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FOREWORD


         

         My mother, Sylvia Plath, wrote an enormous number of letters during her all-too-short lifetime: letters to family and friends about family and friends; about work, to promote work, to submit work; as well as writing her Journals (published by Faber, UK, and Anchor Books, US.) I am in awe of her output, and the way in which she recorded so much of her life so that it was not lost to us. Through publication of her poems, prose, diaries, and now her collected letters, my mother continues to exist; she is best explained in her own words, capturing a real sense of the era at the time, and her passion for literature and life – and for my father, Ted Hughes.

         It has always been my conviction that the reason my mother should be of interest to readers at all is due to my father, because, irrespective of the way their marriage ended, he honoured my mother’s work and her memory by publishing Ariel, the collection of poems that launched her into the public consciousness, after her death. He, perhaps more than anyone, recognised and acknowledged her talent as extraordinary. Without Ariel, my mother’s literary genius might have gone unremarked forever. Although, by ensuring her work got the attention it surely deserved, my father also initiated the castigation that was to hound him for the rest of his life.

         It seems to me that, as a result of their profound belief in each other’s literary abilities, my parents are as married in death as they once were in life.

         
             

         

         Frieda Hughes 

2017
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PREFACE


         

         This complete and unabridged edition of Sylvia Plath’s letters, prepared in two volumes, finally allows the author to fully narrate her own autobiography through correspondence with a combination of family, friends and professional contacts. Plath’s epistolary style is as vivid, powerful, and complex as her poetry, prose and journal writing. While her journal entries were frequently exercises in composition, her letters often dig out the caves behind each character and situation in her life. Plath kept the interests of her addressees in mind as she crafted her letters. As a result, her voice is as varied as the more than 1,390 letters in these volumes to her more than 140 correspondents.

         Plath’s first letters to her parents were written in pencil in a cursive script. She often illustrated her early letters with drawings and flourishes in colour. Later letters were either written in black ink or typed on a variety of coloured papers, greeting cards and memorandum sheets.

         Most of the original letters are held by the Lilly Library, Indiana University, Bloomington, Indiana, and the William Allan Neilson Library, Smith College, Northampton, Massachusetts. Additional letters are dispersed among more than forty libraries and archives. Some letters are still in private collections.

         Sylvia Plath was extremely well read and curious about all aspects of culture in the mid-twentieth century. As a result, the topics of her letters were wide-ranging, from the atomic bomb to W. B. Yeats. All phases of her development are documented in her correspondence. The most intimate details of her daily life were candidly described in letters to her mother from 1940 to 1963. (This correspondence, originally published in an abridged form by Aurelia Schober Plath as Letters Home, appears here in a complete transcription for the first time.) Plath wrote about early hobbies, such as stamp collecting, to one of her childhood friends, Margot Loungway Drekmeier. During high school, she explained the intricacies of American popular culture to a German pen pal, Hans-Joachim Neupert. There were many men in Plath’s life. To an early boyfriend, Philip McCurdy, she wrote about friendship as their romance waned. Later to some of her former Smith College roommates, such as Marcia Brown Plumer Stern, she wrote about her travels in Europe, marital relationships, motherhood, and domestic crafts. In the sixteen letters written to Ted Hughes shortly after their marriage and honeymoon, Plath described her courses and life in Cambridge. Her discussion of their poetry documents their extraordinary creative partnership. Plath’s business-related letters show a different side. Readers familiar with her journals will know she long sought publication in the New Yorker. Plath’s correspondence with several editors of the New Yorker demonstrates her efforts to satisfy concerns they had about lines, imagery, punctuation, and titles. Her submissions were not always accepted, but what arises is a healthy working relationship that routinely brought her poetry to publication. In addition to her literary development, the genesis of many poems, short stories, and novels is fully revealed in her letters. Her primary focus was always on her poetry, thrusting up from her ‘psychic ground root’.

         Some memorable incidents from Plath’s life were recounted and enhanced multiple times in her letters and often found their way into her prose and poetry. She was so conscious of her audience that even when her experiences were repeated there were subtle variations of emphasis aimed to achieve a maximum response or reaction.

         When Plath’s Letters Home was published in the United States in 1975 (and in the United Kingdom the following year), the edition was highly selected with unmarked editorial omissions, changes to Plath’s words, and incorrect dates assigned to some letters. Only 383 of 856 letters to her mother and family were partially published in Letters Home. By contrast, the goal of this edition of Plath’s letters is to present a complete and historically accurate text of all the known, existing letters to a full range of her correspondents. The transcriptions of the letters are as faithful to the author’s originals as possible. Plath’s final revisions are preserved and her substantive deletions and corrections are discussed in the footnotes. Plath’s spelling, capitalization, punctuation, and grammar, as well as her errors, have been carefully transcribed and are presented without editorial comment. Original layout and page breaks, however, are not duplicated. Incredibly frugal and conscientious of the limited space available to her, Plath wrote and typed to the very edges of her paper. This was especially the case when she wrote from England on blue aerogrammes. Occasionally, punctuation marks are not present in the original letters, but are implied by the start of a new sentence or paragraph. As a result, when Plath’s intention was clear, punctuation has been added to the letter without editorial comment.

         Dates for undated letters were assigned from postmarks and/or internal and external evidence and are identified with a circa date (for example, to Ann Davidow-Goodman, c. Friday 12 January 1951). In some instances where dating a letter exactly proved too difficult or uncertain, we have offered either a range of days or simply the month or the year (for example, to Mademoiselle, c. February 1955 and to Edith & William Hughes, c. 1957). Locations of the original manuscripts are also included in the introductory header for each letter. Scans of selected drawings included in letters by Plath and photographs of her life are gathered together in the plates. Enclosures of early poems have been transcribed and included with the appropriate letter. Many of these photographs and poems have never been published.

         Comprehensive factual and supporting footnotes are provided. These annotations aim to bring context to Plath’s life; her experiences, her publication history and that of Ted Hughes, cultural events, and her education and interests. Significant places, family, friends and professional contacts are identified at their first mention. Where possible, the footnotes supply referential information about the letters to which Plath was responding, as well as the locations for books from her personal library and papers written for her university courses. We made use of Plath’s early diaries, adult journals, scrapbooks, and personal calendars to offer additional biographical information in order to supply, for instance, dates of production for her creative writing.

         An extensive index completes the publication and serves as an additional reference guide. The adult names of Plath’s female friends and acquaintances are used, but the index also includes cross references to their birth names and other married names.

         As we read, edited, and annotated the letters initially available to us, we kept a running list of all the other letters Plath mentioned writing, which number more than 700. Some letters were destroyed, lost or not retained, such as those to Eddie Cohen and to boyfriends Richard Sassoon and Richard Norton. Other letters are presumed to remain in private hands, such as a postcard sent from McLean Hospital in December 1953, which was offered for sale at Sotheby’s in 1982. Plath wrote letters and notes to many other acquaintances, Smith classmates, publishers, teachers, and mentors, as well as to family friends. We attempted to contact many of these recipients; a majority of these requests went unanswered. Those who did respond yielded some positive results. After this edition of The Letters of Sylvia Plath is published, additional letters that are discovered may be gathered for subsequent publication.
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INTRODUCTION


         

         Sylvia Plath was many things to many people: daughter, niece, sister, student, journalist, poet, friend, artist, girlfriend, wife, novelist, peer, and mother; but perhaps the most overlooked feature of her life was that she was human, and therefore fallible. She misspelled words, punctuated incorrectly, lied, misquoted texts, exaggerated, was sarcastic, and sometimes brutally honest. All, and more, are aspects of the Letters of Sylvia Plath.

         The first letters collected in this volume are to Sylvia Plath’s parents, written in February 1940. They were found in the attic of the Plath family home at 92 Johnson Avenue, Winthrop, Massachusetts. Plath was seven and a quarter years old and staying temporarily with her grandparents nearby at 892 Shirley Street when her correspondence begins. Written in pencil on 19 February, the letter to her father, Otto, includes a heart-shaped enclosure in which she expresses concern for his health, ‘I hope you are better’ and is signed ‘With love / from / Sylvia’. Plath’s readers may recognize the same imagery in ‘Daddy’, when the speaker claims her father had ‘bit my pretty red heart in two’. Otto Plath died later that year. On 20 February, Plath wrote to her mother, the first of more than 700 letters sent over the next twenty-three years, adding a crayon drawing to illustrate the text. Throughout her life, Sylvia Plath would express herself in the medium of drawing, as well as the literary arts, often combining the two in her correspondence.

         Between 1943 and 1948, Plath spent her summers away from the family home at camps in New Hampshire and Massachusetts. She wrote nearly every day to her mother, less frequently to her brother and maternal relatives. These letters show from the start the importance afforded to correspondence in the Plath household. We may take for granted today the ease and instantaneousness of communication, but in the 1940s replies were slower. On 18 July 1943, Plath wrote ‘I didn’t get a letter from you yesterday, I hope you are all right … Are you well? I worry when I don’t receive letters from you.’ These letters tender a catalogue of quintessential activities from swimming and hiking to arts and crafts and eating. The young Plath had a voracious appetite as evidenced by this meal in July 1945: ‘For lunch I had a bird’s feed of 6 plates of casserole & sauce containing potatos, peas, onions, carrots, chicken (yum, yum); five cups of punch and a scoop of vanilla, coffee, and orange ice cream.’ Here, Plath’s sense of humour shines through: ‘If you’re hard up on ration points when I come home you can have Joe slaughter me and you can eat me for pork.’ In time, Plath became competent and energetic about food preparation. She hosted a large party while attending Harvard Summer School, serving ‘a huge bouffet, with delectable varieties of meat, fish, hors d’ouvres, desserts’ (5 August 1954). She made the most of limited resources on ‘a single gas ring’ as a Fulbright student at Newnham College by managing ‘to create a steak dinner complete with sherry, hors d’oeuvres, salad, etc. in rebellion versus English cooking’ (14 December 1955).

         The earlier letters also include Plath’s youthful verse and some of these poems appear here in print for the first time. In a letter dated 20 March 1943, Plath sent her mother the following quatrain:

         
            
               
                  Plant a little seedling

                  Mix with rain and showers,

                  Stir them with some sun-shine,

                  And up come some flowers.

               

            

         

         The predominant themes of fairies and nature that appeared in these poems were acknowledged by Plath much later when she was asked ‘What sort of thing did you write about when you began?’ She replied:

         
            Nature, I think: birds, bees, spring, fall, all those subjects which are absolute gifts to the person who doesn’t have any interior experience to write about. I think the coming of spring, the stars overhead, the first snowfall and so on are gifts for a child, a young poet.

         

         In their focus upon her immediate surroundings, the poems by the young writer composed at summer camp established a practice that she continued until the end. In ‘Camp Helen Storrow’, the speaker observes ‘The trees are swaying in the wind / The night is dark & still’ (7 July 1945); likewise in Plath’s late poem ‘Mystic’, the speaker’s memories allude to her time at summer camp, ‘I remember / The dead smell of sun on wood cabins’. Plath had success writing about places. For example, her poems about Cape Cod, Massachusetts (‘Mussel Hunter at Rock Harbor’), Grantchester, England (‘Watercolour of Grantchester Meadows’), and Benidorm, Spain (‘The Net Menders’) were each accepted for publication by the New Yorker. Similarly, she regularly published travel articles in the Christian Science Monitor.

         Plath’s non-familial letters begin with a friend Margot Loungway Drekmeier (seventeen letters, 1945–7); her best friend’s mother Marion Freeman (twelve letters, 1946–62); and a German pen-pal Hans-Joachim Neupert (eighteen letters, 1947–52). In these we learn of Plath’s little-known interest in philately; her sincerity and graciousness to a woman she considered a ‘second mother’; and her ability to relate to a foreign pen-pal and convey what it was like growing up in America. What readers will see here is Plath’s empathetic attention to her recipients and how, like writing a poem or short story for a specific market, she was able to craft a letter concentrating solely on her relationship to the addressee. There are often inside jokes and other content that will be above our heads, but Plath’s letter writing is a serious art form.

         Following the appearance of her short story ‘And Summer Will Not Come Again’ (Seventeen, August 1950) and weeks from matriculating at Smith College, Plath received her first fan letter from Edward Cohen of Chicago. In one of her replies, Plath provided a self-portrait as a nearly eighteen-year-old:

         
            Maybe you don’t know how it is not to be accepted in a group of kids because you’re just a little too individual. Shyness, in their terminology is conceit, good marks signify the horror of horrors … a brain. No doubt this all sounds oozingly pathetic, but it’s one of the reasons that I’m the way I am. I’m sarcastic, skeptical and sometimes callous because I’m still afraid of letting myself be hurt. There’s that very vulnerable core in me which every egoist has … and I try rather desperately not to let it show.

            (11 August 1950)

         

         Of the eighty-five collected letters written during her first semester at Smith College, all but two are to her mother. An additional sixty-six letters were sent to Wellesley between January and May of 1951. The result is a nearly uninterrupted narrative of her first year away from home. That spring, Plath also sent eight letters to her good friend Ann Davidow-Goodman Hayes, who did not return to Smith after the first semester. These letters to Ann, as well as to her other lifelong friend Marcia Brown Stern, span both volumes and provide a glimpse of the strong bonds Plath made with her classmates.

         Many of Plath’s journal entries at the start of her college years are undated. To the contrary, Plath’s letters were either meticulously dated by her or have been assigned dates by the present editors. This may allow those journal passages with no dates to be identified. For example, Plath’s undated journal entry 45 recounts ‘Another blind date. This one is older.’ She provided a more staid version of the evening in a letter written to her mother on 3 December 1950. Journal entry 64 contains ‘Notes on an experimental film’, which was Un Chien Andalou directed by Luis Buñuel and Salvador Dali. Plath wrote to her mother on the night of 10 April 1951: ‘Saw a brief Dali shock movie – my one free act for the rest of the year.’ This exercise may lead to a ripple effect, forwards and backwards, of being able to date additional journal entries.

         There are no journals from autumn 1953 to autumn 1955. Publishing Plath’s letters from this period fills an autobiographical void and offers first-hand accounts of her life from readmission to Smith College in 1954 to her departure for Britain in September 1955. The letters to Gordon Lameyer, Philip McCurdy, her mother, Richard Sassoon, and Jon Rosenthal, for example, establish her successful re-immersion in both academic and social life. Plath always took her studies and writing seriously, but she regularly travelled to Boston, New York, and New Haven for dates and cultural events. Hungry for new experiences because they encourage ‘personality adjustments’, she challenged her own comfort in numerous ways such as taking a two-seater plane flight and adjudicating a high-school writing contest. In her last semester at Smith, Plath enrolled in a special studies course, ‘The Theory and Practice of Poetics’, and produced ‘a “batch” of poems weekly’, amounting to more than fifty new works (9 January 1955).

         While her goal was still to appear in the New Yorker, by the time she graduated Smith on 6 June 1955 Plath’s poetry was appearing in major American publications such as Harper’s and the Atlantic Monthly. She had made the acquaintance of famous writers and poets, too, among them Elizabeth Bowen, and W. H. Auden, and Marianne Moore, who offered advice and support. With nearly a decade of experience to this point, Plath was practical in her approach to submitting her work and handling either acceptance or rejection. When she arrived in Britain she was presented with a new market of periodicals to which to offer her work and a different audience of readers. While still submitting poems to American journals, Plath quickly tried magazines based in London, Oxford, and Cambridge. She maximized exposure by publishing her work in Britain and America. For example, ‘Epitaph for Fire and Flower’ was published simultaneously in Cambridge’s Chequer (Winter 1956–7) and Chicago’s Poetry (January 1957).

         In her first term at Newnham College, Cambridge, Plath joined the Amateur Dramatics Club, performing in a small ‘nursery’ production and in the big autumn performance of Bartholomew Fair. To Marcia Brown Stern, Plath wrote about the many possible groups and activities open to students: ‘there are clubs for everything from puppetry to piloting, communists to heretics, wine tasters to beaglers! Indifference is the cardinal sin’ (c. 14 December 1955).

         Plath spent her Christmas 1955 break from Newnham on the continent, in Paris and Nice, with Richard Sassoon. Upon her return to Cambridge, Sassoon abruptly ended their relationship. Plath was not short of male attention (she wrote to her mother that there were ‘10 men to each woman!’), but Sassoon’s departure disturbed her. She sent Sassoon a number of letters that winter and thoughtfully transcribed excerpts into her journals. Although printed in the Journals of Sylvia Plath (Faber, 2000), these excerpts appear in this volume to lend documentary force and context in the storyline of her spring 1956 correspondence.

         On 25 February 1956, Plath wrote to her mother that ‘it is a new day: bright, with sun, and a milder aspect’ and notified her that she was ‘going to a party celebrating the publication of a new literary review’. The following week, Plath wrote again to her mother:

         
            Met, by the way, a brilliant ex-Cambridge poet at the wild St. Botolph’s Review party last week; will probably never see him again (he works for J. Arthur Rank in London) but wrote my best poem about him afterwards: the only man I’ve met yet here who’d be strong enough to be equal with; such is life; will send a few poems in my next letter so you can see what I’m doing.

            (3 March 1956)

         

         True to her word, on 9 March Plath sent her mother ‘Pursuit’ with a full explication. It is not until 19 April, however, that Plath formally introduces ‘this poet, this Ted Hughes’ by name. ‘He is tall, hulking, with a large-cut face, shocks of dark brown hair and blazing green & blue flecked eyes; he wears the same old clothes all the time: a thick black sweater & wine-stained khaki pants.’

         The courtship and marriage of Plath and Hughes has been well documented in the past by biographers, but never before in Plath’s own, unedited words. Their marriage was kept secret, as Plath feared she would lose her Fulbright scholarship if the authorities discovered she was married. On their honeymoon in Spain, the couple resumed a routine established in Cambridge of reading and writing verse. As noted earlier, Plath relished preparing meals under somewhat rustic conditions. Thus, in Benidorm, she had the time and opportunity to ‘cook on a fickle one‑ring petrol burner, and write and write. We are happy as hell, writing stories, poems, books, fables’ (10 August 1956).

         The happiness continued through a September spent with the Hughes family at the Beacon in Heptonstall. In addition to writing while in Yorkshire, they made frequent excursions on the surrounding moors. Plath returned to Cambridge, alone, on 1 October. Once back in her room at Whitstead, she wrote the first of sixteen letters to Hughes over the next twenty-two days. The journey ‘was hell’, but she returned to news that ‘POETRY has accepted SIX of my poems!!!!!!!!!! Like we dreamed of.’

         As the month progressed the separation became unbearable. In the first of two letters to Hughes on 21 October, Plath writes ‘I feel so mere and fractional without you.’ In the second letter that day she admits ‘I am terribly lonely for you.’ The next day, Plath imparted the results of some research, ‘I looked up the fulbright lists and found three married women on it; so singleness is not a condition of a fulbright for ladies’ (22 October 1956).

         This volume closes with two letters written on 23 October 1956, four days prior to Plath’s twenty-fourth birthday. To Peter Davison, an editor at the Atlantic Monthly and former boyfriend, Plath submitted her husband’s manuscript of children’s fables and caught up on general news and acceptances. She concludes optimistically, ‘I look most forward to coming back home next June. I feel somehow like a feminine Samson with hair cut, if such is possible---being so far away from editors & publishing houses!’ To her mother she exuberates:

         
            ted is coming to live & work in cambridge for the rest of the year; in the next two weeks we are going on a rigorous campaign of making our marriage public to first my philosophy supervisor, next the fulbright, next newnham; we are married and it is ridiculous and impossible for either of us to be whole or healthy apart.

         

         Peter K Steinberg and Karen V. Kukil 
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CHRONOLOGY


         

         
            
               
                  
                     
            
                        
                        	1932
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	27 October
            
                        
                        	     
            
                        
                        	Sylvia Plath born in Boston, Massachusetts, to Otto Emil and Aurelia Schober Plath; the family lives at 24 Prince Street, Jamaica Plain, a neighbourhood in Boston.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1935
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	27 April
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Warren Joseph Plath 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
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Writes first letters to her parents.


                     
            
                        
                        	September
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Enters E. B. Newton School, Winthrop.


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


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


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1941
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


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


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1942
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	October
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Moves with her mother, brother, and grandparents, Frank and Aurelia Schober, to 26 Elmwood Road, Wellesley, Massachusetts. Enters the Marshall Perrin Grammar School.



                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1943/4
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Summers
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Attends Camp Weetamoe in Center Ossipee, New Hampshire.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1944
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	January
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Begins writing in a journal.


                     
            
                        
                        	September
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Enters Alice L. Phillips Junior High School, publishes in school paper.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1945/6
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Summers
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Attends Camp Helen Storrow in Plymouth, Massachusetts.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1947/8
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


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


                     
            
                        
                        	September
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Enters Gamaliel Bradford Senior High School, Wellesley.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1948
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	June
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Named co-editor of school newspaper, The Bradford.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1949
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	March
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Publishes poem ‘Sea Symphony’ in Student Life.


                     
            
                        
                        	Summer
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Attends Unitarian conference at Star Island, New Hampshire.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1950
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	March
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Publishes article ‘Youth’s Plea for World Peace’ in the Christian Science Monitor.


                     
            
                        
                        	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.


                     
            
                        
                        	August
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Publishes short story ‘And Summer Will Not Come Again’ in Seventeen.


                     
            
                        
                        	Autumn
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Enters Smith College, resides at Haven House. Meets Prouty.



                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1951
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Begins dating Richard ‘Dick’ Norton, a senior at Yale University and Wellesley resident.


                     
            
                        
                        	March
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Attends Yale Junior Prom with Norton. Meets Eddie Cohen.


                     
            
                        
                        	Summer
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Works as nanny for Mayo family in Swampscott, Massachusetts. Her friend Marcia Brown nannies nearby.


                     
            
                        
                        	Autumn
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Writes articles for local newspapers as Press Board correspondent for Smith College.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1952
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Summer
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Waitresses at the Belmont Hotel in West Harwich, Massachusetts. ‘Sunday at the Mintons’ ’ wins Mademoiselle short fiction contest. Works as nanny for the Cantor family in Chatham, Massachusetts.


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


                     
            
                        
                        	Autumn
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Continues writing for Press Board. Dick Norton treated for exposure to tuberculosis in New York.


                     
            
                        
                        	November
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Meets Yale student Myron Lotz; relationship with Norton strained.


                     
            
                        
                        	December
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Visits Norton at Ray Brook, New York; breaks leg in skiing accident.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1953
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Dates Lotz and Gordon Lameyer, a senior at Amherst College. Writes villanelle ‘Mad Girl’s Love Song’.


                     
            
                        
                        	April–May
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	
Harper’s accepts three poems; 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 poorly administered 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 treatment with Dr Ruth Beuscher.



                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1954
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	January
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Re-enters Smith College; repeats second semester of her junior year.


                     
            
                        
                        	April
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Meets Richard Sassoon, a Yale student.


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


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Autumn
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Senior year at Smith College on full scholarship; writes thesis on Dostoevsky.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1955
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Accepted by Newnham College, University of Cambridge.


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


                     
            
                        
                        	May
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Wins Fulbright scholarship to University of Cambridge.


                     
            
                        
                        	6 June
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Graduates Smith College, summa cum laude.


                     
            
                        
                        	September
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Sails on the Queen Elizabeth to UK.


                     
            
                        
                        	October
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Begins courses at Newnham College.


                     
            
                        
                        	Winter
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Travels to Paris and the south of France with Sassoon.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1956
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	25 February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Attends party at Falcon Yard, meets Edward ‘Ted’ James Hughes.


                     
            
                        
                        	March–April
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Travels through France, Germany, and Italy with Gordon Lameyer.


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


                     
            
                        
                        	Summer
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Honeymoons in Alicante and Benidorm; meets Warren Plath in Paris; lives at the Hughes home, The Beacon, in Heptonstall, Yorkshire.


                     
            
                        
                        	Autumn
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Begins second year at Newnham College; keeps marriage a secret.


                     
            
                        
                        	December
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Moves to 55 Eltisley Avenue, Cambridge, UK.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1957
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	23 February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Hughes’s poetry collection The Hawk in the Rain wins Harper’s poetry prize.


                     
            
                        
                        	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.


                     
            
                        
                        	September
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Moves to 337 Elm Street, Northampton, Massachusetts; begins teaching at Smith College.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1958
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	June
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Leaves position at Smith College. Records poems for 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.


                     
            
                        
                        	10 December
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Resumes seeing Dr Beuscher, records details in her journals.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1959
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Records more poems for Woodberry Poetry Room. Attends Robert Lowell’s poetry course at Boston University, meets Anne Sexton.


                     
            
                        
                        	8 March
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Visits father’s grave in Winthrop.


                     
            
                        
                        	July–August
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Travels across North America; becomes pregnant.


                     
            
                        
                        	Autumn
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Spends two months at the writer’s colony Yaddo, Saratoga Springs, New York. Has creative writing breakthrough.


                     
            
                        
                        	December
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Sails on the United States to UK.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1960
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	January
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Rents 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
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	
The Colossus published in Britain.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1961
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Suffers a miscarriage.


                     
            
                        
                        	March
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Has an appendectomy.


                     
            
                        
                        	Spring
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Begins writing The Bell Jar.



                     
            
                        
                        	June
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Records poems for BBC series The Living Poet.


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


                     
            
                        
                        	August
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Purchases Court Green in North Tawton, Devonshire; sublets London flat to David and Assia Wevill.


                     
            
                        
                        	1 September
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Moves to Court Green.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1962
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	17 January
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Son, Nicholas Farrar Hughes born.


                     
            
                        
                        	May
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Visits from Ruth Fainlight and Alan Sillitoe, as well as the Wevills.


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


                     
            
                        
                        	September
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Visits Irish poet Richard Murphy in Cleggan, Ireland; Hughes abruptly leaves.


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


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


                     
            
                        
                        	10 December
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Moves with Frieda and Nicholas into Fitzroy Road flat.


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	1963
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	January
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Dubbed the ‘Big Freeze of 1963’, 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.


                     
            
                        
                        	7–10 February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Stays with Jillian and Gerry Becker at nearby 5 Mountfort Crescent, Islington.


                     
            
                        
                        	11 February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Protects children then commits suicide by gas poisoning.


                     
            
                        
                        	18 February
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Laid to rest in Heptonstall.


                  
               

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
            
               
[image: ]
               

            

            
ABBREVIATIONS AND SYMBOLS


         

         
            
               
                  
                     
            
                        
                        	AL
            
                        
                        	    
            
                        
                        	autograph letter (unsigned)


                     
            
                        
                        	ALS
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	autograph letter signed


                     
            
                        
                        	ASP
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Aurelia Schober Plath


                     
            
                        
                        	Lilly Library
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Lilly Library, Indiana University at Bloomington


                     
            
                        
                        	SP
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Sylvia Plath


                     
            
                        
                        	TH
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	Ted Hughes


                     
            
                        
                        	TL
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	typed letter (unsigned)


                     
            
                        
                        	TLS
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	typed letter signed


                     
            
                        
                        	< >
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	editorial intervention – where () and [ ] are printed in letters these are as used by SP



                  
               

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
            
THE LETTERS

1940–1956
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1940


         

         
            
TO Otto Emil Plath1


            Monday 19 February 1940

            ALS with envelope and heart-shaped enclosure, Smith College

            <envelope>

            Mr. O. E. Plath

            92 Johnson Ave.

            Winthrop Mass.

            <letter>

            Feb. 19. 1940

            Dear Father

            I am coming home soon. Are you as glad as I am?

            Over in Frank’s2 work room I got some ink on my fingers which never comes of! I had to rub them with a stone. And the stone took it of.

            I wrote a letter to Mother3 and Warren4 to. If you want to you may ask them to read it to you.

            My letter is not very long.

            Warren likes me to wright in orange.5 Mummy likes me to wright in red. But nearly everybody likes me to wright in blue or black.

            As I told you my letter is not very long. So good by now. I’ll be home soon.

            With Love,

from

Sylvia

            <enclosure>

            
                

            

            Dear Father,

            I hope you are better. Over grandma’s6 there were many ice-cakes and on every one sat a Seagull! Isn’t that funny (Ha Ha).

            With Love

from

Sylvia

            
               1 – Otto Emil Plath (1885–1940); German instructor and biology professor at Boston University, 1922–40; SP’s father. SP was visiting her maternal grandparents at 892 Shirley Street, Winthrop, Massachusetts, when she wrote this letter. Their phone number was OCEan 1212-W.

               2 – Frank Richard Schober (1919–2009); SP’s uncle.

               3 – Aurelia Schober Plath (1906–94); associate professor, College of Practical Arts and Letters, Boston University, 1942–71; SP’s mother.

               4 – Warren Joseph Plath (1935– ); educated at Phillips Exeter Academy, Exeter, New Hampshire; A.B. 1957, Harvard College; Fulbright student at the University of Bonn, 1957–8; Ph.D. 1964, Harvard University; SP’s brother.

               5 – The names of colours mentioned in this and the next letter are written with a corresponding coloured pencil.

               6– Aurelia Greenwood Schober (1887–1956); SP’s maternal grandmother.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 20 February 1940

            ALS with envelope, Smith College

            February 20. 1940

            Dear Mother

            I liked your letter. The waves were up to our front steps they were as high as the window!

            And I wrote a letter to Aunt Dot.1 The letter said how delightful it is to fly! And showed a picture of aunt dot flying with a wand (which grandpa2 said was an ice-cream cone or a flower.) (Ha Ha)

            (My letter is short.) The only colors I may use are yellow purple orange red blue. The light that is glass is rainbow colors! bye now.

            from Sylvia

With Love

            <self-portrait of SP holding a flower next to her Aunt Dorothy holding a wand>

            
               1– Dorothy Schober Benotti (1911–81); SP’s aunt; married to Joseph Benotti (1911–96) on 19 April 1941; SP served as flower girl. They lived at 49 Silver Hill Road, Weston, Mass.

               2– Frank Schober (1880–1965); maître d’hôtel at Brookline Country Club; SP’s maternal grandfather.
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TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            January 19431

            ALS, Indiana University

            January 1943

            Dearest Mother,

            I have some thing for you on the sideboard where the blue Christmas tree used to be. It is now quater past seven. I have done three quarters of an hour music, and Warren and I have been very good there were no mishaps at tall. I played with Marcia2 till fivo clock.

            In music I did the fingering just like you told me to. And I kept saying to myself “This is what mother would want me to do” so I got along very well. I ate all my breakfast very well and did not tease Warren, I went to school with him and defended him. And O by the way Miss Denway loaned mee the book of poetry which I have in school.

            I must now get ready for Bed.

            I am all reddy now it is 25 of eight

            Love

Sylvia

grandma’s signature

Aurelia R Schober

            PS. Carl Ludwig called & will call some other time or come over going to send Warrens XMAS gIFT.

            
               1 – Date supplied by ASP.

               2 – Probably Marcia Egan, a friend and classmate who lived at 9 Mayo Road, Wellesley, Mass.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 20 March 19431

            TLS with envelope, Indiana University

            March 20, 1942

            Dear Mother,

            Today is Saturday and this morning I got up and had a good breakfast. Then I went upstairs with Grammy, and had a bath and shampoo.

            I have made up some poems, here they are:

            
               
                  
                     Plant a little seedling

                     Mix with rain and showers,

                     Stir them with some sun-shine,

                     And up come some flowers.

                            -----------

                     I have a little fairy

                     Two kittens and a mouse

                     We all live together,

                     In one tiny little house.

                     The fairy rides the kittins

                     And pats the mousies fur,

                     When we want a lullaby

                     Both the kittens pur.

