1489, Rosenstein). Commenting on a draft of Plath’s poem ‘Go Get the Goodly Squab’, Page praised Plath’s ‘good work in sound’, noting that the poem’s ‘visual imagery is sharp’.

         While Plath was an accomplished writer when she submitted her poems to Harper’s, that acceptance in April 1953 marked a turning point in her career. Lynes had purchased two villanelles, ‘Doomsday’ and ‘To Eva Descending the Stair’. The villanelle was a difficult form she had recently attempted. Plath was also impressed that he wanted ‘Go Get the Goodly Squab’, which The Atlantic had turned down. During the same semester, W. H. Auden, the Neilson Professor at Smith, visited Plath’s modern poetry class and critiqued her poems. She went on to publish ‘Mad Girl’s Love Song’ in Mademoiselle in August and ‘Circus in Three Rings’ in The Atlantic in 1955. This last poem became the title of the manuscript she submitted as the culmination of her studies with Alfred Young Fisher during her final semester at Smith.

         After graduating from Smith, Plath travelled as a Fulbright Scholar to Newnham College, Cambridge. She became acquainted with the local poetry scene, submitting her poems to student publications like Chequer and Granta. With incredible resourcefulness, Plath began trying to publish each of her poems in the United States and the United Kingdom, developing readerships on both sides of the Atlantic. It was at the launch of a new literary magazine, St Botolph’s Review, on 25 February 1956, that Plath met Ted Hughes. They married on Bloomsday, 16 June 1956 (Leopold Bloom in James Joyce’s Ulysses [1922] navigates Dublin on 16 June 1904). In late May 1957, Plath submitted her poetry book manuscript ‘Two Lovers and a Beachcomber’ in partial fulfilment of her Cambridge bachelor’s degree. Plath composed all but ten of the fifty-nine poems in her manuscript after she met Hughes. In the years that followed, their shared writing life was a profound source of inspiration for Plath. Hughes suggested poem subjects, listing ideas on pages now at Smith (Plates 11–15). The poets worked alongside each other, drafting new lines on the reverse sides of each other’s discarded pages.

         From 1955, when she graduated from Smith, through 1960, when the British publisher Heinemann accepted ‘The Colossus and other poems’, Plath focused on publishing a book of poems. As editors returned her manuscripts, she added and removed content, altering the title at least six times. After submitting ‘Two Lovers and a xxviiBeachcomber’ to the Yale Series of Younger Poets in 1957, without success, she changed her name in the headers from ‘Sylvia Plath Hughes’ to ‘Sylvia Plath’, which she used in versions of her book manuscripts called ‘Full Fathom Five’ and ‘The Bull of Bendylaw’ (1958–9). She shifted to a simpler ‘Plath’ header when she sent ‘The Colossus’ (1959–60) to the Yale Series and Heinemann, who accepted it. A recently discovered typescript of her ‘Bull of Bendylaw’ book manuscript likely dates from February 1959 and contains previously unseen early versions of poems with titles she later changed. The contents of her book manuscripts (listed in section overview notes) shed light on how Plath approached creating a book, considering the impressions poems might make when read in sequence.

         Many moments from daily life inspired Plath’s poems; she was a perceptive reader and observer. She underlined entries in her copy of Webster’s Collegiate Dictionary, seeking exact definitions and happening upon new words and their meanings. For instance, Plath marked the terms ‘soliloquy’ and ‘solipsism’, listed one after the other in her dictionary, and wrote the poem ‘Soliloquy of the Solipsist’ (1956). Later, she transcribed the definitions for ‘Ariel’ and ‘Purdah’ on her drafts of each poem. Plath read widely, annotating the books in her personal library, now primarily held at Smith and the Lilly Library. While teaching at Smith in 1957–8, Plath underlined ‘The Great Carbuncle’ in her copy of Hawthorne’s Short Stories (1955), edited by her teacher, Newton Arvin. She worked as Arvin’s grader that spring and may have drafted her poem ‘The Great Carbuncle’ while doing so; the poem refers to the jewel Hawthorne’s pilgrims seek. During the same semester, Plath attended a modern art course taught by Priscilla Van der Poel at Smith. Their colleague, the artist Leonard Baskin, lectured on sculpture in the course. Plath mentioned in her journal that Van der Poel owned ‘an admirable, huge Baskin “Hanging Man”’ (385). His woodcut The Hanged Man (1955) and the Tarot card of the same name may have informed Plath’s poem ‘The Hanging Man’ (1960).

         Plath often reviewed specific details in past journal entries as she drafted new poems. For instance, on 27 July 1958, she noted having finished two poems about Benidorm, Spain, which she visited with Hughes in 1956. She felt that the experience had been ‘closed to me as a poem subject till now’ (Journals 410). The bullfight she and Hughes had attended led to her poems ‘The Bull of Bendylaw’ and ‘The Goring’ (Journals 403). Even one of Plath’s last poems, written on 28 January 1963, harks back to a trip she took to Germany in xxviii April 1956 with her former boyfriend, Gordon Lameyer, where she witnessed the ‘snow in Munich’ (Journals 272). Plath ends ‘The Munich Mannequins’ with the disquieting observation that ‘The snow has no voice’.

         Plath’s archives primarily hold typescripts of her poems from 1947 through 1961. On 31 October 1961, Plath sold manuscripts and typescripts to the rare-book dealer Ifan Kyrle Fletcher in London for £100; he placed them at Indiana University (L2 688). Her manuscript drafts after this point are more extensive, and she numbered and dated her handwritten and typed pages. With rare exceptions, these materials are at Smith. Throughout her life, Plath typed poems in duplicate or triplicate, layering carbon paper between the pages. She revised and retyped her poems, testing out different possibilities. For instance, the editors found a previously unknown original typescript of Plath’s 1959 poem ‘The Net Menders’ among the copies and clippings Hughes and his sister Olwyn consulted as they prepared the Collected Poems. These Working Papers are held at Smith (boxes 32–5). While the version of ‘The Net Menders’ that Plath published in the New Yorker contains long lines, the previously unseen typescript is composed of shorter lines and longer stanzas. Readers of this edition can interpret both versions, consulting the lists of variants and drawing new conclusions about Plath’s composition of the poem.

         After returning to Britain in late 1959, Plath drafted many of her poems on the pink Smith memorandum paper she began collecting when she was an instructor of first-year English at Smith. She had sought motivation to write a novel and removed stacks of paper from the history department supply closet in Seelye Hall. On 3 March 1958, she recorded:

         
            Got a queer and most overpowering urge today to write, or typewrite, my whole novel on the pink, stiff, lovely-textured Smith memorandum pads of 100 sheets each: a fetish: somehow, seeing a hunk of that pink paper, different from all the endless reams of white bond, my task seems finite, special, rose-cast. (Journals 344)

         

         Plath went on to write The Bell Jar in 1961 on one side of the memorandum paper and many of her late poems on the other. In the summer of 1962, Plath feared she would run out of paper, so she asked her former professor Alfred Young Fisher for more. She told him in a letter of 11 June 1962:

         
            xxixI got so used, at Smith, to scribbling poems on the back of those big pink Smith College Memorandum sheets I have a fetish for them. Do you think I could send a check to someone & buy about a dozen of those pink pads??? My Muse is mad for them! (L2 781)

         

         In October, Plath would compose her most famous poems, such as ‘Ariel’, ‘Cut’, and ‘Lady Lazarus’, by hand on the pink paper before typing them and making further revisions. She then moved on to white bond paper, including her address in the header for publications. For other late poems, including ‘Daddy’, Plath turned over Hughes’s manuscript pages for his play ‘The Calm’ and his typescripts. After she had revised many of her later poems, she added a clean, typed copy to the draft of her book manuscript, which became ‘Ariel and other poems’. Plath’s final typescript of ‘Ariel and other poems’ is reproduced in Ariel: The Restored Edition, and includes late changes that she made by hand.

         On 13 December 1962, Plath typed ‘a long broadcast of all my new poems’ (L2 928), which she sent to Douglas Cleverdon at the BBC (L2 928, 933). Typing these pages, Plath made changes that she had added by hand on the pages of her final typescript of ‘Ariel and other poems’, which suggests that the versions in her ‘New Poems’ typescript came later and provide the reading texts for several poems.

         Since 10 December 1962, Plath had lived with her two children in a flat where the poet W. B. Yeats once resided. She wrote her final poems there, including ‘Words’, ‘Balloons’, and ‘Edge’, the last two sharing the date of 5 February. She recorded these titles on her submission list and noted sending them to the New Yorker. On the morning of 11 February 1963, Plath died from carbon monoxide poisoning.  

         The Poems of Sylvia Plath introduces readers to the complicated process that shaped each poem, piecing together archival materials. Collections are necessarily incomplete; some items are in repositories or private collections, and others are not. However comprehensive, an archive can never replicate the experience of lived life. Working with such materials, one seeks to understand the relationship between fragments. A draft sheds light on a page of notes. A detail in the margin becomes the subject of a new poem. Considering such artefacts together can inform our sense of a writer’s working process. Material histories allow us to interpret documents in ways their author never envisioned but teach us about the development of their work, from its initial lines to its finished form. xxx 

         Editorial Practices

         The editors have sought transparency in all decisions. We started from scratch, identifying each poem’s final authorial version (the last version Plath edited, published, or approved for publication) to be the reading text, also called the copy-text. To do so, we placed the versions of each poem – manuscripts, typescripts, and publications – in approximate chronological order, identifying the final version as the copy-text; this information is in the textual history for each poem. Item descriptions provide identifying information, such as headers, addresses, dates, numbers, illustrations, or watermarks, that help order materials and establish a timeframe for Plath’s composition and revision of poems.

         The reading texts for 1953–63 and then 1937–52 poems are ordered by date of composition. Depending on the information available, the date, approximate date, range of dates, or year used is listed beside the title in the notes for each poem. These dates are based on information in letters, journals, calendars, submission lists, and related materials, which are identified in the notes for individual poems.

