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Fourth Year
Sylvia Plath

Sylvia Plath is considered a confessional poet (writing about personal experiences which mean that sometimes there are autobiographically references in the poems). She was an American poet, born in 1932. She married an English poet Ted Hughes. She suffered from psychological problems, she committed suicide twice and the second attempt was successful and died in 1963. She actually wrote her first poem when she was eight years old, she was highly intellectual young girl and highly intellectual distinguished student, she attendant Smith College and in her third year or she committed her first suicide in late August 1953 by crawling under her house and taking an overdose of sleeping pills. She spent the next six months in psychiatric care, and she was completely recovered.
Then she returned back, finished her degree with honors. She was granted a scholarship in Britain, she met Ted Hughes at Cambridge, their relationship was developed quickly and then they married. They lived sometimes in England then moved to US, they have two children (a boy and a girl), then they returned back to England. The relationship between them confused, their relationship continued for seven years only and unfortunately it was ended by separation. Why? Because Ted Hughes developed a relationship with another woman. Sylvia depended on her own, she lived with her children in her apartment and she supported herself. 
Unfortunately, in 1963 she committed a suicide, she had placed her head in the oven, with the gas turned on, she has sealed the rooms between herself and her sleeping children with wet towels and clothes. So, she planned to commit a suicide. 
The death of Sylvia path was disaster on the husband and the children because Ted Hughes suffered a lot of criticism that he was attacked because he was considered the cause of her suicide. Ted Hughes remained silent and after a long period of time he published her dairies and actually Ted Hughes destroyed some of the diaries and he was attacked again by the critics because he destroyed significant documents. But he concerned about his children and he said that he destroyed these papers because he doesn't want to affect the life of his children at that period of time. 
She was a great poet, she wrote great works, she was a novelist as well as short story writer, she wrote many short stories when she was in college, and wrote one novel, The Bell Jar, a semi-autobiographical novel published shortly before her death. She wrote a great poetry that really most of the poems are talking about death and suicide and the title of collection is Ariel which published after her death in 1965. But her poetry was discussed inner conflicts, talks about private subjects, talks about death as a way of an escape from life, death wasn't frightened for her, death was a kind of accomplishment. Three days before she died, she wrote the last poem which is in titled Edge , in the first line in the poem she wrote "the women is perfect ", actually the poem connotes her decision to end her life because she felt that she has accomplished her life and her life is now perfect. She suffered a lot of severe psychological problems because nobody takes her/his life like that. In her collection The Colossus in period around 1959-1960, this period was a very period of tension between her and her husband, and was a period of depression because of the separated that she passed. 

Daddy

The poem is taking about the main figure of general speaking, it is a fascinating study it is considered a confessional poem (why?) because you could see biographical references in the poem as well as a kind of character speeches which represents the clashes between males and females. 

Daddy 
You do not do, you do not do 
Any more, black shoe 
In which I have lived like a foot 
For thirty years, poor and white, 
Barely daring to breathe or Achoo. 

Daddy, I have had to kill you. 
You died before I had time--- 
Marble-heavy, a bag full of God, 
Ghastly statue with one gray toe 
Big as a Frisco seal 

And a head in the freakish Atlantic 
Where it pours bean green over blue 
In the waters off the 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 common. 
My Polack friend 

Says there are a dozen or two. 
So I never could tell where you 
Put your foot, your root, 
I never could talk to you. 
The tongue stuck in my jaw. 

It stuck in a barb wire snare. 
Ich, ich, ich, ich, 
I could hardly speak. 
I thought every German was you. 
And the language obscene 

An engine, an engine, 
Chuffing me off like a Jew. 
A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen. 
I began to talk like a Jew. 
I think I may well be a Jew. 


The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna 
Are not very pure or true. 
With my gypsy ancestress and my weird luck 
And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack 
I may be a bit of a Jew. 

I have always been sacred of you, 
With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo. 
And your neat mustache 
And your Aryan eye, bright blue. 
Panzer-man, panzer-man, O You---- 

Not God but a swastika 
So black no sky could squeak through. 
Every woman adores a Fascist, 
The boot in the face, the brute 
Brute heart of a brute like you. 

You stand at the blackboard, daddy, 
In the picture I have of you, 
A cleft in your chin instead of your foot 
But no less a devil for that, no not 
Any less the black man who 

Bit my pretty red heart in two. 
I was ten when they buried you. 
At twenty I tried to die 
And get back, back, back to you. 
I thought even the bones would do. 

But they pulled me out of the sack, 
And they stuck me together with glue. 
And then I knew what to do. 
I made a model of you, 
A man in black with a Meinkampf look 

And a love of the rack and the screw. 
And I said I do, I do. 
So daddy, I'm finally through. 
The black telephone's off at the root, 
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. 