                            ------------

                     You have to have my fairy ears2

                     To here the bluebells ring

                     Among the3 green, green grassy fields,

                     Where all the flowers sing.

                            --

                     You have to have my fairy eyes

                     To see the pot of gold,

                     That lies beyond the rainbow;

                     Amongst treasures all untold.

                     You have to have my fairy wings

                     To flutter in the sky,

                     And pass a conversation with

                     A friendly butterfly.

                            --

                     Some day when theres nothing much to do

                     And you want to see and hear

                     These magic wonders loud and clear

                     I’ll lend these things to you.

                            -----------------------

                  

               

            

            I would like to give all these things to you but I know I can make it up by being good. Mrs. Acker4 has given me a piece called the “Merry Farmer” by Schuman.5 I have fallen in love with it.

            I have read the nicest book I have ever read, the name was “A Fairy to Stay.6 The story of a motherless little girl whose father was in East Africa so she lived with two aunts who did not like mordern children or any children for that matter. The little girls dream was to go to school, and be a Brownie with a brown mushroom hat and to have bobbed hair as hers was always in a straight pigtail.

            One day when her aunts came to give her her lessons they found her reading a Fairy Book. Demanding what silly nonsense she had been reading, she replied that she wanted to go to school, she told them all her her dreams and that Fairys wernt “silly nonsense”. The aunts were shocked and sent her up to bed. She felt that she was living in a horrid dream all of a sudden a dreadful thought came into her mind siezing up her aunts sisors she started to cut her hair then the braid came of in her temper. When the aunts came in her room and found out they were horrified and told her to look in the mirror. Her hair was all straight and long on one side and short on the other, for punishment she would have to go like that for one week. Sending her out in the garden they decided that disipline was the best thing they could do. Out side the little girl rubbed her eyes and looked about what did she see but a fairy! The fairy asked her what was the matter, Pamela (for that was her name) poured out her story. The fairy told her to shut her eyes and she would dry clean her, she touched Pamelas hair, it began to curl, she touched her dirty tearstained face it grew pink and clean she touched her wrinkled dress, it grew clean and white. The fairy went into the house unseen by everyone except the little girl. The fairy said to her-self that she would try to “disipline” the aunts. The whole book is about the fairy and the little girl trying (comicly) trying to disipline the aunts.

            
               
                  
                            ------------------

                     Here is another poem I made up:

                  

                  
                     I found a little fairy

                     Sleeping in a rose,

                     As I picked her up

                     She rubbed her tiny nose.

                            --

                     I took her in the house

                     And made a tiny bed,

                     Lined with softest thistle down

                     And rose petals for her head.

                            --

                     This little fairy

                     (I named her Rosie)

                     Grew and grew and grew,

                     And many was the posie

                     She picked me under skies so blue.

                     I like my little fairy

                     Wouldn’t you like one too?

                  

               

            

            Love

Sylvia

            P. S. Write soon. I am going to enclose papers from school.

            
                

            

            <Two enclosures not transcribed. The first is a list of nineteen words. The second contains mathematical problems (fractions).>

            
               1 – Letter misdated 1942 by SP.

               2 – Sylvia Plath, ‘Fairy Wonders’.

               3 – Added in pen in an unknown hand, possibly ASP’s.

               4– Possibly Marion Acker, who lived nearby at 398 Weston Road, Wellesley.

               5– ‘The Merry Farmer’ by German composer Robert Schumann (1810–56).

               6– Margaret Beatrice Lodge, A Fairy to Stay (New York: Oxford University Press, 1929); with illustrations by A. H. [Alice Helena] Watson.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 28 June 19431

            ALS, Indiana University

            Monday

            Dear Mother,

            I received your letter and enjoyed it. We will send you some paper to write on. We are going to Wellesley to pack my duffle bag. I am going to make a note of what I take and check it of when I pack it to go home. I am enclosing the daffodil. (The stitches are awful) The chickens laid 4 eggs.

            Loads of love,

Sylvia

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXX***X

            <drawing of chicken with eggs, with caption ‘A proud mother’>

            
               1 – Date supplied from internal evidence.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 29 June 19431

            ALS, Indiana University

            To Mother

            <drawing of daffodil with caption ‘How did you like your daffodil?’>

            <drawing of flower>

            <drawing of heart>

            Tuesday

            Dear Mother,

            We sent my duffle bag by express today. It is raining as though it will never stop, the temprature is 66!

            Yesterday Dottie and I, (going to my health examination) found a quarter and a nickel. She let me spend it as I wanted. I spent 20¢ on 2 paper doll books, Rita Hayworth and Hedy Lamar.2 The rest I will spend on a defense stamp.

            Dot and I went haying today with the wheelbarrow and got it all under cover before it rained.

            Loads of Love

Sylvia

XXXXX XXXXXX***

            <drawing of pitchfork with caption ‘Pitch fork we used’>

             

            
               1– Date supplied from internal evidence.

               2– American actors Rita Hayworth (1918–87) and Hedy Lamarr (1914–2000).

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            c. Friday 2 July 1943

            ALS, Indiana University

            To Mother

Friday

            Dear Mother,

            How are you? I miss you alot. I hope you will get better so you will be with us over the weekend.

            I will miss Dot, Joe and all my little chicken and bird friends too.

            I helped Dot with the wash today.

            I am making a jar full of rose and other petals. I have learned the secret is to dry them in the sun. Sofar the smell almost knocks you out.

            Loads of love

Sylvia.

            P.S. I also saw Warren last night, he does not miss us at all. I have my train ticket already.

            <drawing of a jar with rose petals; SP identifies each component: ‘knocking out smell’, ‘wax paper’, ‘rose petals’ and the ‘JAR’>

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 5 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 5 <drawing of heart>

            Dear Mother,

            We came on the train from North Station to Mountainview NH. The journey started with a jerk and ended with a jerk. When we got there it was pouring rain, instead of riding to camp in a haywagon we crowded in cars. When we got there we sang songs around a fireplace, then we had the lunch we brought with hot coco. Mine was: kheese & balonae sandwich, 5 Tollhouse cookies and a cup of coco. Then we got organized in our tents & units. My unit was Oehda, my tent, 3. There were 6 cots in each tent. For supper I had 2 bowls of vegetable soup, 2 cups of milk, 1 orange & 1 peanut-butter sandwich. My friends are: Joan Farrell, Joan Patchett, Jean Patchett, Jean Steck, Marge Taylor, Jody Davenport, Gretchen McGoun, Cinthia Sellman, Emily Pitts. Fun here.

            Love

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 6 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 6,

            Dear Mother,

            This morning we woke up before the bugle and really got aquainted. For breakfast I had 1 orange, a bowl of rice crispies, acup of milk and a cup of coco. We we went in swimming before lunch for a half an hour. I was in the advanced swimmers group that swims a little over my head. My bathing cap is yellow and cost 15¢, it was a good cap too. For lunch I had two helpings of corn, ham and beans a glass of water and the biggest helping of raspberry jello. Am I going to camp for a month? For supper I had 2 pieces of bread with chopped beef, salad, prunes & milk. We are being read the House at Pooh Corner1 before going to sleep. Send me some 1¢ stamps.

            Love

Sylvia

            
               1 – A. A. Milne, The House at Pooh Corner (1928).

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 6 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Tuesday

            Dear Mother,

            Today they voted for new reporters. I was sad because I liked my job. But what do you think! I was one of the two, all the girls wanted me to be one of them.

            I received Mowglis1 letter? and yours. Thank you for the two comic strips I wish you’d send some more. I got every question in the quiz save the last.

            Loads of Love

Sylvia

            
               1– Mowgli was the Plath family cat.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 7 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 7 <drawing of heart>

            Dear Mother,

            I can’t describe what a wonderful time I’m having. From my tent flap I can see across Lake Ossipee to the beautiful Green Mountain. We had a high tide. We go in swiming at ten o’clock for a half an hour then an hour after lunch for another half an hour. For breakfast I had a bowl of Ralston two doughnuts a cup of milk a cup of apple juice. Please send me a pillow & case.

            Love

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 9 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 9

            Dear Mother,

            How are you? I have received all your letters, Including Warrens lovely drawing. I was one of two newspaper reporters1 selected from our unit. I have made up two poems. I have written every day to you. I spent 95¢ I need a little more money about 2 dollar I found my pillow & case, received all stamps.

            xxxxxx****

Sylvia

            
               1 – In the Oehda unit, SP was made a reporter along with Louise Anthony. SP, ‘Hike to Lovell River’ (report) and ‘Camping’ (poem), Weetamoe Megpahone (18 July 1943).

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 10 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Saturday

            Dear Mother,

            I miss you an awful lot. I received your letter with the 2 dollars and deposited them immediatly. We went for a ride on the hay-rack. My letters have not been neat so most of them are dead letters. For I have been writing every day. Found pillow & case. got stamps.

            Loads of love,

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 12 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Monday

            Dear Mother,

            How are you? I am having loads of fun one girl has gone home and another is crying all the time. One day I tried a hand at comfroting her. I told her about lots of things, finally she said “I’ll try not to cry any more you’re nice.” So I am tring my best to make her happy. We have a bath every week and a shampoo every 2 weeks.

            Love

Sylvia

            received stamps, found pillow & case

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 16 July 19431

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Dear Mother,

            I received your letter. I miss you terribly, I do almost wish I could go home in two weeks, I have put arrid under arm. For lunch I had: one potato, spinich an egg, beets, a cup of water, and a cocktail dessert. Our mail has not been collected yet you will get it all soon. We are going on a hay ride to climb a mountain and some night we are going to have a picnic campfire. Write soon. I received your check for rest of month.

            xxxxx*****

Love

Sylvia

            
               1 – Date supplied from postmark.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 17 July 19431

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Dear Mother,

            I love you so much. I miss you an awful lot. I wonder how I will get my duffle bag home. If I send it home the day before I go where will I sleep? I hope you will get the rest of my letters. I write every day and received all your letters and Warrens lovely drawing.

            <drawing of tent with caption ‘Tent’>

            <drawing of heart>

            Loads of love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – Date supplied from postmark.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 18 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Sunday

            Dearest Mother,

            All the girls in my tent are going home tomorrow so I feel left out. I didn’t get a letter from you yesterday, I hope you are all right. There are some pretty pictures of secenery around they are quite expensive but I bought a few.

            I wonder if I should have my picture taken 6 for 35¢. I have seen lots of pictures to draw. I will have lots of things to show you. Are you well? I worry when I don’t receive letters from you. I am having a bath and shampoo today we have a bath every week and a shampoo every two. My letters are likely dead. I write daily but my addressed are not clear.

            xxx

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 20 July 19431

            ALS (postcard) Indiana University

            Tuesday

            Dear Mother

            The two new girls in my tent are not well brought up. Luckily the other 3 are lovely, one of them is so funny. The new girls say “ain’t” “youse” kids, “guys” “horsebackin.” It just hurts my ears. I long for my familys soft, sweet talk. Did Warren get my card? We had honeydew melon and hot blue berry muffins this morning. The temprature was below 40! I am so happy here. I miss you but your letters keep me from being homsick. I will see you in two weeks.

            xxxxxxxSylvia***

            
               1 – Date supplied from internal evidence. The postcard was not postmarked.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 21 July 19431

            ALS on Camp Weetamoe letterhead, Indiana University

            I have some drawin

Wednesday

            Dear Mother,

            How are you? I will see you in less than 2 weeks. I am lucky to be staying for a month. In case you did not receive my cards, I found my pillow & case. I received your money and deposited it. We have gone on the hay ride. You should have had the blueberry muffins and sweet-as-honey-dew melon we had. We have gone boating several times and I am trying to pass my rookie test.

            All the girls have gone from my tent There are two new campers and three old, the new ones are awful and the old ones are splendid.2

            I have washed: 2 pairs of socks, 1 face cloth, 1 jersey and 1 pr. of pants I have spent about 45¢ on laundry about 20¢ on fruit, 1.50 on nessities and 20¢ on unnessities. About 2.40 in all. I will not need to spend much more, just on laundry and fruit. I have received all your letters, Mowgli’s card, and, do thank Grammy for my sneakers.

            If you have any more stamps please send them to me. I have bought 2 10¢ defense stamps.

            xxxxxxxx Extra Love xxxxxxx

xxxxxxx Sylvia xxxxxx

xxxxxxxx**********

**********

            
               1 – Date supplied from internal evidence.

               2– This paragraph added by SP in the top margin of the second page of the letter.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 24 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            <drawing of blueberry> Saturday

            Dear Mother

            Just think, I will be home in less than 2 weeks. We went on another hayride today and to night we are going to pick blueberries. I am very glad Mowgli got that chicken leg he deserves it. I have made something for you in arts & crafts. The view across the lake is beautiful. The sun and clouds cast shadows on it from time to time. The camp paper is 2¢ and comes out every 2 weeks. I will have 2 copies to take home.

            xxxxxxx             *****

xxxxxxx Love – Sylvia     ****

              ********

            Did you get my letter?

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 28 July 19431

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Dear Mother,

            Today was a red letter day for I got 3 letters one from you, one from Ruthie2 (she received my card) and one from Mrs. Freeman.3 Ruth sent me some lovely green embroidered shoelacings and her mother sent some blue. I will see you in one week. I will send my dufflebag by express so it will get home a little after I do. I wrote the first 2 days at camp in my diary but then I stopped.

            <drawing of shoelaces with caption ‘My shoelaces’>

            Love

Sylvia

            
               1– Date supplied from postmark.

               2– Ruth Freeman Geissler (1933– ); B.A. 1955, University of Massachusetts at Amherst; SP’s childhood friend from Winthrop, Massachusetts; married Arthur Geissler, Jr (1932–2013); degree in Business Administration 1954, University of Massachusetts at Amherst; SP was maid of honour at their wedding on 11 June 1955.

               3– Marion Saunders Freeman (1908–98), lived at 8 Somerset Terrace, Winthrop, Mass. The Freemans were neighbours of the Plath family.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday 29 July 1943

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 29

            Dear Mother,

            I received the suitcase, and have devoured the funnies eagerly.

            I had 2.20 in trading post before you sent me a dollar. (Thanks loads)

            I will leave here on the train, Monday 3.08 and get to North Station at 6.31. (Unless the train is late,) we were spposed to climb Whitter1 today but we got caught in the rain.

            Love

Sylvia

            
               1 – Mount Whittier, West Ossipee, New Hampshire.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 31 July 1943

            ALS on Camp Weetamoe letterhead, Indiana University

            July 31,

            Dear Mother,

            Just think! When you receive this letter I will be on my way home. The days have sped by on wings. I have made two things at Arts & Crafts which are to be surprises for you and Grammy both. A girl gave me a strip of oil cloth so I cut it into 3 pieces and made a change purse for Grammy with flowers here and there.

            <drawing of change purse>

            
               
                  
                     
                        
            
                           
                           	    
            
                           
                           	I have bougt 6 beautiful pictures of scenery for →
            
                           
                           	1.50


                        
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	and my pictures for →
            
                           
                           	.35


                        
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	Laundry →
            
                           
                           	.75


                        
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	nessities →
            
                           
                           	.50



                        
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	Unnessities →
            
                           
                           	.30


                        
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	3.40


                        
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	5.50


                        
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	3.40


                        
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	 
            
                           
                           	about 2.10 left


                     
                  

               

            

            When I get home maybe you will go to bed when I do some nights and I will tell you every detail about camp. It seems like a happy dream.

            Love

Sylvia

            P.S. When I come home you will see a great difference in my caracter. Give my love to every body. I am enclosing drawings.

            <drawing of bed with captions ‘my bed’, ‘DUFFLE BAG’, ‘JOE’S SUITCASE’, ‘SMALL SUITCASE’>
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TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 14 July 1944

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            91

July 14,

            Dear Mother,

            See if you can guess by my pictures what I am giving Dot & Grammy for an Xmas <drawing of present>. Dot <drawing of a coaster and two potholders> – Grammy <drawing of a coaster and two potholders>. I will show them to you when I come <drawing of house>. I will see you at <drawing of clock> (6:31) at No. Station. I have spent 1.25 so far (80¢ in Arts in Crafts)

                       $4.75

                         1.25

                          3.50 left.

            I will come home with $3.25 at least. I have not worn 1 <drawing of shirt>, or blouse. I am going to try to look <drawing of eyes> neat coming home. We have <drawings of an ice cube and a jug of cream> every other day. I swam 100 yds. side stroke (over my head without stopping!). I never thought I could do it!! see you. Monday at 6.31.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – Letter numbered 9 by SP; letters one through eight not present. SP’s diary indicates that by this day she had written fourteen letters. Those named include her mother, grandparents, and Betsy Powley.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 15 July 1944

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            10

July 15,

            Dear Mother,

            Today was our patriotic day <drawing of flag>. I wore a red <drawing of barrette>, red <drawing of bow>, white <drawing of shirt>, blue <drawing of shorts> (borrowed). Our tent <drawing of tent> (4) won inspection this week as well as last. In inspection for no papers our <drawing of house> in Neyati won!! All the <drawing of table> tables were decorated, Neyati were like this. <drawing of boats; boats designated ‘red’ and the sails ‘white’ on ‘blue paper water’>. All of the units had to sang a song. Neyati was said to be by the judges “A jump ahead of the others.” Are we proud <drawing of woman (mother)>.

            Love <drawing of heart>

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 17 July 1944

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            11

July 17,

            Dear Mother <drawing of heart (around Dear)>,

            I have packed all of my <drawing of bag>. I received the <drawing of tag-label> tags. I have written to Ruthie. I have spent 1.40! Is that bad? Only $.70 on Art’s & Crafts. We are going on a <drawing of boat> trip for winning inspection! I have gotten 20 <drawing of letters>. I am so glad Frank & Louise1 are home <drawing of house>. I’ll see you Monday! I will be happy <drawing of smiling face> to come home! The only thing wrong with me is that <drawing of eye> bit my <drawing of face with tongue sticking out> & there is a blister <drawing of tongue with blister> on it.

            Love

Sylvia

            
               1 – Louise Bowman Schober (1920–2002); married SP’s uncle Frank Schober on 27 June 1942; SP was flower girl at the wedding.

            

            
TO Frieda Heinrichs1


            Tuesday 26 December 1944

            ALS, Indiana University

            26 Elmwood Road

Wellesley 81, Mass.

December 26, 1944

            Dear Aunt Frieda,

            I can’t thank you enough for the lovely tooled leather diary you sent me. I kept my diary every day last year, but it was not as beautiful as this new one.

            I do enjoy writing in it, because it helps me to use complete sentences. I read over my last year’s diary and found that it was full of spelling mistakes.

            Even though you do live in California, I hope that you will come to visit us soon. The fall is the most colorful time of the year in New England, and I’m sure you will take delight in the brilliant foliage.

            Your loving niece,

Sylvia

            
               1 – Frieda Plath Heinrichs (1897–1970). Otto Plath’s sister.
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TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 2 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 2, 1945

            Dear Mother,

            My bed is so cosy and I am all unpacked and every thing is neatly put away. We had an invigorating swim after you left Sunday at 4:30. The dock is shaped like this <drawing of dock and beach> and we (our unit swam in here <arrow pointing to enclosed space within dock>) for today. The water was very cold at first but once I ducked in it was so comfortable. The water was the most beautiful color that I have ever seen! The pure white sand gleamed through its crystal, pale, blue-green depths. The only thing I missed at supper was butter! I ate: fresh spinach, sliced turkey, 2 baked potatos, brick (vanilla, strawberry, chocolate) icecream, and four cups of milk! I am well and overwhelmingly happy. <drawing of heart>

            Love,

Sylvia

            
TO Warren Plath


            Monday 2 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 2,

            Dearest Warren, <flourish>

            I hope that you had a nice time over at Dotties. I love Camp. Betsy1 and I are in cabin 3 (only two in a cabin) in the Ridge Unit. Our Unit Leader is “Flash”, her assistant is “Dash” (I mean its vice versa) and the one in charge of the waterfront is “Splash.” They are the “Ash” trio. You would love to be here. There are trees every where; and at night the fireflies are countless, and they light up the earth and sky. The birds, at about 5:00 in the morning, sing so sweetly. Will you ask mummy to send that little bird book in your book case on the left of the 2nd shelf?

            Love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – Betsy Powley Wallingford (1932– ), SP’s friend from Wellesley.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 3 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 3, 1945

            Dearest Mother,

            Last evening (Monday) our unit invited Unit “Cove” to a night of folk-dancing, in the unit house. A rain storm was raging outside as we danced by the fireplace. We had a beautiful time and sang songs around the campfire before going to bed. We have “Trading Post” every other day. So far I’ve spent: bathing cap – $.25, tie – $.35, KLEENEX – $.15. If you want me to buy an extra box please tell me. (If I still can get it). The food is wonderful! For instance I had for lunch: 3 bowls tomato-soup, cream cheese and olives on rolls, cupcakes, 3 cups milk. Write soon. I’m fine! xxx

            Love,

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday–Wednesday 3–4 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 3 & 4, 1945

            Dear Mummy,

            I am just preparing to go for a swim after rest hour. It is now about quarter past three. Our cabin is so nice and cosy.

            <flourish>

            July 4, 1945

            Dear Mummy,

            I am disappointed in either you or the mail for I haven’t even one letter and this is Wednesday! We went “nail picking” today and are having a contest to see who of our unit and another could pick the most nails at where the barn fell down. I am about 3rd or, 4th with 327 nails in ½ (half) hour. Write soon. Send music MB Murmering Brook.1

            Love

Sylvia.

            
               1 – SP’s diary indicates this was German composer Carl Bohm’s ‘Murmuring Brook’.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath & Warren Plath


            Thursday 5 July 1945

            ALS on Camp Helen Storrow

letterhead, Indiana University

            Remember to say Long Pond

on my Address!

            Dearest Mother, and Warren

            Today is Thursday the 5th of July and we haven’t received any mail yet so I hope I’ll at least get one letter or card. Last night we had Retreat. One music loving girl named “Chopin”, played some music on- her accordian. (She made up the music too!) After flag lowering we sat on the beach (the whole camp) and watched the perfect tawny-red ball of sun sink slowly out of sight in the West. I read my part of the ceremony and was complimented on it by “Dash.” You know how I used to adore Miss Chadwick?1 Well, now my ideal is our unit leader, “Dash.” <drawing of heart> We went boating today in the row boats. I met a girl from “Four Winds” out on the lake and asked her if she knew Ruthie Freeman. She did, so I sent my regards (by way of water) to Ruthie. I am now basking on my bed in the sun during rest hour. It is so perfectly warm and comfortable! Can you tell me what-these signs in shorthand mean? <drawing of shorthand character> and <drawing of shorthand character> (< drawing of shorthand character>). Thanks. Yesterday night Betsy and I saw a firefly settle on our window for a half hour and he kept blinking his light off and on. How’re these menus:2 Lunch- two bowls of vegetable soup, loads of peanut butter, four pieces of coffee cake, chocolate cake and marsh mellow sauce, three cups of milk. Supper- Haddock, nineteen carrots, lettuce and tomatoes, cucumber, punch, two potatoes, four slices of water mellon! Boy! My stomach could hardly hold those two amounts of food. I have, next to Betsy a special friend named Joan Beales. She is the sweetest girl. She can play piano and violin, tapdance, and sings on the radio, and best of all is really frankly modest. My one consolation is that she’s my second best friend and she can’t draw. I’m tanned and perfectly happy.

            xxxxxx and ****

Sylvia

            
               1– Ruth Chadwick, SP’s social studies teacher at the Alice L. Phillips Junior High School, Wellesley, Mass.

               2– ‘How’s How’re these menus:’ appears in the original.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 6 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 6, 1945

            Dear Mother,

            You know, in swimming we have three classes starting with the lowest red, next-white, highest-blue. For three days I was a red cap but today I was promoted to a white cap! I am quite happy. “Dash” complimented me on braiding my hair so neatly and so often! I love camp, and it is near enough to you so that I never feel homesick. Yahoo! I got that big fat letter from you tonight and was showing the beautiful drawings to the whole unit! If any one says I can draw I’ll know I inherited it from you.

            Love xxxx

Sylvia

            P.S. I have a reputation with my unit leader for eating more than any one!

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 6 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 6, 1945

            Dearest Mummy,

            Today is so beautiful! As a rule all days have been sunshiny save about one. Every time you write me a card I wish you would illustrate it as you did the first one. I will always treasure it. I was able to get my whole arm in the waist of my shorts before breakfast but after the following two meals I couldn’t even get my finger in! Shredded wheat, two muffins and crabapple jelly, four cups milk, and 40 raw cherries. Lunch three whole egg & lettuce sandwiches, three whole jelly sandwiches, five cups milk. I’m healthy and happy. Give my love to Warren.

            Love, <drawing of heart>

<drawing of heart> Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 7 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 7, 1945

            Dear Mother,

            I have written to Grammy and Grampy and “Hayzee.”1 My other friends can wait. I hope that you and Warrie got my big letter.2 I made up a poem starting like this:

            
               
                  
                     At night I watch the stars above3

                     Twinkling in the sky

                     While on the silent world below

                     Deepening shadows lie.

                     The trees are swaying in the wind

                     The night is dark & still,

                     The grass is whispering to the moon

                     Which shines above the hill.

                  

               

            

            I love you loads!

Sylvia

            
               1 – Possibly Mrs Eleanor Hayes of 12 Durant Road, Wellesley, Mass. In SP’s camp diary, held by Lilly Library, there is an entry for ‘Mrs. Wentworth L. Hayes, R.F.D. #2 – c/o Benson, Division Road, East Greenwich, R.I’.

               2 – See SP to Warren and Aurelia Schober Plath, 5 July 1945, above.

               3 – Sylvia Plath, ‘Camp Helen Storrow’.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 8 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 8, 1945

            Dear Mother,

            Today (in my opinion is the most beautiful day I spent at camp! We had a wonderful time swimming – and boating in the morning. For lunch I had a bird’s feed of 6 plates of casserole & sauce containing potatos, peas, onions, carrots, chicken (yum, yum); five cups of punch and a scoop of vanilla, coffee, and orange ice cream. (If you’re hard up on ration points when I come home you can have Joe slaughter me and you can eat me for pork. We had crafts today (nothing like Weetamoe though.) I making prints to decorate stationary. xxxx

            Love,

S.

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 9 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 9, 1945

            Dear Mother,

            Has the apron I ordered come yet? Did anyone get honorable mention on the good sport page?1 Have I any mail? Betsy and I have just finished a blanket roll for our unit has the fun of sleeping on the beach tonight!! I have the second verse to the poem I sent you:

            
               
                  
                     Camp Helen Storrow

                  

                  
                     At night I watch the tiny lights

                     Of fireflies flitting near

                     And gleaming in the frosty air

                     Above Long Pond so clear.

                     This is our camp beside the lake-

                     The one we all do love,

                     And over us God’s light will shine

                     From the vast heaven above.

                  

               

            

            Give my love to Warrie

Sylvia

            
               1 – A feature in the children’s section of the Sunday Boston Herald. SP’s first poem (‘Poem’, first line ‘Hear the crickets chirping’) and drawing (‘Funny Faces’) were featured in this section on 10 August 1941 and 2 August 1942 respectively.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 11 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 11

            Dear Mother,

            We had a minstrel show last night. I was dressed as a little girl pickininy and had my face charcoaled. It was a great success. I got your big fat letter with the map. Everybody envies me – receiving such meaty letters! I am leaving with Betsy – Saturday though we’ll really stay1 overnight with the Powley’s friends. Betsy says that their friends have room and to spare. I received dear Warren’s letter and thought it one of the loveliest I’ve received.

            Love to all

Sylvia

            
               1 – ‘we’ll probably really stay’ appears in the original.

            

            
TO Aurelia Greenwood Schober & Frank Schober


            Friday 13 July 19452

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Dear Grammy and Grampy

            Thank you so much for the cards you sent me! I am leaving camp tomorrow (Saturday) and will sleep over Theils3 and come home Sunday. Our unit took a five mile hike over a dirt road to fisherman’s cove which is right on the salty ocean! We stayed for the whole day! I had to laugh at some of the girls because I was the only one who dared to go in first for the waves were strong and cold until you ducked. I love camp.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
               2 – Date supplied from postmark.

               3 – The Thiel family of Parker Road, Wellesley, Mass.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 13 July 1945

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 13, 1945

            Dear Mother,

            I had the most wonderful day at camp yesterday! Our unit hiked five miles over a dirt road (averaging 1 mile in 20 min!) to the really salty ocean at fisherman’s cove. We stayed the whole day. We swam on a sand bar that had not a pebble on it. I had the best time riding the waves we were completely hidden in the large cove (I drew it) and a huge sand cliff in back of us had the homes of BELTED KINGFISHERS (Warrie might be interested) <drawing of cliff and kingfishers>. We were driven home. I will even be campsick for camp.

            Love,

Sylvia.

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier1


            Wednesday 9 August 1945

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            August 9, 1945

            Dear Margot,

            Thank you ever so much for the perfect time I had at Innisfree in the past seventeen days.2 I have never felt better and I have gained two pounds. (Must be due to those five potatoes I consumed one night for supper.)

            We had a lovely trainride home. We passed through two pelting rainstorms, but they both only lasted a few minutes as we were traveling express from Portland.

            We arrived in Boston at seven-twenty and, as my grandmother called for us at North Station in the car, we were home by eight-thirty.

            I awoke this morning and started with horror for a moment, but then sighed with relief as I saw the moose head at the foot of my bed rapidly dwindle into a bedpost! You see, your imaginative influence still clings to my mind.

            Last night all I dreamed about was a rainstorm soaking all the valuable stamps in the world from albums and washing them up to my doorstep sorted out and in perfect condition. Isn’t that an ideal way to accumulate stamps?

            By the way, I am enclosing three stamps.3 I believe they are Swedish. These are the only duplicates that I have come across so far, but if I find any in the future I will send them to you immediately. If you already have these stamps please stick them in one of your letters to me because my dearest little brother has set his eyes on them longingly, already. I am going to Boston in the near future and will then buy a much longed for stamp album!!! I hardly can wait to mount my stamps in it. I have just received my “American Girl” magazine and have seen an offer to buy stamps “on approval” from the Jamestown Stamp Company.4 I am going to send in as you advised me to, after I finish mounting stamps in my promised album.

            Have you recovered your laundry bag yet? If I see any of the ghosts which inhabit our storeroom, I’ll be sure to see if the sheets are marked Innisfree and send them to you, ghost and all.

            love to all,

Sylvia

            <drawing of a moose head with caption ‘THE MOOSE’ on back of envelope>

            
               1 – Margot Loungway Drekmeier (1932–2008). The Loungways were family friends who lived in Oxford, Maine. In April or May 1946 the Loungways moved to 4 Agassiz Park, Jamaica Plain, Mass.

               2 – SP visited the Loungways in Oxford, Maine, from 23 July to 8 August 1945.

               3 – The stamps are no longer with the letter.

               4– Founded in 1939, Jamestown Stamp Company began as a mail order company located in Jamestown, NY. The advertisement appeared in American Girl, August 1945, 34.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Saturday 18 August 1945

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            August 18, 1945

            Dear Margot,

            I just received your nice long letter this morning. It’s wonderful to at last have found someone that writes really worthwhile letters.

            Thank you for those seventeen stamps you sent me. I’m returning the four which I have already. Enclosed also is a stamp from Chile which I hope you don’t have yet. However, if you do have it, please return it. Let’s adopt that plan. Is that allright with you?