         The variants follow the model of Archie Burnett’s revised edition of Philip Larkin’s Complete Poems (Faber & Faber, 2018). Burnett explains that for a variant in part of a line, ‘the change is represented by the relevant portion from the copy-text (the ‘lemma’), a single square bracket, and the variant text’ (xxviii). This edition lists variants as follows: line number lemma] variant source. For instance, when the copy-text for the poem ‘Ariel’ is her ‘New Poems’ typescript, the following note indicates that the Collected Poems (CP) and Ariel: The Restored Edition (ARE) capitalized ‘The’ in line 6:

         6 knees!—the] knees!—The CP, ARE.

         Notes address Plath’s composition of poems and provide further information regarding the copy-text and textual history. The editors have indicated any changes to the copy-text in the notes. In some instances, the final version of a poem contains what we have identified as a typographical error on Plath’s part. We can see when she spells a word one way in several versions of a poem and then inadvertently misspells it in the last version she typed. In these instances, the reading text includes her prior spelling, and the editors have added a note about the change. When Plath shifts between British and American spellings or conventions, the copy-text reflects her choices in the final version. If it is unclear which version is last, the editors have selected xxxithe most likely version as the copy-text and explained the reasoning in the notes. The editors have also identified allusions when poems refer to a writer, text, or work of art, references to the books Plath read, and definitions she marked in her copy of Webster’s Collegiate Dictionary.

         This edition contains facsimiles of the lists Plath kept as she submitted her work for publication and the lists of poem subjects Hughes suggested and Plath annotated. Plath’s submission lists include a folded page filled with titles of poems and stories she sent out from 1948 through 1952, held by the Lilly Library (Plates 1–2), and six lists covering 1959 through 1963 at Smith (Plates 5–10). On each sheet, Plath recorded when she sent out her work and the responses she received, underlining acceptances in red pencil. On another page at Smith, titled ‘The Bull of Bendylaw and other poems’ (Plate 4), Plath kept track as she attempted to publish the poems in her book manuscript with this title. Also reproduced are subject lists Hughes drafted, dating from approximately 1959–62 (Plates 11–15, Smith).

         An appendix prints Peter K. Steinberg’s transcription of portions of Plath’s 21 November 1956 poem ‘Megrims’. He identified fragments of this poem on a piece of carbon paper preserved in Plath’s Government 11 notebook from her sophomore year at Smith (1951–2), now in the Lilly Library (Calendars; L2 17n3).

         Readers of The Poems of Sylvia Plath will gain a new sense of her as a vibrant thinker who captured the world in her poems with a clarity we are only beginning to realize. She cautioned readers at the close of her 1961 piece ‘Context’, published the following year in the London Magazine:

         
            I am not worried that poems reach relatively few people. As it is, they go surprisingly far — among strangers, around the world, even. Farther than the words of a classroom teacher or the prescriptions of a doctor; if they are very lucky, farther than a lifetime. (London, February 1962, 46, transcribed from original; Prose 602)

         

         We hope that Plath’s extraordinary oeuvre will inspire readers long into the future.

          

         Amanda Golden and Karen V. Kukil

         February 2026 xxxii

      

   


   
      
         
xxxiii
            Chronology

         

         A version of this Chronology by Peter K. Steinberg was printed in The Letters of Sylvia Plath, Volumes 1 and 2.

         
            
               

	1932

                27 October
            
                        
                        	


                Sylvia Plath born in Boston, Massachusetts, to Otto Emil (1885–1940) and Aurelia Schober Plath (1906–94); the family live at 24 Prince Street, Jamaica Plain, a neighbourhood in Boston.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1935

                27 April
            
                        
                        	


                Sylvia’s brother Warren Joseph Plath (1935–2021) born.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1936

                Autumn
            
                        
                        	


                The Plaths move to 92 Johnson Avenue in Winthrop, Massachusetts.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1937

                September
            
                        
                        	


                Enrols in the Sunshine School, Winthrop.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1938

                September
            
                        
                        	


                Enters Annie F. Warren Grammar School, Winthrop.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1940

                September
            
                        
                        	


                Enters E. B. Newton School, Winthrop.



	October
            
                        
                        	Otto Plath admitted to the New England Deaconess Hospital, Boston. His gangrenous left leg amputated.



	5 November
            
                        
                        	Otto Plath dies from an embolism in his lung.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1941

                10 August
            
                        
                        	


                ‘Poem’ appears in the Boston Herald; her first publication.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1942

                26 October
            
                        
                        	


                Moves with her mother, brother, and grandparents, Francis ‘Frank’ (1880–1965) and Aurelia Greenwood Schober (1887–1956), to 26 Elmwood Road, xxxivWellesley, Massachusetts. Enters the Marshall Perrin Grammar School.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1943/4

                Summers
            
                        
                        	


                Attends Camp Weetamoe in Center Ossipee, New Hampshire.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1944

                September
            
                        
                        	


                Enters Alice L. Phillips Junior High School.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1945/6

                Summers
            
                        
                        	


                Attends Camp Helen Storrow in Plymouth, Massachusetts.



	1947/8

                Summers
            
                        
                        	


                Attends Vineyard Sailing Camp at Oak Bluffs, Martha’s Vineyard.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1948

                September
            
                        
                        	


                Enters Gamaliel Bradford Senior High School, Wellesley.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1949

                Summer
            
                        
                        	


                Attends Unitarian conference at Star Island, New Hampshire.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1950

                May
            
                        
                        	


                Accepted into Class of 1954 at Smith College, Northampton, Massachusetts. Receives Olive Higgins Prouty scholarship.



	Summer
            
                        
                        	Works at Lookout Farm with Warren Plath in Natick, Massachusetts.



	24 September
            
                        
                        	Begins Smith College. Resides at Haven House.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1951

                Summer
            
                        
                        	


                Works as nanny for Mayo family in Swampscott, Massachusetts. Her friend Marcia Brown (later Stern, 1932–2012) nannies nearby.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1952

                Summer
            
                        
                        	


                Waitresses at the Belmont Hotel in West Harwich, Massachusetts. Works as nanny for the Cantor family in Chatham, Massachusetts.



	23 September
            
                        
                        	Moves to Lawrence House, a cooperative house, at Smith College.xxxv




	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1953

                April–May
            
                        
                        	


                Wins Guest Editor competition at Mademoiselle in New York City.



	June
            
                        
                        	Lives at Barbizon Hotel in New York. Works at Mademoiselle.



	July–August
            
                        
                        	Treated for insomnia and exhaustion. Counselled by psychiatrist. Given inappropriate and excessive outpatient electro-convulsive shock treatments.



	24–26 August
            
                        
                        	Attempts suicide in the basement of her house by taking an overdose of sleeping pills. When found, admitted to Newton-Wellesley Hospital.



	September
            
                        
                        	Transfers first to Massachusetts General Hospital, Boston, then to McLean Hospital, Belmont, Massachusetts. Begins psychiatric treatment with Dr Ruth Beuscher (1923–99).



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1954

                January
            
                        
                        	


                Re-enters Smith College. Repeats second semester of her junior year.



	Summer
            
                        
                        	Attends Harvard Summer School and lives in Cambridge, Massachusetts.



	Autumn
            
                        
                        	Senior year at Smith College on full scholarship.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1955

                February
            
                        
                        	


                Accepted by Newnham College, University of Cambridge.



	April
            
                        
                        	Competes in Glascock Poetry Contest, Mount Holyoke College, South Hadley, Massachusetts.



	May
            
                        
                        	Wins Fulbright scholarship to University of Cambridge.



	6 June
            
                        
                        	Graduates Smith College, summa cum laude.



	14 September
            
                        
                        	Sails on the Queen Elizabeth to UK.



	October
            
                        
                        	Begins courses at Newnham College.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1956

                25 February
            
                        
                        	


                Attends party at Falcon Yard, meets Ted Hughes (1930–98).



	16 June
            
                        
                        	Marries Hughes at St George-the-Martyr, Queen Square, London.



	Summer
            
                        
                        	Honeymoons in Alicante and Benidorm. Lives at the Hughes home, The Beacon, in Heptonstall, Yorkshire.



	Autumn
            
                        
                        	Begins second year at Newnham College.xxxvi




	December
            
                        
                        	Moves to 55 Eltisley Avenue, Cambridge.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1957

                12 March
            
                        
                        	


                Smith College offers Plath teaching position on English faculty.



	June
            
                        
                        	Finishes programme at Newnham. Sails on Queen Elizabeth to New York.



	Summer
            
                        
                        	Vacations in Eastham, Massachusetts.



	
c. 4 September
            
                        
                        	Moves to 337 Elm Street, Northampton, Massachusetts. Begins teaching at Smith College.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1958

                18 April
            
                        
                        	


                Meets Lee Anderson (1876–1972) in Springfield, Massachusetts, and he records her poetry for the Archive of Recorded Poetry and Literature (Library of Congress).



	June
            
                        
                        	Leaves position at Smith College. Records poems for John ‘Jack’ Sweeney (1906–86) of the Woodberry Poetry Room, Harvard. Receives first New Yorker acceptances for ‘Mussel Hunter at Rock Harbor’ and ‘Nocturne’ [‘Hardcastle Crags’].



	9 August
            
                        
                        	‘Mussel Hunter at Rock Harbor’ appears in the New Yorker.



	September
            
                        
                        	Moves to 9 Willow Street, Beacon Hill, Boston.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1959

                February
            
                        
                        	


                Attends poetry course taught by Robert Lowell (1917–77) at Boston University, meets Anne Sexton (1928–74).



	8 March
            
                        
                        	Visits father’s grave in Winthrop.



	July–August
            
                        
                        	Travels across North America with Hughes.



	Oct.–Nov.
            
                        
                        	In residence at Yaddo artistic community in Saratoga Springs, New York.



	December
            
                        
                        	Sails on the United States to Britain.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1960

                January
            
                        
                        	


                Plath and Hughes rent flat at 3 Chalcot Square, Primrose Hill, London.



	10 February
            
                        
                        	Signs contract with Heinemann in London to publish her first collection of poetry, The Colossus and other poems.



	1 April
            
                        
                        	Daughter, Frieda Rebecca Hughes, born.



