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Poems for Purther Reading

006 Chapte!
e held to speed them all?

s may |
il but in their eyes

l|v|\|lh|~ul|m\..l e
he holy alimmers of good-byc

brows shall be their pall;
lerness of patient minds,

What canc
Not in t
ahall shine t

The pallor of girls
ir flowers the tenc
i a drawing-down of blind

And each slow dusk

'q Sylvia Plath

Sylvia Plath (1932-1903
Daddy

You do not do, you do not do

Any more, black shoe

In which [ have lived like a foot
For thirty years, poor and white,
Barely daring to breathe or Achoo

Daddy, [ have had to kill you
You died before [ had time
Marble-heavy, a bag full of God,
Ghastly statue with one grey toe
Bi

s a Frisco seal

And a head in the freakish Atlantic
Where it pours bean green over bluc
In the waters off beautiful Nauset

I used to pray to recover you

Ach, du.

In the German tongue, in the Polish town
Scraped flat by the roller

Of wars, wars, wars.

But the name of the town is ¢ Ommon.

My Polack friend
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oo I never cou
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there are & Jozen or two.

1d tell where you
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] talk to you.

or coule
Jever cov
! k in my jaw.

\e tongue Stu¢

¢ stuck in@ barb wire snarc.

\, ich, ichy ich,

¢
could hardly speak.

thought every German was you.

ougl

And the language obscene

An engine, an engine

“huffing me off like a Jew.

A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen.

began to talk like a Jew.

> = >

think [ may well be a Jew.

re not very pure or truc.
Jith my gypsy ancestress and my weird luck

nd my Taroe pack and my Taroc pack
may be a bit of a Jew.

have always been scared of you,

With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo.
And your neat moustache

And your Aryan eye, bright blue.

anzer-man, panzer-man, O You—

Not God but a swastika

So black no sky could squeak through.
very woman adores a Fascist,

The boot in the face, the brute

rute heart of a brute like you.

Yousstand at the blackboard, daddy,

n the picture [ have of you,

.}“\[h-t( in your chin instead of your foot
10 less a devil for that, no not

Any less the black man who

it my pretty red
Was ten when ¢
At twengy | tried

heart in two.

hey buried you,

to die

ack, back to you,

e bones would do,

And gec back, 1
thought eyen

e snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna




image3.jpeg
608

Chapter 22 « Poems for Further Reading

But they pulled me out of the sack,
And they stuck me together with glue.
And then I knew what to do,

[ made a model of you,

A man in black with a Meinkampf look

And a love of the rack and the screw.
And [ said [ do, I do,

So daddy, I'm finally through.

The black telephone’s off at the rc ot
The voices just can’t worm through.

If I've killed one man, I've killed two—
The vampire who said he was you

And drank my blood for a year,

Seven years, if you want to know.
Daddy, you can lie back now.

There's a stake in your fat black heart
And the villagers never liked you.
They are dancing and stamping on you.
They always knew it was you.

Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I'm through.

Dapoy. 15 Ach, du: Oh, you. 27 Ich, ich, ich, ich: [, I, L L. 51 blackboard: Otro Plath hadibeen
a professor of biology ar Boston University. 65 Meinkampf: Adolf | litler titled hi utobiog-
raphy Mein Kampf (“My Struggle”).

htroducing this poem in

areading, Sylvia Plath remarked;

The poem is spoken by a girl with an Electra complex
thought he was God. Her case is complicated by the t that her father was also
a Nazi and her mother very. Possibly part Jewish, In the daughter the two strains
marry and paralyze each other—she has toact out the awful little allegory before

thnfslgggf)ﬁh (Quored by A, Alvarez, Beyond All This Eiddle [New York: Ran-

Her father died while she

In some details “Daddy” i
e IS autobiography: the
come to the United States from G s

fangrened foot and Jeg whe,
otand leg whe olitically, Otto Plath was a Repub-

ican, not a Nasi by
< 1, but w; i r b
at dummccnng head of the household.

€ recollections of the poer'c ia S
by Sylvia Placl, [New $°r:iu1}(:?;lrnl',\clrb¢sljr)dm Schober Plath, in her edition of Letters Home

poet’s father, Orto | ath, a German, had
taboyw, Poland, He died fol
n Sylvia was cight years od, p,
as apparently 5 somewh,

lowing the amputation of a
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