            On Monday, August 13, Mother took me to Boston with the purpose in mind of shopping and buying me a stamp album. We went to the Harris Stamp Company1 to get my album the first thing. I got an album which is the exact duplicate of yours (price and all). As the album was heavy and the day was humid we decided to go to a movie instead of shopping. We saw “The Valley of Decision”2 starring Gregory Peck and Greer Garson. Have you ever read the book? The acting was suburbly done and we enjoyed the afternoon thoroughly.

            On Tuesday I hinged all my United States Stamps in my album and by Thursday I had all of the stamps you gave me pasted in. Recently I have been trading stamps with Warren who has quite a nice set. I have on the average of 300 different stamps now. In the Agust issue of the American Girl an offer was made by the Jamestown Stamp Company. Here it is: To Serious approval applicants only (that means you, Margot,) we make this biggest offer in Stampdom – for ten cents in coin we will send you a packet of five hundred stamps from missions over all the world!

            <flourish>

            In case you are interested you know their address.

            Mother bought my stamp album for me in exchange for a play she promised me (both about the same cost – $6.00.)

            Warren is now saving up for his album. We are both searching avidly for stamps (this is one interest that will never die down.)

            How, may I ask, is dearest Ellen? Has she invited you to supper yet? By the way, did you continue going to Bible School the two mornings after I left? If so how is Dunstan3 <drawing of male head with glasses> and the bad side of Christianity? Has him’s darlin’ ’ittle Lois got herself any songs to sing beside “B-I-B-L-E, le Bible?”

            How is your hand made <drawing of book with the word “DIARY” on cover> coming along. I have persuaded my mater to get me a small one year diary for Christmas and also an unmarked journal for special events.

            We all rejoiced in hearing the good news about the recovering of your laundry.

            All of us are joyful that the end of the war with Japan has occured at last so we have sent up a little box to make the news sweeter for the family.

            Do not tell John,4 but I am glad (for you) that part of his sprayer was lost and hope (again from me in concern for you) that it is never recovered, considering the terrible purpose for which he used it.

            How are the two kittens, Patch and yours? (Have you named yours yet?) Upon returning home I was very sadly upset to find my only and most beloved son, Mowgli, gone, <drawing of cat> (for good it seems), so I erected his memorial shaft in my little lower bed <flourish> <drawing of memorial post in a flower garden with printing “Here lies my <illegible>”> 

            Maybe I should be given a gold star to put in his cemetary because he was a brave cat and maybe he lost his life as a general in the war between the Tiger and Bob cats in our neighborhood. (He was always a loyal Tiger!)

            Has the sex of your cats been determined yet? Some morning you may wake up and find a dozen little apatchies or gray and white kittens climbing all over your bed and still more peeping down from the bats roost <arrow pointing at drawing of bedroom> in your room. I hope for your Mother’s sake that this will never happen in such quantity.

            Love to all from – your friend,

<drawing>

Sylvia

(alias Moosie-Moose)

            P.S. Warren plans to write to John but don’t be surprised if he receives the letter after John has started to shave. <drawing of a boy>

            
               1 – H. E. Harris & Co. was located at 108 Massachusetts Avenue, Boston, Mass.

               2 – The Valley of Decision was showing at both the Loew’s State Theatre, then located at 205 Massachusetts Avenue, and Loew’s Orpheum, then located at 1 Hamilton Place, Boston, Mass.

               3 – According to SP’s diary, this was Reverend Dunstan. SP and Margot Loungway attended bible school from 30 July to 3 August 1945 while the Plaths were in Oxford, Maine.

               4 – John Loungway (1935–2009).

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Thursday 30 August 1945

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            August 30, 1945

            Dear Margot,

            Thank you for the Christmas present. Warren and I are waiting in great excitement until we open the package on December the twenty-fifth. We thought, at first, that we had been unfortunate victims of some cruel practical joker (you, of course) until we came across the Christmas wrapping paper and then we reluctantly decided that we had better not open it ’till Christmastime to humor your caustic wit. (Remember – “He who laughs best laughs last!”) (Heh! Heh! Heh!)

            In the envelope I’m enclosing a few so-called stamp hinges.1 I usually get the kind of hinges that you do, but as I ran out of them I had to resort to the enclosed specimens. (Ugh!) If, up to this time, you have been licking your hinges – please – of all things, DON’T LICK THESE !!!!!!!!!! To me they taste (when licked) like decayed bread pudding garnished with alcohol! I have warned you – do now what you will.

            I heartily agree with you concerning Mr. (I won’t disgrace churches or ministers by associating him (or his name) with “Reverend) “Morbid Religious Drible” Dunstan. Here are two sketches to show the only things I remember of him <flourish>

            this <drawing of arrow pointed at bubble gum wrapper with caption ‘CHOMPING GUM’> and this <drawing of arrow pointed at a grotesque caricature of the reverend with caption ‘MORBID CHRISTMAS RELIGIOUS TALES’ and ‘BLOOD’ dripping from his hands>

            How I shudder to think of your mothers wrath when you have a few countless batches of caterwauling kittens under-foot. Probably (not if I know her though) she (pardon the crossed “h”), will take advantage of the name “Disappearing Cat from Saturn”1 and make them all disappear with a few doses of potomaine poison. (Perish the thought!)

            Speaking of stamp offers, I just received that packet of 500 stamps. I had to divvy half and half with Warren as he paid half of the cost. I did this with my eyes closed so all would be fair. I only got one or two duplicates beside some red Canadian friends and about 40 green English friends. I received about fifty large stamps that were all beautiful pictures and various colors.

            I enjoy buying stamps on approval. Do you usually send the money in cash? I had none of the stamps you sent me so I put them all in my album. I’m enclosing2 in a little transparent envelope in which are a few of my best duplicates. I hope you will be able to use some of them. Let’s use the envelope for trading purposes. All right?

            I have had my haircut and really I think it looked quite presentable!! <drawings of SP with hair cut showing ‘Back View’ and ‘Front View’> By the way I am wearing one of the dresses which you so kindly bequeathed me. Everybody had nice remarks about my favorite – that light blue flowered one. <drawing of SP wearing light blue flowered dress> I have had a picture taken and if it comes out I’ll send it to you so you can see how I’ve changed (to the worse.)

            To day has been very busy for me. First we went to Boston to the dentists, then we rushed home and in about five minutes were on our way at 55 miles an hour to have luncheon at the Wayside Inn in Sudbury3 (with three friends4). On the way home after an interesting tour of the spot of Longfellow’s historic poem1 I remembered that I had a viola lesson in 15 minutes and so the friend who was driving obliging screeched around corners at the tortoise pace of 60 mi. per hr. (I saw the speedometer, mind you!) I was not surprised to be at my lesson 5 min. early!!!

            Love,

Sylvia

            <on back of envelope>

            HA! Don’t laugh at the one who knows. HA!

            NO     N     S     EN     SE2

            Is your kitten Disky-Disky the Disappearing cat from Mars?

            Pardon the waylaid-letter

            
               1 – ‘Enclosed In the envelope’ appears in the original. The enclosed stamp hinges are no longer with the letter.

               2 – Probably a reference to Enid Blyton, The Mystery of a Disappearing Cat (1944).

               3 – The enclosure is no longer with the letter.

               4 – The Wayside Inn, Sudbury, Mass.

               5 – SP’s diary notes that she went to the Wayside Inn with Reverend Max Gaebler (1921– ), his wife Carolyn Farr Gaebler (1922–2009), and Max’s brother Ralph Gaebler (1926– ), and that she signed the guestbook.

               6– Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, Tales of a Wayside Inn (1863).

               7– Each of these letter clusters, spelling ‘Nonsense’ is encircled.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Tuesday 18 September 1945

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            September 18, 1945

<drawing of a moose>

            Dear Margot,

            Are you giving up hope of ever getting a letter from me? Hold on!! Here it is:

            I enjoyed receiving your dignified letter and looked over the stamp sheets carefully. At first I wondered how you printed the sheet but figured you used carbon paper. (Is that so?) As school has begun I did not have much spare time and that was swamped with homework. Several times I have sat down to write you but only got as far as the date or making stamp sheets. I verily believe that your brother’s idea is good but as I don’t have much allowance left over after dues, church, lunch money, and such, have been deducted, I have only a few cents with which to purchase stamps but will do the best I can. I hope that you will need some of my stamps that I’m sending on two different sheets.

            I am receiving a few nice stamps from Great Britain and I’m enclosing one as a special gift in case you don’t already have it. <stamp pasted to letter1>

            Do you have any other people besides us three (you, John, & me) in your impressive stamp circle? 

            I am in assembly tomorrow and so is Betsy Powley. When she was rehearsing her song on stage I ran my finger over my mouth in an imitation of a moronic relapse (she knows the joke) and she began to burst out laughing, only the Music teacher hushed her with a fierce “Shhhh!!!!!” One that afternoon we were crowed on a packed bus after two and one-half hours rehearsal and I dropped my ticket and as I was on my knees hunting for it Betsy sat on my head. Everybody around us was laughing fit to kill.

            No, I have never tried writing to anyone in foreign countries although I have often wanted to. How do you obtain the addressesses and how many different languages do you have to know?

            By the way, in Darien, did you know a blonde girl in your division by the name of Patty2 who was rather pretty, self-centered, and, shall we say, “pleasantly plump” in the upper regions? Was she nice to you? Smart in school? and so on. I want to know because she is now living in Wellesley and is in love with my friends’ no-good brother and I want to know if you liked Patty huh?

            I have seen countless babies since I have been in Maine, but, I feel pangs of regret in my heart when I remember how I didn’t take “Dunkie”3 and Susie4 home with me as no other child can compare with them.

            How do you like school now? Mater starts teaching tomorrow.

            Love,

Sylvia

            <with a heart above the i in Sylvia >

            P.S. Yawn <drawing of a person yawning>

            PP.SS. Time is passing. Almost 11:00 (And ½ hr.)

            PP.P.SSS. Mater’s calling

            P.P.P.P.SSSS. I have written to you!!!!!!!!!!!

            PPPPP.SSSSS. – Goodnight!!!!

            PPPPPPSSSSSS – z-z-z-z-zz-zz-zz-zzzzzzz

            Eureka! (or something of the sort)

            
               1– 6d purple stamp depicting King George VI.

               2– Patricia May Thomson; 1949, Wellesley High School; moved from Darien, Connecticut, in the summer of 1945; lived at 97 Audubon Road, Wellesley.

               3– Duncan Peck Loungway (1944– ).

               4– Susan Kent Loungway (1943–2007).

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Monday 5 November 1945

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            November 5, 1945

            Dearest Margot,

            I received your nice birthday card and incoherent postcard some time ago and have been too busy since to answer them.

            I have, in the meanwhile, received a whole pile of lovely stamps – three of which are alone worth $2.50! The Harris Company sent them as a special birthday gift and they’re from Cape Juby. I have 51 Austrian Stamps and would like more on approval. Have you any special sets or countries that you want stamps from?

            On October the 26th I went to Boston and played my viola in the orchestra for the Teachers’ Convention.1 It was my first public appearance and it was fun!

            How is school going with you? I am going through grueling (sp?) rehearsals for P.T.A. night. I am “Social Studies” in an epilogue.

            By the way, I’m writing this letter from the old jail itself! (It’s the only time I can find to write to you this week in my nightmares I can see your face, which is pretty bad!!)

            (For my birthday I got two kerchief, money, books, stamps, mittens and a whole lot of everything mentioned.) Every minute I’m doing something – I even enjoy going to bed! (Strange as it may seem.)

            In gym we’re learning to play field hockey. Of course it won’t count, but I thought of not going out for sports and when I tried it out it was so much fun that I continued. I really think that it is relaxing.

            We have already had a snowfall that spread everything with a lacy veil and even though it was yesterday (Sunday) – it still lasts in places.

            Oh-Oh! (As Susie says) There goes the bell. Write soon, please.

            Love,

Sylvia

            Give love to Duncan & <drawing of heart> Susie especially, and also to everyone else.

            S.

            
               1 – The Norfolk County Teachers’ Convention and concert was held at the Tremont Temple, 88 Tremont Street, Boston, Mass.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Saturday 17 November 19451

            ALS with envelope, Smith College

            December 25, 1945

(is coming soon)

            Dearest Margot,

            How are you old top? I am fine also.

            The address you wanted is: <drawing of two buildings and a street>

            
               H. E. Harris Company

               108 Massachusetts Ave.

               Boston 17, Massachusetts.

            

            The so-called company knew the date of my birthday because they asked for it on an approval sheet.

            I’m enclosing my favorite picture of me with my little brown jug.2

            We had a lovely P.T.A night3 up at the Junior High School. I was in a tableau as you probably know. There was an exibition of all our work in all of the rooms and in the hall.

            Could you name some specific stamps you want? Maybe I have it. How many stamps do you have in your album. What countries do you have most in? I would like basic information about the stamp circle. Are the stamps all your duplicates? I have bought quite a few nice stamps from the Jamestown Company already and I find that their offers are quite reasonable. How Do you go about getting so many good duplicates?

            Its astounding about Susie saying such things! The “old top” sounds sort of fishy though. I would love to know what Duncan looks like <drawing of a head with a ‘?’ where the face would be>

            For over a week now, we’ve been having cold gray weather with stinging rain almost unceasingly. Speaking of poetry I just began a notebook of my poems and already have about 5 real ones, and have about 5 medium and about 15 jingles.

            Have you many Stamps from Southern Rhodesia? You certainly were prompt in answering my letter.

            After I saw the “return within 10 days” underlined I resolved to do so.

            What are your latest stories about, by the way? I would love to have a copy of a few of them.

            I recently looked through a magazine and I found all of the various stages in eye making pictured. This is the finished model. <SP glued the image of an eye, cut-out from the magazine with the caption: ‘Ah! To see within the inner eye. (Owner of eye’s has not claimed this yet’> Its a beautiful specimin.4

            This is definitely a true experience of mine:5 “About a few months ago I went to the Art Museum6 with Priscilla7 and Patty D.8 (two friends of mine.) We were studying about Egypt and so went up to the mummy room. In a showcase on the wall there were various Egyptian relics being displayed. A queer old man came up silently and said, “O ho! You girls must be interested in my treasures. I’m keeper here and I have something in my other pants that may be of interest to you.” Off he went into a dark corridor. I immediately wanted to go home for my feet hurt, but the two others were interested and I had, evidently, been reading too many “Nancy Drew” stories. I, of course, stayed on with them. In a few minutes the old man walked back with a new suit on! Out of his pocket he took a tiny, queer shaped sort of magnifying glass. This, the funny (or shall I say peculiar) man took, and lead us over to the showcase. In the case there were various types of Indian jewelry and Egyptian jewelry. (Do you know the story of the Mummy’s foot.9 Ask your mother10 if she does.) One little box contained an agate eye! It looked, (to shivering me) like the real thing. The man cackled when he saw my terror and held out the glass —

            He held the glass over the eye and, as though it were jelly, the eye wriggled and the pupil contracted as the man tipped the glass!! He laughed once more and asked us to come down the dark corridor to see some more relics.

            All of a sudden I felt very ill and grabbed the girls by the hand. Muttering with relief I dragged them to the front entry. The man started after us calling, “I’ve something else to show you”. I rushed out, not caring to see any more eyes which he said were genuine Egyptian.

            The girls, evidently, had not seen the eye wiggle and would have gone back had I not reminded them that it was past lunch time!

            When I got home safely with no eyes following me I immediately said to Priscilla, “My that Egyptian exhibit was certainly wonderful.” She whispered back, “I wish I really felt that way too. The eye was terrible.” I told her conscendingly, “Oh! That’s only natural for someone who hasn’t had as much experience as I have.”

            So you see what influence such things have on peoples lives. Sometimes when I go to sleep I see in my dreams eyes coming toward me at a terrific rate and whizzing past just in time. When I work with stamps too much this happens too. Take my advice – never take eyes too lightly. They really are supernatural sometimes.

            I am very glad for you that your father11 is coming home. I hope also that Susie knows him.

            With love,

Sylvia

            <on back of envelope>

            Read inner flap.

            <on inner flap of envelope>

            I did not send you some of my stamps this time but will probably be up in about ten days if you will wait.

            
               1 – Date supplied from postmark and other evidence.

               2 – The photograph is no longer with the letter.

               3 – The Parent–Teachers’ Association night was held on 15 November 1945.

               4 – SP drew lines around this paragraph.

               5 – SP based her short story ‘The Mummy’s Tomb’ (17 May 1946) on this experience.

               6 – The Museum of Fine Arts, Boston, Mass.

               7 – Priscilla Steele (1933– ), SP’s classmate, who lived at 5 Boulder Brook Road, Wellesley, Mass.

               8 – Possibly Patricia Ann Dunne, who lived at 32 Beverly Road, Wellesley, Mass.

               9 – Théophile Gauthier, ‘The Mummy’s Foot’ (1840). According to SP’s diary, she finished reading this on 6 June 1945.

               10 – Margaret Neall Peck Loungway (1907–63).

               11 – Ferdinand John Loungway (1903–89). Loungway was a chaplain and commander in the US Navy during World War II.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Sunday 16 December 1945

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            December 16

            <drawing of a sparkling star with two eyes and a mouth>

            Dearest Margot,

            I am writing this letter to you from bed. I have a cold as well as an itchy rash over my face and arms for I picked some poison sumach berries. I thought that they were bayberries but was sadly mistaken.

            I have explained to you why I was not able to buy any of your stamps on the reply sheet.

            How is the weather up there in Maine? Our town is a frosty cold point of snow on the map. We get out of school on December 21st. and go back on January 2nd. How long a vacation do you have?

            How are the kittens? I’m in a dither for I have to prepare two oral reports, a test, and two homework papers for tomorrow.

            I followed your advice and sent a selection of stamps to Joyce Martin.1 As you said, she was not able to buy them but wants the offer later. Evidently she gets in the same predicaments that I do.

            I am so glad that your father has come home. Duncan must be growing up quickly like babies inevitably do. I miss Susie alot as well as everyone else. In Wellesley there is no inkling of seeing even a baby <drawing of a moose with caption ‘Moose!’> I often remember the perfect time we had at your house this summer.

            Love to all,

Sylvia

            P.S. I’ll write a longer letter when I’m better.

            s.

            
               1 – Possibly Joyce Martin of Otisfield, Maine.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            c. 1945

            ALS, Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            <in each of the four corners of the letter a word, each underlined with a flourish, spelling For | Get | Me | Not>

            Dear Margot –

            
               These are gold ships ~ <drawing of two ships>

               These are silver ships ~ <drawing of two ships>

               But there is no ship

               Like our friendship.

               <flourish>

               True friends are like diamonds,

               Precious and rare. <drawing of a sparkling diamond>

               False friends are like leaves –

               Found everywhere. <drawing of a leaf>

            

            Love from

Sylvia Plath

            
                

            

            <flourish>
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1946


         

         
            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Sunday 13 January 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            January 13, 1946

            <drawing of postage stamp with caption ‘United States 1¢’>

            Dearest Margot,

            Do you notice any difference in my printing. I have a new $10 fountain pen1 that will last me a lifetime. It is green and gold and very ultra-modern. In my new diary <drawing of diary cover with caption ‘Diary 1946’> (alas, it’s much smaller than my previous one2) I am keeping account of my stamp expenditures and – income! I have only spent 35¢ this year and have received 10¢ from my sheets that I send out.

            Do you know of anyone else that hasn’t a super stamp collection like yours? I want to send to some more in your stamp Circle if there’s any one who hasn’t too many stamps. (Besides Joyce Martin.) <drawing of a heart over the ‘i’ in ‘Martin’>

            For Christmas I received some very nice stamps. Do you have any United States stamps on the first Page? I have two there. <drawing of stamp album> How many U.S. stamps d’you have in all? I am enclosing a special offer of 50 different stamps for 10¢. You may have all – in that case please return to me, Bub. Are you collecting much money from the stamp Circle? I sent in for an offer from the Owen’s Stamp Co.3 that did not mention approvals and what did I receive!! Approvals! (and a measly free envelope of duplicates) You should have seen the thank-you refusal I wrote back – I praised their low prices, valuable stamps and a whole pile of other things.

            We have had cold weather this winter and the ground is covered with a film of frozen snow. What is the weather like up there?

            Have you read any of Richard Halliburton’s books? (“Royal Road to Romance,” “Flying Carpet,” “Glorious Adventure”, and “New Worlds to Conquer.”4) If you haven’t you should. They’re full of lovely expressions and descriptions.

            I hope you noticed the envelope,5 Bub. (Ha-Ha) (One good turn deserves another, Maggot) <drawing of a maggot, a spider, and a worm6> Don’t feel wormy, just remember – Sylvia A. Plath (S.A.P.)

            <drawing of an arm, with caption ‘from’, and hand with finger pointed to SP’s signature>

            Regards and consolations,

Sylvia Artimis Platovksy

            
               1 – SP was given the fountain pen by her grandfather on 6 January 1946. From her diary: ‘Grampy bought me a new fountainpen with my name in gold on it! It’s beautiful.’

               2 – SP’s 1945 diary measured 21 cm × 14.5 cm (h × w); her 1946 diary measured 15 cm × 9 cm.

               3 – Owens Stamp Company was located in Bay City, Michigan.

               4 – Richard Halliburton, The Royal Road to Romance, The Flying Carpet, The Glorious Adventure, New Worlds to Conquer (Indianapolis: Bobbs-Merrill, 1925, 1932, 1927, 1929).

               5– SP addressed the letter to ‘Miss Maggot Loungway’.

               6 – A very similar drawing appears in SP’s diary entry for 12 January 1946.

            

            
TO Frank Schober


            Wednesday 16 January 1946

            ALS, Indiana University

            <drawing of a heart with the word ‘Love’ in it>

            Jan. 16, 1946

            Dearest Grampy,

            As I was walking home from my piano lesson this evening I saw this beautiful picture of the earth.

            Enclosed is an original poem about it.

            Special love,

Sylvia

            <drawing of smiling female>

            <drawing of a winter scene with moon>

            
               
                  
                     A WINTER SUNSET

                     by Sylvia Plath

                  

                  
                     Over the earth’s dark rim

                         The daylight softly fades,

                     The sky from orange to gold

                         And then to copen shades.

                                    ------

                     The moon hangs, a globe of iridescent light

                     In a frosty winter sky,

                     While against the western glow one sees

                     The bare, black skeleton of the trees.

                                    ------

                     The stars come out and one by one

                     Survey the world with lofty stare;

                     But, from the last turn in the road

                     A cosy home beckons to me there.

                  

               

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Friday 22 February 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            February 22, ’46

            <drawing of stamp with caption: ‘How many 1940 stamps of famous poets, artists etc.1 do you have? (1940) United States’>

            Dear Margot,

            Happy George Washington’s Birthday. How are you all? What is this I hear about you moving somewhere in the vicinity of Wellesley? Goodie!!!!! It will be easier for me to kidnap dear Duncan and sweet Susie! I can’t wait.

            Enclosed is one dime for your offer. Warren bought it. What are the numbers of the stamps on the first page of the United States in your album? The stamps that you have on the first page.2

            So far this year I have kept a record3 of the stamps cost that I’ve bought along with my income. My expenditures are high (for me) this past two months and my income only covers one-fourth of it.

            Have you any spare snapshots of you? I’d like one to pin up in my Chamber of Horrors. <drawing of a girl in checkered skirt, biting her fingers with hair raised looking at a picture> 

            I, too, have received 20¢ from Joyce Martin. She sounds like a lovely person only evidently doesn’t like to write much!

            My diary is very punk. The pages measure 3½" × 6" and there are only 18 lines for writing. Most of the time I write double lines. At the beginning of the year I illustrated each page but now only have time for a sketch here and there.

            I’m still taking piano, viola, and dancing lessons, am in the shool’s Friday orchestra and belong to an active scout troop. <drawing of SP in Girl Scout uniform and hat with a halo overhead> How is Ellen? What are you doing in school? Have I told you how the Jamestown Stamp Company spells my name. I sent in for a packet a second time and sent back the approvals. They utterly thought I was two different people – Sylivia and Sulvia. I thought Sulvia was really the worst as I printed very plainly. (sniff-sniff!)

            Please tell me a little more coherently about the Stamp circle members you sent my name to about free offers mixed up with something else. I’d like some addresses of gullible people (If you can find any in your intelligent vicinity.) I can’t wait until summer comes with camp and such. The three weeks I spent in Maine last summer (believe it or not) were the most fun I’ve ever had. I will never forget it.

            Warren and I have had a wonderful time coasting. Have I told you? The hill was made with bulldozers and I’ve never seen anything so steep. The weather was damp for one day and the hill froze solid to ice. When Warren and I pulled the sled up it was like the legendary glass hill. Our sled is very streamlined. We went down the hill like this: <drawing of a steep hill with two people on a sled at the bottom by a labelled ‘Brook’> Last night I dreamed that I was over your house and was looking at your stamp album. I can’t wait to see it and to compare some of your spaces with mine.

            Please write soon. I received a letter from you containing eight pennies. If this was to pay for my offer that I last sent you it is fine for that was the price. I don’t know if the pennies were lucky or not.

            Love,

The Stamp

            
               1 – The American Poets stamps issued in 1940 included Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, John Greenleaf Whittier, James Russell Lowell, Walt Whitman, and James Whitcomb Riley. The artists were Gilbert Stuart, James McNeill Whistler, Augustus Saint-Gaudens, Daniel Chester French, and Frederic Remington. Additional stamps were issued for American composers, scientists, educators, and inventors.

               2 – This sentence added and bracketed in the margin.

               3 – See SP’s 1946 diary, particularly the ‘Memoranda’ section in the back; held by Lilly Library.

            

            
TO Marion Freeman


            Tuesday 16 April 1946

            ALS with envelope, Smith College

            April 16, 1946

            Dear Mrs. Freeman,

            I’ve so much to write now that I’ve come from Winthrop. This weekend has been so full that I’ve had to write double lines in my diary. But I can never write enough to fully express the super-wonderful time I had at 8 Somerset Terrace (and vicinity).

            The minute I got up at 11:45 this morning, the telephone rang; – Prissy. She was aching for me to describe the details of my visit, (especially about Dave.1) Betsy called up this evening and spent the time listening to my story. I did not exaggerate one tiny bit and they believed me implicitly.

            When I told about the blouse, however, they were rather doubtful. They know how I loved to sew (read this sarcastically <arrow pointing to the word ‘loved’>) and found it hard to believe when I told them how wonderful it was and how I enjoyed it.

            <drawing of blouse and hat on a female head>

            This afternoon Prissy and I rode our bikes to Wellesley College and climbed the well-known tower2 alone. The first 250 feet of steps (after the elevator took us four flights) were very bare and breathtaking. They went around the dark walls and you could look through the stairs to the bottom everywhere. This was not very comforting. Then the fun began – the stairs were all of a sudden very small and triangular and went around and around – up and up – for I don’t know how long. We could hardly squeeze through the conical structure. <drawing of winding stairwell> Then the ever-resourcful Prissy opened a tiny door – the wind rushed by in torrents of force (that mightn’t sound right but thats the way it felt.) We walked out of a flat square of brick with a wall (very low) all around and four lacy turrets at the corners. Way, way down below us the countryside lay, seemingly flat. The miniature green fields were dotted with tiny white houses, gleaming blue lakes, small spots of little trees. The ribbons of road that criss-crossed the land were speckled with shiny cars. Two antlike girls strolled chummily on the walk below. (I do hope that they don’t mind the comparison.) Prissy and I reluctantly made our way down. We both mentioned to each other afterward that our knees were beginning to feel stronger. 

            I must thank you once more for being so wonderful to me – helping me make the blouse, supplying me with a new Easter dress and all the other wonderful things.

            If it won’t be much to a bother, I’d like to tell the following people the following things:

            Mr. Freeman3 – I do hope that I may see your finished painting. In my estimation it should be in the Art Museum along with Winslow Homer and the rest.

            <drawing of a framed painting>

            Dave – Prissy is very anxious to meet you – likewise Betsy. I do appreciate your following the bus – especially popping out by East Boston. <drawing of bicycle>

            Ruthie – The hat is adorable. Mum loves it. I do hope you will have a nice time in Saugus. (Did you sleep last night?) <arrow pointing to the word ‘Saugus’>

            Wayne4 – My bike feels so uncomfortable and strange. I always used to like it but now I think that I should loosen the front wheel and paint it orange.

            <drawing of a girl holding a piece of paper sitting at a desk with an inkwell on it>

            Give my love to the family,

Love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – David C. Freeman (1932–2007), Ruth Freeman’s brother.

               2 – The Galen Stone Tower, which stands 182 feet tall and is a focal point of the campus.

               3– William H. Freeman (1884–1954).

               4– W. Wayne Sterling (1932– ), a friend from Winthrop, who lived at 7 Enfield Road, Winthrop, Mass.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Sunday 26 May 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            May 26, 1946

            Dear Margot,

            My mother is shocked and horrified at the fact that it is over a week since I have written to you! There is so much time that I have spent writing stories when I should have been writing to thank you for the perfectly wonderful time that I had over your house! The week has flashed by with a snap of the tail, and yet it seems like years since I have last seen you.

            Before I tell you the things I have been doing, I must thank the whole family for the beautiful time I had visiting. We never need to plan entertainment for each other, because there is always so much to do with stamps and stories that we can never get it all in. I am enclosing a rather expensive, but very good, offer.1 Please – please get rid of it. Maybe to Elsa. I do hope that you will be able to sell my other two offers, because my expenses are soaring. I wonder if there is such a thing as a blind stamp collector!

            I finished writing “On the Penthouse Roof” but it came out mushily. My best girl friend (for going to the movies) read both “In the Mummy’s Tomb” and the other one. Since she is exceedingly romantic, she thought that the penthouse roof was the better of the two. I have not yet typed it up, as I did the others. I have, so far, completed three stories and begun a fourth.

            The are something like this, according to subject.

            
               The Mummy’s Tomb – Murder Mystery

               On the Penthouse Roof Terrible smuggler mystery

               A May Morning – Descriptive

               Stardust A Fairy tale

            

            I am very anxious to receive a copy of “Feathers.” I mean the story. Remember the five types we’re going to send each other copies of:

            
               (Love) – (I don’t want that type)

               True-life

               Fairy Tale

               Mystery

               Murder

               Descriptive

            

            This must be a very short note, because if I wrote a longer letter, it would not get in the mail soon enough. How is Dunkie? and Susie? and the rest of the family? I had a lovely time attending a Rainbow installation2 on Friday night. It was beautiful. I talked to one of my family, my brother, in fact, about your “sedentary work” story, or whatever it was. I told it to him, word for word. The only place I added anything to was where you heard the last earthly cries of the victims in the unsealed coffins. After mentioning those burning specimins I just said, “The delicious smell of frying flesh reached my nostrils!” I hope you don’t mind. Do drop me a letter. My uncle and aunt are dropping in for this weekend (seems that a lot of things are dropping.) I’ll write a real letter soon.

            Love

Sylvia.

            P.S. My name for the stamp offer is Laurice Anduoir – Like your P. P. Lane.

            
               1 – The enclosure is no longer with the letter.

               2 – Per SP’s diary, the Rainbow installation is part of the Masonic youth organization and took place at the Masonic Temple in Natick, Mass.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Friday 28 June 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            June 28, 1946

            Dear “Muscles,”

            My mother has just received your exciting letter. She tore it open with shaking hands, and, after finishing reading the contents, she collapsed. I hope that your parents enjoyed that bit of a note as much as the W. B. did. The approving things that you called me were also enjoyed by W. B. since you can translate such difficult languages as the sternal Coopnagle language, I hope that you know who W. B. is.

            Now, to leave that gruesome subject of acknowledging your thank-you “note,” I will ask you – was Elsa sweet enough to buy my stupendously marvelous bargain offers which you so kindly meddled with???