	31 October
            
                        
                        	Heinemann publishes The Colossus in the UK.xxxvii




	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1961

                June
            
                        
                        	


                Records poems for BBC Radio series The Living Poet.



	July
            
                        
                        	Travels to France with Hughes; reads ‘Tulips’ at the Poetry at the Mermaid festival in London.



	August
            
                        
                        	Plath and Hughes purchase Court Green in North Tawton, Devonshire; sublet London flat to David (1935– ) and Assia Wevill (1927–69).



	22 August
            
                        
                        	Finishes writing her novel The Bell Jar.




	1 September
            
                        
                        	Family move to Court Green.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1962

                17 January
            
                        
                        	


                Son, Nicholas Farrar Hughes (1962–2009), born.



	May
            
                        
                        	Ruth Fainlight (1931– ) and Alan Sillitoe (1928–2010), and the Wevills visit Court Green.



	14 May
            
                        
                        	Knopf publishes The Colossus and other poems in the United States.



	Summer
            
                        
                        	Assia Wevill and Hughes begin an affair. Aurelia Plath visits Court Green.



	September
            
                        
                        	Plath and Hughes visit poet Richard Murphy (1927–2018) in Cleggan, Ireland. Hughes leaves Plath.



	October
            
                        
                        	Writes twenty-five poems; records ‘Berck-Plage’ for BBC and fifteen poems for British Council / Woodberry Poetry Room.



	11 October
            
                        
                        	Hughes moves out of Court Green.



	November
            
                        
                        	Plath rents flat at 23 Fitzroy Road, London, formerly a residence of W. B. Yeats.



	10 December
            
                        
                        	Plath moves with Frieda and Nicholas into Fitzroy Road flat.



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	1963

                January
            
                        
                        	


                London experiences its coldest winter of the century.



	10 January
            
                        
                        	Records review of Donald Hall’s Contemporary American Poetry for BBC.



	14 January
            
                        
                        	Heinemann publishes The Bell Jar under the pseudonym Victoria Lucas.



	4 February
            
                        
                        	Writes last known letters.



	4–5 February
            
                        
                        	Writes last known poems.



	11 February
            
                        
                        	Protects children then commits suicide by gas poisoning.



	18 February
            
                        
                        	Buried in the village of Heptonstall.xxxviii







         

      

   


   
      
         
xxxix
            Abbreviations and Sources

         

         
            
               
	general abbreviations


	AC
            
                        
                        	Autograph changes (by SP)



	ALS
            
                        
                        	Autograph letter signed



	ed mk
            
                        
                        	Editorial marks (by publishers)



	MS (MSs)
            
                        
                        	Manuscript(s)



	n.d.
            
                        
                        	No date



	n.p.
            
                        
                        	No page numbers



	qms
            
                        
                        	Quotation marks



	rep.
            
                        
                        	Reprint



	TL
            
                        
                        	Typed letter



	TLS
            
                        
                        	Typed letter signed



	TS (TSs)
            
                        
                        	Typescript(s)


	 

	people


	ASP
            
                        
                        	Aurelia Schober Plath



	AYF
            
                        
                        	Alfred Young Fisher



	EPage
            
                        
                        	Evelyn Page



	OHP
            
                        
                        	Olive Higgins Prouty



	SP
            
                        
                        	Sylvia Plath



	TH
            
                        
                        	Ted Hughes



	WJP
            
                        
                        	Warren Plath


	 

	sylvia plath primary sources


	AN 
            
                        
                        	Modern Art Notebook, 1958, Box 12, Folder 2, Lilly 




	ARE
            
                        
                        	
Ariel: The Restored Edition, Faber & Faber, 2004



	Ariel (UK) 
            
                        
                        	
Ariel, Faber & Faber, 1965



	Ariel (US) 
            
                        
                        	
Ariel, Harper & Row, 1966



	Bendylaw 
            
                        
                        	TS, ‘The Bull of Bendylaw and other poems’, Carbon, c. 18 Feb. 1959, private collection



	Bell Jar 
            
                        
                        	
The Bell Jar, 1963; Faber & Faber, 2005



	BW 
            
                        
                        	TS and MS, List of poems with submissions to publications, headed ‘The Bull of Bendylaw and other poems’, Box 7, Folder 40, Smith




	Calendars 
            
                        
                        	Box 7, Folder 4: 1951; Folder 5: Jan. 1952–Aug. 1953; Folder 6: July 1954–June 1955, June–Oct. 1955, Oct. 1955–Aug. 1956; Oct. 1955–Oct. 1956; Sep. 1956–July 1957, Lilly; Box 19, Folder 2: 1962, Smith




	Cards 
            
                        
                        	Cards for Family Members, Box 14, Folder 1, Lilly xl




	CD 
            
                        
                        	MS, Diary, Camp Helen Storrow, 1–14 July 1945, Box 7, Folder 2, Lilly




	Colossus (UK) 
            
                        
                        	
The Colossus and other poems, Heinemann, 1960



	Colossus (US)
            
                        
                        	
The Colossus and other poems, Knopf, 1962



	CP
            
                        
                        	
Collected Poems, ed. Ted Hughes, Faber & Faber, 1981



	CTA 
            
                        
                        	Corrected TS of the book Ariel, Box 6, Folder 16, Smith 




	C3R 
            
                        
                        	
TS, ‘Circus in Three Rings’, May 1955, Box 8, Folder 7, Lilly




	D 1944 
            
                        
                        	MS, 1944 Diary, Box 7, Folder 1, Lilly




	D 1945
            
                        
                        	MS, 1945 Diary, Box 7, Folder 1, Lilly




	D 1946 
            
                        
                        	MS, 1946 Diary, Box 7, Folder 1, Lilly




	D 1949–51
            
                        
                        	MS, Diary, Aug. 1949–Mar. 1951, Box 7, Folder 4, Lilly




	HSS
            
                        
                        	High School Scrapbook, 1947–51, Box Oversize 3, Lilly 




	Journals
            
                        
                        	
The Journals of Sylvia Plath, 1950–1962, ed. Karen V. Kukil, Faber & Faber, 2000



	J 1946–7
            
                        
                        	MS, Journal, 24 Dec. 1946–28 July 1947, with loose items, Box 7, Folder 3, Lilly




	J 1947–8 
            
                        
                        	MS, Journal, 24 July 1947–25 Mar. 1948, with loose items, Box 7, Folder 3, Lilly




	L1 
            
                        
                        	
The Letters of Sylvia Plath: Volume I (1940–1956), ed. Peter K. Steinberg and Karen V. Kukil, Faber & Faber, 2017



	L2
            
                        
                        	
The Letters of Sylvia Plath: Volume II (1956–1963), ed. Peter K. Steinberg and Karen V. Kukil, Faber & Faber, 2018



	LH 
            
                        
                        	
Letters Home: Correspondence, 1950–1963, ed. Aurelia Schober Plath, Faber & Faber, 1976



	LP 
            
                        
                        	
The Living Poet, TS with SP’s pencil annotations for 5 June 1961 recording for the BBC Radio programme of the same name, aired 8 July 1961 on the Third Programme, Smith 




	Lyonnesse 
            
                        
                        	
Lyonnesse. Rainbow Press, 1971



	MN 
            
                        
                        	MS, Memorandum Notebook, 1944, Box 19, Folder 26, Smith




	Morgan 1 
            
                        
                        	MS, Poems, MA 3775.2–6, Morgan




	Morgan 2 
            
                        
                        	MS, ‘Poems’ Notebook, MA 3775.1, Morgan




	NA 
            
                        
                        	TS, ‘SP’s Notes for Ariel Poems’, 13 Dec 1962, Carbon of NP, Box 6, Folder 17, Smith




	NP 
            
                        
                        	TS, ‘New Poems’, 13 Dec 1962, Add 88589, Item 8, BL 




	PL 
            
                        
                        	TS and MS, Lists of Publications, 1959–61, Box 14.2, Folder 308, Smith




	Prose 
            
                        
                        	
The Collected Prose of Sylvia Plath, ed. Peter K. Steinberg, Faber & Faber, 2024



	Pursuit 
            
                        
                        	
Pursuit, Rainbow Press, 1973 xli




	Scrapbook 
            
                        
                        	TS, ‘Sylvia’s Scrapbook’, c. 25 May 1947, Box 8, Folder 6, Lilly




	Subjects 
            
                        
                        	MS, Lists of Poem Subjects, 1959–62, TH and SP, Box 14.2, Folder 306, Smith




	SubList 
            
                        
                        	
TS and MS, Submission Lists, ‘Record of Stories, Poems and Articles Sent Out’, 1948–52, Box 10, Folder 6, Lilly; September 1959–4 February 1963, Box 14.2, Folder 307, Smith




	TPI 
            
                        
                        	
Trois Poemes Inedits de Sylvia Plath, Editions Darfour, 1975



	Two Lovers
            
                        
                        	TS, ‘Two Lovers and a Beachcomber’ by Sylvia Plath Hughes, May 1957, English Tripos, Part II, Alvarez Papers, Add MS 88589, BL




	YP 
            
                        
                        	TS, ‘The Colossus and other poems’, submitted 25 Jan. 1960, to the Yale Series of Younger Poets, Box 8, Folder 8, Lilly



	 

	publications and publishers


	Accent 
            
                        
                        	Accent



	America Sings
            
                        
                        	
America Sings: Anthology of College Poetry, National Poetry Association, 1952



	Antaeus
            
                        
                        	
Antaeus magazine



	Antioch 
            
                        
                        	Antioch Review



	Arts 
            
                        
                        	Arts in Society



	Atl. 
            