So, we have a speaker here who sounds like a child, ten years old and then at times an adult. So, the speaker here moves in time into the past and then as an adult. The speaker is female who talks about her deceased father. 

 You do not do, you do not do, no orders anymore 
Any more, black shoe, Plath refers to herself as a foot, and her father as the black shoe in which she has lived for so long, he was keeping her from air, light. She wasn't free for thirty years; she was in prison under the dominance of the father figure. (Biographically, her father died when she was eight), she mentioned that but controlling and dominance continued even after his death. the effect of the father was so dominance and powerful. She was in prison, not just when she was child but until thirty years, she wasn't able to free herself. Barely daring to breathe or Achoo, she couldn't breathe or Achoo (random or normal action) But now she could speak which means she is free.
Daddy, I have had to kill you. She want to kill metaphorical figure, killing is an act of liberation, killing the memory, the dominance, and the image of the father. Look at the changing of nursery rhyme, it isn't nursery rhyme any more, it is an adult speech. Marble-heavy, a bag full of God He was like marble statue, he was a heavy marble upon her heart and mind. He was like a god figure. Ghastly statue with one gray toe , gray toe refers to the actual face of her father, her father died because he was diabetic, and diabetic people when they are injured, they didn't healed directly. The father had cancer and so unfortunately developed and then he died. Big as a Frisco seal, she described him as a seal- animal, Frisco seal is one of the kinds of huge seals. Look at the size and the heaviness of the father upon the daughter. So, she has to kill this image of the father in order to liberal herself. Notice the ironic moving tone here which relief of the speaker.
And a head in the freakish Atlantic                                                                               Where it pours bean green over blue                                                                                                                               In the waters off beautiful Nauset., notice the colors, the mixture of colors green and blue, and reference to Atlantic and water. Nauset refers to a region on the shore, is beautiful, which reflects the heaviness and the godly figure of the father, now it has disappeared from her life, so she could speak out. 

I used to pray to recover you. going back, when she was young, she used to pray to recover the image of her father because she felt lost without the father but now she doesn't pray anymore to recovering her father, which means she doesn't want to recover anymore.
In the German tongue, in the Polish town 

Scraped flat by the roller                                                                 

 Of wars, wars, wars, she talks about German, wars, it connotes the Second World War, her father, Otto Plath, is originally a Germany. Now she talks the ancestor identity, the original of her ancestors. She refers to the devastation of the Second World War and the German power and dominant over Europe. Hitler was dominant figure in the Second World War and destroyed thousands of lives. She refers to the significant of the war (wars, wars, wars), and the pressure of war upon the western civilization. But the name of the town is common, referring to the origin of the father, he is a German.

My Polack friend 
Says there are a dozen or two, a reference to dozens of German towns that they have, the reference to German here is actually referring to the second world war with the German thought of themselves as the purist racist, the Nazi common idea about that the Germans are of purist racist and all of other nations must be destroyed or eliminated. 

Put your foot, your root, again the foot links to the figure of the father, which town would belong to. 

I never could talk to you, another one of the oppressions of the child that she wasn't allowed to speak out, to pronounce her words. 

The tongue stuck in my jaw, an indication of fear, she was a frighten child, she wasn't allowed to talk, so she was oppressed, a lot of oppression we could see and feel in the figure of the father. 

It stuck in a barb wire snare, her tongue as if it is entrapped in a barb wire snare, this is a kind of trap that is used for small animals, she described herself as she was kept in a trap and she couldn't move out of that. 

I could hardly speak, she was suffering because she was incapable of pronouncing her words.  

I thought every German was you, the father whose roots are from German, he represents every single German man. 
And the language obscene, even the language reflects the heaviness and the harshness image and their nature itself. 
An engine, an engine, even the German language is difficult and harsh, it is like an engine.     
Chuffing me off like a Jew. The image here comes clear, first the father was a black shoe and she was a foot, now the father is a German, she is a Jew because the Jews suffered a lot from the Germans. She described herself as a weak and the father as dominant and oppressive. It is a very harsh imagery.

 A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen, the three words are German, they are the names of German camps where they kept the Jews before burning them. 
I began to talk like a Jew.

 I think I may well be a Jew, bearing this image herself, first she feels herself like a Jew. Now the transformation, she is a Jew herself, she is the one who suffered from the German father. 
The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna, reference to European cities. 

Are not very pure or true. In comparison to the German racist to the Jews - the pure one.
With my gipsy ancestress and my weird luck

And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack, Tarot cards of astrology.
I may be a bit of a Jew. The speaker emphasizes the image that she is actually a Jew because of an historical reference. 
I have always been scared of you, the speaker here shows her fears of the image of her father. Even though the father died when she was young but still this fear dominated her life even when she was an adult as she said for thirty years. 

With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo. Luftwaffe is the German air force. Gobbledygook refers to the strangeness of German language. 