            I had the thrilling experience of going to the dentist on Wednesday. On the way to the bus stop I managed to wriggle out of my mothers commanding grasp, and be absorbed in a huge, awed crowd in the middle of one of Boston’s most trafficy streets. I soon crawled up to the inner edge of the group of people. There, lying in the street I saw a frenzied criminal, being handcuffed by two grim police men. A man whispered in my hearing device, “That’s what you get for resisting the LAW!”

            A little shiver ran up my spine as I thought how it easily might have been you. My thoughts were interrupted by the paddy wagon screaming around the corner. It had six policeman inside. My mother dragged me away from the scene, fearful that It might have some influence on me.

            I was quite surprised to received a letter addressed to me from Austria yesterday. It was from my grandfather’s half-sister’s granddaughter1 (figure that out for me.) She is also thirteen, and just learning to write English, and so wanted someone to correspond with. She also sent some very interesting photos of her family.

            How are you coming on your stories. Remember to send me copies of them, please. I will gladly send you a penciled copy of “The Mummie’s Tomb”2 in exchange for one of “A Fateful Night,” or what ever you call it. On the day after you left I finished typing the second chapter of “Stardust,”3 which you were so derisive of, “Fairy Tales,” you know.

            My doctor examined my for health a few days ago. Looking at me rather doubtfully, he gave me the knee-test (which, mind you, was not required on my camp card.) I grew rather worried, and so when he hit my floating cartilige, I kicked my leg out a bit, just to do away with any suspicions that he might have. Mother was hovering about nervously, and looked anxiously at the doctor, who looked queerly puzzled after having completed my examination.

            By the way, my address until July 27 will be:

            
               
[image: alt]
               

            

            Camp Helen Storrow

            Buzzard’s Bay, Route #2

            Cape Cod, Mass.

            
               
[image: alt]
               

            

            So in your next letter (I hope it will be a letter) to me, you had better write there. Also, shall I next write to you at Innisfree?

            I hope that we will get together for the tiniest part of the summer! (Hint! Hint!) Can’t you just see us lying on soft pine needles and writing best-sellers in the quiet serenity of the woods? Maybe the picture is a bit exaggerated, but even so ---

            In the meantime, give my love to the family.

            Sincerely,

“Toothpick Bean

            
               1 – According to SP’s diary, this was Mary Hillbrand.

               2 – Sylvia Plath, ‘The Mummy’s Tomb’.

               3 – Sylvia Plath, ‘Stardust’.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 29 June 1946

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            June 29

            Dearest Mother,

            Oh! Camp certainly is wonderful. On Sunday afternoon we had ham and cheese just to start off the season with. I had two helpings along with four cups of milk. The sky is gray, and clouds are skudding across it. The wind is wonderful, too. It blows so hard and sighs through the pine trees breathing a delicious piny smell. We went in for a short dip before supper. I have never seen such water. It is like liquid crystal. The sand is so white, that the water is a translucent green. Out farther it was a lovely blue, although sometimes it reflected the moods of the sky by turning gray. Bets and I got the cabin fixed before taps blew at nine. We didn’t go to sleep for a while because of listening to the wind and watching fireflies.

            xxxx

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 1 July 1946

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 1, 1946

            Dear Mummy,

            Today was sort of damp and cloudy. The wind keeps blowing and blowing. Today is Monday. The sun came out three times, but went in before we could run out to see the miracle. In swimming we had our tests to see what group we would be in. I was so happy to get to be a white cap, where I left off last year. The beginners are red caps, intermediates are white caps, and accomplished are blue. Bets is also a white cap, but will soon get to be a blue cap. I had such fun with her underwater (with nose plugs of course) playing and doing surface dives. We had a barn dance in our unit house1 with another unit. Oh! It certainly was fun. Our Arts and Crafts Program is swell.

            Love,

Siv

            Remember to save the funnies

            
               1 – SP was in Cove Unit.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 2 July 1946

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Tuesday

July 2, 1946

            Dear Mother,

            Yesterday we had canteen. I spent a quarter for another sketch pad. There are lots of projects, and so I am very happy with arts and crafts. Today is miserable, all it does is rain and RAIN. It is so terribly boring. We are sitting in our cabin together, and looking out into the damp, gray world. Last night we got to sleep soon after taps and had to be woken up before reville. Time sometimes flies and sometimes drags. I have not gotten a card from you as yet, but we only have had one mail in which two letters were given out. I am having such fun. I have begun to sketch one of the cabins. Our art teacher is eccentric – named Rosamond French, or something like that. Until I have more to write.

            lots of love –

sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Greenwood Schober


            Tuesday 2 July 1946

            ALS, Indiana University

            July 2, 1946

            Dear Grammy

            I hope this gets to you in time to wish you a very Happy BIRTHDAY!

            <drawing of floral bouquet>

            With love,

From Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wed.–Thurs. 3–4 July 1946

            ALS on Wellesley, Mass.1 letterhead,

Indiana University

            July 3, 1946

            Dear Mother,

            Last night I received your lovely letter in the second mail. I also appreciated Warren’s little bit of humor. Do send me some ribbons; the one and only black one that I brought has disappeared. I also would like my nailnipper, for my fingers have disgracefully long nails.

            Betsy is having a swell time too, and I have made a lot of paintings, but have given them all away. However, I am going to save the rest of them.

            We had quite a time in our unit last night. The fish we had the day before disagreed with them, and so five people threw-up. The councilors were up all night. About thirty people, or over one-fourth of the camp, were ill. We have had so much soup that I am floating around inside. Do not bother to send my tennis racket now. I do not need it as yet. I have made a lot of friends, but none compare with Joan Beals. We have had two cookouts. I am stuffing myself with bread, potatoes, and cereal, but they all float around in the everlasting soup. Well! At last the sun has come out. I sure hope that it dries up all the moisture. We had loads of fun in boating. Both of our councilors are young, pretty, and loads fun. In swimming we had loads of fun, Gayle Greenough2 and Marilyn3 and I had loads of fun under water. We danced around on the floor of the lake and had a swell time.

            I am eating all I can, but do not have an opportunity to get weighed. The food we have is almost as bad as Uncle Frank’s dog biscuits.

            Tonight the oddest thing happened. Gayle saw the bandage on my so-called “tumor”, and said she’d pull it off for me. She did; but the back half of the growth ripped off, and I filled up two hankies with blood. Everyone was in our cabin and they gaped at me so. One girl cried out in a terrified tone, “Get to the nurse, quick! or you’ll get cancer.”

            I laughed so hard that I began to have tears roll down my cheeks, because I was half-scared myself. They “hearded” (herded, I mean) me to the nurse’s office. Skipper, the head of the camp was there. “Doc” told me that it was very simple, just a pimple (trying to not alarm me.) Skipper shooed the rest of the kids out “doc” stopped the breathing (I mean bleeding) and put some orange stuff on. I laughed so hard when Skipper pulled me over to look at the sunset. My appreciation of “nature’s beauty”, you know.

            Doc put on some orange stuff, and my dried up “tumor” clung to my nose unnoticibly. I had such fun with Betsy and Gayle, because they thought I was sort of hysterical.

            Please do send my nailnipper, for I have “tingrown-oenails.”

            June 44

Thursday

            Today is really beautiful. The sun is shining brightly and we played badminton in the tennis court. My stroke is really atrocious, and Betsy won, two to three. At lunch I stuffed myself like a hog. – two bowls of vegetable soup, one piece of bread, two helpings of raisin and carrot salad, two helpings of potatoes and cabbage, a piece of cake, and seven cups of milk. I try so hard to drink water, but it doesn’t work out so well. I have enough liquid, though. I have loads of pals here. Tomorrow we’re having the last rehearsal for the minstrel show we’re having on Saturday, for another unit. I almost died, for I was unanimously elected the “guest star,” Frank Sinatra. I have, so they say, the perfect build. However I have the voice of a lovesick horse, and can you imagine me getting out on the floor wailing “Prisoner of Love”5 off key! I can’t get out of it and still be a good sport, so I just guess I’ll dooo it. I really think Gayle is swell. She is so sweet, and is a wonderful sport. I am having such fun, and have good ideas for two poems. I do hope you will like them. In my next card (or letter) I will describe the most beautiful morning I have ever seen, and then I will describe the sunset. We had the most beautiful cobweb almost bigger than me, out in front of our cabin between two trees. All the cobwebs were dew spangled, and were draped about in misty beauty all over the place.

            Love,

“Siv”

            
               1 – Above the printed text on the letterhead, SP had written ‘To’.

               2– Wellesley friend and classmate Gayle Greenough (1932– ).

               3– Marilyn Fraser, who lived at 20 Dover Road, Wellesley, Mass.

               4– Misdated by SP, should be 4 July.

               5– A 1931 song, popularized in 1945 by Billy Eckstine, Art Blakey, and Duke Ellington. Perry Como also sang a version released in 1945.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday 4 July 1946

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 4, 1946

            Dear Mother,

            I do hope that the mail you get from me does not come too unevenly. The cards you get are collected at 4:00, and no mail is collected today or on Sunday, and sometimes I don’t finish them on time, so you see how it is. I hope you got my letter.

            In swimming we began to do dives from the dock. Doris Toabe1 and I had a terrible time. She jumped this afternoon, but I tried to dive. I ended up in doing a couple of belly-flops. I washed my hair today, as well as washing my socks that I have (you said to) so far used. It was really good to get it over with, (washing, I mean).

            Lots of love,

“Siv”

            
               1– Doris A. Toabe (1932–2003), from Marshfield, Mass.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 5 July 1946

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 5, 1946

            Dear Mother,

            Could you please tell me when to start writing to you at the Isle of Shoals. Last night we had a nice formal retreat and a lovely campfire on the beach. We sang songs, and the art leader told us a nice story. After we had watched the sun sink in a fold of gold and red behind the purple hills, we went in the mess hall and had some wonderful icecream. Even though I am having a horrid time diving, I was very happy today to hear Splash say that I had a very good side stroke. I am now lying in the field sunbathing. I had a beautiful time in boating, for I love to row, and can, if I say so myself, row quite well. Check up on my scheaffer pen to see that its still there!

            Siv

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 5 July 1946

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 5, 1946

            Dear Mater,

            I am in a very good mood today, which is rather odd, because my caper was to clean out the latrines. I hope that you aren’t discouraged, but I sunbathed out in the field today, and I got a slight burn, but I was rubbing toothpaste on it, so it didn’t hurt at all. I should be gaining weight! Just listen to what I had for lunch:

            
               Two bowls of noodle soup

               One slice of bread

               Two helpings of potatoes and cabbage

               Two helpings of salad (including lettuce, cheese, peas, eggs)

               Three bowls of custard

               One cup of milk – two of cocoa.

            

            I’m eating so much, no matter what, or how horrible it is, that I can hardly walk after each meal.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 7 July 1946

            ALS on Wellesley, Mass. letterhead,1

Indiana University

            July 7, 1946

            Dear Mother,

            I do hope that you are getting all of my mail. So far, and this is Sunday morning, I have gotten three letters2 and a postcard from you, and a nice letter from Grammy, Grampy, Frank and Louise

            I do not like to tell you, but I have come down with a miserable cold. I am so mad! Betsy had a slight one, and I caught it from her, only mine is much worse. As I have no temperature, the nurse does not think that it is much. The only relief I get is when she puts nose drops up in the night. My nose is stuffed, and I feel so badly that I won’t be able to go swimming for a long time.

            I also had the cold yesterday. Yesterday was a miserably cold, rainy day, and all we did was rehearse for the variety show we gave to the Ridge Unit last night. It made quite a hit.

            I was dressed in a white men’s shirt, gray slacks, bow tie, and jacket with my hair pulled back for Frankie. I leaned against the piano for my microphone was a broom with a cup on top. <drawing of broom topped by a cup> The funny part about it was that Betsy sang and played the piano, while made gestures, and opend my mouth to silently form the words. The people who did not know Betsy’s voice actually believed that I was singing. It made quite a hit since I stopped to blow my nose once at the end, while Betsy kept on singing.

            I was also in “Casey at the Bat” – the umpire. I wore an old sweatshirt and my handy green visor cap back wards. For both acts my hair was tightly skinned back in the way you dislike so much. <drawing of SP as Casey with caption ‘Strrrike Oone!’> Casey was such a riot that we had to do it over again. It was really fun, but, to tell the truth, I’m glad to have it over with. This morning, Ricky, my unit leader (oh! is she super!) did not make me get up for breakfast, but I stayed in my own cosy cabin bed, which I had just changed, and I was not made to go to the infirmary. Ricky is certainly sweet.

            By the way, on the next visiting day (next Sunday) if you are not coming, there is the slight, very slight in fact, possibility of my being taken across the lake by one certain Anne Brown. That is, if her aunt is home. If I am asked, will you mind my going? I am ready to jump at the opportunity, but if you would rather have me not go, it will be all right. This Anne has taken a fancy to Betsy and me, but Betsy can’t go for her parents are coming. I like Anne somewhat, but truthfully, she is spoiled and sometimes stupidly unresponsive.

            I had an awful sunburn, but as sunburns are not supposed to be had, I kept quiet. Gloria,3 however, rubbed some cream on it so it doesn’t hurt any more.

            Friday night Gayle slept in the same bed, and so did Sally4 and I. We slept quite well and I do not think the counsellors found out, for we were quiet and slept quite well. I sort of wish they had, for I get a better sleep alone, and don’t want them to think I’m a sissy and get mad. So--- I’m using diplomacy. A good case of imaginary cramps and three tablespoons of “medicine” (magnesia) convinced Betsy. I’m using my cold for an excuse not to have anyone sleep in my bed, and I’ll think up something better later.

            Last night we put on our pajamas and our Cove Unit went down to Skipper’s cabin and listened to the radio after taps while having delicious punch and cookies. Having a wonderful time. Write soon.

            Loads of love,

Sylvia

xxxx

            
               1 – Above the printed text on the letterhead, SP had written ‘To’.

               2 – ‘two three letters’ appears in the original.

               3 – Gloria Marie Caouette (1933– ), from Lexington, Mass.

               4 – Probably Sally Howard, a fellow Girl Scout and Unitarian, who lived at 25 Highgate, Wellesley, Mass.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 8 July 1946

            ALS with envelope, on Wellesley,

Mass. letterhead, Indiana University

            Monday

July 8, 1946

            Dear, Dear Mother,

            I do hope that you are at the Isle of Shoals now, and that you get my letters. Yesterday was Sunday, so we got no mail. I have got letters and a card from you dated Sunday – June 30, Monday – July 1, Tuesday – July 2 and Wednesday – July 3. Grammy’s letter was written July 5. Tonight, however, I hope to get alot of letters.

            Last night, Sunday, we had a lovely Scouts’ Own on the beach. The unit that was giving it sang lovely prayers and songs, and read some beautiful poetry. We sat and watched the firey ball of sun sink over the misty purple hills before leaving. By the way, yesterday we had the following for Sunday dinner: chicken, fluffy white mashed potatoes, peas, icecream and cupcakes. Boy! was it good.

            Yesterday “Frenchie,” our Arts and Crafts teacher took eight girls from different units on a two hour sketching trip. I was the only one from our unit that went. The other seven girls evidently had taken lessons, for they looked experienced. I gaily started out, feeling somewhat inexperienced and inferior. We hiked along the dusty road until we came to the quaintest little old house nestled in the trees. We sat down across the road and began to draw. I used broad pencils, and they are swell. I was eager to see the work of the others, and was surprised to see that it was not at all much better than mine. In fact, only one came up to mine. When the girl-next to me showed my drawing to Frenchie, she asked me if I was taking art lessons. When I said no, she snapped, “Why not! You should lap up all the instruction you can get!” I do think that I will take viola with Mrs. Bates next year, and try to save up toward art (preferably sketching) lessons, for I love it so. In crafts I am making a tiny tinish nut spoon for $.35!!!! It is fat and crooked, and looks like this <two drawings of spoons> If it comes out nice enough I intend to give it to Dot for Christmas, so don’t tell her. Arts is wonderful, there are so many grand things to do. Last night the whole unit was supposed to sleep on the beach for preparation for the overnight hike on Thursday. I most likely could have gone if I had insisted, but Rikki said I had better not, since I had a nasty cold. I had the cold only Saturday and Sunday. To tell the truth, I really was glad not to go, for I would probably not be well enough to go on the hike to fisherman’s cove Tuesday, and that I will not miss. I moved my quilt into Anne Brown’s cabin, for we were the only two not going. I fell into a comfortable sleep at 9:15 and woke up at 7:15 and went back to my cabin. I felt rested and my cold was all gone. I was doubly glad that I didn’t sleep out because the girls got no more than a meager five hrs sleep, and were awfully cold.

            I felt fine and wide awake. Our unit cooked out on the beach (twelve girls). The other half had breakfast in the hall. Bets and I made the best fire, even though It did not start right away, we beat the others. We had three crisp, delicious pieces of bacon and an egg apiece cooked on our own private tin can stove. We also had milk, oranges, and I ate five muffins. I enjoyed it so. While we went to crafts, Skipper cut my clothesline down and took it away, saying, “Hmph! Clotheslines are unheard of at camp!” Boy, I sure was mad! Betsy, Gloria, and I made an agreement never to do something, and if we did, we bought each of the others something worth 5¢ at canteen. Now I owe Gloria 5¢, but she owes me 10¢ and Betsy 10¢, so I really gain 5¢! Do send the nailnipper, for my ingrown toenail is infected and awfully swollen. Every time I touch it pus comes out. Now that my cold is over, I really feel wonderful. We’re not supposed to get sun on us, but because “to finish up my cold” Rikki gave me permission to lie out in the field for a couple of minutes. My aim is to get very tan (in secret, if possible.)

            Lots of love,

Sylvia

            <drawing of two hearts on back of envelope>

            
TO Aurelia Greenwood Schober & Frank Schober


            Tuesday 9 July 1946

            ALS on Wellesley, Mass. letterhead,

Indiana University

            Tuesday, July 9

            Dear Dear Grammy and Grampy,

            In case I have not already told you, I was really very happy to get your nice letters all in one. I have already written a card to Frank and Louise. I have been having quite a time with my cold, on Saturday and Sunday. Sunday night we were supposed to go with our unit to sleep on the beach in preparation for our overnight hike the next week. I slept alone in the unit with another girl who couldn’t sleep out. We slept soundly from nine to seven o’clock. I was so glad that I didn’t go out, for when the girls came back they said they had been very cold and had no more than five hours sleep! I had woken up in my cosy cabin feeling wonderful, my cold all gone, whereupon it would have been worse.

            Yesterday, “Frenchie”, our art teacher, took eight girls on a two hour sketching trip. We stopped opposite the sweetest little house and sat down to sketch it. I thought that I would probably be inexperienced compared to the others, for they looked professional. When I had almost finished my drawing with pencil, Frenchie asked to see it. To my surprise I only liked one as well as mine. When Frenchie asked if I took art lessons, and I said no, she seemed rather angry and told me that I should “lap up all the instruction I can get.” I really hope that I can take art lessons next year.

            Last night we took the boats and rowed across the lake to have supper. The distance was one mile, and I rowed one of the boats going over. We sat on the sandy beach and had cheese sandwiches (two) tomatoes (three, we’re only supposed to have one) carrots crackers, and six cups of milk. We really have quite good food, only we aren’t allowed to fill up on bread and potatoes, which I try to do.

            Just now Betsy and I are preparing for the masquerade tonight. We are going as mother and daughter of the 1890’s. I am wearing a stiff white gathered mosquito netting skirt, a long sleeved black blouse, mosquito netting also, a white top, and my hair up with a flower in it. Betsy is wearing a short white shirt and a long skirt, her hair in braids. I do hope we get one of the prizes.

            <drawing of two females in costume>

            Just at this moment we were interrupted by mail call. I was so pleased to get a nice card from you. It’s very sweet of you to take time out to write.

            I wrote a nice long letter to mother on Star Island, but did not address it to the Oceanic Hotel, so I don’t know if it ever got there. I also have received my jersey and sheet, thanks loads. The weather here has not been really hot as yet. This one week has whizzed by so quickly, I don’t know where all my time goes.

            I am always plenty warm enough. So far I have gotten mail every day. I’m so happy you and Grammy are taking it easy – you certainly deserve that, and more. I, also am having a lovely time. The water is really wonderful, too.

            I will write as soon as I have another spare moment,

            Lots of love,

Sylvia

            
                

            

            <drawing of smiling female>

            
                

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 9 July 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            Tuesday, July 9

            Dear Mummie,

            This is the third letter that I have written to you on Star Island. I doubt if the first two will ever get to you, for I so brilliantly addressed them to plain “Star Island”, no address at the hotel!!! 

            In case you haven’t heard the good news, my cold is all gone. I have written to Grampy and Grammy at the Whistling Whale,1 to Warren at Benotti’s, to Frank and Louise. I still am writting (writing, that is!) a lot. I also sent a card to Dot, Joe, and Bobby.2

            I sure am making, as well as losing money. The money I “get rid of” is only in crafts. So far I have spent 75¢ in all (35¢ for crafts, 3 for book, 7¢ for postcards, 25¢ for sketch pad, 5¢ for Gloria.)

            I have gained 5¢ from Betsy, 5¢ from Gloria, and 10¢ as a prize, which I’ll tell about soon. Gloria, Betsy, and I have a little agreement, out of which I have made 10¢.

            Tonight Betsy and I hurried to the cabin after supper to dress for the masquerade. I just had deposited my $3 in the office, and requested that Ruthie be in cove when she comes. She probably won’t be, but – nevertheless.

            Betsy and I dressed as a mother and daughter of the 1890’s. We did Hope to get one of the prizes. Betsy dressed in a ruffly white blouse, a gathered long white skirt, and a white bonnet. <drawing of Betsy> She wore her hair in short pigtails. By the way, Betsy used one of my sheets for the skirt. She only cut it in half. You see when I gaily hopped in bed one night, My long shovel of a toenail caught where it was sewed down the middle and made an unmendable (?) rent. I decided to let it go, but one night some ink fell in little patterns on the old rag, so I sadly tore it up. I did not want to disgrace you by bringing it home!!!!! I do hope you will forgive me, “mater” dear. (Ha Ha) (Balmy) Betsy sweetly sewed my exclusive costume on me. (Very Ritzy.) I had used my black mosquito netting for a long full-sleeved blouse over my white t-shirt. I had 5 yds. of someones white mosquito netting for a peplum skirt with a tight white belt (mine) around the waist. My hair was tied up and drooped down and decorated with my white flower. I had a black velvet choker. Everybody was aghast that Betsy and I had actually made such a finished product in a few hours. <drawing of SP in costume>

            Very many people had similar ideas. There were about 50 people. (2 units) one unit staged a wedding. Four people from each unit dressed as bathing beauties and were surprised and dismayed to see each other, for they had thought their idea original. Gayle was perfect as 1925. She wore an exact copy of the period. She looked so cute! One girl dressed as a sultan, and another as an arab, another as a pirate, darkies, husbands and wives, were some other ideas. <drawing of pirate with caption ‘Something like this’> When we had the grande Marche the bride got one prize, a “horse” got another, and “Miss 1960” got one. To my surprise I got second prize for the best old-fashion’d, and well made costume! It was a package of 25 Storrow stickers like the one you see on the outside of this letter (worth 10¢) that’s the prize I told you about. The night before we rowed across the lake (one mile). I rowed one boat (the leading boat) over. It was such fun! We had a nosebag supper, I had two cheese sandwhiches, three tomatoes, crackers, carrots, an orange, and six cups of milk. (We seldom get that good a meal.) We then rowed back in the path of the setting sun. Please tell me if this letter and a postcard with a sticker3 on it reach U at the same time.

            Siv

            
               1 – A guesthouse located on Main Street, Chatham, Mass.

               2 – SP’s cousin Robert J. Benotti (1945– ).

               3– SP to ASP, 10 July 1946.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 10 July 1946

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Wedy

July 10, 46

            Dear Mother,

            Did this card get to you at the same time as the letter did? Last night Betsy and I woke up similtaneously (or how ever you spell it) at the same thunder clap. She was quite scared and with a flying leap jumped into my bed. For the first time in my life I was really frightened. I kept worrying about grammy and grampy. The thunder tumbled over the lightning which crackled all about us. Finally the storm passed over, but the lightning contented it self with glowering at us from the distance. It rained so hard, that Betsy and I thought the roof would cave in! At last we fell asleep. I woke up this morning feeling fine.

            Love,

Siv

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wed.–Thurs. 10–11 July 1946

            ALS with envelope on Wellesley,

Mass. letterhead, Indiana University

            Wednesday

July 10

NO. ONE

            Dear Mother,

            The stamps on this letter are part of my payment from Gloria. I got her mad enough to swear again!!!!!!! I now have made 10¢ cents clear from her. Today was a rather hasty aftermath of the thunder storm last night.

            The mail just arrived, and I got your post card. I felt almost like crying to hear you had not gotten a letter from me for a week! I have written at least a card a day, and this is about my fifth letter! From now on I am going to number my letters and cards so you will know if you get them. The mails are very queer. This is message No. I. I last wrote you about the masquerade and the thunderstorm.

            I am quite healthy, save for my ingrown toenail. We have good meals once in a while. The rotten ones always come before the yummy ones. For instance, this noon we had just “fish chowder” (fish floating in water) dry cabbage, and cold, leftover cocoa that tasted like polluted coffee. Now for supper tonight we had turkey, potatoes, carrots, bread, jam, and icecream. I guess the cook thought she had better make up for the “lunch”.

            We have not had a crowded schedule lately, but all of a sudden things have piled up on us. We’re making a shado-graph of “The Sleeping Beauty”, and I am in charge of the proceedings. We are also starting work on the newspaper. I only hope that I can make up something good enough to live up to my rather super reputation of last year. I haven’t gone in swimming for five days because of my cold, but plan to go in the next time.

            Thursday

July 11

            Today we were planning to hike to fisherman’s cove, but instead we have to hike around the lake because the darn weather is so cold and nasty. Last night Betsy and I received the worst scare of our lives! We were both in my bed writing. Taps had just blown. I really didn’t want her to sleep with me in the same bed, but just as we were putting our things away for the night, we heard the most pitiful, and yet terrible cry, I have ever, or probably will ever hear. It was long and drawn out, and sounded partly like a tortured cat, and partly like a little child being murdered.

            Betsy and I were both petrified. We lay taut and tense on our backs, holding together for dear life. How glad we were that we had locked our door and put most of the flaps up. Nothing would pay Betsy to cross that cabin floor and get back to bed, and nothing would pay me to let her go. We stayed still for about 20 minutes, and then tryed to tell funny jokes to get our minds of the howl, when we heard the horrible sound once more, even longer this time. We prayed fervently for sleep to come, which it did, but not with its merciful oblivion. My whole night was a waking dream. I dreamed that people were frozen corpses, that the Cooper Boy had died, and that Margot had killed Duncan and Susie. Isn’t it awful! Somewhere in the pit where my mind was wandering I heard my name called, and with difficulty I jerked my self out of sleep and found a gray day, and Jean Baker saying that Betsy and I had only ten minutes to dress before breakfast. Not once have we been woken up by reville! Almost anything can happen here. I wouldn’t be surprised to hear superman knocking at the door.

            I have a lot of wash to do, but today is a rotten day to do it in. I am really having a wonderful time. I only wish the mails were better. My next message will be number two.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday–Friday 11–12 July 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            
               
                  
                     
                        
            
                           
                           	Message #2
            
                           
                           	No. 2


                     
                  

               

            

            Thursday 

July 11

            Dear Mummie,

            Oh! My aching feet! I just got back from a long hike with half the unit. Fourteen girls and two councilors. We went all the way around Long Pond on a five mile hike, but we took the wrong road and ended up in taking at least an eight mile hike. By the time we sat down to eat our lunch I had finished mine. I was very hungry, so I ate some salt. We sat down on the edge of the Miles Standish reservation. As we were settling down, Rikki and I saw a beautiful deer bounding away from us. It was very close, and it was so graceful that it took my breath away. We evidently took the wrong road, for we had left the pond long ago. We hiked for miles along a yellow dirt road straggling between endless hills of scrub pines. Around every new bend or hill we’d think “there must be some sign of man,” but there were only more bends and more hills. After we were almost collapsing in the glaring sun, which had miraculously come out, one girl called that she saw another road not far ahead. Sure enough, our eyes were greeted by the welcome sight of a paved road and cars whizzing by.

            <drawing of map with captions

‘Route we should have taken’ and ‘Route we did take’>

            This is a very rough map of what happened when we had hiked a couple of miles down the road and stopped at the first farmhouse we saw. They willingly gave us a pitcher of water and we poured1 the punch in it that we had been carrying all the time. Oh! Never had anything tasted so good. We all had three graham crackers. At last we had hit the road to camp. My feet were covered with big blisters when we at long last reached our unit. I flopped down on my bed and rested my aching muscles. As soon as I hit the pillow I went to sleep until suppertime. An example of the fact we got off the path is that it took us 4½ hours to get around the pond, where it took the other unit, 1½ hours (3 hours difference).

            Friday- July 12

            Oh! This morning I had the most wonderful experience! An “Education Van” came to camp, and two young men opened up the back. Inside it was a huge wonderland of nature’s works. On the far end were two folding bed, that went up against the wall during the day. On the ceiling was a map of the stars. There were airy screened windows, and a table on which was a file full of hundreds of pamphlets, some of which were distributed among us. A great stuffed owl glared at us with his glassy eyes. There were several neat screened cages. In one was a small, garter snake, three turtles, and a beautifully marked frog. The small turtle was one of the variety that grows the largest. The middle sized turtle had red irises and was beautifully marked with red. The man took out the tiny garter snake. Most of the girls screamed and backed away, but I looked so interested that he let me hold it. It felt so nice slithering through my hands, all slippery. Next he took out a pair of water moccasins that had just shed their skins. You could see remnants of the old skin left over their eyes. He turned them over, and showed us their beautiful dull red markings. My! I certainly like snakes, there’s something about them that fascinates me.

            The man (Elmer, but very strong and nice even for his name) showed us some books, and cases of butterflies and moths. I was able to identify the luna and Polyphemus moth. They were in rather poor condition because the owl (that had died only a few days before) had crashed through the glass, broken in, and torn up most of the mounted insects. I am sending Warren some pamphlets in a separate envelope, because he wouldn’t get half the excitement in finding them in your letter.

            Last night we went on another short sketching trip. I hobbled along as best I could, but was so tired that I did not draw well at all. We went to a very interesting family graveyard2 that we passed coming up. I was so interested in the names and dates on the old stones, that I felt quite subdued and rather filled with the tragedy that pervaded the air. There were three stones together. A man between two wives,3 one wife died at the age of 40, the other did die a year after the man – 72 years. Another tiny stone was for a little girl who died at the age of two years4 the saddest stone was so small that it was over grown by witch grass. It was for such a little child that it only had room for Lovell on it. There were several rather showy and decorative stones, with lovely designs on them.

            The call for delivering mail has come, so I must get this letter in on time.

            With love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – ‘pourde’ appears in the original.

               2 – The Bassett Cemetery is located on Herring Way, Plymouth, Mass.

               3 – Calvin Raymond (c. 1795–1867) and his two wives, Polly Cahoon Raymond (1800–40) and Sarah Douglas Raymond (1811–84).