                        
                        	Atlantic Monthly



	Bazaar
            
                        
                        	Harper’s Bazaar



	
Bore. 55

            
                        
                        	
Best Poems of 1955: Borestone Mountain Poetry Awards, 1956, Stanford, 1957



	Bore. 57
            
                        
                        	
Best Poems of 1957: Borestone Mountain Poetry Awards, 1958, Stanford, 1958



	
Bore. 58 

            
                        
                        	
Best Poems of 1958: Borestone Mountain Poetry Awards, 1959, Pacific Books, 1960



	Bore. 59 
            
                        
                        	
Best Poems of 1959: Borestone Mountain Poetry Awards, 1960, Pacific Books, 1961



	Bradford
            
                        
                        	
The Bradford, Gamaliel Bradford Senior High School, Wellesley, MA



	CC
            
                        
                        	
The Campus Cat, Smith College, Northampton, MA



	Chelsea
            
                        
                        	Chelsea Review



	Cheltenham 
            
                        
                        	
Handbook of the Cheltenham Festival of Literature, 1 October–6 October 1962. Cheltenham Arts Festival in Association with Cheltenham Corporation and the Arts Councils of Great Britain, 1962



	Crit. Q 
            
                        
                        	Critical Quarterly



	CS Monitor 
            
                        
                        	Christian Science Monitor



	ELH 
            
                        
                        	
English Literary History xlii




	Enc. 
            
                        
                        	Encounter



	Eng. Poetry Now 
            
                        
                        	
English Poetry Now, CQ Poetry Supplement, ed. C. B. Cox and A. E. Dyson, no. 3, 1962



	Golden Year 
            
                        
                        	
The Golden Year, ed. Melville Cane, John Farrar, and Louise Townsend Nicholl, Fine Editions Press, 1960



	Grecourt 
            
                        
                        	
Grecourt Review, Smith College, Northampton, MA



	Guinness 
            
                        
                        	The Guinness Book of Poetry 5, 1960/61, Putnam, 1962



	Harper’s
            
                        
                        	Harper’s Magazine



	Hmn 
            
                        
                        	Heinemann



	Hudson 
            
                        
                        	
Hudson Review




	Kenyon 
            
                        
                        	
Kenyon Review




	LB 
            
                        
                        	
Light Blue, Dark Blue: An Anthology of Recent Writing from Oxford and Cambridge Universities, ed. Julian Mitchell, John Fuller, William Donaldson, and Robin McLaren, MacDonald & Co., 1960



	LBV 
            
                        
                        	
The London Bridge Book of Verse, ed. N. L. Clay, Heinemann, 1962



	LHJ 
            
                        
                        	Ladies’ Home Journal



	List. 
            
                        
                        	The Listener



	London
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            SP began Smith College on 24 September 1950 and lived in Haven House during the terms until 28 May 1952.
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            SP moved to Lawrence House at Smith on 23 September 1952, and lived there during terms until 6 June 1955.
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            SP left for Newnham College, Cambridge University, in September 1955. She lived in Whitstead House, 1 October 1955–December 1956.xlviii
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            SP and TH lived at 55 Eltisley Avenue in Cambridge, December 1956–June 1957.
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	‘Elm St 1’
            
                           
                           	‘Sylvia Plath / Apartment 3 rear / 337 Elm Street / Northampton, Massachusetts’



	‘Elm St 2’
            
                           
                           	‘Sylvia Plath / Apartment 3 rear / 337 Elm Street / Northampton, Mass.’
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	‘Court Green 2’
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                           	‘Sylvia Plath / Court Green / North Tawton, Devonshire’



	‘Court Green 4’
            
                           
                           	‘Sylvia Plath / Court Green / North Tawton, Devon.’






            

            On 10 December 1962, SP moved to 23 Fitzroy Road, London.

            
               
                  
	‘Fitzroy’
            
                           
                           	‘Sylvia Plath / 23 Fitzroy Road / London N.W.1’
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            1953

         

      

   


   
      
         
3
            To Eva Descending the Stair

         

         
            
               Clocks cry: stillness is a lie, my dear;

               The wheels revolve, the universe keeps running.

               Proud you halt upon the spiral stair.

            

            
               The asteroids turn traitor in the air,

                   And planets plot with old elliptic cunning; 5

               Clocks cry: stillness is a lie, my dear.

            

            
               Red the unraveled rose sings in your hair:

               Blood springs eternal if the heart be burning.

               Proud you halt upon the spiral stair.

            

            
               Cryptic stars wind up the atmosphere; 10

               In solar schemes the tilted suns go turning;

               Clocks cry: stillness is a lie, my dear.

            

            
               Loud the immortal nightingales declare:

               Love flames forever if the flesh be yearning.

               Proud you halt upon the spiral stair. 15

            

            
               Circling zodiac compels the year;

               Intolerant beauty never will be learning.

               Clocks cry: stillness is a lie, my dear.

               Proud you halt upon the spiral stair.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Doomsday

         

         
            
               The idiot bird leaps out and drunken leans

               Atop the broken universal clock:

               The hour is crowed in lunatic thirteens.

            

            
               Our painted stages fall apart by scenes

                   While all the actors halt in mortal shock: 5

               The idiot bird leaps out and drunken leans.4

            

            
               Streets crack through in havoc-split ravines

               As the doomstruck city crumbles block by block:

               The hour is crowed in lunatic thirteens.

            

            
               10 Fractured glass flies down in smithereens;

               Our lucky relics have been put in hock:

               The idiot bird leaps out and drunken leans.

            

            
               God’s monkey wrench has blasted all machines;

               We never thought to hear the holy cock:

               15 The hour is crowed in lunatic thirteens.

            

            
               Too late to ask if end was worth the means,

               Too late to calculate the toppling stock:

               The idiot bird leaps out and drunken leans,

               The hour is crowed in lunatic thirteens.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Mad Girl’s Love Song

         

         
            
               I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead;

               I lift my lids and all is born again:

               I think I made you up inside my head.

            

            
               The stars go waltzing out in blue and red

               5     And arbitrary blackness gallops in:

               I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead.

            

            
               I dreamed that you bewitched me into bed

               And sung me moonstruck, kissed me quite insane:

               I think I made you up inside my head.

            

            
               10 God topples from the sky, hell’s fires fade,

               Exit seraphim and Satan’s men:

               I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead.

            

            
               I fancied you’d return the way you said,

               But I grow old and I forget your name:

               15 I think I made you up inside my head.

            

            
               I should have loved a thunder-bird instead,

               At least when spring comes they roar back again.

               I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead.

               I think I made you up inside my head.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
5
            Dialogue en Route

         

         
            
               “If only something would happen!”

               sighed Eve, the elevator-girl ace,

               to Adam the arrogant matador

               as they shot past the forty-ninth floor

               in a rocketing vertical clockcase, 5

               fast as a fallible falcon.

            

            
               “I wish millionaire uncles and aunts

               would umbrella like liberal toadstools

               in a shower of Chanel, Dior gowns,

               filet mignon and walloping wines, 10

               a pack of philanthropical fools

               to indulge my extravagant wants.”

            

            
               Erect in his folderol cloak

               sham Adam the matador cried:

               “O may G-men all die of the choler, 15

               and my every chimerical dollar

               breed innumerable bills, bona fide:

               a hot hyperbolical joke!”

            

            
               Said Eve: “I wish venomous nematodes

               were bewitched to assiduous lovers, 20

               each one an inveterate gallant

               with Valentino’s crack technical talent

               for recreation down under the covers:

               erotic and elegant episodes.”

            

            
               Added Adam, that simian swell, 25

               with his modish opposable thumb:

               “O for ubiquitous free aphrodisiacs,

               and for pumpkins to purr into Cadillacs

               and voluptuous Venus to come

               waltzing up to me out of her cockle-shell.” 30

            

            
               Breaking through gravity’s garrison,

               Eve, the elevator-girl ace,

               and Adam the arrogant matador

               shot past the ninety-fourth floor

               to corral the conundrum of space 35

               at its cryptic celestial origin.6

            

            
               They both watched the barometer sink

               as the world swiveled round in its orbit

               and thousands were born and dropped dead,

               40 when, from the inane overhead,

               (too quick for the pair to absorb it)

               came a gargantuan galactic wink.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Admonitions

         

         
            
               Oh never try to knock on rotten wood

               or play another card game when you’ve won;

               never try to know more than you should.

            

            
               The magic golden apples all look good

               5     although the wicked witch has poisoned one.

               oh never try to knock on rotten wood.

            

            
               From here the moon seems smooth as angel-food,

               from here you can’t see spots upon the sun;

               never try to know more than you should.

            

            
               10 The suave dissembling cobra wears a hood

               and swaggers like a proper gentleman;

               oh never try to knock on rotten wood.

            

            
               While angels wear a wakeful attitude

               disguise beguiles and mortal mischief’s done:

               15 never try to know more than you should.

            

            
               For deadly secrets strike when understood

               and lucky stars all exit on the run:

               never try to knock on rotten wood,

               never try to know more than you should.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Incident

         

         
            
               He called one day and asked her

               If her health was much improved

               Because the cryptic doctor

               Had claimed her case was grave.

            

            
               5 She said her operation

               Cured a nonmalignant spot,7

               A small routine infection

               Located near the heart.

            

            
               He offered her a drive

                   In his open motor car 10

               If she could safely have

               A breath of country air.

            

            
               She told him that a blood count

               And a diagnostic test

               Allowed her this brief jaunt 15

               Since she was well at last.

            

            
               He stopped for her at lunchtime

               And they picknicked in a grove;

               The next day she was dead from

                   The cancer of her love. 20

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            “Never Try to Trick Me with a Kiss”

         

         
            
               Never try to trick me with a kiss

               Pretending that the birds are here to stay;

               The dying man will scoff in scorn at this.

            

            
               A stone can masquerade where no heart is

               And virgins rise where lustful Venus lay: 5

               Never try to trick me with a kiss.

            

            
               Our noble doctor claims the pain is his,

               While stricken patients let him have his say;

               The dying man will scoff in scorn at this.

            

            
               Each virile bachelor dreads paralysis, 10

               The old maid in the gable cries all day:

               Never try to trick me with a kiss.

            

            
               The suave eternal serpents promise bliss

               To mortal children longing to be gay;

               The dying man will scoff in scorn at this. 15

            

            
               Sooner or later something goes amiss;

               The singing birds pack up and fly away;

               So never try to trick me with a kiss:

               The dying man will scoff in scorn at this.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
8
            Parallax

         

         
            
               Major faults in granite

               mark a mortal lack,

               yet individual planet

               directs all zodiac.

