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Note


         

         The poems in this volume are all out of the batch from which the Ariel poems were more or less arbitrarily chosen and they were all composed in the last nine months of Sylvia Plath’s life.

         
             

         

         Three Women: A Poem for Three Voices was written slightly earlier and can be seen as a bridge between The Colossus and Ariel, both in the change of style from the first half to the last and in that it was written to be read aloud. Sylvia Plath has said that about this time she began to compose her poems more to be read aloud and this piece may well have played a big part in this technical development.
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Winter Trees


            

            
               
                  The wet dawn inks are doing their blue dissolve.

                  On their blotter of fog the trees

                  Seem a botanical drawing —

                  Memories growing, ring on ring,

                  A series of weddings.

               

               
                  Knowing neither abortions nor bitchery,

                  Truer than women,

                  They seed so effortlessly!

                  Tasting the winds, that are footless,

                  Waist-deep in history —

               

               
                  Full of wings, otherworldliness.

                  In this, they are Ledas.

                  O mother of leaves and sweetness

                  Who are these pietas?

                  The shadows of ringdoves chanting, but easing nothing.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
Child


            

            
               
                  Your clear eye is the one absolutely beautiful thing.

                  I want to fill it with colour and ducks,

                  The zoo of the new

               

               
                  Whose names you meditate —

                  April snowdrop, Indian pipe,

                  Little

               

               
                  Stalk without wrinkle,

                  Pool in which images

                  Should be grand and classical

               

               
                  Not this troublous

                  Wringing of hands, this dark

                  Ceiling without a star.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
Brasilia


            

            
               
                  Will they occur,

                  These people with torsos of steel

                  Winged elbows and eyeholes

               

               
                  Awaiting masses

                  Of cloud to give them expression,

                  These super-people! —

               

               
                  And my baby a nail

                  Driven, driven in.

                  He shrieks in his grease

               

               
                  Bones nosing for distances.

                  And I, nearly extinct,

                  His three teeth cutting

               

               
                  Themselves on my thumb —

                  And the star,

                  The old story.

               

               
                  In the lane I meet sheep and wagons,

                  Red earth, motherly blood.

                  O You who eat

               

               
                  People like light rays, leave

                  This one

                  Mirror safe, unredeemed

                  
                     By the dove’s annihilation,

                     The glory

                     The power, the glory.

                  

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
Gigolo


            

            
               
                  Pocket watch, I tick well.

                  The streets are lizardy crevices

                  Sheer-sided, with holes where to hide.

                  It is best to meet in a cul-de-sac,

               

               
                  A palace of velvet

                  With windows of mirrors.

                  There one is safe,

                  There are no family photographs,

               

               
                  No rings through the nose, no cries

                  Bright fish hooks, the smiles of women

                  Gulp at my bulk

                  And I, in my snazzy blacks,

               

               
                  Mill a litter of breasts like jellyfish.

                  To nourish

                  The cellos of moans I eat eggs —

                  Eggs and fish, the essentials,

               

               
                  The aphrodisiac squid.

                  My mouth sags,

                  The mouth of Christ

                  When my engine reaches the end of it.

               

               
                  The tattle of my

                  Gold joints, my way of turning

                  Bitches to ripples of silver

                  Rolls out a carpet, a hush.

               

               
                  And there is no end, no end of it.

                  I shall never grow old. New oysters

                  Shriek in the sea and I

                  Glitter like Fontainebleau

               

               
                  Gratified,

                  All the fall of water an eye

                  Over whose pool I tenderly

                  Lean and see me.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
Childless Woman


            

            
               
                  The womb

                  Rattles its pod, the moon

                  Discharges itself from the tree with nowhere to go.
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