               4 – Tirzah Raymond (1828–30), daughter of Calvin and Polly Raymond.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sat.–Sun. 13–14 July 1946

            ALS, Indiana University

            Message 3

Saturday

July 13

            Dearest Mother,

            I will probably not have time to mail this letter today, as I have spent all rest hour and such washing out twelve pairs of socks, three pairs of pants, and an undershirt. It was the first decent day for washing, for the rest have been very nasty. Today was my idea of a perfect day. The wind was blowing and the sky was that heavenly blue with clouds sailing across it in big white puffs, and the lake was blue as blue, with big choppy waves, It reminded me so much of the ocean. It was just bubbling over with joy and enthusiasm. RUTH FREEMAN IS COMING TO COVE AND IS BEING IN MY CABIN WHEN SHE COMES ON SUNDAY!!!!!!!! Rikki did not put Gayle and Betsy together, and It could so easily have been done. I want them to be together as much as I wanted Ruthie and me to be together. I only hope Rikki changes her mind, though she says its final. Today to my relief, I finished my nutspoon. It came out so much better than I expected. Frenchie actually says that she loves it!!!!!! I have decided to give it to grammy and grampy, for Christmas maybe, with a little copper dish I’m making. The spoon is a darling squat little tiny thing, all shiny. It is designed something like this: <drawing of spoon with caption ‘Hammered bowl and border and Initial S for Schober’>

            The copper dish is going to follow the same design. They each cost about thirtyfive cents. Guess what?!! Grampy and Grammy have sent me two more dollars! So far I have spent only eighty cents out of my first book yet! I have not recklessly spent my money on Storrow hats either ($1.60!) but am yet enjoying myself and going to town in crafts. How I love metal work! When I get home I’ll have a least $5 left for my darling bank account. Please do send me some hairbands and try to send the nailnippers for just my finger nails. (metacarpus nails????) I wrote Warren about the nature van and hope that he got the letter. Evidently you and grammy and grampy have been having pretty nasty weather. Skipper says it is O.K. for grammy and grampy to drop in on Saturday the 20th, so I’m dropping them a letter1 also. I hope that they bring fruit if they can, for that we get here is mainly sour and hard. We had some gooey apple pan doughy, and I don’t mean doughty for dessert tonight. All the two week campers left today, and boy! am I glad I’m not going home. I love camp so, for all its faults that I dread July 27th. Betsy received some gum and life-savers, but I wouldn’t want any candy sent to me. Fruit is allright to bring I am quite sure, and I asked Skipper if it would be alright if Grammy and Grampy dropped in, and she said yes, even though it is on the twentieth, a Saturday. My first ingrown toenail is all better, but I have one on my left toe that is much worse, and is swollen alot more. The nurse stuffed cotton under the corner, it hurts so that I can hardly walk. I have to hobble along, and it is very annoying. As I have probabably told you, I am dropping Grammy a card. I am so glad that Ruthie is going to be in my cabin, Betsy probably will get with Gayle. On this day (Sunday, now) Rikki clamped down on us, and made one girl (poor thing) clean all the latrines by herself, and I had to sweep my cabin four or five times before I went to crafts. Betsy and I thought that the next two weeks would be torture, but now that the new campers are coming things seem to be brightening up.

            Love

“Siv”

            P.S. I am going to Maine, too, whether I’m invited or not! I am so sad that they evidently did not want me.

            
               1 – See SP to Aurelia and Frank Schober, 15 July 1946.

            

            
TO Aurelia Greenwood Schober & Frank Schober


            Monday 15 July 1946

            ALS on Wellesley, Mass. letterhead,

Indiana University

            Monday

July 15

            Dear Grammy and Grampy,

            You don’t know how happy I was to receive the two dollars you sent me! I never expected anything like it. I have spent only a little as yet, and am putting the main part of the money towards crafts.

            It would be perfectly alright for you to drop by at camp when you come by on the 20th, as mother said you would. I’d love it if you could bring a little fruit, because the fruit we get here is usually all green and unripened. Lots of the girls have candy, but I wouldn’t want any of that. Do you suppose you could bring the nail nipper if you have it. My fingernails are really too terribly long. If you can find the camp, I would like to know about what time you will come, so I can go up to the office or the parking lot to meet you. Do write a card and tell me If and when you’re coming.

            I am so happy, because, in answer to my many requests, Ruth Freeman had been put in my unit and is in my very same cabin! We are going to have such fun together. Oh! Grampy, for the rest of my life I will cut my toenails straight across. Now that I have no nipper to dig the corners out with, the nails on both my big toes have grown in and become infected and swollen with pus. I made a beeling for the nurse, and she stuck cotton under the corners and way under my toe nail. This morning she actually soaked them in boiling sulfo-naphthol, or something like that, my feet were all raw and red when I took them out, but I am really glad that she is doing something to help.

            Betsy got stung by a bumble bee when getting wood, and her lips and whole left cheek are swollen. She looked so funny, like Mortimer Snurd1 would probably look, that I couldn’t help laughing after I got out of her hearing! She is in the same cabin with Gayle Greenough in Cabin 13, and Ruthie and I are right next to them in cabin 9. The cabins run in a pattern, which is quite odd until you figure it out.

            <drawing of camp map with numbered cabins>

            I only have time for a short letter before the mails go out, so Goodbye for now.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – Mortimer Snerd, a radio and comic strip character as well as a ventriloquist dummy developed by Edgar Bergen in the 1930s and 1940s.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tues.–Wed. 16–17 July 1946

            ALS with envelope,1

Indiana University

            July 16, 1946

            Dearest, Most-Revered, Twice Honored Mater,

            Last night was a red-letter night because I got two postcards and two nice big fat letters from you including those thrilling snaps of me. Why you sent that glamorous one of me hunched over, and snoring under the maple tree, I will never know. I have missed getting this letter in the mail, so naturally It will arrive late. This wonderful month at camp is certainly speeding by fast. Grammy and Grampy are coming on Saturday at about three o’clock. That just happens to be the day we are hiking to Fisherman’s Cove, so I won’t be able to go on the hike I looked forward to for so many weeks. I only wish it could be arranged that I go. Today I continued to work on my copper mint dish, which is rather small, but which I hope you will appreciate. I am very busy finding ideas for poems for the newspaper. Do you like this one about the lake:

            
               
                  
                     The lake is a creature,2

                     Quiet, yet wild.

                     Rough, and yet gentle, –

                     An untamed child.

                     Tranquil and blue

                     Where the boats slip by,

                     Whirlpools of silver

                     Were the oars dip nigh.

                     Emerald Green

                     When the clouds scud across,

                     And before the wind

                     Gay white caps toss.

                     The lake is really

                     The earth’s clear eye

                     Where are mirrored the moods

                     Of the wind and the sky.

                                                           <flourish>

                  

               

            

            July 17, 1946

Wednesday

            Today I had the most fun I’ve yet had while at camp! Our unit hiked two miles to work as pickers on a blueberry farm! We were to be paid 10¢ for every quart box we picked and the blueberry bushes were taller than I was. Never have I seen such blueberries. I don’t know if even the country club can beat them! They come in clusters like small grapes. They were the most wonderful things I had ever seen – rows and rows of laden bushes! Ruthie and I each took a box that held six quart baskets and began to pick at one of the choicest spots. We both cooperated with each other and picked with the thought of the payment ahead of us. We had worked almost two hours, when we stopped for lunch. Ruth had just begun her fifth basket and I had just finished my fifth. However, I dropped the box, and the tops of the baskets fell off, so I used up half of the fifth basket in filling the others after lunch and rest hour we were eager to continue picking. Ruthie and I finished our fifth, sixth, and seventh baskets with ease. The eighth baskets were slightly harder. When Ruth had begun her ninth quart, and I my tenth (!) she filled my box up, so that I had earned $1.00 and I filled up her last boxes with her so that she also had earned $1.00. We turned in our boxes joyfully with no mishaps. We both received checks for $1.00 to be added to our camp fund. That covers what I paid for my stamp offer and also my nutspoon!!!! I really felt rich. Only one girl picked nine quarts, but she earned $1.10 for packing some boxes also. I am so happy that I could earn some money, even though it is not much, it helps! We came home rather tired, but joyous. I had received a slight burn, but it looked more like a tan. Ruthie and I certainly slept well.

            With love

Sylvia

            
               1 – Letter addressed to ASP c/o Loungway, Innisfree, Oxford, Maine, and forwarded to Wellesley, Mass.

               2 – Sylvia Plath, ‘The Lake’.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Thursday 18 July 19461

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            Dear Margot,

            It pains me to use up this valuable three cent stamp on you, but my offer is enclosed. Do not open the inner envelope unless you wish to buy, which you won’t. It was very good thinking on your part to invite Mater and Warren up while I’m away, so I won’t have to come. I do hope you show this newsy letter to my Mater so I won’t have to bother to write her.

            From

Sylvia

            <drawing of smiling female>

            
               1 – Date supplied from postmark.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 19 July 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            July 19

Friday

            Dear Mother,

            Today is a beautiful day, save that it is very hot and humid. I would much rather have cool weather at camp. I turned in my two poems to the newspaper. The editor, who evidently did not think too much of me, went as far as to say they were excellent! The second one which I made up is not as good as the first, and is called

            <flourish>

            
               
                  
                     Mornings of Mist

                  

                  
                     Frail cobwebs of lacy filigree

                     Clutched by gnarled fingers

                     Of a tree.

                     Where mornings lips have kissed

                     The grassy meadow, there are

                     Fields of mist.

                     Between the trees twine

                     Trails of silver fog like a

                     Misty vine

                     Now the sky is a tinted rose

                     As the first pale little

                     Sunbeam shows.

                     Dimpling and blue the lake is won

                     By the golden beams of the

                     Morning sun.

                                                            <flourish>

                  

               

            

            I am receiving your daily cards joyfully. Your latest one sounded like a lovely poem in blank verse. I really will always treasure it. I regret to say that I will not have time to make dear grampy an ashtray, and besides, they are dinky little copper ones. So I’m giving him the nut spoon and grammy the mint dish. Do you think I could give it to them for Christmas, or maybe for grampy’s Birthday. I have something that I made, or am making rather to show them, so I hope that they won’t suspect. Everything I am making in crafts seems to be of metal. Last night was rather hectic. Some men in canoes were seen in the cove, and word got around among the campers that the councilors were going to meet them. So, after taps, a whole brigade headed for the Cove beach. I was out filling a pail of water from the tap, and so did hear lots of whistles and noises. Ruthie and I climbed out of our back window, leaving the front door locked, and went down to Betsy and Gayle’s cabin. We stayed there a short while with them, but were horrified to here Skees, (on taps duty) pounding on the locked door of our cabin, and shining her light on the empty beds. I ran out of the other cabin with Ruth. She had to climb in the back window under Skees’ glare, and meekly unlock the front door for me, who stood there innocently and mumbled something about “What’s all the noise!” Skees said sternly that I was contributing my part to the racket, and watched until Ruth and I had got in bed. I like everyone in general, (by the way, Gayle, Betsy, Ruth, and I pal around together alot and have such fun doing things in fours. That’s the way true friends should be I think, not coveting every minute of each others time. I do hope Warrie wasn’t hurt badly when playing “Murder.” The weather here has been lovely the last few days. Tonight I went on another sketching trip. This time I did quite a good job. Frenchie said, as well as some others, when judging drawings, that mine had such depth that they could almost step into it! Frenchie also says I’ll be foolish if I don’t take art lessons, for I’ve an “interesting technique.”

            <drawing of heart>

“Siv”

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 20 July 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            July 20, 1946

            Dear Mother,

            How do you like this stationary? Rather gaudy, don’t you think! However a girl at camp gave this piece to me so I might as well use it. At least there is plenty of room to write on it, so it will probably take a long time to fill all the space. Ruthie is only a red cap, and she has not been able to go in swimming and work up to a white cap. I am spending almost all my spare time in crafts trying to finish up a rather tremendous project. It just happens to cost 50¢ fifty cents, that is. But seeing that I have not quite spent three dollars yet, I hope that you won’t mind. I am really quite saving when it comes to spending money.

            Well, grammy and grampy are supposed to be coming in a few hours. To my joy, the unit did not go on the hike to Fisherman’s Cove, so I will be able to go if we do go in the coming week. The end of camp is drawing to a close so speedily, that I’m afraid that I’ll wake up some morning soon, and find Grammy saying, “Better get up! Time for school.” I am having a perfectly beautiful time being in the same cabin with Ruthie. She is really so much fun. She also wrote an excellent article for the camp newspaper about blueberrying. Today is another perfect day. The sun is shining, and a cool breeze is swishing through the trees and rippling up the lake. There is also a fresh, piny odor in the air.

            I am going on another sketching trip tomorrow with “Frenchie.”

            I have plenty of clothes left now that Ruthie’s here, and probably will not need to wear one or two of my new jerseys at all. I am now dressed in my blue shorts, white belt, socks, jersey, and saddle shoes, writing this to you during rest hour while waiting for grammy and grampy to arrive. My hair is full of dandruff, and rather oily. It does no good to wash our hair here in the icy water, because it never even gets clean the least bit. I do enjoy boating, especially rowing. I am in no great hurry to get out in a canoe after taking my tippy test. I always wear my bathing suit top when rowing, and there are two white splotches in the exact shape of my ribbon that hang down. <drawing of SP in a boat showing ribbons> That is where I have not gotten tan. My face is no perfect example of a peaches and cream complexion by any means. I am regularly taking magnesia, although I’m drinking all the water I can get, I’m still not drinking enough. Our diet is mainly a startchy one – potatoes and bread, bread and potatoes with mayhap a sickly leaf of cooked cabbage thrown in. On the last page I will give you an example of my expenditures, as well as my deposits
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            So far I have spent two dollars and 53 cents. Imagining that by the time I come home I will have spent three dollars at the most, it seems I have a balance of about six dollars. I only hope that my figuring is correct.

            Our food prospects are brighter, for on Sunday we always have good meat and ice cream. Our soups and cocoa, however, are made with water, and are terribly thin or much too thick. Having a perfect time.

            Love,

“Siv”

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 21 July 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            <drawing of fleur-de-lis>

            July 21, 1946

Sunday

            Dear Mother,

            Oh! Poor grammy and grampy! The time they had in finding this camp! Dear grammy thought that it was Four Winds, and for some strange reason kept insisting that this was Four Winds. Our unit and Ridge were playing a softball game, and Ruth and I were not on the team, so when Grammy and Grampy at last drove up at 4:00, we ran to meet them, and showed them the way to the guest house so they drove up. As they got up, Skipper came out to meet them. I do not think the Skipper was especially overjoyed at their visit, but she welcomed them graciously, and Ruth and led them to our unit, after they unloaded the car for us. When they were cosily seated in our comfy little cabin, they displayed what they had bought for us. Ruthie and I were goggle-eyed! All the fresh fruit we could possibly divide between us two – six oranges, ten peaches, eleven plums, two pounds of cherries, and, to cap it all, a bag of Ritz crackers and cheese complete to the little spoon with which to spread the cheese on the crackers. Ruthie and I had never seen such a piece of wonder! Grammy and grampy sat watching contentedly as we carefully devoured one lb. of the ripe red-black cherries. Ah! What utter delight. I put the oranges and peaches in Ruthie’s tiny, empty, suitcase. We were so happy, because it was really exciting to get so much stuff. Out of the kindness of his heart grampy slipped me another two dollars!!!!!!!!!! I just had to give them my little nut spoon. It has “S” for “Schober” on it. We walked back to the car with them, and, after putting into the trunk my dirty clothes, we saw them off. Tears fill my eyes at the though of having such wonderfully grand grand parents!

            After taps it was very muggy. Ruth and I kept dozing off and waking up. With our stomachs rolling, growling, and complaining. We just had to finish our cherries. We awoke again in the middle of the night in the midst of a wonderful thunderstorm. The lightning was magnificent, but when I looked I was blinded, and only could see black, so---I drifted back into a fitful slumber.

            When we awoke this morning, the out-of-doors looked as if it had come from one of Arthur Rackham’s1 pictures. The black, gnarled trees were dark and forbidding. There was a thick fog, and the air was cold and nasty.

            I was one of the few who went swimming. The water was like a warm bath. To make it happier, Ruthie was moved from red cap (lowest) to white cap (middle) group. She was beaming happily when she jumped down off the dock. We had a royal dinner this noon. We had chicken, boiled potatoes, gravy, butter, cranberry sauce, carrots, beets, pickled egg (no greens!) cupcakes and icecream. The weather is the type that really makes me long for home and my stampcollection. I will be rather sad to get away from camp, but I will be very glad to get to my own little mummie’s house.

            Well, rest hour’s over, and I must prepare for another sketching trip.

            Love,

Siv

            
               1 – ‘from one of authur Arthur Rackham’s’ appears in the original. English book illustrator Arthur Rackham (1867–1939).

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 22 July 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            July 22, 1946

            Dear Mother,

            Oh! I’m so happy. I am all done with my crafts projects! Now I won’t have to go any more.

            In swimming the only things I have to pass to be a bluecap are my standing front dive and my crawl. “Skees” taught me how to “fall in” yesterday morning, and in the afternoon Rikki taught me how to spring off the dock. <drawing of girl diving> My legs still bend a little, but I’m very glad that I am learning how to dive. That was the one cloud on my horizon, even though I was not conscious of it. I have done my twelve lengths of sidestroke, and yesterday afternoon I took my “tippy test.” I paddled a canoe out on the lake, stowed the paddle, stood up on the gunners and tipped the canoe over on top of me. I then righted it, and jumped in. It was full of water, and I had to paddle back to shore with my hands.

            By the way, my oldest middy is ruined. I wore it down to the beach over my bathing suit and left it down there by mistake. It must have been long ago, because it was full of bugs, worms, cocoons and slime. It is so far gone that I never could wear it, so I’ll not bother bringing it home.

            We have had two cracker jacks of thunderstorms and alot of wind and rain. Today was a wonderful day for washing – sunny, and oh! what a marvelous wind!

            I am going home with the Powleys. They are coming at about 3:00- 4:00. I am having a perfectly beautiful time. In our scouts own we (Gloria, Betsy, and I) sang “Nearer my God to Thee.”1

            Ruthie and I had a perfectly wonderful time dividing up the fruit. We have been practically living on a fresh fruit diet. Saturday one pound of cherries. Sunday. One pound of cherries two and a half plums2 (a piece) Monday – two plums, four peaches, eight crackers.

            Last night when it was raining, Betsy and Ruth went around the units waking up people in the cabins. The councilors were at a party saying farewell to Skees, so while Gayle and I slept soundly in our Beds, Ruth and Betsy slept together in Betsy’s bed. I kept my screen door locked so that they wouldn’t come in and wake me up after I got to sleep. One of the councilors asked me to draw some ideas for the cover of the paper, so I did. I can’t wait to go swimming again this afternoon so that I can dive again. Do not be worried if you do not get a letter from me for quite a short while because I am next going to write a nice long letter to Margot. We are not going to have an overnight hike, but I do hope we will go to fisherman’s Cove some time. Have you been getting much mail from me? I have been writing every day.

            I hope you are having nice weather in Wellesley. Is the grass beyond recovery, or can it be watered and brought back to its beautiful soft green stage. I will be glad to get back to our own white house in Wellesley. Do have Ruthie over soon so I can go back to her house to visit. The food we get now is about the best a camp could get, only I miss the fresh vegetables.

            Love,

“Siv”

            
               1 – A nineteenth-century Christian hymn by Sarah Flower Adams based on Genesis 28: 11–19.

               2 – ‘two and a half peaches plums’ appears in the original.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday 25 July 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            July 25, 1946

            Dear Mother,

            I have been overwhelmingly busy the past few days. On Wednesday we at last took the long awaited hike to Fishermans Cove. Only nine of us went, and Rikki made the tenth. We hiked the five miles without even noticing it. The sun had come out and it had become a glorious day, the first for almost a week. When we arrived we sat down on the familiar white sand and had our nosebag lunches, and then made our barefoot way tediously over the barnacled rocks, until we at last reached the sandy golden strip where the low tide was. We fell all over ourselves in the icy, exhilarating salt waves. How I love the ocean! We then hunted for sea creatures in the shallow, warm pools between the rocks. I got quite a tan, and so did Ruthie. Betsy didn’t come, because she doesn’t especially like hikes like I do. Bunny called for us in the truck, and we rode back, singing gaily. I had a perfect time, and everything was so much nicer than last year.

            Quiz

            Do you know that:

            I was chosen to make the cover of the camp newspaper?

            I was elected unanamously to write a report about Cove1 and read it at the banquet last night?

            <flourish>

            Last night I was at the first banquet that I had ever experienced. Formal too. The tables were arranged in a U. Skipper sat at the head table, and so did the five girls who were going to make unit or news reports. I had a placecard and everything. I was so excited that I was going to make a “speech”. The first one too. Everything worked out perfectly. After everybody had scraped up the last of the yummy ice cream dessert, I was announced. I stood up and began to read of my rather long report. Slowly and clearly. I was never so happy. Everyone laughed at the right places, and I got loads of praise and applause. Evidently everyone thought that It was the best report given, or so they all told me. The other ones didn’t have so much expression – (as I have learned so well from you and Mrs. Warren2) that is very necessary to give a speech the interesting quality.

            I had a perfect night. Did you also know that I am a blue cap. I passed up from the white, and will now be classified as an intermediate swimmer. The caps go like this:

            
               Advanced (only a few)

               Blue

               White

               Red

            

            I am now a blue! Three cheers. I enjoyed three safety movies that were given the evening of our hike to fisherman’s cove. They were excellent. The first was about floods, and how one fire can cause a terrible loss of life, and awful floods. The second was an MGM film about Our Gang.3 It was really cute. I learned alot about traffic rules, even though the picture was rather youngish. The third was a darling one in Technicolor. – titled “Once Upon a Time.”4 It worked in Pandora’s box, with Cinderella, simple Simon, the Giant, Georgie Porgie, and a few others. It told about how the two bad ghosts5 flew out of the box and induced the drivers of various cars to speed. The accidents that were caused, and how they were remedied makes a sweet little story. I am having a perfectly beautiful time with Ruthie. She is such a wonderful, staunch friend. We both think the same way about so many things. I hope that this gets to you before you leave tomorrow for coming here.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – Sylvia Plath, ‘Cove Unit Report’; held by Lilly Library.

               2 – Rose Smith Warren; SP’s English teacher at the Alice L. Phillips Junior High School, then at 324 Washington Street, Wellesley, Mass.

               3 – Probably MGM’s 1941 release 1-2-3 Go, a road safety short film featuring characters from the Our Gang series (also known as The Little Rascals).

               4 – A 1937 car safety film by Radio and Television Packagers, Inc.

               5 – ‘the two (the two) bad ghosts’ appears in the original.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Mon.–Fri. 29 July–2 Aug. 19461

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            July 29, 1946

            Dear Margot,

            I am very sorry that I have not written for such a long time. Surprisingly enough, at camp I was terribly busy making up contributions for the camp newspaper. I made the cover of it, and sent in two poems which were published.

            We had a super banquet which brought a thrill-packed month to a close. The tables were arranged in a U <drawing of table arrangement>, and I sat with the head of the camp, and a few others, at the head table. After a wonderful meal of roast beef, corn on the cob, fluffy mounds of mashed potatoes (with gravy and butter) apple salad, grapefruit, and icecream, I was asked to read the report of my units’ activities, which I had written before hand. It was evidently quite a hit. Everyone laughed in just the right places, and I received loads of applause. I was very excited, for it was my first real banquet, and It was quite an honor to be seated at the head table. I had a perfectly beautiful time, and enjoyed every minute of it.

            Camp is really beautiful. The first impression that you get is of the deep green pines against the clear blue sky, and the puffy white of the clouds floating lazily by. The lake water is always changing. It is more or less translucent and the white sand beneath its depths gives a rather odd color effect. Sometimes it is mirrored and blue, and on other times a wild emerald green, with tossing sprays of foam and rough white caps. I had a beautiful time swimming. I learned how to dive for the first time in my life, and had such fun doing it. I advanced to the blue cap group, which is just below the highest, or advanced swimmer. In other words, a junior lifesaver. I enjoyed rowing so much, that I had perfected my different turns and strokes, before I took my tippy test, which enabled me to go out in a canoe. We took two trips by boat across the lake, and one was made especially exciting by the fact that one girl broke her oar. Our counselor had to row in and then row out again in another boat with an extra oar. She just got to the crippled boat before it began to be blown out into the lake. It was really quite exciting, considering that I was in the counselors boat.

            We went on a “five” mile hike around the lake with ten girls and our favorite counselors. However, we got off the right road, and walked for miles along a sand road, flanked by seemingly endless pine hills. No sign of life save that of a deer bounding gracefully off into the woods. After long last we came out on a paved road, and hiked the remaining miles back to Storrow. All in all, the hike took over eight weary miles. However, Rikki, the counselor, made almost every minute of it enjoyable.

            We also hiked with nine girls and Rikki, the five miles to Fisherman’s Cove. I have never seen such a glorious place. The sand stretched a golden arm out into the green waters of the ocean. A steep sandcliff curved protectingly around the beach. As the tide was out, we walked way out to the water’s edge, and after getting thoroughly soaked in its icy waves, we dabbled around in the warm, sandy, rock pools, and found all types of sea creatures. I had a beautiful time, and came back with a nice brown tan. I really had a very exciting time at camp. I made loads of friends, and renewed acquaintances with my old ones.

            However, it is good to be home once again in my own cosy little “matchbox.” I really love my house – it has such a charming personality.

            Mother is starting me on typing lessons now. I have begun my third, and she says that I am progressing admirably. I do have some hope that by next summer I will be able to type stories once more. My “Stardust” has come to a standstill for the time-being as I have had a great deal to do, what with typing and helping with the housework. I am doing a great deal more of this. Oddly enough, I rather enjoy it. Especially the canning part – as I am new to this, it still holds quite a novelty for me. Getting back to my story – I have only done about ten pages. As yet, the first chapter needs some revision, which the second chapter is complete to the last detail. I do think that it came out very well – better than any of my last ones.

            To my great amazement, mother took me in town yesterday, and let me buy my first set of oil paints (out of my own money, of course.) She supplied me with four canvases of different sizes. So far I have made two rather amateurish paintings. Alot of things came out wrong, but I had fun in doing them that I never have had in anything else. One was a still life of some zinnias in a blue bowl <drawing of zinnias in a bowl> and another larger one of three birch trees with some icecream cone mountains in the background <drawing of birch trees and mountains>.

            Oh, by the way, how is your diary coming along? Sometimes mine is rather tiresome, but on the whole I really enjoy it. This letter has been in the making for so many days that the dates are most likely all slightly mixed.2

            Speaking of stamp offers, I have been having a great deal of trouble with the Gray Stamp Company, Toronto Canada. I told them to please stop sending approvals, because when I sent for their offer, approvals were not mentioned. I expressed my refusal sweetly and appreciatively, but when I got them the next time, I grew a good deal firmer in my statements. However, when I received them for the third time, I sent them back unopened, saying that I would not be responsible the next time I received approvals from them. I think that is only fair, because I have to waste four cents postage on them every time I send back an offer. If they do persist in sending approvals again, I will not return them, as I said to them the last time. Are all of your approvals that you do not want, effectively stopped at last? I do hope they are, for I now realize how annoying these stubborn stamp companies can be. I can just imagine how harried you must have been with a whole flock of them sweetly persisting on sending you offers.

            <SP added a note here: ‘NOTE This is page seven not six, which is [arrow to page six] this other page. Strangely enough’>

            When do you start school? I believe we go back to the old antique shop on September the third. Next year it will probably begin in the middle of August.

            I enjoyed reading the letter which you pointedly sent to just about everything in the house except me. It was quite thrilling. I especially enjoyed the one message that you wrote to the eighty-first key on the piano.

            I do love wearing that darling dress I got from you last summer. It is my favorite – the flowered one with the rickrack on it I mean. <drawing of dress> By the way, did you receive the offer I sent you with my long epistle from camp. I believe that it was the one 20 beautiful, extraordinary stamps for only fifteen cents? 

            My mother is now dramatically plowing through the “Tale of Two Cities” – reading aloud to my brother – who sits wide-eyed in bed, gnawing anxiously on the sheet waiting for her to go on. <drawing of wide-eyed boy and woman> Even through the wall which separates his bedroom from the livingroom I can hear my mother droning nasally through her teeth in what she imagines is the sinister manner of the Marquee, or whoever she happens to be reading about. The periodic shakings of the floor are when my brother gets so excited that he cannot control his feelings, and so bounces all over the bed. It really is an interesting bit of emotional reactions. I know you’re not supposed to pardon anything in a letter, but please forgive any too queer mistakes I’ve made in composition as its late, and mother’s too absorbed in her reading to notice the time.

            from her mother’s daughter

From her mother’s daughter –

Sylvia Artemis Platowsky

            “Drive him fast to his tomb”---frill of paper – stone face – too many

            
               1 – Date supplied by internal evidence and postmark.

               2 – The letter was postmarked on 2 August 1946; based on the contents of SP’s diary, many of the events mentioned took place between 29 July 1946 and that date.

            

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Tues.–Wed. 27–28 August1 1946

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            August 29

            <drawing of flower>

            Dear Margot,

            Can’t you take a hint? – a very broad one? First I wrote you a long eight page letter. Then after waiting for a whole pile of weeks (almost three) I sent you a business letter. All I got in reply was an uninformative typewritten letter in return for my painstaking efforts.

            I do hope my stamp offers do not give you too much trouble when you try to get rid of them.

            Here is the Harris envelope dressed up as a rainbow offer. Will it pass? Enclosed are some other things. Approvals or <drawing of eight small circles> something for you to sell. (If you can.) I’m sort of hazy about it, as it’s almost ten-thirty. You see, mother would be shocked if I was not soundly snoring at nine o’clock, and she would have fits of worry. She is now having a gay time with Warren visiting in Connecticut. She has left Grammy home with me (I have a bad sore throat) and she (Grammy, I mean) is now in the next town taking care of my Aunt Dot’s two year old boy. It is sort of lonely here alone (strangely enough) and queer footsteps keep stealthily hopping around. Unluckily I have three windows and four doors to keep my eyes on.

            [image: alt] I am now listening to Sousa’s inspiring “Stars and Stripes Forever”2 march over the radio. I have listened (in succession) to scatterbrained Judy on “Date with Judy”,3 “The Marquis,”4 an excellent radio theatre. (Now Sigmund Romberg5 (how do you spell it?) is playing [image: alt] the lilting, immortal blue Danube.6) How I love it!

            I heard just about the best program I’ve ever heard over WEEI at 10:00, I believe. It was titled “Disputed Passage.”7 It was the moving story of two doctors, one old – one young – only a delightful speck of romance to give it more human flavor. I guess its hard to live without if you want to be a success. (Or so they say)

            Now they are playing my favorite song in the popular world “Wanting You”8 – You know:

            [image: alt] “Wanting you, wanting you

            Noone else in this world will do!” I love the tune. The singers aren’t that washday blues kind, but a real woman’s clear soprano and a man’s lovely harmony.

            Now Romberg (that’s near enough the spelling.) is playing a delightful composition by his son Donald9 – “Sunset in Seville.” It’s the first time played on the air, and it is truly lovely, and characteristic to the title.

            Now they end it then: sotto voce “Science truth positive Raleigh10 – the only leading cigarette that gives you less nicotine etc. – etc.” What a let down!

            But he builds it up again with the powerful, manly song from “Strong Men”11 which is blended with the lovely soprano singing “We Have Been Young”12 – [image: alt] When I grow too old to dream, I’ll remember you.” [image: alt]

            Just as they are beginning “Sweethearts,”13 I (Here we go) hear the pleasant crunching of Grammy’s car wheels on the Gravel driveway. I better hurry up with this letter before she comes upstairs with a bedtime snack for me (snack, not shake!)

            Goodnight for now!