            

            
               5 Diagram of mountains

               graphs a fever chart,

               yet astronomic fountains

               exit from the heart.

            

            
               Tempo of strict ocean

               10     metronomes the blood,

               yet ordered lunar motion

               proceeds from private flood.

            

            
               Drama of each season

               plots doom from above,

               15 yet all angelic reason

               moves to our minor love.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Verbal Calisthenics

         

         
            
               My love for you is more

               athletic than a verb,

               agile as a star

               the tent of sun absorbs.

            

            
               5 Treading circus tightropes

               of each syllable,

               the brazen jackanapes

               would fracture if he fell.

            

            
               Acrobat of space,

               10    the daring adjective

               plunges for a phrase

               describing arcs of love.

            

            
               Nimble as a noun,

               he catapults in air;

               15 a planetary swoon

               could climax his career,9

            

            
               but adroit conjunction

               eloquently shall

               link to his lyric action

               a periodic goal. 20

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Warning

         

         
            
               If you dissect a bird

               to diagram the tongue,

               you’ll cut the chord

               articulating song.

            

            
               If you flay a beast 5

               to marvel at the mane,

               you’ll wreck the rest

               from which the fur began.

            

            
               If you catch a fish

                   to analyze the fin, 10

               your hands may crush

               the generating bone.

            

            
               If you pluck out my heart

               to find what makes it move,

               you’ll halt the clock 15

               that syncopates our love.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Oh, bother!

         

         
            
               Oh, bother!

               Mrs. Bragg

               (Alas, alag)

               Is staying chez elle aujourd’hui

               Eh bien, quelle ennui! 5

            

            
               So I packed my books in a box

               And for breakfast had Scotch on the Rocks

               To give me that je ne sais quoi,

               That gay la-de-dah

               Attitude, 10

               To give longitude and lattitude

               To my bad high-hatted mood.10

               (On Braggs a pox

               And some dirty sox!)

            

            
               15 And so with a sandwich of roast beef. (au jus)

               I leef (by bus)

               To face papers and etcetera

               And polite rejection lettera

               At Smith.

            

            
               20 In the meantime, an abstract kith

               To you for being my mother

               Instead of the mother

               Of somebody else or other.

            

            
               Please call Mrs. Bragg to tell her

               25 How much you wish well her

               And won’t be able to join her Saturday

               On her trip to Smith because the latter day

               Is the one that Kid Lotz and I will be away,

               Tooralay!

            

            
               30 If any unprecedented windfall

               Should perchance befall

               Me, I will call.

               That is all.

            

            
               Take good care of your health progression

               35 While I am on my academic mission

               Because when I return in JUNE

               I want you to be well in tune

               For a gay pot shot

               On my shocking pink yacht.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Dispossessed

         

         
            
               The enormous mortgage must be paid somehow,

               so if you can dream up any saving plan

               tell me quick, darling, tell me now.

            

            
               An odd disease has hit our holy cow,

               5     no milk or honey fills the empty can;

               the enormous mortgage must be paid somehow.11

            

            
               If you’ve a plot to halt the lethal flow

               of weevil tribe and locust caravan

               tell me quick, darling, tell me now.

            

            
               Our creditor advances with a bow 10

               to cast lock, stock and barrel under ban;

               the enormous mortgage must be paid somehow.

            

            
               If you can think of means to mend the vow

               we broke the minute that the world began

               tell me quick, darling, tell me now. 15

            

            
               We’ve squandered all the banker will allow

               and mislaid every vital talisman;

               the enormous mortgage must be paid somehow:

               tell me quick, darling, tell me now!

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Trial of Man

         

         
            
               The ordinary milkman brought that dawn

               Of destiny, delivered to the door

               In square hermetic bottles, while the sun

               Ruled decree of doomsday on the floor.

            

            
               The morning paper clocked the headline hour 5

               You drank your coffee like original sin,

               And at the jet-plane anger of God’s roar

               Got up to let the suave blue policeman in.

            

            
               Impaled upon a stern angelic stare

                  You were condemned to serve the legal limit 10

               And burn to death within your neon hell.

            

            
               Now, disciplined in the strict ancestral chair,

               You sit solemn-eyed, about to vomit,

               The future an electrode at your skull.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
12
            I do what you wish

         

         
            
               I do what you wish, but without abandoning the desire

               of finishing my wretched life by your hands;

               For after all don’t expect because of my affection

               The cowardly repentance of a good deed.

               5 An irreparable blow from the hand of your father

               Dishonored the honorable old age of mine.

               You know how a slap in the face touches a man to the heart.

               I shared part of the insult; I looked for the author of it:

               I saw him, I avenged my honor and my father;

               10 I would do it again if I had to:

               In reality, my passion fought long enough for you;

               against my father and myself:

               Judge its power: in such an offense

               I could actually deliberate whether I would take vengeance.

               15 Reduced to displeasing you or suffering an insult

               I thought that in its turn my arm was too hasty,

               I accused myself of too much violence;

               And your beauty, without doubt, outweighed the balance,

               If I had not opposed against all your lures

               20 the fact that a man without honor would not deserve you;

               that in spite of that share which I have in your soul,

               which loved me noble, would hate me infamous;

               that to listen to your love, to obey its voice,

               would render me unworthy and slander your choice.

               25 I tell you again, and although I were sighing

               with my last breath, I would say it:

               I have wronged you and I had to bear it

               in order to blot out my shame and deserve you;

               But, quits with honor and my father,

               30 It is now you I come to satisfy:

               It is to offer you my blood that you see me here.

               I have done my duty, I am doing my duty.

               I know that a dead father arms you against my crime

               I didn’t want to deprive you of your victim:

               35 Sacrifice with courage to the blood that he has lost

               the man who places his glory in having spilled it.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            1954

         

      

   


   
      
         
13
            Dirge in Three Parts

         

         
            
                    1.

               The door bangs shut upon the tiny garden:

               gigantic children rant and kick the stairs

               and scribble cross notes to the wicked warden

               who exiled them in spite of bribes and prayers.

            

            
                   2.

               The road to Oz is flawed with shocking ruts, 5

               fallen prey to scarecrows and tin men;

               the two-faced lion lives on blood and guts,

               and Dorothy won’t walk that way again.

            

            
                   3.

               The vampire clock mocks the unwinding heart

                   and claps black hands, converting man to dung; 10

               the friendly sluts and chimeras depart

               and dirt is devil’s food upon the tongue.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Denouement

         

         
            
               The telegram says you have gone away

               And left our bankrupt circus on its own;

               There is nothing more for me to say.

            

            
               The maestro gives the singing birds their pay

               And they buy tickets for the tropic zone; 5

               The telegram says you have gone away.

            

            
               The clever woolly dogs have had their day;

               They shoot the dice for one remaining bone;

               There is nothing more for me to say.14

            

            
               10 The lion and the tigers turn to clay,

               And Jumbo sadly trumpets into stone;

               The telegram says you have gone away.

            

            
               The morbid cobra’s wits have run astray;

               He rents his poisons out by telephone;

               15 There is nothing more for me to say.

            

            
               The colored tents all topple in the bay;

               The magic sawdust writes: address unknown.

               The telegram says you have gone away;

               There is nothing more for me to say.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Sun aslant along blue blotter

         

         
            
               sun aslant along blue blotter … flesh sunwarm

               clean air greenlucid and spattered with

               sundrops … tender sproutings of spring

               among bluepurple gauze hills, tweed

               5 fields and lightblue denim skies

               purple crocii leap vital

               in bloodstream

            

            
               and the dead corngod puts forth green buds …

            

            
               all this inside …

               10                       and I sit with a checklist

               hearing at my back time’s wingèd jetplane …

            

            
               somehow I will and must

               see you

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Doom of Exiles

         

         
            
               Now we, returning from the vaulted domes

               Of our colossal sleep, come home to find

               A tall metropolis of catacombs

               Erected down the gangways of our mind.

            

            
               5 Green alleys where we reveled have become

               The infernal haunt of demon dangers;

               Both seraph song and violins are dumb;

               Each clock tick consecrates the death of strangers.15

            

            
               Backward we traveled to reclaim the day

               Before we fell, like Icarus, undone; 10

               All we find are altars in decay

               And profane words scrawled black across the sun.

            

            
               Still, stubbornly we try to crack the nut

               In which the riddle of our race is shut.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            out, out, brief silence!

         

         
            
               out, out, brief silence!

               life’s but a canceled postcard; a dead letter

               that waits and frets its hour in haven house

               and then is read no more: it is a tale

               told by a yale man, fresh from an unsound brewery, 5

               signifying …

               god knows what

               (apologies to W. S.)

            

            
               oh malt does more than melvin can

               to justify my ways to man. 10

               wine, mel, wine’s the stuff to drink

               for fellows whom it hurts to think:

               look into the wickered bottle,

               love those whom you wish to throttle:

               the air is clear, and there’s no haze 15

               (save that which shrouds my yesterdays)

               oh I have been with Calhoun’s fair

               and left my Lawrence god knows where,

               and carried halfway home or near

               pints and quarts of wine (not beer!) 20

               then the world seemed sweet and good,

               as if I’d acted as I should;

               and down on studio cots I’ve lain,

               happy till I woke again.

               then I saw the stranger’s eye: 25

               my god! the tale was all a lie;

               the world it was the old world still,

               I was I, and I felt ill,

               and nothing now remained to do

               but begin the game anew. 30

               (apologies to A. E. H.)

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
16
            Insolent Storm Strikes at the Skull

         

         
            
               Insolent storm strikes at the skull,

               assaults the sleeping citadel,

               knocking the warden to his knees

               in impotence, to sue for peace,

               5 while wantonly amused by this,

               wind wakes the whole metropolis.

               Skeptic cyclones try the bone

               of strict and sacred skeleton;

               polemic gales prove point by point

               10 how flesh cleaves fast to frozen joint,

               and a hurricane headache rocks

               the temples of the orthodox.

