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	“Burning the Letters”

	
	by Sylvia Plath, August 13, 1962
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	I made a fire; being tired

Of the white fists of old

Letters and their death rattle

When I came too close to the wastebasket.

What did they know that I didn't?

Grain by grain, they unrolled

Sands where a dream of clear water

Grinned like a getaway car.

I am not subtle

Love, love, and well, I was tired

Of cardboard cartons the color of cement or a dog pack

Holding in it's hate

Dully, under a pack of men in red jackets,

And the eyes and times of the postmarks. 

This fire may lick and fawn, but it is merciless:

A glass case

My fingers would enter although

They melt and sag, they are told

Do not touch.

And here is an end to the writing,

The spry hooks that bend and cringe and the smiles, the smiles.

And at least it will be a good place now, the attic.

At least I won't be strung just under the surface,

Dumb fish

With one tin eye,

Watching for glints,

Riding my Arctic

Between this wish and that wish. 

So I poke at the carbon birds in my housedress.

They are more beautiful than my bodiless owl,

They console me—

Rising and flying, but blinded.

They would flutter off, black and glittering, they would be coal angels

Only they have nothing to say to anybody.

I have seen to that.

With the butt of a rake

I flake up papers that breathe like people,

I fan them out

Between the yellow lettuces and the German cabbage

Involved in it's weird blue dreams,

Involved in a foetus.

And a name with black edges 

Wilts at my foot,

Sinuous orchis

In a nest of root-hairs and boredom—

Pale eyes, patent-leather gutturals!

Warm rain greases my hair, extinguishes nothing.

My veins glow like trees.

The dogs are tearing a fox. This is what it is like—

A red burst and a cry

That splits from its ripped bag and does not stop

With that dead eye

And the stuffed expression, but goes on

Dyeing the air,

Telling the particles of the clouds, the leaves, the water

What immortality is. That it is immortal.




	“Mirror”

	
	by Sylvia Plath, October 23, 1961
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	I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions.

Whatever I see I swallow immediately

Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike.

I am not cruel, only truthful --

The eye of a little god, four-cornered.

Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.

It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long

I think it is part of my heart. But it flickers.

Faces and darkness separate us over and over.

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me,

Searching my reaches for what she really is.

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.

I see her back, and reflect it faithfully.

She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.

I am important to her. She comes and goes.

Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.

In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman

Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.




	“Cut”

	
	by Sylvia Plath, October 24, 1962


for Susan O’Neill Roe
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	What a thrill—
My thumb instead of an onion.

The top quite gone

Except for a sort of hinge

Of skin,

A flap like a hat,

Dead white.
Then that red plush.

Little pilgrim,

The Indian's axed your scalp.

Your turkey wattle

Carpet rolls

Straight from the heart.

I step on it,

Clutching my bottle

Of pink fizz. 
A celebration, this is.

Out of a gap

A million soldiers run,

Redcoats, every one.
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	Whose side are they on?

O my

Homunculus, I am ill.

I have taken a pill to kill

The thin

Papery feeling.

Saboteur,

Kamikaze man—
The stain on your

Gauze Ku Klux Klan

Babushka

Darkens and tarnishes and when

The balled

Pulp of your heart

Confronts its small

Mill of silence

How you jump—
Trepanned veteran,

Dirty girl,

Thumb stump.


	“Lady Lazarus”

	
	by Sylvia Plath, October 23-29, 1962
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	I have done it again.

One year in every ten

I manage it—

A sort of walking miracle, my skin

Bright as a Nazi lampshade,

My right foot

A paperweight,

My face a featureless, fine

Jew linen.

Peel off the napkin

O my enemy.

Do I terrify? —

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

The sour breath

Will vanish in a day.

Soon, soon the flesh

The grave cave ate will be

At home on me

And I a smiling woman.

I am only thirty.

And like the cat I have nine times to die.

This is Number Three.

What a trash

To annihilate each decade.

What a million filaments.

The peanut-crunching crowd

Shoves in to see

Them unwrap me hand and foot

The big strip tease.

Gentlemen, ladies

These are my hands

My knees.

I may be skin and bone,

I am your opus,

I am your valuable,

The pure gold baby

That melts to a shriek.

I turn and burn.

Do not think I underestimate your great concern.

Ash, ash—

You poke and stir.

Flesh, bone, there is nothing there—

A cake of soap,

A wedding ring,

A gold filling.

Herr God, Herr Lucifer

Beware

Beware.

Out of the ash

I rise with my red hair

And I eat men like air.
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	Nevertheless, I am the same, identical woman.

The first time it happened I was ten.

It was an accident.

The second time I meant

To last it out and not come back at all.

I rocked shut

As a seashell.

They had to call and call

And pick the worms off me like sticky pearls.

Dying

Is an art, like everything else,

I do it exceptionally well.

I do it so it feels like hell.

I do it so it feels real.

I guess you could say I've a call.

It's easy enough to do it in a cell.

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

It's the theatrical

Comeback in broad day

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

Amused shout:

'A miracle!'

That knocks me out.

There is a charge

For the eyeing of my scars, there is a charge

For the hearing of my heart—

It really goes.

And there is a charge, a very large charge

For a word or a touch

Or a bit of blood

Or a piece of my hair or my clothes.

So, so, Herr Doktor.

So, Herr Enemy.




	“Edge”

	
	by Sylvia Plath, February 5, 1963
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	The woman is perfected
Her dead

	
	

	
	Body wears the smile of accomplishment,

The illusion of a Greek necessity

	
	

	5
	Flows in the scrolls of her toga,

Her bare

	
	

	
	Feet seem to be saying:

We have come so far, it is over.

	
	

	10
	Each dead child coiled, a white serpent,

One at each little

	
	

	
	Pitcher of milk, now empty

She has folded

	
	

	
	Them back into her body as petals

Of a rose close when the garden

	
	

	15
	Stiffens and odors bleed

From the sweet, deep throats of the night flower.

	
	

	
	The moon has nothing to be sad about,

Staring from her hood of bone.

	
	

	20
	She is used to this sort of thing.

Her blacks crackle and drag.
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