            <drawing of window, bed, and bedside table, and a music note and thirteen stars>

            <drawing of smiling face> Now it is moring once again. I have just woken up. It is rather late, after eleven o’clock. So you see I slept around the clock, you may find this “letter” a bit hard to read, but I sincerely hope not. Have you found a good brick-laying job yet. I’ve thought and thought but I can’t find one. (a job, not a thought.) [image: alt] There is a little man digging in my throat with a pitchfork, boy! he must be trying to get to China and promote friendly foreign relations!

            The most fun in writing a letter to you is ending it. So I am hurrying to get to that pleasant point. This letter is sort of warped because I spilled a jug of water on it will you help me keep track of my offers that I send you by noting names and prices, and sending them to me? The P.S. especially pertains to you. I knew that you would take this to heart (if you have such an odd thing)

            See if you can decipher this. <drawing of toothpick>

            As always

From your own:

TOOTHPICK BEAN

With love

            P.S. Remember! Crime doesn’t pay14 (well enough)

            <on back of envelope>

            
                

            

            From 26 Elmwood Boulevard

            Wellesley 81, Massachusetts

            United States of America

            The World – Planet Earth

            Solar System No. 1

            Universe <drawing of an open book>

            How ’bout writing.

            Drop me a line huh!

            Don’t you think that you could drop me a line!

            To My most esteemed (very)

            Margot Loungway

            How about writing me old

            Sender – Miss Sylvia Artemis Platouski

            My letters to you would fill a book

            
               1 – Letter misdated by SP; date supplied from internal evidence.

               2 – American composer John Philip Sousa, ‘The Stars and Stripes Forever’ (1897).

               3 – Radio serial A Date with Judy; the role of Judy performed by Louise Erickson 1944–9; aired at 8:30 p.m. on WBZ, 27 August 1946.

               4 – The romantic radio serial The Grand Marquee; aired at 9:00 p.m. on WBZ, 27 August 1946.

               5 – Austro-Hungarian composer Sigmund Romberg (1887–1951), his Evening with Romberg aired at 10:30 on WBZ, 27 August 1946.

               6 – Johann Strauss, ‘The Blue Danube’ (1866).

               7 – Disputed Passage aired at 9:30 p.m. on WEEI, 27 August 1946.

               8 – Sigmund Romberg and Oscar Hammerstein II, ‘Wanting You’, The New Moon (1927).

               9 – Possibly American composer Don Gillis (1912–78).

               10 – Raleigh cigarettes.

               11 – Possibly Sigmund Romberg and Oscar Hammerstein II, ‘Stout-Hearted Men’, The New Moon (1927).

               12 – Sigmund Romberg and Oscar Hammerstein II, ‘When I Grow Too Old to Dream’ (1934).

               13 – Possibly Sigmund Romberg, ‘Will You Remember (Sweetheart)?’, Maytime (1917).

               14– A tagline from the radio serial The Shadow.

            

            
TO Marion Freeman


            Monday 4 November 1946

            ALS, Smith College

            November 4, 1946

            Dear “Marion,”

            I still have a left-over glow from the lovely time I had at your house. It is a weekend I will never forget. The movie1 is one that I had wanted to see, and the evening dinner was like a happy dream. Ruthie was a peach <drawing of a peach on a leafed branch> to entertain me as she did, although everybody helped. It was so thoughtful of you to invite Wayne over, too. You will always be like a second mother to me, you know, and even though it was “precipitating” outside it was so sun-shiny inside that I hardly noticed.

            I do hope that the next time I come I will be able to see Mr. Freeman at “work” on his oil painting. I know that I need to learn everything possible about oil painting if I ever intend to use it as a worthwhile hobby.

            Now that Ruthie and I “know our way around Boston”, I hope that I will see her out here very soon.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – According to SP’s diary, she and Ruth Freeman saw Janie Gets Married (1946), which played at the State Theatre, then at 415 Shirley Street, Winthrop, Mass.
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TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Saturday 11 January 19471

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            January 11, 1946

            Dear Margot,

            Do not disturb yourself over wondering what prompted me to use this shade of delicate blue ink. I feel just fine! One of my favorite weaknesses is colored ink, and, having received a few bottles, (of colored ink) don’t be surprised if my next letter is written in bright pink on green paper. (I’ve tried green on blue paper, but It just doesn’t seem to work!)

            The party I went to on the night you left2 was just wonderful! There were four (4 that is) boys and two girls.3 We sat around a cosy fire and played loads of games, mostly guessing games. Since two boys were in the twelfth grade, that made the games harder, but more fun. For refreshments we had oatmeal cookies and gingerale. It was strictly a sporty party – no dancing, for which I was slightly greatly grateful, because of my dilapidated shoes! However, the other girl wore shoes even “dilapidateder” than mine. I got home at twelve o’clock and slept late Sunday morning.

            On the Tuesday after you left4 I helped clean the house from top to bottom, in preparation for the coming of my dear friends. Wayne, David, and Ruthie arrived at 11:30. After a delicious lunch we all went toboganning! Oh! What fun! When we came home we played games and pulled molasses candy. After dinner we played forfeits. Wayne happened to get the old one “Bow to the wittiest, kneel to the prettiest, and kiss the one you love the best!” Oh, brother! He sure was funny – his attempts, you know. The two boys left at nine o’clock, and Ruthie stayed until the next day. It was partly due to Ruthie that I am off on this colored ink spree, for she brought me a pale green, a pale pink, and a pale blue bottle, in addition to the navy blue, black, and red ink that I have already. To add to my collection I need brown, yellow, orange, deep purple, and fuschia!

            We’re going to have our senior class elections this week, and as you probably know I’m running for secretary.5 There really is no chance of my winning, because I’m running against the most popular boy in school. I’ve had loads of fun campaigning, though! I have four posters (that were made for me) hanging up in school, as well as 130 campaign tags in circulation. I am giving my speech in assembly with all the rest. Prissy spent all afternoon helping me with the stunt I’m giving in assembly also. My whole campaign is on the Indian-sailing motif, so we took a huge clothes basket and covered by tacking white cloth over it. Then we made a sail by tacking a triangular piece of white cloth over some poles. We printed “Sylvia for” on the sail, and “Secretary” on the basket in huge black ink letters. To give you an idea of the size of the “sailboat,” the sail stands a good 5 feet high. Some of my friends will pull it across the stage, while Prissy is inside the basket holding the sail. I only hope the sail doesn’t collapse in the middle of the stage!

            <drawing of a sailboat with ‘SYLVIA FOR SECRETARY’ written on the sail and port side>

            Priscilla has kept rather silent about the whole incident of your little skating trip. I guess that she just didn’t appreciate your suttle humor – or something!

            The next time I write to you that will be after I receive the next long letter to you, I will send you some valuable stamps to sell and get enough money to set me on Easy Street with. Perhaps I will even quote my latest masterpiece of poetry that appeared in our school magazine,6 and was approved by an eminent author. Until our next meeting or your next letter.

            Au revoir,

Sylvia Artemis Platowsky

            
               1 – Letter misdated by SP; date supplied from postmark.

               2 – Margot Loungway visited on 27–8 December 1946.

               3 – According to SP’s diary, the party was held by Perry and Richard Norton; also present were John Hoag, Dick Thornton, and Marilyn Buell.

               4 – Tuesday 31 December 1946.

               5 – According to SP’s diary, she ran against classmates Sarah Bond, Ted Edson, and Ted Short. Speeches were given in an assembly on 15 January; elections were held on 16 January, and the results announced on 17 January. Sarah Bond was declared the winner.

               6 – SP’s most recent publications were: ‘To Miss Cox’ and ‘October’, The Phillipian, November 1946, 3–4. The issue also featured a short report on the book lovers and recreational reading club on page 14. SP’s poem ‘To Miss Cox’ was written on 13 October 1946, in memory of Miss Catherine A. Cox, a business and mathematics teacher at the Alice L. Phillips junior high school, who passed away on 12 September 1946.

            

            
TO Hans-Joachim Neupert1


            Sunday 13 April 1947

            ALS (photocopy), Smith College

            April 13, 1947

            Dear Hans,

            I received your letter today, saying that you wished to correspond with an American high-school pupil so – here I am.

            It will be so enjoyable to write to each other, and discuss our interests, ideas and ambitions.

            We American students do not know about your personal lives, although we study your country in our history classes, so I would be interested to find out how you live – how you eat.

            First, I will tell you about myself. I am almost sixteen years old, tall, brown hair and eyes. I am a girl in the tenth grade, that is, tenth year altogether, of high-school. My interests are many. I like to draw, write stories, play piano, go sailing in the summer and play basketball in the winter. Do you have games like football and baseball in your gym classes? In school, now, I am studying English (creative writing, mostly), French (first year), Latin (second year), Geometry and Art. This not seem like a very hard program, does it? But, oh! we spent a great deal of time doing home-lessons. Do you take either Latin or French? Or only English?

            I, personally, do not know what war is like. I have heard sad stories, it is true, but I have never experienced the horror of being bombed. I hope I never will. Does it not seem strange that young people, such as you and I, can correspond and be friends at distant corners of the earth, while countries wage war and murder each other’s young, most promising men?!

            You are, perhaps, under the impression that American youth is frivolous – caring only for parties and luxuries. Well, most of us are not that spoiled.

            Do you know a great deal about America? In your reply to this do tell me what you would like to know – what you are interested in. In this way I will be better able to write to you.

            In your letter to Washington you indicated no preference as to whether a boy or girl should write. I trust you do not mind my being a girl.

            In Germany, do you have much leisure time? I get up about 6:30 each morning and go to bed by ten o’clock. I have lunch at school. The school day lasts from 8:30 to 2:30, and we go home to work, play, or do home-lessons. We have school five days a week – Montag, Dienstag, Mittwoch, Donnerstag and Freitag I believe you call them. I do not know German or study it, but my mother does know the language very well.

            Do you have difficulty obtaining supplies? I mean, like clothes, food, paper, utensils and tools. Our costs for food are very high, but if one is rich one can buy almost anything. I, of course, am far from rich. We have a huge middle class in America, and comparatively few very-rich and very-poor.

            We want so much to have peace – we students. We love our land of woods, fields and free citizens, and wish to aid the countries ravished by war. We have had many discussions about war, and believe that another world war would be fatal. Do you not feel as I do – that war is futile in the end?

            What is the land like where you live? In Wellesley there are rolling green hills, shady woodlands, blue lakes and little white houses. Do you read much? I like to read quite a lot. Are you mechanical-minded? I await your next letter with greatest interest.

            When I “grow-up” I hope to be a foreign correspondant, a newspaper reporter, or an author or artist. Are you able to choose your own occupations?

            As I write at my desk, I wonder what you are doing. I am enclosing two pictures of me and my house, hoping you will get a little idea as to what my surroundings are like. The arrow in the winter picture indicates the window of the room in which I write.

            Please send me

            <rest of the letter missing>

            
               1 – Hans-Joachim Neupert; from Grebenhain, West Germany, corresponded with SP, 1947–52.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 27 June 19471

            AL (postcard), Indiana University

            Epistle 2

June 27, 1947

            2

            Dear Mother,

            The weather is heavenly and it is so wonderful to have the smell of salt in the air! The water is a beautiful shade of briny green. One girl in my tent, June Smith, reminds me lots of Betsy – she’s 4'9" and talks with a cute little lisp. Do write me cheery letters. I felt a wave of homesickness pass over me at breakfast – we just had cold wheat sparkies, and I missed the squiggles in my eggnog! The girls are so nice that it’s hard to feel badly, and June takes the place of Betsy (a little bit) and Ann2 takes the place of Ruthie (a little bit, too.) It will be better when we start doing things, so far we’ve just slept and ate. I’ve just come back from our first swim. We had to swim 100 yds. and tread water for 1 min. in order to go sailing on Monday. I thought I’d never make it, But I did. Water is cold but refreshing. No arts & crafts at all.

            
               1 – Dated and ordered by Plath’s date on postcard, not her numbering as 2 in the sequence.

               2– Probably Ann Bowker.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 28 June 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Epistle 1

June 28, 1947

            1

            Saturday

            Dear Mummy,

            I am fine. All my baggage is here, including my bike. I am in a tent with three other girls – two of whom are simply loads of fun. The other one doesn’t talk much. We three go around together. Friday supper was very good – hot fish, beets, and salads. The boatride over was delicious. I sat on the top deck and drank a bottle of milk that I bought down in the boat’s lunchroom. I ate my sandwiches on the train and on the ship. Boy! Were they good! I was very glad to have them cause we had a long wait for the boat and didn’t have supper until about 7. The bedtime, by the way, is 9:30. We didn’t get to bed until late last night, but I slept well, after we three got through talking. Now that you have got all the essentials, pulease send me a packet of about 4 or 5 bobpins and a flashlight. I found 1 facecloth!

            Love,

Sherry

            Sherry is my new name.

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 29 June 19471

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            3

            June 28, 1947

Sunday

            Dear Mother,

            We got our coupon books today. I put in $9 for spending money and got a $3 book with only $.97 in it, $1 for the boat trip, $1 for the camp truck ride (all both ways) and $.03 for the book were taken out! Remember to send me the directions for sending my stuff home. Today is Sunday, and this morning it was damp and foggy, but now the sun is out. So I hope I can go sailing tomorrow! I could never even think of being homesick with June and Ann around. Ann is so funny, and June is more like Betsy all the time. It’s so surprising! I’m wearing my good blue slacks today, and one of my new white shortsleeved shirts. June is wonderful. She practices fixing my hair and I massage her back just like Betsy and I used to do. I feel so lazy. My bottle of magn. is supposed to be turned in to the nurse, of all things, but I haven’t yet as I haven’t had to use it. Do write & send those things I wrote about – flashlight & hair bobpins.

            Love,

Sivvy

            
               1 – Letter misdated by SP.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday–Monday 29–30 June 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Sunday and a little bit of Monday

            4

            Dear Mummy,

            The weather has cleared and is nice and warm now. As you can see, I’m numbering all my postcards to you. I have written a few cards to Betsy and hope to get mail when it comes tomorrow. June is wonderful. She likes to do everything Betsy does, and doesn’t eat much candy and feels the way I do about a lot of things. I just had sunday dinner. I eat all I possibly can get, which isn’t overmuch. I had: a chicken bone, 2 helpings of rice, peas, a little salad of spinach & carrots, vanilla icecream, and 2 cups of milk. I feel fine, only a little tired once in a while. I was only 114 pounds when they weighed me here and 5'8" tall, but I don’t feel too bad cause one thin girl here is 5'11" and Ann, in my tent, is 5'8", too. Ooh! My bed is so comfy. There is something – an atmosphere – about camp that just can’t be got at home. I love it.

            xxx

Sivvy

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 30 June 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Monday June 30

            5

            Dear Mummy,

            Shame on you! No letters today. It is glorious out – the sky is blue and there is cool east wind although the day is warm. I went sailing this morning for the first time. It was just heavenly. We have six boats and I went out for 3 hours in the “corallina” with another girl and an instructor. I had alternate turns at the jib halyards and the tiller. I’m getting really nautical in my vocabulary am I not?! It was lots of fun when we keeled way over. I got my pants splashed and I guess I turned a little green the first time, but now I really love it. I can’t wait until we go on one of our bike trips, which we haven’t as yet since all the bikes haven’t come (mine has tho’.) Now I’m getting used to the morning fogs and the clearing weather. I have plenty of warm clothes, so don’t worry! My toe had swelled up and I had to limp yesterday, but now it’s down again and doesn’t hurt so much. Do remember to wish grammy a Happy Birthday for me.

            xxx

sivvy

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 30 June 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            Monday

            6

            Dear Mummy,

            I am eating all I possibly can. For our Sunday nite picnic supper I ate six slices of bread with lettuce & mayonnaise, peanut butter, olives, and egg fillings respectively. I topped this with one apricot, half a pear, two cookies and 2 cups of milk. Water is a little awkward to get a lot of, but I make it up almost with milk. I have a nice sunburn on my face from sailing, and if I do say so, it makes me look lots better – not so pale you know. Also my thighs are red from the position I sat in while sailing. I’m sorry I claimed I had no mail. I got your 2 page letter and package just this evening. My toe has stopped hurting. Do save my postcards so I can write in my diary when I get home – I haven’t much time here. I do want to stay here a month next year – I’m having such a swell time (and I mean wonderful). June and I explored the bluffs at our picnic supper. We found sand & oak trees (that’s all). Our crew came in 3rd in a scavenger hunt for things from A to Z.

            xxx

Sherry

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday–Thursday 1–3 July 1947

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            July 1, 1947

Tuesday

            Dear Mummy,

            Oh! I am pooped! I’ve just come back from our unit’s first bicycle ride. We left this morning after a refreshing ½ hour swim. It was about 10:15 and the sun was out, but a cool breeze was blowing in from the sea. We started out and rode for about ¼ mile over a dirt road, and I suddenly realized that I had not used my leg muscles as much as I thought I had! We quickly got on a paved road and the going was much easier. We passed little country farms and gardens on the way, luxuriant with placid spotted cows and bright yellow daisies. The warm, sweet moist smell of the wayside grass was wafted to our nostrils as we rounded a bend and came smack against the blue curve of the ocean, blowing a salty breeze in our faces. The ride along the flat shore road was pleasant. The houses were built in an odd manner – quaint little gables and turrets crowding in at every possible angle of the roofs. The shingle were silvered and gray by the sea air, and roses and daisies and petunias bloomed in profusion in all the gardens. After panting and pumping furiously up a hill we reached a small water tower, and down below lay East Chop. Because of the private homes obstructing the view we were not able to go near the swirling waters or to get a close view of them, but I looked out into the misty blue ocean and took in the land of West Chop opposite me, remembering the foggy horizon and the bright sunny sky, with the brilliant glossy white clouds blowing by. That will always be my picture of east Chop. Tomorrow (If everything goes as planned) our unit will bike to West Chop and watch the sailboat races! On the way home we stopped at a public beach and took pictures of each other. I so want to bring a camera next year – It means so much to have pictures, and the scenery around these parts is lovely. At last we reached camp again and collapsed on our beds before lunch. I had a big lunch and lay on my cot propped up comfortably by my white duffel bag, and wrote cards for most of rest hour. I’ve just got to gain weight – I eat ever so much, only I use alot of it up in exercise.

            Last night tent two (my tent) was visited by tent three after taps for about 10 minutes. They got in our beds and divided two chocolate bars between the 8 of us, as well as some of Andy’s salt water taffy. I was not in a very receptive mood since I was tired and wanted to go to sleep, but what can one do and not be unpopular? So – I entered in to the fun. I had previously made up my mind to put the chocolate under my pillow and eat only one piece of taffy to be sociable, thus imagine my enjoyment when June said, “Sherry and I don’t want any chocolate; we’ve sworn it off for the summer.” She is the one who looks like Betsy and is very popular, so the girls didn’t say anything adverse and they were really quite glad cause they got more chocolate.

            I fell to sleep immediately after they left and slept soundly from about 10:30 P.M. to 7:00 A.M. This afternoon we went sailing again, and though I wore a shirt I got more of a burn on my arms and thighs. The nurse put calamine lotion or milk of magnetia lotion, but it soon began to burn again. I then washed it off and Lois put some Noxema on, which made it feel much better

            <drawing of a girl with sunburnt face, arms, and thighs>

            Wednesday, July 22

            We left early this morning right after capers on our bike trip to West Chop. We carried along our lunch, for we were going to stay away all day and watch the sailboat races. The weather was clear and glorious. We had a long ride, and by the time we got to West Chop we were all quite tired. I climbed up into the lighthouse with most of the other girls and looked out over the water through the big, transparent glass windows. The water was so cooling, and we went wading after we had lunch on the beach. I have about three shells that I picked up on the beach as souvenirs. We were not allowed to buy anything in the stores except drinks to go with our lunch, so I got Orangeade when we passed though Vineyard Haven. I don’t know whether it’s any better for complexion than Coke – but then I can’t die of thirst. I would appreciate it if you would send me a little map of Martha’s Vineyard with the chops and gayhead and the cities labeled so I could see the directions where we go on trips. I’m glad I have a nickname, because now everybody calls me “Sherry” and I feel like a different person without any old restrictions. If someone says something mean about me (which no one does, thank goodness) I can just go back home and start being “sylvia” again. In case you do not know where I got my nickname, remember “School Girl Allies”?1 Well I just took Sheridan’s nickname for my own, and I like it alot better than “Tibi.” I am having a lovely time. The girls are all so nice. I weighed myself after supper tonight and also last night and I have gained 4 lbs. (I now weight 118 lbs.) I only hope I don’t loose them with all the exercise I’m getting! There is always something to do around here. I’m wearing my hair parted on the side and braided over my head – one of the ways June tried. I hope you realize that I have been writing this letter for two days now, and since this is Thursday the Third I hope that you will let the length of this epistle make up for the two post cards I did not write. I am very busy, but not too much to write regularly to you. Of course on some-days I write more postcards than on others, but then, you know how it is. Will you meet me at South Station when I come home? I will probably bring $6 of my spending money back since I have $.50 left out of my 1st three $ book (most of it was spent for car fare!) Last night I had three big helpings of potatoes (mashed) and carrots for supper and a scant helping of meatloaf as well as 2 pieces of bread & butter, 2 apricots & a glass of milk. I eat at least 2 slices of bread at every meal, more often 3. I love you very, very much & do miss you just a little.

            xxx

sivvy

            <on back of envelope>

            One of our Menemshas came in second in the race, and the others followed in close succession!

            I hope you get this by Saturday!

            I have written to Warren at camp and sent two fat postcards to Betsy.

            Do write me lots of letters if you’re not too busy.

            I have alredy received one letter and a card from you and a package (facecloth etc.) also a card from Warren (which was rather extraordinary!

            <drawing of heart>

            Lots of Love

            
               1 – ‘Wednesday, Junely 2’ appears in the original.

               2 – Rebecca M. Samson, Schoolgirl Allies (Boston: Lothrop, Lee & Shepard, 1917). According to SP’s diaries, she read Schoolgirl Allies in 1944, 1945 and 1946.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday 3 July 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 3, 1947

            Dear Mummy,

            If I write this to you now I can do something else in rest hour. I have written 2 fat postcards to Warren and 3 to Betsy. Tues. we went 7 miles on our bikes, and yesterday we went 12 miles. When I come home I am going to be very hungry. I would like a chicken salad dinner with all the tomato, bacon and cheese sandwiches I can eat. Also mashed potatoes, pie and icecream. If you please – yum, yum. Do buy me a copy of the July SEVENTEEN which is now out on the newsstands. Don’t send it here, but save it for me when I get home. We’re having a talent auction on Saturday. The counselors offer various things for auction such as shoe shines or breakfast in bed. Then the girls do stunts and the one who finishes and gets the most applause has the counselor do the favor for her. Well! There goes the warning bell for lunch.

            Lots of love,

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 4 July 19471

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            June 4, 1947

            <drawing of a pink fire cracker exploding in half with caption ‘Bang’>

            Dear Mummy,

            How are you celebrating the glorious fourth? Remember to save my cards and letters so that I can catch up in my Diary when I get back home. I have caught up to Tuesday June 2, but I still do not have much time. Yesterday I went sailing with my favorite counselor (Web.) I just love her. I was sort of dumb when it came to jibing and almost broke the mast and boom on her precious ‘sea horse’, but she just grabbed in time. Did I have fun! This morning we had to get up early to be hoppers – 6:45. Isn’t that awful. I slept like a log all night, falling asleep at 10:00 P.M. & waking up at 6:45. I dreampt that I was driving to Radio City with June in the camp truck. The counselor wouldn’t let us out to get a sundae, so we sneaked into the theatre and saw Ingrid Bergman in ‘Joan of Lorraine.’2 I’m writing this just before lunch. It is dark, cloudy, and raw. I’m warm tho’ – wearing my blue & pink plaid jacket over Macey’s3 navy sweater over my peach wool shirt over my underwear. At breakfast we had 4 people at our table, so I at a whole serving dish of apricots ’cause no one else liked ’em. I’m always hungry from exercise.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
               1 – Letter misdated by SP.

               2 – A 1946 play by Maxwell Anderson performed at the Alvin Theatre, 18 November 1946–10 May 1947.

               3 – Macey Gerson Feingold (1925– ); B.S. 1948, Massachusetts Institute of Technology; a friend of the Plath family.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 5 July 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 5, 1947

            Dear Mummy,

            Well! I got that other post card to you off just in time for the day’s mails, so I’ll take more time on this to describe the occurrences of the 4th. The costume ball was most hilarious. I couldn’t think of anything much to wear, so I dressed up as Saturday Night in my pajamas (rolled up), a beach coat, and my hair pinned up on top of my head. I carried a tooth brush, soap, a facecloth & a towel, etc. as well as wearing galoshes. <drawing of SP with caption ‘ME’> I won no prize, as I did last year, but I never laughed so hard in my whole life. Some of the costumes were: an ice cream cone <drawing of ice cream cone>, mosquitoes <drawing of a person with a mosquito head with caption ‘MOSQUITO’>, old sailors in an impromptu boat, Santa Claus, take offs on the councilors, a sandpiper, a mock wedding and funniest of all – two of my favorite councilors dressed up so that they really looked like sailors, and escorted in the substansial camp nurse dressed in a very scanty costume and supposedly being French or English as the occasion demanded. Words can’t describe the riotous combination of these 3. Icecream cones on the beach were heavenly.

            xx

Siv

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 5 July 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 5, 1947

            Dear Mummy,

            I am starting this just before leaving for another bike hike at 9:00, so I doubt if I will have time to finish it before the mails go out. I just got your letter with the 4 bobbiepins on July 4th. That does make 6 messages, and by now you probably received my card stating that I was getting mail. I wrote a long letter to Ruthie (almost as long as the one I wrote you) in return for a surprisingly long letter (3 pages) which she wrote me. From what I read between the lines, she must be awfully homesick. She got in a unit where one of the gangs from Wellesley. I know them, and they are very close and snubbish, and of course since Betsy and I aren’t there she doesn’t know hardly anyone. I guess camp isn’t as nice as last year, so I thought that a long letter would cheer her up. Last night we had a lovely 4th of July celebration – we had a wienie roast on the beach and then a costume ball. At twilight we changed back to our pajamas and had a bonfire on the beach with 2 icecream cones each. We sang songs and watched fireworks across the lagoon til taps. Wonderful!

            xxx

Siv

            Will write more on next card

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 5 July 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            <drawing of the beach, houses, and the ocean>

            July 5,

            Dear Mummy,

            This is a very quick sketch of the beach we biked to this morning. We totaled only 13 miles, and we left at about 9:30 A.M. and came back at 12:00 after spending 45 min. in swimming and resting on the warm white sands. Hardly any people were there, so we were left more or less to ourselves. The waters were a light, salty blue and a sandy, smooth bar stretched out into the ocean. The water was free from crabs and seaweed, and I went swimming with Sally Haven,1 an adorable girl who lives in Newton. She has soft light hair and lovely dark eyes – almost as tall as I am, and still has a little girl charm about her since she does not act old, and yet does not seem in the least silly. I just love her. We had loads of fun swimming under water and sitting on the smooth sandy bottom pretending to comb our hair. When I come home please do not expect me to have a very dark tan since I don’t. How long does it take my cards to get to Wellesley?

            xxxxxx

Sivvy

            
               1 – Sally Ann Haven (1934– ), who lived at 58 Greylock Road, Newtonville, Mass.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 6 July 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 6, 19472

            Got package with light and pins, thanks

            Dear Mummy,

            This is Sunday morning, about 8:00 A.M., and I am now comfortably propped up in bed <still in pajamas), waiting to be served breakfast by Honica, one of my favorite counsellors, who just came over from Holland. No! I haven’t broken my neck or half-drowned by falling off Menemsha, I just won breakfast-in-bed in the talent Auction last night. What is it? Well! The councilors get up one by one, and offer things to auction – such as a bedtime snack – “Do I hear any bidders?” The a camper or so gets up and sings or dances etc. and the judges decide the winner by the amount of applause. “Going once, going twice, GONE.” You’re probably dying to know what your untalented li’l daughter did. I recited “I’m Alone in the House” with exaggerated gestures, and when I first started it I knew it would go over, because they laughed in all the right places and clapped very hard. The only other contestant was Margie Jones who did a wonderful take-off on Al Jolson and California. I thought she’d win surely, but the judges could not decide, so we both get the breakfast.

            xxx

Siv

            
               2 – ‘Junely 6, 1947’ appears in the original.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 6 July 1947

            ALS, Indiana University

            July 6, 1947

            Dear Mother,

            How do you like my ingenious way of using up envelope-less letter paper? I do hope that this makeshift gets to you! By now you have probably received that happy little post card describing my wait for the little breakfast that never came! How could I make such an awful mistake! The breakfast-in-bed is tomorrow morning! It better come! I waited and waited, and then suddenly broke my resolution to stay in bed until Honica came by jumping up and dashing down to the dining hall. My mind was filled with the horrible picture of sardonic, implacable councilors locking the doors of the camp hall in my face and leaving me outside to die of slow starvation from having had nothing for breakfast. The first part of my imaginings were true – they were just beginning to clear away the meals, but I had just chance to eat a little. I had one big hot roll, an orange, a little box of rice crispies and a cup of milk when the food at the tables were gone, so I gathered up my courage and wandered out to the kitchen and begged sweetly for a little piece of butter to go on my bread, so when the kindly cook heard my sad story of waiting in bed for breakfast she gave me two extra big pats of butter and I filled up on four good pieces of bread, butter, and jam which satisfied me for the time. I then peeled carrots, radishes and just hundreds of potatoes with my crew for camp capers and spent the morning cleaning up my tent and relaxing for a change. Today is visiting day, so I caught up to this Sunday in my diary while waiting eagerly for dinner. Ahh! I sat with two of my favorite councilors and all my tentmates and ate a most delicious meal. Each table of eight had a whole roast duck to eat. I have gained five pounds (am now 119 lbs.) and think I keep it (I hope) because for dinner I ate three big helpings of duck and delicious mashed potatoes and two helpings of carrots and also radish salad. I garnished this with only one piece of bread and butter, two cups of milk, and one great scoop of strawberry icecream. Yummy!!!!! I am now very hungry again an am waiting eagerly for supper! I am having a heavenly time here. I just did “I’m Alone in the House” over again for the kids in our tents. We’re in one tent, all nine of us, and the girls have been teasing Ann and telling her that they’re going to send her home Thursday and keep me here instead. Tonight we had a delicious picnic supper. I had six slices of bread filled with strawberry jam, ham, mustard and egg and olive filling respectively. Also two cups of milk. I sat on the bluffs with the girls and had a little talent show. After supper we had a treasure hunt, and though we did not find it first or get a prize (toll house cookies) we had fun. I wouldn’t have eaten the cookies anyway, because my complexion, which has kept very clear for the past week, just broke out. I am going on an even stricter diet = no sweets (as before) as much sleep as possible (which amounts to a good 9 hrs.) as much water (I just drank three cups) and also keeping regular. I just had a big soft you-know-what this morning, so I feel a lot better. When I come home I have my schedule all planned. I want a shampoo and hot bath as soon as I arrive If I am not too tired, which I hope not to be. After that I want a nice cool salad and a big dinner (tomato, bacon and cheese sandwiches) If possible! Oh! Boy! I’ll be glad to see you again, but I feel awful about leaving camp. I had a very pretty, but sad, dream last night. I dreampt that I was leaving camp on our bicycles, only a few of us, and we were going the long way home. I remember that I was crying as I looked back and saw Andy and Ann still playing in the water. All of a sudden I came to a beautiful palace. Fascinated, I walked inside, leaving the rest to go on their long way. As-soon as the great ebony doors clanged behind me I knew that I could never go home or back to camp again. I was really glad to wake up to hear the 7:15 bell clanging loudly in my ears. We have had simply gorgeous weather – not one little drop of rain! We are going to leave for Chapaquidick,1 a large island off the coast. We’re going in a few minutes, so I doubt if I will mail this today. I will tell you all about our long trip when I get home. This will probably be the last epistle that I write to you while at camp, mummy dear, because I’ll tell you everything we do from now on first hand when I get home! I love you so! I’m really glad we’re going to the island on our bikes because they charge the other units a dollar each when they go in the camp truck – what a racket. They charge for every little piece2 of transportation here – even 25¢ to and from church each Sunday. I’ll insure my baggage if possible. I haven’t worn quite a few of my clothes, and I’m filling up both of my duffle bags full so I won’t have so much to carry in my suitcase. I’ll be seeing you on Thursday afternoon. Will you meet me at the station (I hope)? I have three more nights and three and a half days before I see you. I am going to be glad to be home Thursday and I can’t wait to begin my PIANO LESSONS! I love you! I will miss camp, but I’ll be glad to see you all again.

            xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Sivvy

            
               1 – Chappaquiddick Island is an island off Edgartown, Martha’s Vineyard, Mass.