            

            
               Abracadabra of the rain

               drowns Noah’s prayers with distain,

               15 drives priest and prostitute in doorways,

               bereft of Moses and of mores;

               no ancient blueprint builds an ark

               to navigate this final dark.

               River floods transcend the level

               20 demarcating good from evil,

               and casuist arguments run riot

               inundating Eden’s quiet:

               all absolutes that angels give

               flounder in the relative.

            

            
               25 Lightning conjures God’s globe off its

               orbit; neither law nor prophets

               can rectify truant intent

               to doublecross the firmament.

               Now earth rejects communication

               30 with heaven’s autocratic station,

               and violates celestial custom

               by seceding from the solar system.

               Scintillant irony inspires

               independent rebel fires

               35 till the Announcer’s voice is lost

               in heresies of holocaust.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
17
            Midsummer Mobile

         

         
            
               Begin by dipping your brush into clear light.

               Then syncopate a sky of Dufy-blue

               With tilted spars of sloops revolved by white

               Gulls in a feathered fugue of wings. Outdo

            

            
               Seurat: fleck schooner flanks with sun and set 5

               A tremolo of turquoise quivering in

               The tessellated wave. Now nimbly let

               A tinsel pizzicato on fish fin

            

            
               Be plucked from caves of dappled amber where

               A mermaid odalisque lolls at her ease 10

               With orange scallops tangled in wet hair,

               Fresh from the mellow palette of Matisse:

            

            
               Suspend this day, so singularly designed,

               Like a rare Calder mobile in your mind.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Eve Describes Her Birthday Party

         

         
            
               The Boy-next-door, inscrutable as God,

               Created cocktails easily as stars,

               Set chaos chiming like a clock, outlawed

               The windy jargon of seraphic wars.

               Lounging colossal in His solitude, 5

               He scanned the gaudy planetary crowd

               Until He marked the mould in which I stood

               Shrined by love as lethal as a shroud.

            

            
               A thunderclap, and voluble visitors

               Vanished in fandangos of blue flame; 10

               Stern angels wheeled away the walls and doors,

               But as I pierced the primal sleep of man,

               Caged in a strict white rib, He called my name:

               And green and sweet the sudden world began.
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            Circus in Three Rings

         

         
            
               In the circus tent of a hurricane

               designed by a drunken god

               my extravagant heart blows up again

               in a rampage of champagne-colored rain

               5 and the fragments whir like a weather vane

               while the angels all applaud.

            

            
               Daring as death and debonair

               I invade my lion’s den;

               a rose of jeopardy flames in my hair

               10 yet I flourish my whip with a fatal flair

               defending my perilous wounds with a chair

               while the gnawings of love begin.

            

            
               Mocking as Mephistopheles,

               eclipsed by magician’s disguise,

               15 my demon of doom tilts on a trapeze,

               winged rabbits revolving about his knees,

               only to vanish with devilish ease

               in a smoke that sears my eyes.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Ennui

         

         
            
               Tea leaves thwart those who court catastrophe,

               designing futures where nothing will occur:

               cross the gypsy’s palm and yawning she

               will still predict no perils left to conquer.

               5 Jeopardy is jejune now: naive knight

               finds ogres out-of-date and dragons unheard

               of, while blasé princesses indict

               tilts at terror as downright absurd.

            

            
               The beast in Jamesian grove will never jump,

               10 compelling hero’s dull career to crisis;

               and when insouciant angels play God’s trump,

               while bored arena crowds for once look eager,

               hoping toward havoc, neither pleas nor prizes

               shall coax from doom’s blank door lady or tiger.
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            Metamorphoses of the Moon

         

         
            
               Cold moons withdraw, refusing to come to terms

               with the pilot who dares all heaven’s harms

               to raid the zone where fate begins,

               flings silver gauntlet of his plane at space,

               demanding satisfaction; no duel takes place: 5

               the mute air merely thins and thins.

            

            
               Sky won’t be drawn closer: absolute,

               it holds aloof, a shrouded parachute

               always the same distance from

               the falling man who never will abstain 10

               from asking, but inventive, hopes; in vain

               challenges the silent dome.

            

            
               No violation but gives dividends

               of slow disaster: the bitten apple ends

                   the eden of bucolic eve: 15

               understanding breaks through the skull’s shell

               and like a cuckoo in the nest makes hell

               for naive larks who starve and grieve.

            

            
               What prince has ever seized the shining grail

               but that it turned into a milking pail? 20

               It’s likely that each secret sought

               will prove to be some common parlor fake:

               a craft with paint and powder that can make

               cleopatra from a slut.

            

            
               For most exquisite truths are artifice 25

               framed in disciplines of fire and ice

               which conceal incongruous

               elements like dirty socks and scraps

               of day-old bread and egg-stained plates; perhaps

                   such sophistry can placate us. 30

            

            
               But yet the perverse imp within will probe

               beneath the fringes of forbidden robe,

               seduced by curiosity,

               until in disenchantment our eyes glut

               themselves on the clay toes and short clubfoot 35

               which mar the idol’s sanctity.20

            

            
               The choice between the mica mystery

               of moonlight or the pockmarked face we see

               through the scrupulous telescope

               40 is always to be made: innocence

               is a fairy-tale; intelligence

               hangs itself on its own rope.

            

            
               Either way we choose, the angry witch

               will punish us for saying which is which;

               45     in fatal equilibrium

               we poise on perilous poles that freeze us in

               a cross of contradiction, racked between

               the fact of doubt, the faith of dream.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Ice Age (II)

         

         
            
               this is the ice-age of the intellect:

               grave specialists freeze tissue and dissect

               a leaf, a frog, a man, to see

               what miracle of machination can

               5 lie hidden under enigmatic skin

               that conjugates the verb to be.

            

            
               in glaring laboratories chemists try

               for antidotes to death and argue why

               the most intricate rose must ravel;

               10 but artifice of atoms cannot cure

               the tragic fault of earth, nor craft procure

               the elixir of the devil.

            

            
               in the doctor’s darkroom x-rays plot

               outlines of doom: there lurks the fatal spot

               15     in each achilles’ lung; one day

               every heart revolts; pale embryos

               float moonfaced in glass bottles which expose

               a bibliography of decay.

            

            
               despite this lethal lexicon which burns

               20 with time’s articulation, bold interns

               advance inventions to assuage

               the stringent pang of birth, anesthetize

               the racked, consumptive lover, and disguise

               insidious gangrene of old age.21

            

            
               so morbid mankind is strapped from foot to head 25

               spread-eagle on the white procrustean bed

               about to be operated on;

               diagnostic fingers point to flaws

               which willful dreams and dark diseases cause

                   in psyche and in skeleton. 30

            

            
               the competent masked surgeon dons his gloves,

               makes the critical cut, deftly removes

               the afflicted part; the wound

               will not stop bleeding: purple veins rebel

               against attack on private citadel: 35

               by one man’s blood, logic is drowned.

            

            
               and so the final answer is not met

               though sonnets are altered back to alphabet

               again, and every mystic star

               is analyzed to testtube truth: there still 40

               exists an essence left intact which will

               defy all definition, debar

            

            
               strict scientists from having the last word.

               oh, let them measure wind, copy a bird,

               shrink the solar system, condense 45

               this world to compass of a walnut shell:

               the sunstruck frenzy of one daffodil

               cancels all their common sense.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Checkmate

         

         
            
               I’ve heard that reliable scientists state

               people are divided clearly

               into lucky night-owls who think best late

               and birds who do ditto early.

            

            
               Come eve, I’m too beat to cogitate— 5

               I figure it’s part of my make-up—

               so, by rights, at dawn I should scintillate,

               but—darn it! dawn’s gone when I wake up!

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
22
            Closet Drama

         

         
            
               A bard named Shelley wrote about

               the desire of moths for a star,

               describing how each wingèd lout

               found food for thought afar.

            

            
               5 Perhaps lean years have made this bug

               a materialist—heaven knows

               he now satisfies his hungry mug

               by eating up my clothes!

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Desperate Hours

         

         
            
               There’s nothing like case histories

               to make my goose flesh creep,

               yet I love to read murder mysteries

               each night before I sleep.

            

            
               5 I’m fine till I turn out the light: that does it!

               I lie awake in dread,

               listening to gorillas growl in the closet

               and cobras hiss under the bed.

            

            
               I hear rustlings around the bulkhead door—

               10     I’m sure I’ve forgotten to latch it—

               and that thump just then on the kitchen floor

               must be the murderer dropping his hatchet.

            

            
               I dive for the light in a nervous twitch

               as a footstep creaks on the stair:

               15 the mystery is, when I snap on the switch,

               nobody but nobody is there!

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
23
            A Prophet

         

         
            
               Dilated by his visions’ immensity,

               bright with firelight from the regimen

               of blazing courts that never can decree

               his doom, are the prophet’s eyes, which see

               out from thick brows. In his soul’s secrecy 5

               words already rise again,

            

            
               not his words (for what would his words be

               and how indulgently would they be spent),

               but others: stern as iron, stones, which he

               must melt like a volcano, vehement, 10

            

            
               in order to cast them forth through the wild sounds

               of his mouth out of which curses spring;

               while his countenance, much like a hound’s,

               seeks to endure that very thing

            

            
               which in his mind his Master has presaged: 15

               this One, this One, whom all might understand

               if they but followed the great pointing hand

               which reveals Him as He is: enraged.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Spring Song to a Housewife

         

         
            
               Bed’s unmade … oh

               La! Who cares?

               Pussy willow’s

               Donned her furs!

            

            
               Dishes languish 5

               In the sink,

               But who’d relinquish

               April prank?

            

            
               Children skip in

                   Whirring rope, 10

               Spin a top on

               School doorstep.24

            

            
               Leave the laundry

               On the line,

               15 Forget the sundry

               Pot and pan!

            

            
               Let the toys fall

               On the floor,

               It’s but a day till

               20     Summer’s here.

            

            
               So join the revels

               Round the willow,

               Where the maypole’s

               Wound with yellow.