               2 – ‘letter little piece’ appears in the original.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 7 July 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 7, 1947

            Dearest Mummy,

            It’s just a matter of hours now before I see you. I don’t know as yet when I will arrive at the station. We made a twenty mile round bike trip to the island of Chappaquiddick. We passed through quaint, crooked-streeted, darling little Edgartown, for which I was very glad, because I wanted so badly to see it even if I couldn’t get Gay Head! We crossed over to the island on the funniest little “ferry boat”, which was honestly just a chunky little float of wood no bigger than our cabin floor! It cost 10¢ cents for a round trip of about 20 yards both ways, what a racket, we practically could jump across. However, it was lots of fun. When we crossed over to the island we walked along the sandy beach which was decorated with many lovely shells some of which I am bringing home, labeled with their name and date. We went swimming on a lovely, hard sand bar and then started back after eating a lunch of sandwiches and gingerale. The ride back was lots easier than the ride over, although I have had some appendicitis cramps during the past days.

            xxx. I love you.

Sivvy xxx

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 8 July 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 8, 1947

            Dear Mummy,

            I do hope you get this postcard in time. Our boat leaves on Thursday morning at 8:25 A.M. and, according to schedule, the train arrives in South Station at 11:40 A.M. Of course we may be a little late if the train is delayed. I do hope someone will meet me. If no one is there I will wait on the track we come in on for some someone to arrive.

            Lots of love,

Sivvy

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 8 July 1947

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 8, 1947

            Dearest Mummy,

            This is truly the last card I’m going to write to you while I’m at camp (I think) because I’ll get there before the mails will. This morning I really had breakfast-in-bed. I had a delicious time eating it and I was so comfortable! First I had an orange, then a huge soup plate of hot oatmeal (just like home), three pieces of delectable cinnamon toast, and some milk to top it off! Oh! Heavenly bliss! The sky was overcast with a cloudy fog when we went sailing this morning for the first time since the fourth of July. It cleared up this noon, though, which made it very nice for the photographer to take our pictures. Imagine! They chose my tent to take all the campers pictures in front of, so if I buy any pictures (which I probably won’t since I’ll leave before they’re developed) there will be familiar ground in each. We have had glorious weather here all the time, and I have made a vow to bring my children up in sailboats – I’m so awfully dumb about them, but I love them more every time I go out.

            xx

Siv

            
TO Margot Loungway Drekmeier


            Sunday 3 August 1947

            ALS with envelope,

Estate of Margot Drekmeier

            August 3, 1947

            Dear Margot,

            I was very glad to receive your last letter. It truly would be heart-breakingly sad to destroy our correspondence while it was so steadfast and blooming. I really feel quite virtuous as I write this letter, since I have completed two solid hours of piano practicing and a few letters to some of my more important acquaintances (no offence intended), among whom is William Dana Orcutt,1 who has recently presented with a set of five art books and two personally autographed books of his own. Perhaps you have read his “Dagger and Jewels” or “Escape to Laughter”? Both of these I highly reccommend for excellent reading pleasure.

            Besides, it is so warm and comfortable here in our backyard in the warm sunshine and cool breezes, that I am strongly tempted to fall asleep and add, if possible, to my already dark tan. Instead, I write to you, which should raise your-self-esteem. (Again I add, “if possible!”)

            By the time I finish writing this epistle, I’m sure that the paper will have a considerable sunburn!

            I have not been reading much lately, but have been devoting the bulk of my time to outdoor sports. I go swimming regularly down at the nearby lake and have been taking bike trips recently.

            Yesterday, Ruthie2 and I started out on a bike trip at 12 noon and didn’t get back until seven P.M. We rode along a winding country road, shaded by a leafy, interlacing canopy of tree branches, until we arrived at my aunt’s home in Weston. We climbed up on a hill in her back yard and ate our delectable picnic lunch. We relaxed and chatted a bit before starting back. While we were riding along beside each other, two boys (about 20 yrs. old,) passed us, going in the opposite direction on a motorcycle. Although they stared rudely at us, we payed them no attention, but speeded up our bikes. I had already broken two of my spokes, and was just dismounting to walk the rest of the way, when I chanced to glance behind us. The motorcycle had turned around and the boys were chasing us. Naturally we were no match for their speed, although we pedalled fast and furiously. Luckily we reached Weston village by the time they caught up with us, and when we ignored them when they asked if we wanted to come for a ride, they rode back where they had come from. Ruthie and I were so relieved and exhausted that we just went in the drugstore, practically collapsed on the counter, and ordered a drink of ice water. We quickly recovered our strength, and continued our journey, making a 5 mile detour to drop in on Betsy Powley, who has her leg in a cast. When we at last arrived home, seat-sore and weary (but very elated) we figured accurately that we had ridden over 20 miles!

            In case I did not write to you from camp, I had a perfectly unexcelled time, saw all the interesting sights and towns on Martha’s Vineyard, learned how to sail a menemsha, accomplished over a 50 mile total in bike trips, and gained 5 pounds in weight.

            Since I have been home I have: visited the Freeman’s, where I went swimming in the ocean and attended movie3 with 15 yr. old David; went to an Esplanade evening concert4 with a very nice boy5 who held my hand all evening; saw the movies “Cynthia” and “The Great Waltz”6 with mother and dined at the Old France7 afterwards; saw the two plays “The First Mr. Fraser” and “Dear Ruth” at the Wellesley Summer Theater.8 These are only a few highlights of my thrill-packed summer, which are condensed for lack of space. Write soon –

            Love,

Sylvia

            P.S. Let’s keep up a quick correspondence? Hmmmn? I just had a steak dinner – Yumm. I am so full!

            
               1 – American author, writer, and book and typeface designer, William Dana Orcutt (1870–1953). Author of Dagger and Jewels: The Gorgeous Adventures of Benvenuto Cellini, A Romantic Novel (New York: Dodd, Mead and Co., 1931); and Escape to Laughter (Norwood, Mass.: Plimpton Press, 1942). According to SP’s diary, she received these books on 27 July 1947.

               2 – According to SP’s diary, this was Ruth Geisel (1932– ); friend of SP; attended Wellesley High School and Dana Hall School; B.A. 1953, English, Wellesley College; lived at 5 Durant Road, Wellesley, Mass.

               3– According to SP’s diary, she and David Freeman saw Vacation Days and Calcutta at the Winthrop State Theatre on 23 July 1947.

               4– The concert included selections from Eugene Onegin by Peter Tchaikovsky, The Merry Wives of Windsor by Otto Nicolai, King Christian by Jean Sibelius, Les Preludes by Franz Liszt, Aida by Giuseppe Verdi, Dreams by Richard Wagner, Voices of Spring by Johann Strauss, and The Snow Maiden by Nikolay Rimsky-Korsakov.

               5– According to SP’s diary, this was Redmond Sheets (1931– ).

               6– A double feature SP and her mother saw on 12 July 1947 at the Loew’s State Theatre.

               7– Old France was a restaurant then at 258 Huntington Avenue, Boston, Mass.

               8– According to SP’s diary, she saw The First Mr Fraser on 18 July 1947 and Dear Ruth on 31 July 1947.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 8 September 1947

            ALS with envelope,1

Indiana University

            Monday, September 8

            xxxxxx

            Dearest mummy,

            Guess what I did the first thing upon arriving home at 3 P.M.? Missed you, of course! Really, though, I drank two big glasses of water, washed my face with soap and water and changed into my shorts. I then took my homework out in the sunny, breezy back yard and commenced to write this note to you, knowing that youre wondering how my version of dear old Matt Arnold2 came out. Well, I’ll keep you in “Suzpenze” for a few minutes more.

            Ruthie left at 20 of 5 yesterday, and we played cards all afternoon (at her express request – I didn’t even mention the stuff!).

            I did my homework from five to eight: fifteen (taking time out for supper) and then gladly packed up my books and was in bed & asleep by 9:30 after having treated and done up my hair and cleaned up my face and put goo on.

            This morning I looked in the mirror before washing. Ugh! The grease made me look as white as syntrogyl pill! I looked in the mirror after washing. A miracle – a stupendous miracle had taken place. My skin, save for a few large pimples, was free of all cluttering blackheads, whiteheads, et cetera (Latin outbreak)! Of course as the day wore on it didn’t look as wonderful. After a sleep I always look better – anyway, it’s a sign of hope! <drawing of SP looking in handheld mirror with item captioned ‘Rose Laird Kit’3>

            I worked up my Arnold theme to one & one-half sides of a paper – including Palestine and all. With some misgivings I took the paper to English. We took the paragraph apart for most of the period and during the latter part of the class we read our papers. Where most received only a nod and a “Thank you” from Mr. Crockett,4 he said “very well said” for mine. I just about burst with pride. I don’t even think Perry’s5 was quite as good as mine. We weren’t quite able to finish all of them in the hour period, but I think, as far as we went, that only three or four were as good, or better than mine. Mary Ventura6 was the only one beside me who received more than an “uhHuh” beside me!

            By the way, almost half the class dropped out today and took a lower class instead. Mr. Crockett smiled to himself when he said “It seems we’ve had quite a desertion,” as he took the attendance. Now we have only nineteen in our group, which makes it nice. I just love English – specially Mr. Crockett who thinks we’re “a likely lot” with “a knack for our subject.”

            I had art today, and like my teacher7 more and more as time goes on. I’ve done three rough charcoals and two new ones today. He thinks that the composition and lifelike action in my pictures is very good. I have drawn various pictures – all have people as a main interest.

            Today my subjects, in order, were as follows:

            Latin – read reading lesson – a few mistakes but pretty well done – will review

            Math – Homework correct – class progressing slowly so far

            Study – Here I enjoyed Orchestra instead

            Study – By the time we got seated and all I only had time to do my math homework

            Lunch – Yum!

            English – Discussion of Arnold’s paragraph

            Art – charcoal sketches

            No French today. This is all I have time for now. I have to write in a hurry. Will be in bed early tonight. Medium amt. of H.work. Lot of (groan) Latin!!!

            From your very own Sylvia-girl

With love and best wishes.

            
                

            

            <enclosed with this letter, sent to ASP c/o Carney Hospital, are a letter from Aurelia Schober to ASP and the following illustrated poem by SP>

            
                

            

            <drawing of flowers in left corner; drawing of house in right with caption ‘Home Sweet Home’>

            
               
                  
                     Missing Mother

                     by Sylvia

                     When mother goes away from me

                     I miss her as much as much can be.

                     And when I go away from mother

                     She misses me, and so does brother.

                  

               

            

            
               1 – Letter addressed to ASP c/o Carney Hospital, One Harbor Road, South Boston, Mass.

               2 – British poet Matthew Arnold (1822–88).

               3 – A cosmetic company.

               4 – Wilbury A. Crockett (1913–94); SP’s English teacher at Wellesley High School (formerly Gamaliel Bradford Senior High School), 1947–50; lived at 82 Forest Street, Wellesley, Mass., with his wife Vera M. Crockett, and their children Deborah L. Crockett and Stephen Crockett.

               5– Charles Perry Norton (1932– ), B.S. 1954, Yale College; M.D. 1957, Boston University School of Medicine; SP’s friend from Wellesley. SP dated Perry Norton in high school and later dated his older brother Richard Norton.

               6– Mary Ventura, high school classmate of SP.

               7– Joseph Coletta (1919–98); SP’s art teacher.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 9 September 1947

            ALS, Indiana University

            September 9, 1947

Tuesday

7:30 P.M.

            <drawing of four illustrated faces with captions ‘BEFORE’ / ‘POOR COMPLEXION’; ‘1ST STEP’ / ‘SOAP, GREASE, LOTION/; ‘2ND’ / ‘THOROUGH WASHING’; and ‘AFTER’ / ‘GLAMOROUS SKIN!’>

            Dearest Mother,

            I regret to say that I have not as much time to write to you tonight as I did on Monday, but I will make the most of what I have.

            No more news about last evening, save that I did my piano, and put up my hair so that it came out just perfectly today.

            My complexion is showing signs of improvement daily. Just this morning I saw that a few of my big red spots were drying up. Every night I send a little prayer of thankfulness to darling Rose Laird.

            Well, about todays happenings. Here is my schedule of periods again today:

            1 Latin: Read homework of last night. Was mainly successful in oral contributions.

            2 French: “J’entre dans la sale de classe.” We just went over our homework orally. No signs of starring individuals, yet!

            3 Study <drawing of heart> Did all of Latin H. Work save review of declensions.

            P. Education Weighed – 119¼ lbs.

                                 Height – 5'8"

            Eyesight – Perfectly Super

            Arden1 is 5'9" and weighs 147 lbs

            Signed up for beginner tennis and basketball

            <drawing of female face smiling with hearts>

            English 21 Here is the class I just love. I could sit and listen to Mr. Crockett all day. We finished reading our paraphrases and, after we were through, Mr. Crockett said “Now, after we’ve gone through the whole bunch, whose paper do you think was the best?”

            John Pollard2 raised his hand immediately and said, “Sylvia’s”, whereupon dear old Davy (Mr. Crockett) replied, “I decidedly think so.” He also praised about 5 others, not Perry, either!

            Well! Our combination (your suggestion and my effort, of course) worked nicely in this case, didn’t it?

            Art We worked in using masses of mixed color on paper. Not too interesting, as you may imagine!

            Miscellaneous Remarks:

            1 Prissy3 isn’t so bad afterall, although you’d wince, too, if you saw her in that lurid patch-worky dress.

            2 My English Class has so stimulated me that I’m chock-full of ideas for new poems. I can’t wait to get time to write them down. I can’t let Shakespeare get too far ahead of me, you know.

            3 I have ideas for lots of paintings, too.

            I like to write these notes to you in my spare moments because its second best to talking, at least I know you’re hearing and understanding what I’m doing. I must have someone understanding to talk to.

            Warren is quite noncommittal about his school events, except that he has been elected to two offices. I guess he misses you more than I do, not having so much work to do. Of course I’m just smart. I fool myself into not having time to miss you by planning what I’m going to do in every minute of my time so I’ll never have any moment left to “be lonesome” in.

            I’ve done all my homework, sitting outdoors from four to six since this is an easier night.

            I know you like to read about the little “homely things” I do if your anything like “me is.” (Did dishes tonight.) Warren’s been going to bed exceptionally early. 

            That’s all I have time for now. Am anxious to know how you are. I pray for you every night.

            Lots of love,

Sylvia

            P.S. Got “Frost’s Poems”4 at Hathaway House for 25¢.5

            Time now – 8:00 P.M.

            Will get ready for bed right away.

            Thanks for sweet little postcard.

            Love, S.

            
                

            

            JOKE TO BE READ IN TIMES of Great Sadness!

            
                

            

            Mr Crockett told us this:

            “One of my pupils, in a written examination, wrote the title of the poem, “Intimations of Mortality” with two mistakes. He got it mixed and wrote “Imitations of Immorality” instead!! (appreciative LAUGHTER)

            Or have you heard that one before?!!

            <drawing of two figures, one in profile and the other in full view>

            Love,

Me, ---

            a bear of very little brain! A great big nothing – like a jar!

            
                

            

            <drawing of three doctors and two nurses with caption ‘From your card – here are three doctors and two nurses!’>

            
                

            

            <drawing of female face with halo with caption ‘YOU! (In my eyes)’ and ‘Sorry! THE PEN BLURRED!’; drawing of a heart>

            
               1 – Arden Tapley Ramrath (1932–82), SP’s classmate who lived at 1 Audubon Road, Wellesley, Mass.

               2 – Possibly John Albert Pollard (1932– ); dated SP 1947–9; SP’s high school classmate who lived at several addresses in Newton and Wellesley, Mass.

               3 – Priscilla Steele.

               4 – Probably The Pocket Poems of Robert Frost (New York: Pocket Poems, 1946).

               5 – Hathaway House Bookshop, 103 Central Street, Wellesley, Mass.
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TO Hans-Joachim Neupert


            Monday 14 June 1948

            ALS (photocopy), Smith College

            June 14, 1948

            Dear Hans-Joachim,

            This afternoon I found your letter in the mail box, so you see that it takes about a month for mail to cross the ocean.

            As for your writing, I think that it is remarkably nice. I can imagine how difficult it must be for you to learn english – there are so many idioms and exceptions to every rule. Your printing is very neat and readable. If only you could see the printing of a few of my classmates – yours is so much better by comparison!

            I wish that you could visit me some time, or that I could visit you! You must work very hard in school. If we want to go to a college (or a university) we must study hard and get good marks. However, a great part of American youth is carefree and jolly, thinking only of parties and fun. Perhaps you have been told this already. But, all in all, many of us have serious aims. Do you know that we have special magazines for young people? There are magazines for both girls and boys, and they sponser contests in art, writing and music. (Do send me a sample of your drawing!) These competitions are nation-wide, and give us the opportunity to exchange ideas and win recognition if we are skilled enough. Perhaps you would like me to send you an example of one of these magazines?

            As for school, – this week we have final examinations. We have a 1½ hour examination in each subject. These tests cover the whole year’s work, so we have to review all the books in every subject.

            Have I told you that my Father was born in Germany? He came to America as a boy and worked until he became a professor of German and Biology at Boston University. He even wrote a book on the history of the bumblebee.1 My father is dead now, so my mother teaches instead.

            What you call desk-tennis must be what we call “ping-pong” or “paddle tennis.” We play with a table, a net and “paddles.” <drawing of a ping-pong table with paddle and ball> We also read alot in school. I have heard about the writers which you mention, but I have not been so fortunate as to read their works. Of course we have read a great deal of Shakespeare – he is considered of the greatest dramatists of all time.

            I have to buy my own supplies and pay for my own expenses, so how do you think I earn money?! I go baby-sitting! In case you have not heard of this leisure-time occupation, I will describe it. No, I do not sit on the babies – it is like this – when parents wish to go visiting with friends in the evening, they pay a girl or boy (our age) a certain amount of money an hour to take care of their child until they get home. This is very profitable for us.

            At this time of year, all children are looking forward to the summer vacation – we have no school all during July and August. What type of stories and poems do you like to read? If you will let me know, I will attempt to send you a copy of the work of some of our American authors. I think that it would help your study of English.

            I will like very much to hear about Germany in your next letter. Would you like to compare some of our ideas about religion, war, or life or science? I hope so, because I’d enjoy finding out what you think concerning such things.

            As I write this, I am out in our back yard. The sun is very hot, and this is the first day of nice weather we have had for weeks. Everyone is glad, because we got so tired of the dull gray skies and the continuous rain.

            You say that Film (that is the English word – they are very similar) cannot be purchased? It is not difficult to get here, but it is tremendously expensive.

            Well that is all that I have room to write now, but I feel that I’ll get to know you better as we continue our correspondance.

            As always,

Sylvia

            P.S. I cut the corner off my picture because it was torn.

            <drawing of map of the Massachusetts coastline with sea creatures and a boat; major cities and Plath’s hometown are labelled>

            To give you, too, an idea of where I live, here is a little map of part of Massachusetts around Boston. Have you heard of Boston in your History or Geography courses? I assume that you have, but you can never be sure. Wellesley is a residential town – very “country-like”, and yet with all the shops and stores there are in the city. The streets are shaded with large maples and elms, while the houses are small and the lawns are large and green. 

            Thank you for your beautifully drawn map. I was able to find Grebenhain just by following the course of the Rhine – I mean I found it on a big map of Germany that we have in an encyclopedia. I have Grebenhain marked with a star to show that you live there.

            Your picture of yourself was very enjoyable – was it taken a few years ago as mine were?

            I look so forward to your next letter! I will write you the day I receive it.

            Until then –

Best wishes,

Sylvia

            
               1 – Otto Emil Plath, Bumblebees and Their Ways (New York: Macmillan, 1934).

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 2 July 1948

            ALS, Indiana University

            July 2, 1948

            Dear Mother,

            Well! I’m not in the Biking Unit – I got Pre-Counselor instead. Ruth and Betsy got Biking and Anne and I got Pre-c., so, after slight confusion and indignation, Anne and another girl traded with Betsy and Ruth (who wanted to be with me)! So, now everybody is happy – especially me! I’m in the same Pre-Counselor tent with Bets, Ruth, and another girl, who is 18, fat homely, and a pain – she won’t even write home to her mother! We three musketeers have the best tent in the unit – nearest the dining hall, the toilets, and the beach.

            The trip down yesterday was fun – I had none of that waiting around that I did last year because, although we arrived early, I met Ann, and joined her and her mother and 3 girls I didn’t know. We went on a drive to Falmouth where Mrs. Bowker treated us to a pile of creamy ice-cream. When we came back, the train had come in and I met Ruthy and Bets again. The boat-ride was fun, only foggy. Before we started, Betsy, Ruth and I had a last conversation with three sailors in another boat. They had spy glasses and a megaphone, so we progressed nicely. Last night (the boat left the dock at 5:30!) we had a late supper at 9:00 PM and then unpacked by flashlight. You can imagine how comfortable that was in the soggy, wet air! We got in late, and no one got to sleep till much later, what with talking and foghorns. Today, however, was simply gorgeous – cool, clear, sunny. Right after breakfast we peeled potatoes and then went down to pass our swimming tests. I thought I’d drown, but I didn’t. We’re going sailing this afternoon, and we can’t wait. 

            I found that guests to camp come after noon & before 4:30 on Sundays, and get taxis to and from camp. Usually you find someone who is going to camp too, and split the round trip cost, which is $2 (yow!). The way they grab money around here is scandalous – $1 for transportation from Oak Bluffs to camp $1.20 for boat trip $.50 for “bike expenses.” By the way, Warren’s bike got a flat tire while waiting here on a hot day, so I’ll have to pay for that. After I get through I’ll be bankrupt, but don’t send any more money – I’ll manage.

            The food isn’t too much, but I fill up on bread and margerine. If you feel like it – send me an old pack of cards just for fun. We three are going to try to go biking any way, as soon as I get Warren’s tire fixed. Our councilors are very nice and understanding.

            The morning swim in the cool green water was invigorating, and washed away all my tiredness, leaving only a mild sensation of laziness. As always, the first night is hardest – when you’re so tired – now we’re in the routine, and we love it. I haven’t much rest hour time left now, because I’ve just gotten comfortably settled and arranged. Do send me Wayne’s address – Ruthy says he asks for me alot, so I might as well drop him a line. If you can, forward mail and find out Marianne’s (the French girl’s)1 address from the Norton’s quickly, because I must write her very soon.

            I’ll never get homesick – I love it here – It’s so nice to be in with Bets & Ruth – I don’t miss Anne too much.

            That’s all for now – Don’t expect more than a post card each day,

            Love,

Sherry.

            
               1 – Probably Marianne Lévy, a pen pal of SP according to her high school scrapbook (p. 14); held by Lilly Library.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 3 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 3, 1948

Saturday

            What’s Warren’s address!

            Dear Mother,

            I got those two packages yesterday – the mosquito netting is wonderful – I don’t have one single mosquito inside it. I don’t need the wind-breaker at all, ’cause Betsy’s red jacket is so nice and warm. Betsy & Ruth slept in the same cot last night and talked and laughed from 3 to 5 – of course I couldn’t sleep – Ruthie wasn’t so noisy, but Betsy!! and she knows how I love to sleep, too, darn her. So I feel quite sleepy this morning. If she wakes me up again – I’ll conk her with my suit case. I went sailing yesterday and had the most wonderful time – everything I learned last year is slowly coming back. Betsy and Ruth are dissatisfied with the counselling unit, but I’m going to try to get a good reputation in case I’m ever a counselor.

            Love

Sherry

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 3 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 3, 1948

Sat. afternoon

            Dear Mum,

            Boy, do I feel wonderful! Bets, Ruthy and I have been laying out on the beach after our swim and we all feel so refreshed. The counsellor has gone down to get my bike from the repair shop so that I can bike to the races at Vineyard Haven today. The things I like most are biking and sailing, and I live to go sailing! I feel a sort of thrill go through me when I’m at the tiller thinking “This is me sailing the boat.” I hope we can wangle more bike-trips for our unit. The salt air is very invigorating and I love it down here – I’d die if I couldn’t stay a month. Do send me Warren’s address – I forgot it. I’m going to start learning that monologue. Give my love to Grammy and grampy. When I tried to swim the crawl today, I almost swallowed the whole lagoon.

            Love,

Sherry

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 3 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 3, 1948

Sat. evening

            Dear Mum,

            Here I am again. At this rate I’ll use all my post cards up in a week. Well, my bike got back in time for me to go to see the races with the rest of the camp. It was such fun biking! I only weighed 122 when I came, but I’m starved at meals and eat and eat! I’m starved for people, and it’s such fun to wave to all the cars – the boys (the few there are ‘on the island) are so good looking! I’m probably going to bike to church tomorrow – they changed the front tire on the bike, and I thought that they were new just a short while ago! I have company, because Ruthy’s bike broke down on the trip today and will have to be repaired. I don’t dare ask what the price will be for my job on my bike! I’ve just begun to learn my monologue – I’ve got one of the four pages learned.

            Love,

Sherry

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 4 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 4, 1948

Sunday noon

            Dear Mum,

            This morning I biked about 4 miles to church at Oak bluffs. We went to an open-air Methodist Trinity Church1 which has a lovely dome for the roof and open-sides. Birds kept flying in and out the huge room during the service, which was dull and hot. The singing was nice though. We’re going on a bike hike (all except the bike unit) to South beach where we’ll go swimming. We don’t go sailing again till Tuesday. My bike repairs cost $5! I thought I’d die! I have hardly anything left – especially for pottery. I have about $3 already taken off my account for transportation expenses! Do come visit me on the 11th – maybe you could bring a little fruit – if that tire I had changed was just new, maybe you could take it back with you.

            love

siv.

            
               1 – The Trinity United Methodist Church, Trinity Park, Oak Bluffs, Mass.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 5 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 5, 1948

            Dear Mummy,

            We’re going to have a swimming meet this afternoon, and I’m so sleepy that I’ll probably drown. It’ll be so nice to have you come to visit me. We’re riding our bikes down to a pottery demonstration – I hope I can scrape together enough to take it if I like it. Things are so gypsy here – $1 to go anywhere in the camp truck – $2.50 to go to Nantucket – I’d hate to get left out. I hope that you have a wonderful vacation. We only go sailing 8 times this month, and we have nothing much besides swimming and an occasional bike trip now and then – sometimes things get so dull. – I don’t see Ann much. I hope we have a talent show sometime – I’m trying to finish learning that “thing.”

            Love,

“Sherry”

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 6 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 6, 1948

            Dear Mum,

            Could you please send me your address at Falmouth. Honestly, you should see how grasping they are with money. If I take pottery for 2 weeks, I can’t go to Nantucket or anything. We biked to Vineyard Haven for the pottery demonstration and it looks simply fascinating! 3 dollars takes care of 4 lessons in which one can make a small article or two. I went sailing this morning with my favorite counsellor – she’s adorable, but very indomitable about sailing. She’s daring, too, and the boat heeled so much that I practically went on my face in the water – the boat was perpendicular to the waves and these pictures are no exaggeration! <drawing of two sailboats> My hair is so caked with salt that it won’t curl, and I’m going to wash it this afternoon.

            Love,

Me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 6 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 6, 1948

Tuesday

            Dear Mum,

            I can’t wait to see you Sunday – don’t spend too much money coming over, now. I miss you a little, and it will be nice when you come. I want to gain weight, and I eat enough, only we have so much exercise that it’s hard to. When you come, do bring a few express tags. Tonight we had a terrible thunderstorm, and the rain was blown over the lagoon in silvery sheets. I’m hoping my bike holds out – if we go on any more trips. I washed my hair this afternoon, but it won’t stay clean long with all our sailing (only 14 hours a month) and swimming. My Docks (the old ones) are getting so holey that it’s impossible to mend them! The overnight hike is what I really dread – sleeping on the cooold cold ground! They seem so stupid to me, but then I miss my inbetween meal snacks.

            Love

Sherry

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 7 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 7, 1948

Wednesday

            Dear Mum,

            Today it was Only 50° in the morning, so I wore about three layers of clothes to be comfortable. The diet here is very skimpy. We have only had meat twice (and only minute servings) and eggs not at all – mostly salads and odd soups with mixtures of obscure vegetables, so we have to fill up on what there is of bread and butter – Just at present I’d like a chicken dinner – my stomach is shrunken before lunch! Let’s hope I can get my skit memorized. I doubt if it’s good enough to be the representative from our group. I’ve written to you every day, once, at least, so I hope you get my mail regularly. I’m so proud – I’ve got more mail from home than anyone else in my tent – Keep up the good work! This is really the most scenic place that I’ve seen for ages. I’ve never had such a comfortable bed in my life. I hate to get up at 7:00! I’ll try drawing the kids in my tent, too, If I have time

            Love,

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday 8 July 1948

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            July 8, 1948

Thursday

            Dear Mummy,

            As I write, I’m sitting on the beach with the sun warm on my back. I couldn’t go swimming because I have a sore throat and backache, and the nurse won’t let me. The thing that bothered me was that I began to spit up rusty phlegm this morning. I know it sounds sort of bad – the kids say I no doubt have T.B. (cheery thought) but the nurse says it’s probably just a few little capillaries breaking. Betsy wants to go home alot, and we’re always trying to cheer her up, and just beginning to succeed. Of course, when you’re sick at camp you miss home most. We’re going on an overnight Friday, and I just hope I don’t get pneumonia!

            We have begun arts and crafts, but the awful thing is that we have to make (and pay for) ties out of cheap white cloth! I wanted to draw, but we have to cut and sew the darn old ties.

            The more I’m in this old unit, the less I want to be a counsellor. For one thing, the counsellors don’t like our tent because we are always late, and talking together and everyone (except me) doesn’t want to be a counsellor. Every bit of time we have to ourselves, we get together and talk and laugh and play cards. We’re the five musketeers – Bets, Ruthie, the girl from our tent, and Marilyn (a darling girl from our unit) and me. Yesterday we all had a laughing fit and I laughed so hard that I thought my sides would burst – we all were literally rolling on the floor! You see, we’d just had a game of hearts, and Ruthy had just fallen out of the cabin when the bed she was sitting on slipped over the edge of the floor. Since the drop was about 5 feet, it was very hilarious. We’re going sailing this afternoon, and I can’t wait.

            I wear my flannels every night, and am very grateful for them. My mosquito netting is just marvelous. Have you changed your address yet? I am only 123 lbs. in weight.