            

            
               25 Sing a song of

               Lovers’ meeting,

               Years are long but

               Spring is fleeting.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            1955

         

      

   


   
      
         
25
            Ballad Banale

         

         
            
               When I was a maid in the simple town,

               Red was my hair and white my skin;

               I waltzed on the green in a quilted gown

               And shattered the hearts of the village men.

            

            
               Bored by the boys I was one spring, 5

               Each like the other, soft and pale,

               Willing to dance like dolls on a string

               Just for a kiss and a wedding bell.

            

            
               So I churned the butter and baked the bread,

                   Laughed at will you and scoffed at please; 10

               Nights I sailed in my small white bed

               In search of someday to change to is.

            

            
               In the month of April to town there came

               A juggler in green with a pink banjo,

               And while he tossed up his swords of flame 15

               He sang a ballad I learned to know:

            

            
               “Love me, darling, in your own way,

               Indulge in every kind of folly,

               But if forever you’d have me stay,

                   Never say you love me wholly.” 20

            

            
               I loved the juggler in my own way,

               And the blazing swords flew around my head

               All night long till the cockcrow day,

               For the juggler slept in my white bed.

            

            
               I followed the words of the song he played 25

               And always pretended he lacked a part

               Of the love I lavished, and so he stayed,

               For I lied and said that I kept my heart.

            

            
               Birds turned to apples, apples to snow;

                   Each night my juggler warmed my side; 30 26

               The world revolved to his pink banjo

               And the burning swords spun high and wide.

            

            
               Then one day I figured that I’d been wrong

               To keep back the truth, even one small part,

               35 And all because of a silly song:

               So I told him I loved him with my whole heart.

            

            
               That night I woke in a drift of snow,

               Empty and strange the deserted bed;

               The moon glared down like a pink banjo,

               40     And flaming comets jeered overhead:

            

            
               “Love me, darling, in your own way,

               Indulge in every kind of folly,

               But if forever you’d have me stay,

               Never say you love me wholly.”

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Item: Stolen, One Suitcase

         

         
            
               Indulged on Sunday oysters, rare champagne,

               we saunter rich and rapturous

               to our avocado car where one

               front vent window sticks its tongue at us:

               5 car broken into, suitcase gone.

            

            
               “Cry help,” I say, “cry police, cry havoc, for

               never underneath the sun

               shall I find such clothes again! No more

               extravagant gold slippers can be spun,

               10 nor nightgown like the one I wore.”

            

            
               “One hour only, and the robbers pack

               with every stitch that I adored:

               blue cashmere sweater, color of the smoke

               on plums, a necklace I could not afford

               15 of silver moons and stones, jet-black.”

            

            
               Perilously silent, as I rave

               about my bankrupt home in hock

               which even this sweet weekend cannot save,

               you sit, severe; sarcastic as a clock,

               20 you ask if I am done, then give27

            

            
               a savage slap across my mouth. “No dress,”

               you blaze, “shall hide the bruises of

               my hands.” Scalding though a fine, fierce, kiss,

               tears fall: I walk the city with my love,

               naked, proud, and penniless. 25

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Morning in the Hospital Solarium

         

         
            
               Sunlight strikes a glass of grapefruit juice,

               flaring green through philodendron leaves

               in this surrealistic house

               of pink and beige, impeccable bamboo,

               patronized by convalescent wives; 5

               heat shadows waver noiseless in

               bright window squares until the women seem

               to float like dream-fish in the languid limbo

               of an undulant aquarium.

            

            
               Morning: another day, and talk 10

               taxis indolent on whispered wheels;

               the starched white coat, the cat’s paw walk,

               herald distraction: a flock of pastel pills,

               turquoise, rose, sierra mauve; needles

               that sting no more than love: a room where time 15

               ticks tempo to the casual climb

               of mercury in graded tubes, where ills

               slowly concede to sun and serum.

            

            
               Like petulant parakeets corked up in cages

               of intricate spunglass routine, 20

               the women wait, fluttering, turning pages

               of magazines in elegant ennui,

               hoping for some incredible dark man

               to assault the scene and make some

               gaudy miracle occur, to come 25

               and like a burglar steal their fancy:

               at noon, anemic husbands visit them.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
28
            New England Winter without Snow

         

         
            
               Landscape is scraped to minimum:

               no snow assuages naked back

               of dowdy hills or shrouds the lake:

               kingdom of strict ice is come.

            

            
               5 Tyrannical, the tense regime

               rules grave green court in black and white

               of rock and birch, permits but prate

               of caustic jay and wrangling stream.

            

            
               Skinflint winter strips the tree,

               10   flays bare branches to the bone,

               bans lavish sunlight from the town

               with puritan economy.

            

            
               Yet indoors, a storm attack

               is forecast as young rebels plot,

               15   tinsel a pine and gild a nut,

               wear bold red stockings, trust their luck.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Harlequin Love Song

         

         
            
               Volatile, yet strong as taurus

               are you, my love; incredible!

               my dictionary, my thesaurus,

               the source at which my sonnets fill.

            

            
               5 Never thought I’d find a fellow

               to match the aces up my sleeve:

               waltz on, wizard, and I’ll follow:

               dazzling be the webs we weave.

            

            
               Let the wind blow cold or hot,

               10     turn new leaves, confound the town:

               like weathercocks we’ll pirouette

               until our ticking hearts run down.
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            The Complex Couch

         

         
            
               Psychiatrists provide each study

               with couch for love’s dismembered body

               where the fierce volcanic mind

               erupts its rorschach-blotted past

               to be tamed for cash and classed 5

               neat as a venetian blind.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Rondeau

         

         
            
               The picnic’s done, so okay, put

               away love’s checkered cloth, bang shut

               the empty basket and decree

               no more honey for my tea,

               no apple, plum, or apricot. 5

            

            
               You took my cherry heart and cut

               your initials on it but

               flung back the pit: now I can see

               the picnic’s done.

            

            
               Drive out of this mad moonstruck rut 10

               your creaking gilded chariot,

               leave odds and ends of love’s debris

               to rack and ruin and to me,

               now skies can fall, or god knows what:

               the picnic’s done. 15

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            March 15 Muse

         

         
            
               Oh god of gifts, I’ve never been

               In love or lucky:

               My neighbor’s lawn is always green

               While mine is rocky.

            

            
               When shortest straw picks soapbox queen 5

               I draw a long one;

               Infallibly, when trains come in,

               I board the wrong one.30

            

            
               My auto motor only stalls

               10     Out in the country;

               My hats are what Carnegie calls

               Barefaced Effrontery.

            

            
               So god of gifts, take mercy on

               A bungling pauper,

               15 Whose nylon stockings will outrun

               A quick shortstopper.

            

            
               You’ll recognize me by the frock

               That should hang straighter;

               Yes, I’m the lady in the stuck

               20     Elevator.

            

            
               Oh, come as Santa Claus or stork,

               But bring a lover

               Omniscient as a shrewd New York

               Taxi driver.

            

            
               25 A man who knows the baseball score,

               Trombones from saxes,

               Who’ll gaily calculate and pay for

               My income taxes.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Love Is a Parallax

         

         
            
               “Perspective betrays with its dichotomy:

               train tracks always meet, not here, but only

               in the impossible mind’s eye;

               horizons beat a retreat as we embark

               5 on sophist seas to overtake that mark

               where wave pretends to drench real sky.”

            

            
               “Well then, if we agree, it is not odd

               that one man’s devil is another’s god

               or that the solar spectrum is

               10 a multitude of shaded grays; suspense

               on the quicksands of ambivalence

               is our life’s whole nemesis.”

            

            
               So we could rave on, darling, you and I,

               until the stars tick out a lullaby,

               15   about each cosmic pro and con;31

               nothing changes, for all the blazing of

               our drastic jargon, but clock hands that move

               implacably from twelve to one.

            

            
               We raise our arguments like sitting ducks

               to knock them down with logic or with luck 20

               and contradict ourselves for fun;

               the waitress holds our coats and we put on

               the raw wind like a scarf; love is a faun

               who insists his playmates run.

            

            
               Now you, my intellectual leprechaun, 25

               would have me swallow the entire sun

               like an enormous oyster, down

               the ocean in one gulp: you say a mark

               of comet hara-kiri through the dark

                   should inflame the sleeping town. 30

            

            
               So kiss: the drunks upon the curb and dames

               in dubious doorways forget their monday names,

               caper with candles in their heads;

               the leaves applaud, and santa claus flies in

               scattering candy from a zeppelin, 35

               playing his prodigal charades.

            

            
               The moon leans down to look; the tilting fish

               in the rare river wink and laugh; we lavish

               blessings right and left and cry

               hello, and then hello again in deaf 40

               churchyard ears until the starlit stiff

               graves all carol in reply.

            

            
               Now kiss again: till our strict father leans

               to call for curtain on our thousand scenes;

                   brazen actors mock at him, 45

               multiply pink harlequins and sing

               in gay ventriloquy from wing to wing

               while footlights flare and houselights dim.

            

            
               Tell now, we taunt, where black or white begins

               and separate the flutes from violins: 50

               the algebra of absolutes

               explodes in a kaleidoscope of shapes

               that jar, while each polemic jackanapes

               joins his enemy’s recruits.32

            

            
               55 The paradox is that “the play’s the thing”:

               though prima donna pouts and critic stings,

               there burns throughout the line of words,

               the cultivated act, a fierce brief fusion

               which dreamers call real, and realists, illusion:

               60     and insight like the flight of birds:

            

            
               Arrows that lacerate the sky, while knowing

               the secret of their ecstasy’s in going;

               someday, moving, one will drop,

               and, dropping, die, to trace a wound that heals

               65 only to reopen as flesh congeals:

               cycling phoenix never stops.

            

            
               So we shall walk barefoot on walnut shells

               of withered worlds, and stamp out puny hells

               and heavens till the spirits squeak

               70 surrender: to build our bed as high as jack’s

               bold beanstalk; lie and love till sharp scythe hacks

               away our rationed days and weeks.