            One unit went deepsea fishing today (price $1) and they caught 60 fish or so. As I have said before, our meals our very skimpy – last night we actually had hotdogs!

            Be glad you don’t have to take the car over on the boat – it costs $15! I know an easy way to get bankrupt – come to Vineyard for a month – remember come over between 12 noon and 4:30! We all look forward to seeing you this Sunday. I’ll probably feel better by then, I hope.

            Give my special love to grammy and grampy, and do send me Warren’s and Wayne’s and that French girl. Gee, I wish grammy had asked who the strange “male” was. It might have been John, as you suggest. If anyone else calls, give them my address, please.

            I think I’m really too old to go to camp anymore, except as a counsellor, which I probably won’t because of my councellor’s dislike for our whole tent. So far I’ve done a pencil crayon picture of bets, but I’m so used to pastels that it doesn’t look at all like her.

            If I haven’t told you already, the cookout last night was delectable. We hope to do more of the same.

            Love to all, from your very own me

Sherry

            <drawing of smiling girl in sailboat>

            
                

            

            <on back of envelope>

            Having a wonderful time here! Just about to go sailing now!

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday–Monday 11–12 July 19481

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            After you left

            Naughty, naughty mother,

            Honestly, I simply could die when I think of you running up and down that damn old hill. I just wish you would have called to me and let me do it! I only hope you’re all right! – making me worry so! I went right up and drank 3 glasses of water and shed some more tears and then I was all through for the rest of the month. I feel better already, and I hope you can write honestly that you are fine and rested and suffer no ill effects from your silly run! I don’t know how you’d get along without me, really. The water really made me feel a lot better, and I won’t be homesick any more, I know.

            Don’t join the “rocking chair” brigade anymore, will you! I have so much to look forward to here, and when I go home, I’m sure I’ll write more poems and stories like I did last summer. You know, I started thinking of the main idea of “Alone and Alone”2 last summer at camp!

            The aftermath of your visit was pleasant. I feel like I’ve had an emotional purge – all my pent up feelings let go when I cried, and I feel so much better.

            “Jo”, our tentmate (who is 40 years old) came in second in the race. I’ve never seen anyone so dazed. Let’s hope the counsellors don’t find out about our private grocery store! This afternoon we took some funny pictures of each other on Betsy’s camera. Give my love to everyone.

            Honestly, now, instead of going around with a hungry pain, I just take a bite of cooky and think of you with love.

            We had a nice scout’s own tonight – singing hymns around the campfire. Somehow there’s nothing so comforting as singing with a group.

            Monday Morning

            Oh, am I dead! Last night two of the girls were missing from our unit, and of course we were all nervous after taps. It was about eleven when we learned that they had been found hiding in another tent. By that time we were starved, so we ate some cherries and peanut butter crackers. By that time we were so tired we were dizzy. This morning we had fun sailing, but I don’t know if I’ll ever get to crew in a race – there is so much I don’t know.

            Well, mail’s going out now, so I’ll have to skimp on my three cent stamp and close.

            Love

Sherry

            
               1 – Date supplied from internal evidence.

               2 – Sylvia Plath, ‘Alone and Alone in the Woods Was I’, written c. 11 September 1947.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 13 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 13, 1948

            Dear Mummy,

            It is just rest hour, and we’ve spent the morning sailing (2 hours.) In the lunch period our unit divided up into 3 groups, and, one went into each unit, and each girl had some special activity to supervise in the preparing of the meal I had fire builders in the pioneer unit, and it was so much fun. I got to know so many more kids and it was nice to have the responsibility. We had a cookout because our water supply is on the blink. I have no more sore throat or phlegm, but one of my eyes is all bloodshot and watery – it’s probably from the salt water, but it is very annoying. It is cloudy and looks like rain and my face is all broken out and Ruthy is a pain in the neck sometimes – always bragging about you-know-what and saying I’m jealous – At times like this I long for my very own mummy. I miss our piano, too, but I’ll cheer up.

            Love,

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 14 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            1

            July 14, 1948 (noon)

            Dear Mum,

            In spite of being dead tired after 6 hours of sleep last night (Jo was talking all the time because it was her last night), I feel much better. My eye is clearing up, and the nurse put arguol1 in it. Betsy is going to be in a harbor race today, and I only wish that I was going, too. We had loads of fun at the camp house last night. Each unit dramatized a story – ours was “Snow White”. Right away, Betsy said to me “I’ll be Snow White and you be Prince Charming.” (You know how she always is the star.) Well, she almost had conniption’s when the kids elected me as Snow White. She was “Grumpy.” I had such fun – Ruthy was the wicked queen, and looked stunning in a draped rose bathrobe – I wore a lacy white blouse and a blue silk skirt. Of course my eye was worse then, and my skin a mess, but I enjoyed every minute!

            Love,

Me.

            
               1 – The treatment was probably Argyrol, an antiseptic compound.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 14 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            2

            July 14, 1948

(rest hour)

            Dear Mum,

            This afternoon I think we’ll have pottery this afternoon, and Ruthy and I are going to be the only ones from our unit – (of course there are others from other units) – and it promises to be lots of fun. Our craft teacher has an adhesion of the intestine, so – no more ties for a while! You have no idea how relieved I was to receive your card that you were well and happy after your little run. My little spat of jealousy at Betsy’s racing has passed, and during her absence Marilyn & Ruth and I consumed the rest of the bananas and a tin of molasses Cookies (we left 3 for Betsy.) A stomach full of food puts me in a very contented mood! That should put on the weight my lack of sleep takes off! From your very happy, acneyed daughter

            Love,

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 14 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 14, 1948

            3

            Dearest Mum,

            Honestly, the way I keep writing to you today I’ll use up all my postcards – I keep leaving out some news, so I write a new card. About the food – it’s delicious. We’ve eaten the raisins, all the cookies and bananas and Betsy’s saltines and made quite a dent in the jar of peanut butter. We are having a wonderful time. Ruthy is so sweet when she’s by herself – I like her more than Betsy sometimes, even though she’s like a wound-up clock when she talks at night. It’s dark and damp and chilly today, and the sky is filled with rain. My eye is almost all cleared up, and my mosquito netting admits not one mosquito. We have rearranged our tent so it is much cosier – I like Marilyn ten times more than Jo! Jo was so sloppy and legarthic. I am so happy here, I’ll cry when I come home.

            Lots of love,

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday 15 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 15, 1948

            Dear Mum,

            Last night we had interest groups, and I went out rowing. It was such fun – I’m meeting new friends all the time and I would love to work at a camp with young children. I can see how counsellors have favorites – I like a few of the younger girls here (by that I mean 14 years old) very much! I’m going to send you two pictures of me taken by Betsy. They’ll give you an example of how much fun we have. Well, It’s only 2 weeks now till I’ll see you – I’m so glad you’re having such fun at Falmouth. How long does it take my cards to reach you? I’m mailing this at 3:00 P.M. I’m just curious.

            Love,

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday–Friday 15–16 July 1948

            ALS with envelope,

Indiana University

            July 15, 1948

            Don’t I look nice in the group photo?

            Dear Mummy,

            Please return the enclosed pictures after you look at them, as they are Betsy’s. We took them after you left Sunday, and I think that they came out quite well, all except that one of me on the profile side where my mouth appears sort of funny.

            This morning we had an outdoor cookout for breakfast and had blueberry pancakes. I know it sounds good, but after we had turned them over and gotten them all crumbly, they tasted like dough, half burnt, half raw.

            I think I’ll mail this tomorrow so I can write more news.

            I’m going up to wash my hair now – the water is working again. 

            Later in the afternoon

            I’ve been lying out on the beach all afternoon with Betsy, drying our hair – it feels so nice and soft, after the salt caked on it has been scrubbed off. As of July 14th, you say you haven’t received any cards – I don’t know why – I wrote every day except Sunday. I hope that this letter makes up for those cards you’ve missed.

            Camp is really in full swing now!

            July 16th

            Last night as we stood in a circle outside the camp house and sang songs, I looked across the dark lake, mirroring the yellow lights of Vineyard Haven. Honestly, I felt just like crying when I thought of leaving this heavenly place! The weather is perfect! The sky is like a clear blue bowl, and the water is blue, blue, and invigorating. The air is dry and comfortable, with cooling breezes and bright sunlight. Every day has been like this except for three rainy evenings during the first week.

            We’re really beginning our counsellor training – planning meals and unit programs as if we were counsellors. I’m a very lucky girl – wait till I tell you! Mary, the crafts teacher, was flown to the hospital with her adhesion, so there was no one left to take her place. Of course this meant I couldn’t take over crafts on the day we counsel in the units, because we have to have a staff supervisor. But Happy (she was awed by you, I think – yak! yak!) knew how much I wanted to do it, so she said I could take over the biking unit at Crafts this morning! I did, and was it fun! Ann was in the unit, too. I just went around showing the girls how to mix paint and advising them how to draw designs etc. etc. It was easy, because I knew how to mix all the stuff, and the kids aren’t too fussy about results – In my way of thinking just about the whole camp is getting to know me! In addition to my morning Of (ahem!) craft instruction all by myself, I’m to have tomorrow and Monday with the rest of the unit. We go in twos into the jobs of our choice and see how they are done. Bets and I have the biking unit tomorrow and we’re going on an all day trip with them (hurrah!) Monday we have store, so we’ll have a lot of free time to sunbathe on the beach in. These last two weeks are so crowded that they’ll just fly by. I’m having such fun. Marilyn is nicer than Joe, and I can manage Ruthy’s occasional nasty cracks very well.

            We’ve started pottery, if you could call it that. They said they were going to have a wheel to mold on, but no! All we can do is tiles and funny shaped ashtrays! I’ve already begun the course, so I’ll have to make the best of it. The tiles can only be done in two colors, and it’s cheap clay also. I started a fruit spray on my tile, and the woman (not very artistic) did say that I had an inborn sense of balance and design. The only thing I wouldn’t like about teaching crafts is that you have to be indoors. I’d love to have outdoor classes, in the sun, but It doesn’t seem possible.

            We’re going sailing this afternoon. I do hope I can crew in one of the races, but I doubt it. Betsy is in now (sailing I mean) but Ruthy keeps me company.

            At night it is cool, and the moon is getting fuller. I have never seen such bright, iridescent moonlight before.1 It is like a clear, silver wash over the trees and it shines through the leaves and into our tent, touching everything with a quiet, hushed radiance. I’m drinking as much water I am able, so that my skin will be clearer by the time I come home. Thanks for those three clippings, by the way, especially the tips of teens! I have not had to use my Magnesia yet, except once.

            I haven’t done much swimming here because of my throat a week ago and my eye more recently. Both have given me no trouble as of the last few days.

            The days here slip by so fast that it’s hard to remember all that we’ve done. We have eaten up every thing except the peanut butter, the jam, the cheese, and the surprise package which we won’t open till the last few nights. We’re waiting eagerly for the crackers Betsy’s mother’s supposedly sending us. Tell me if the surprise package contains cheese crackers, so we can save some of Betsy’s upon which to spread the chicken (It is chicken, isn’t it?) That’s all for now. I hope this makes up for the poopy delay of those poopy old cards from me!

            love,

sylvia

            
               1 – ‘moonlight ever before’ appears in the original.

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 17 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 17

            Dear Mum –

            I have hardly a minute in my tent before we leave for our all day bike hike. We’re going a mere 30 miles, (heh! heh!) Bets and I have been dashing thru our morning chores and we have just finished making up our beds. Please send me a clean facecloth if possible. Mine are filthy dirty and I haven’t had time to wash them out. I have decided that my pusy eye is due to that fact. My emotional thermometer is stationed permanently at the “Highly Happy” mark. I’ll write you in more detail tomorrow – this is just so you’d get a card –

            All love,

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Sunday 18 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 18, 1948

            Dear mummy

            I was going to write you a long letter, but I just haven’t the strength. The bike hike yesterday was wonderful, yet a times I wondered if I’d get back to camp! We ate on Indian Hill, the highest point on the island. The road that led up to it was a two rut dirt lane, and it was extremely steep. We had a delicious meal, only there was nothing to drink. On the way back we stopped by the road and picked cupfuls of large, sun ripened blueberries. I rode Ruthy’s bike and I had a super time, (and got even tanner). Last night we had a masquerade and went as advertisements. I went as the chinese girl of Chen Yu nail polish. Oh, some bad news – the chain on Warren’s bike broke in two – of course I can’t ride it. I don’t think I should have it repaired here, do you? I won’t need it.

            Love

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 19 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 19, 1948

            Dear mum,

            You know, my bloodshot eyes were caused by too much sun. I’d gone sailing and biking without sun glasses too much. Now I’m wearing Betsy’s sunglasses because she doesn’t wear them. Yesterday I went to church, and the sermon was dull as usual. It was called “The Rod of the Almond Tree.” Even so, I found a little message in it. The only thing I don’t like is mouthing adorations to “the Trinity,” when I believe in no such thing – at least nothing so didactic. I’m so happy here. I’ve seen more of Anne Bowker, and we like each other alot, I think. She’s staying in N. Falmouth for August. I don’t have much time to write, but of course you’ll get a card each day. Give my special love to Grammy & grampy. These two weeks are flying by on wings of jam and cheese.

            Love

me.

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 19 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 19, 1948

            Dearest Mum,

            Today is the second and last pre-counselor day we have. It’s such fun to walk into meals ahead of the campers! Bets and I had store today, so we also had alot of extra jobs to go with it. After breakfast we went to the (ugh!) garbage dump and emptied barrel after barrel: P.U. Then we had to lug heavy rocks up the hill for our john drain! At last we went down the beach and used up our “free time” in lying about in the sun. We then went in for a free swim and I never had such fun. The water felt deliciously cool on my tanned skin, and we’d swim about and lie on the raft until we dried off and then we’d take another dip. My e thermometer is rising a little more even.

            Lots of hugs & kisses,

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Monday 19 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            3

            July 19, 1948

            Dear Mum,

            One of the few camp fixtures that I won’t miss is the menu. I have a least 2 pieces of bread at every meal, and last night (we always have sandwiches for Sun. nite supper) I had six pieces. That may help me gain weight, but all that starch and positively no greens is rather bad. We had the loveliest campfire last night out on the bluffs. A gray evening fog shut off the view of the sea, so we appeared to be on the extreme brink of empty gray space. The glowing red coals and sparks of the fire appeared so beautiful against the hazy background! Pardon me while I drink two cups of water!

            Lots of Love!

“Sherry”

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 20 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            1

            July 20

            Dearest Mum,

            Honestly, this is one of those rare moments when I just could cry! Both Bets and Ruth have gone sailing in the harbor race, and I haven’t yet. I’m glad I can be alone in my tent for a few minutes so I won’t have to go through the torture of gay talk while I feel so sad inside. Ruth & Bets have passed more of their requirements as a result – I was up to Ruth until I had to take over crafts one night while she took land-sailing. Well, my first wave sadness has left me – If only I wasn’t so easily hurt and so darn sensitive! I take pottery for the second time this afternoon – all we make is an ash tray – isn’t that disgusting? Well, I’ll cheer up and do some sketching this rest hour. I’m getting tanner – so watch out.

            Love

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 20 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            2

            July 20

            Dear mummy,

            I hope you get the two cards I wrote today at the same time – I just had to blow off steam to someone, and now I feel much better. I’m going to draw designs for the camp book with a couple of other girls, so life is brighter. The mail you send is quite irregular – I got none from you last night, but three cards the night before! We have had meat about 5 times since we’ve been here. Listen to these two outrageous menus and be rightfully indignant! Supper bread soaked in water with a sprinkling of tomato sauce, potatoes and bread and jam: chocolate pudding for dessert! Lunch Mere scalloped potatoes and bread & jam. Half a canned peach for dessert. Starches! Starches! Of course our “store” has diminished to spreads, with only bread snitched from the table to put it on!

            Loads of love from a happier

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 20 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            3

            July 20

            Dear Mum,

            Here I am again for the third time today, and feeling even better! Do you know an odd coincidence? One girl in my unit came up to me and asked if I knew Wayne Sterling! It seems that her little brother wrote her from the Y camp where Wayne is counsellor, and Wayne wanted to know if I went to his sister’s camp! We had a girl scout troop from V. Haven come to visit us for a day & night, and they left this morning. They were all cute except for one freak who scared Bets & me & looked like this: <drawing of a ‘freak’ girl scout> I pitied her, but she was so utterly horribly slovenly that we kept away from her. I’m not so homely after all.

            Lots of love

– me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 20 July 19481

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            <drawing of four hearts throughout letter>

            June 20th

            P.S. I’ll write more tomorrow

            Dear Mummy,

            I had about the most fun today as I have had yet. The morning was very calm, and we sailed across down the lagoon to a boat-building place where we were to leave them to be tuned up for the big race this week. It was so calm that it took us two hours to get over to the place in Vineyard Haven, and we had to wait around for the camp truck to take us back. I was in the 2nd load, and the truck got a flat while taking back the 1st group, so about 5 of us waited around in V. Haven till the truck returned at long last. I was out in the sun from 9:30 until one, and I have a dark burn over my tan. Have you been getting all my cards? I’ve written quite a few. It’s so nice to hear from you every day.

            Love,

Sherry

            
               1 – Letter misdated by SP .

            

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Wednesday 21 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 21

Late afternoon & early evening

            Dear Mum,

            I am so happy it bubbles over! My “thermometer” is back to it’s high normal again. Nothing special has happened except that I have, in the midst of my petty jealousies, found myself. I am filled with complete serenity and love for you and your cheery little cards which have arrived so faithfully! Tonite was wonderful! I got a card from you and Mrs. Freeman and a letter from Wayne! I gave my skit to our unit but they didn’t pick it for the talent show! – It was too frivolous, I think. Today I had two pottery lessons, while Ruth raced, so my thoughts were happily absorbed. I can only make two things – a tile and (I persuaded the man instructor) a little pot with a cover. It’s very simple ’cause I had to make it by hand – without a wheel.

            Love,

            Me – Sherry – <drawing of pot with cover> sivvy

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Thursday 22 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 22

            Dear Mum,

            Here I am again! About the pottery – I have made a tile, but it will have to be fired and then glazed with colors before it’s ready. I won’t be able to take it home with me, but it will be sent when finished (more expense!) My jam pot is a little lopsided since I had to round it out by hand, but as long as nothing breaks in the firing I will be satisfied. I won’t be sorry I spent $3 if everything comes out all right! Don’t expect too much, though. Ruthy missed two lessons while racing, so the potter left clay, and I’m teaching her how to make a jam pot! I have had more experience in crafts instructing since the counsellor got her adhesion – I know as much as anyone in camp and the head of camp likes me to be at the craft house alot!

            Love 

Me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 23 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 23, 1948

            Dear Mummy,

            How I love my little lopsided jam pot! It looks an ugly clay-color just now because I have just finished modeling it. Pottery takes an awful long time to complete! It takes days and days to dry out after modeling, and then it must be fired. Then it must be soaked, then glazed (painted with colors) and then heated again! I did three hundred yards of swimming today without stopping once – 50 crawl, 50 inverted breast stroke, 50 elem. backstroke, 50 sidestroke, 50 brest stroke, 50 dogpaddle. By the time I got through, my noseplugs broke and I got a noseful of salt water – a little sniffle resulted, and I’ll have to mend my plugs somehow. I am drawing portraits for just about the whole camp – one girl saw the sketch I did of Bets, and so I went on from there. I’ve done about 6 so far and my drawing papers all gone.

            Love

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Friday 23 July 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University

            July 23

            Dearest Mummy,

            Boy, this morning was surely cold and raw! I wore my heavy navy sweater until we went down to the beach and it was so hot in the sun that I put on a halter. Now, in rest hour, it’s cold and cloudy again. At night I’m warm with my flannels – I don’t use my netting any more because my dear little tent-mates broke off all my netting poles – didn’t look nice, they said. I told you what a demand there was for pictures! That’s where everyone’s vanity crops up! – They all want self-portraits! They don’t like us to lie out in the sun much, so that’s another thing I’ll enjoy when I get home. I’ll be seeing you at Woods Hole in 5 days – I’ll be glad to see your face again! I love you so much!

            Love,

me

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Saturday 24 July 1948

            ALS, Indiana University

            July 24, 1948

            Dear Mum,

            Boy! Do I have an earful to tell you! I was up in the infirmary to get some nosedrops to clear up a sinus headache, when the assistant cook came in the adjoining room. I was lying on the bed for a few minutes to let the drops soak up and what I didn’t hear! “Buddy,” the nurse was talking to her and trying to soothe her, for she was obviously hysterical – she talked in a choked voice and laughed queerly now and then. She talked so loudly that I could hear every word. This, in brief is what she said:

            “This camp has the oddest set-up I’ve ever seen. When I hired out as assistant cook I expected to help buy and plan menus – but Monty (the head of camp) does all that. Mrs. Lamb (the head cook) has nothing to say about the diet. Why, when she had to make cocoa for the whole camp at the beginning of the month she said “I don’t know how to make cocoa!’ She doesn’t even know how to make a pie. If she’s that bad why is she head cook?!! I can’t make a pie myself – don’t know the knack of rolling out the crust. That stew this noon was nothing but garbage left over. The counsellors around here are so fussy that they won’t eat leftovers. When the kids come back from the Regatta (sail boat races) tonight they’ll be starved, and you know what there is to eat? 15 hotdogs for each 25 people and a potatoe salad! Why can’t someone besides Monty prepare meals! The cook did last year!”

            Hereupon the nurse interrupted, saying that the helpings had to be very small to go around a table of eight. The nurse then gave the assistant cook some medicine and came into the room where I was lying with my mouth open waiting for the drops to clear my sinuses. She said laughingly. “Can you keep your mouth shut while I’m gone? I know you can’t really, but you know what I mean.”

            As you can imagine, the cook’s little outburst shocked me no end, but I pretended to be dumb about it. Later on in the day she tossed me a hard red plum after asking whether I wanted one, and said “It’s not very ripe, but it’s the ripest we have.”

            I hope no one knows I’ve written this letter, but I just had to tell you!

            Well, now that’s off my chest I can feel better! I hope my cold clears up by the time I see you on Wednesday. Yesterday our island, too, was shrouded in fog. Isn’t it fun to watch the tattered gray mists blow in from the sea!

            I’ll write more later,

Love and more love,

Sylvia

            
TO Aurelia Schober Plath


            Tuesday 10 August 1948

            ALS (postcard), Indiana University1

            Tuesday

Sailed till sunset yesterday!

            Dear Mum,

            I will be in South Station at noon (12:00) on Thursday, not Wednesday. The train leaves here at 10:15. I have had a wonderful appetite and eaten like a queen – had corn-on-the-cob for the 1st time this year. Yesterday we had the most wonderful time! Three of ann’s friends & ann’s parents & us took an all day cruise in the Bowker’s big big sailboat. We went by motor about 10 miles across the ocean to Marion,2 had a picnic lunch there and then jaunted back! It was a treat for me, as you can guess! When Ann & I got back, about 4 P.M, we took her small sail boat and sailed in the harbor till supper. I got my fill of sun for the day & a nice tan on my face (and lots of midge bites.) I was glad to get your letter! I am lucky!! I love you lots & realize how lucky I am to have you for a mother. “Having a wonderful time.”

            Me xx

xx

Love

x

            
               1 – Date supplied from postmark.

               2 – Marion, Mass., on Buzzard’s Bay in Plymouth County. 

            

            
TO Hans-Joachim Neupert


            Friday 24 September 1948

            ALS (photocopy), Smith College

            September 24

            Dear Hans-Joachim,

            How glad I was to find your letter waiting for me when I came home from school. While I was walking down my street, I hurried a little because I kept thinking, “Perhaps, perhaps I will find a letter from Bahnhof waiting for me!” And so it was!

            Time and again I have thought how lucky I was to have found such an entertaining correspondant. Have I told you that I chose your letter from a large ammount of others, almost by chance? You see, I read all the letters, and then thought that yours sounded more interesting than all the rest. And I was right!

            Truly, you seem to have a good understanding of English. Of course Idioms are difficult to master, but that will come to you in time. I know that when I attempt to write in French my phrasing is awkward, and I do not say what I mean always. You, however, write as nicely as many of my friends do.

            Your school begins early. Our first day was the ninth of September. Our vacation lasted from June 20th until September 9th.

            What a good time you must have had in the Alps! As for myself, I spent most of the summer by the seashore. Somehow I have a special place in my heart for the ocean. I like the way the water changes from one mood to another – from high waves on dark, stormy days, to tranquil ripples on sunny days. I still remember a night that I spent on a lonely beach with a few other girls. We brought blankets along and cooked our supper of tomato soup, bread, cheese and milk, over a driftwood fire. Then we curled up in our blankets for the night. It was strange and peaceful to be on that Island beach, far from the rest of humanity. The only sound was the damp night wind sighing in the eelgrass and the waves thundering on the flat, unbroken shore. I could not sleep for a long while, because I felt compelled to watch the procession of twinkling stars across the black night sky. I felt, somehow, very small and inconsequential in comparison to the endless space of sky, sand and sea. It is an inspiring feeling to be on the edge of the land. I think that the greatness of Nature is somehow healing to the spirit. After dealing with so many problems in world affairs it is comforting to think, for a change, that this world amounts to little more than a speck of dust in the unbelievably huge universe.

            How right you are when you say one can not fully understand the seriousness of life when one lives in good conditions! From our snug, sunny little homes, from our complacent little towns it is so difficult to imagine that somewhere in the world, people are starving, somewhere people are homeless. Our main worry is about the high price of food, about a new car! I do not mean to be quite as sarcastic as I sound. It is only that history seems to flow past my door without affecting me, as a person. Perhaps when I get out of school and into the business world, that will change.

            Take the last war, for instance. To me, it was as unreal as a fairytale. Food was scarer, to be sure, and the headlines in the newspapers gave daily accounts of the battles, but beyond a vague, cold fear that my home might be bombed or that someone I loved might be killed, I felt nothing. The newspapers and the radio bring the urgent matters of today to my attention, but since I do not see them or experience them, they are not real. When one has lived in a comfortable home all one’s life it is hard to comprehend that other people live much differently. Of course we young people think seriously and with concern about present-day issues. I would like to plunge into the vital world, if I could, but I am young still, and I suppose that there will be time.

            About our school system, I imagine that it is a great deal like yours, except that we have books. Education is compulsory for both boys and girls until the age of sixteen. One begins school at the age of five years, usually. Then one is in the First Grade. The first and earliest branch of school is called Elementary, and it includes from the first to sixth grades (a grade is a year of school.) Then comes Junior High, containing seventh to ninth grades. Then Senior High School, (where I am now) which runs from the tenth to twelfth grades. I am in the eleventh grade, which means my 11th year of schooling. After one graduates from High School, one is usually about seventeen years of age. Then one is free to begin the job of ones choosing, or to go on to a college or university for four years. This is what I hope to do. After college I will enter a job in the field of work in which I am most interested. I am not sure whether that will be commercial art or journalism (writing.)

            A college education is a great advantage when one is searching for a job. Men and women are preferred if they have this background.

            I, too, think that the religion is important for a civilization. If we would only follow some Christian precepts there would be no wars, I think. If only our churches would forget their small, technical differences and band together into a united faith, allowing for the differences in beliefs, I think that we would be a stronger nation. At present, we have in our hands the atom bomb, the weapon which could blow man from the face of the earth. Shall we use it for war or peace. When one considers the dread results of such a weapon, there can be but one answer. Why can’t the nations forget their differences and work toward a common goal?! Why must we always distrust our neighbors?! If our faith in the goodness of mankind was sufficiently powerful, I believe that we could answer these questions.

            There are so many things I want to ask you! How are your lives in your part of Germany directed? Do you live much as you did before the war? (I mean, aside from physical changes.) Have you any plans for your life after school? Is their much future for your youth? Do tell me about your home-town, as you said you would! What is the general (that is a very indefinite word, I’m afraid) opinion of America held by the people around you? Do you “worry” about Russia as many of us do?

            I had not intended to write such a lengthy letter, but once I started it was difficult to stop. I await your next letter eagerly.

            Bravo for your understanding of English. (If there is anything you do not understand in my writing, let me know so I may explain it.)

            Sincerely,

Sylvia

            
TO Hans-Joachim Neupert


            Monday 20 December 1948

            ALS (photocopy) Smith College

            Dec. 20, 1948

            Dear Hans,

            When your first letter arrived, I was on my Thanksgiving vacation, and when I saw it, I said “Ah, I must write Hans a long letter and tell him a lot!” But I did not sit down to write until today. Your second letter came in the mail this afternoon, and I was sad that you were so worried.

            Of course you have said nothing to displease me! You could not displease me if you tried! As for your English, it is excellent. It is easy for me to write to you in my own language, but I admire you for doing so well in a foreign tongue.

            Forgive me for not answering you so promptly. I will send this letter by airmail also so that you will receive it without delay.

            I wish that I could give you a clearer detailed picture of our life. I imagine that it is, for the most part, similar to yours. Do you have any special dishes of food to eat? For breakfast most people eat eggs or oatmeal or cold cereal. In Germany do you have the same type of cold cereal? It is called by various silly names such as “Rice Krispies” and “Cheery Oats” and it always tastes the same – like little pieces of pressed hay or sawdust. When I read about the old-fashioned breakfasts I get a longing for them. The people had fish & potatoes and gravy as at a regular dinner, so you can imagine how much more they ate at a main meal. While a great deal of cooking here is tasteless, I am very fortunate to have an Austrian grandmother who cooks good European dishes for us. School is over now for the Christmas vacation, and a light, powdery snow has covered the earth. Already one may see the first Christmas trees light up with red, green, yellow, and blue bulbs and shining silver ornaments.

            Down in the shopping district, all the stores are all aglow with brilliant lights, and at night I love to walk by and “window-shop.” That is, to gaze in and pretend I could buy all that I would like.

            Out of a loud-speaker, carols of Christmas pour forth into the cold night air, and the frosty little stars themselves seem to twinkle with delight. All over the country wide-eyed little children are eagerly awaiting the arrival of “Santa Claus” and his eight reindeer. On Christmas Eve the young ones hang up stockings on the mantlepiece of the fireplace and the next morning they awake to find them bulging with presents, fruit and candies.

            <drawing of two stockings on a fireplace>

            For myself, as the Christmas bells ring out across the moonlit snow, my thoughts will be with you, although my letter may not reach you for a while.

            We call “snow-boots-driving” “skiing” in America. All through the winter people ski on the hillsides, and almost everyone enjoys this sport.

            Our school vacations end on January 3rd, and then we begin to prepare seriously for the mid-year examinations. I only have exams in four subjects – English, third year Latin, second year French and third year math. The tests each last 1½ hours and are quite difficult.

            You have no idea how much I enjoyed your picture. It was so nice of you to send me such a good one of you.

            Everywhere I go babysitting, now, the children demand some stories of Santa Claus. Their child-like faith is really touching.

            When I am through with college, I hope to get a job either on the staff of a newspaper or a magazine, as a correspondant, or in fashion design or book-illustrating or even as the secretary to some foreign dealer. Who knows – perhaps I may save enough to sail to Europe some day. Only this is one of my far off dreams! 

            The days of vacation speed by oh! so quickly. And then there is the long, drab winter with the steel-gray skies and deep snow, but at last spring will come, and that is something to look forward to in the long, dark winter days.

            I moved to Wellesley when I was 10 years old, and have lived here for six years. Before this I lived at the sea side, and my childhood memories of that place are pleasant. Have you any brothers or sisters? I have one younger brother, as I have no doubt mentioned before.

            I hope again that you will forgive me for replying so late. I am sending a small book of verse which has given me much pleasure, and I hope you will enjoy it.

            Best wishes,

Sylvia
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