            

            
               Then let the blue tent topple, stars rain down,

               and god or void appall us till we drown

               75     in our own tears: today we start

               to pay the piper with each breath, yet love

               knows not of death nor calculus above

               the simple sum of heart plus heart.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Bluebeard

         

         
            
               I am sending back the key

               that let me into bluebeard’s study;

               because he would make love to me

               I am sending back the key;

               5 in his eye’s darkroom I can see

               my x-rayed heart, dissected body:

               I am sending back the key

               that let me into bluebeard’s study.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
33
            Terminal

         

         
            
               Riding home from credulous blue domes,

               the dreamer reins his waking appetite

               in panic at the crop of catacombs

               sprung up like plague of toadstools overnight:

               refectories where he reveled have become 5

               the hostelry of worms, rapacious blades

               who weave within the skeleton’s white womb

               a caviare decay of rich brocades.

            

            
               Turning the tables of this grave gourmet,

               the fiendish butler saunters in and serves 10

               for feast the sweetest meat of hell’s chef d’oeuvres:

               his own pale bride upon a flaming tray:

               parslied with elegies, she lies in state

               waiting for his grace to consecrate.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Danse Macabre

         

         
            
               Down among strict roots and rocks,

               eclipsed beneath blind lid of land

               goes the grass-embroidered box.

            

            
               Arranged in sheets of ice, the fond

                  skeleton still craves to have 5

               fever from the world behind.

            

            
               Hands reach back to relics of

               nippled moons, extinct and cold,

               frozen in designs of love.

            

            
               At twelve, each skull is aureoled 10

               with recollection’s ticking thorns

               winding up the raveled mold.

            

            
               Needles nag like unicorns,

               assault a sleeping virgin’s shroud

               till her stubborn body burns. 15

            

            
               Lured by brigands in the blood,

               shanks of bone now resurrect,

               inveigled to forsake the sod.34

            

            
               Eloping from their slabs, abstract

               20    couples court by milk of moon:

               sheer silver blurs their phantom act.

            

            
               Luminous, the town of stone

               anticipates the warning sound

               of cockcrow crying up the dawn.

            

            
               25 With kiss of cinders, ghosts descend,

               compelled to deadlock underground.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Rondeau Redoublé

         

         
            
               Until you come to me again,

               all the birds have tongues of stone;

               sky packs off with leaves and men,

               towns beyond the stars are blown.

            

            
               5 Palaces swing upside down,

               doleful creatures dwell therein,

               for king and queen desert the throne

               until you come to me again.

            

            
               In shrouded case, the violin

               10    keeps silence with the saxophone:

               instruments are struck dumb when

               all the birds have tongues of stone.

            

            
               In rooms dismantled by the dawn

               not a single citizen

               15 skips to put the coffee on:

               sky packs off with leaves and men.

            

            
               Earth turns like a skeleton

               bereft of all but haunted bone:

               beds and books with wind are gone,

               20   towns beyond the stars are blown.

            

            
               O leave me not so long alone:

               for first the sun grows still and then

               seas freeze to the tropic zone

               and all the little deaths begin

               25           until you come.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
35
            Temper of Time

         

         
            
               An ill wind is stalking

               While evil stars whir

               And all the gold apples

               Go bad to the core.

            

            
               Black birds of omen 5

               Now prowl on the bough;

               With a hiss of disaster

               Sibyl’s leaves blow.

            

            
               Through closets of copses

                   Tall skeletons walk; 10

               Nightshade and nettles

               Tangle the track.

            

            
               In the ramshackle meadow

               Where Kilroy would pass

               Lurks the sickle-shaped shadow 15

               Of snake in the grass.

            

            
               Approaching his cottage

               By crooked detour,

               He hears the gruff knocking

                  Of the wolf at the door. 20

            

            
               His wife and his children

               Hang riddled with shot,

               There’s a hex on the cradle

               And death in the pot.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Winter Words

         

         
            
               In the pale prologue

               of daybreak

               tongues of intrigue

               cease to speak.

            

            
               Moonshine splinters 5

               as birds hush;

               transfixed the antlers

               in the bush.36

            

            
               With fur and feather,

               10     buck and cock

               softly author

               icebound book.

            

            
               Chipmunks enter

               stripes of black

               15 in the winter

               almanac.

            

            
               Inscribing cryptic

               anagrams

               on their skeptic

               20    search for crumbs,

            

            
               with stilted legs

               the bluejays go

               their minor leagues

               across the snow.

            

            
               25 On chastely figured

               trees and stones

               fate is augured

               in bleak lines.

            

            
               Windowpane wears

               30    gloss of frost

               till dawnlight blurs

               and all’s erased.

            

            
               Before palaver

               of the sun,

               35 learn from this graver

               lexicon:

            

            
               read godly fiction

               in rare flake,

               spell king’s direction

               40    from deer track.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
37
            Apparel for April

         

         
            
               Hill sports tweed for

               April’s back,

               world parades her

               birthday frock.

            

            
               Clouds don laces 5

               and white linen,

               all the sky is

               light blue denim.

            

            
               Air is clear as

                   honeydew, 10

               in pink tiaras

               daisies blow.

            

            
               Sunlight gilds fair

               boy and girl,

               apparels them for 15

               pastoral.

            

            
               Tricked with clover

               is the land,

               with leaf and lover

                  wreathed around. 20

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Lament

         

         
            
               The sting of bees took away my father

               Who walked in a swarming shroud of wings

               And scorned the tick of the falling weather.

            

            
               Lightning licked in a yellow lather

                   But missed the mark with snaking fangs: 5

               The sting of bees took away my father.

            

            
               Trouncing the sea like a raging bather,

               He rode the flood in a pride of prongs

               And scorned the tick of the falling weather.

            

            
               A scowl of sun struck down my mother, 10

               Tolling her grave with golden gongs,

               But the sting of bees took away my father.38

            

            
               He counted the guns of god a bother,

               Laughed at the ambush of angels’ tongues,

               15 And scorned the tick of the falling weather.

            

            
               O ransack the four winds and find another

               Man who can mangle the grin of kings:

               The sting of bees took away my father

               Who scorned the tick of the falling weather.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Complaint

         

         
            
               Court time’s favor

               With kiss and crown,

               Yet she will ever

               Gallop on.

            

            
               5 Red flames the apple

               On the bough

               Where lovers couple

               Down below.

            

            
               But fruit grows mellow

               10     When moon is full

               And skin turns sallow

               As planets pale.

            

            
               Fond worms win over

               Each constant youth,

               15 And virgins savor

               The curving scythe.

            

            
               So cry forever

               The raveled rose,

               No sigh will waver

               20    Assault of grass.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Elegy

         

         
            
               Hails it now

               on solemn tree,

               drips the bough

               on shrouded clay.39

            

            
               Sunday bells 5

               are tolling slow

               in ashen halls;

               the wind walks through

            

            
               while the ravens

                  congregate 10

               under heaven’s

               pall of wet.

            

            
               Dark the hands

               on chapel clock,

               and bleak the end 15

               of angel’s book:

            

            
               freezing weather

               numbs the limb,

               snowflakes gather

                  on the frame, 20

            

            
               until the blizzard

               frosts the bone

               beyond all hazard

               of the sun.

            

            
               Unlock the land and 25

               bury here

               the quaint snowblinded

               flesh of her.

            

            
               Let the winter

                  seal the wound 30

               which black priests enter

               in the ground

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Notes on Zarathustra’s Prologue

         

         
            
                   I

               “See how small the earth has grown,

               where like a shrill flea hoppeth man!

            

            
               “Warily he walks and blinks,

               night and day he guards his ranks,40

            

            
               5 “for last man wanders not alone

               lest jolt of thunder knock him down!”

            

            
               So spoke the prophet to human race

               and heard in its laughter fangs of ice.

            

            
                   II

               Today bright jetplanes cry abroad

               10 their whirlwind message: God is dead!

            

            
               Look to lightning for tongues of pain:

               steep are the stairs to the Superman.

            

            
               Go flay the frail sheep in the flock

               and strip the shroud from the coward’s back,

            

            
               15 till the womb of chaos sprouts with fire

               and hatches Nietzsche’s dancing star.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Dream

         

         
            
               “Last night,” he said, “I slept well

               except for two uncanny dreams

               that came before the change of weather

               when I rose and opened all

               5 the shutters to let warm wind feather

               with wet plumage through my rooms.

            

            
               “In the first dream I was driving

               down the dark in a black hearse

               with many men until I crashed

               10 a light, and right away a raving

               woman followed us and rushed

               to halt our car in headlong course.

            

            
               “Crying, she came to the island

               where we stopped, and with a curse

               15 demanded that I pay a fine

               for being such a rude assailant

               and damaging the whole unseen

               lighting plant of the universe.

            

            
               “Behind me then I heard a voice

               20 warning me to hold her hand 41

               and kiss her on the mouth, for she

               loved me and a brave embrace

               would avoid all penalty.

               ‘I know, I know,’ I told my friend.

            

            
               “But yet I waited to be fined 25

               and took the woman’s bright subpoena

               (while she washed the way with tears),

               then drove to you upon the wind….

               I do not tell you the nightmare

               which occurred to me in China.” 30

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Prologue to Spring

         

         
            
               The winter landscape hangs in balance now,

               transfixed by glare of blue from gorgon’s eye;

               the skaters freeze within a stone tableau.

            

            
               Air alters into glass and the whole sky

                   grows brittle as a tilted china bowl; 5

               hill and valley stiffen row on row.

            

            
               Each fallen leaf is trapped by spell of steel,

               crimped like fern in the quartz atmosphere;

               repose of sculpture holds the country still.

            

            
               Caught in a brown study, sparrows stare 10

               toward worms interred beneath the frosted grass;

               a squirrel sits entranced and does not stir.

            

            
               Our sundial halts the shadow on its face

               and marks the poise of time above the land:

               the world sleeps on within its chrysalis. 15

            

            
               Strike the anvil of the stubborn ground:

               no spark of sap leaps up to light the fire

               in winter palaces where snowmen stand.

            

            
               What countermagic can undo the snare

                   which has stopped the season in its tracks 20

               and suspended all that might occur?

            

            
               Locked in crystal caskets are the lakes;

               yet as we wonder what can come of ice,

               green-singing birds explode from all the rocks.
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