And your neat mustache, this is an illusion to a German figure (Hitler). 

And your Aryan eye, bright blue. The Aryan race - the fascist movement in Europe.

Panzer-man, panzer-man, O you—refers to German tank drivers. In this stanza she showed her great fears because the father here resembled like an officer for his oppression, his ruthlessness, his dictatorship, and his dominance over her psychology. 

Not God but a swastika, swastika is the German cross.                                                           So black no sky could squeak through, look at the black imagery here dominated, the black imagery is so great, like a god figure that he even covers the sky with his guard black color. Even the sky which is with great dimension is entrapped under the black imagery.

Every woman adores a Fascist,

The boot in the face, the brute

Brute heart of a brute like you, she talks about women's adoration of fascist, and of the soldier because the soldier images are great, it shows the adoration and the love of the soldier. 
You stand at the blackboard, daddy,

In the picture I have of you,

A cleft in your chin instead of your foot

But no less a devil for that, no not 

Any less the black man who, look at the imagery, developed from black shoe, statue, and heaviness image into a devil image, a devil figure of the father. A cleft in your chin instead of your foot, Cleft is a kind of scar; here we have a biographical reference. But no less a devil for that, no not, she describes him as a devil because he broke her heart. 

 Any less the black man who

 Bit my pretty red heart in two, look at this horrible imagery of breaking pretty red heart in two which links to what is coming of another horrible imagery of the father. 

I was ten when they buried you, the speaker here is a child of ten years old who wavers between her past as child and as an adult. 

 At twenty I tried to die, her first suicide attempt. 
And get back, back, back to you, why did she attempt to suicide? because she wanted to reach for her father whom she lost. Look at the repetition of back because the young girl wanted to reach for her father.                                                                 I thought even the bones would do. She thought even the bones would answer her search for her father. 
But they pulled me out of the sack,

And they stuck me together with glue, her first attempt to suicide, she was rescued. She described herself like being glue, like a broken glass stuck with glue which means that she hasn't regained her health, she wouldn't feel quite right again.  
*The poem is speaking about a girl with Electra complex, the father died when she caught he was gone, her case is complicated by the character of her father who was Nazi and her mother was a Jewish. 

And then I knew what to do, her first attempt of suicide was like a beginning of a wakening for the speaker.

 I made a model of you,

A man in black with a Meinkampf look. She found her husband resembles her father. A man in black ,the black imagery a gain. Meinkampf, means "My Struggle" in German, and is the title of a book that was written by Hitler. So, the girl here found another substitute of what we called a surrogate father and she married him, so the figure of the father is transformed to the figure of the husband.

And a love of the rack and the screw, look at the relationship between her and her husband, the rack and the screw are both gruesome torture instruments. This man sounds like the epitome of evil.

 And I said I do, I do. She submitted herself to her husband to marry.

 So daddy, I'm finally through.

The black telephone's off at the root,

The voices just can't worm through. The telephone is mean of communication, but it is off at the root so there is no communication between the daughter and the father, which means that she rejects the family bonds - the transformation between the main figure of the father and the husband. 

 If I've killed one man, I've killed two--, she has overthrown the figure of the father, and metaphorically killing here is an act of liberation. If she has overthrown the father, she has overthrown the husband who is similar the father. 

The vampire who said he was you, the husband is described as a vampire. 
And drank my blood for a year,

Seven years, if you want to know, she suffered for a whole year in which she discovered that he is cheating her, she had depression, she separated from him and bought her children alone. Seven years refers to the years of marriage. She killed the figure of the father and then she killed the image of the husband, which means that she liberated herself from the all male's dominance, you could see the clash between males and females.

Daddy, you can lie back now. She has overthrown the father figure which means that she release herself. Notice the gothic imagery (the vampire) that is placed in this stanza. 

There's a stake in your fat black heart, the vampire is killed with stake, and it is made of metal with wooden piece.
And the villagers never liked you , it is like the grave yard here where the villagers are haunted by the vampire figure but she was able to end that vampire figure by killing it with stake. 

They are dancing and stamping on you, the villagers are dancing on the grave of the vampire.  
They always knew it was you.

Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I'm through, look at this imaginative killing, this revenges of father figure that she killed him three times. She actually was able to liberate herself. This fictional killing of the father, it is symbolic getting rid of all the patriarchal dominance. The literary tradition, when always feels that there is a patriarchal dominance or male literary dominance. Most of the artists are actually men, so women writer always suffered of the patriarchal dominance. 
Although this poem seems like a confessional poem, it talks about personal life and the figure of the father but also it could be allegorical one because it talks about the female traditions and the patriarchal traditions, when she liberates herself as a woman artist she was able to speak out her feminine rights to kill all of the male and patriarchal tradition and announces herself. The poem is a fascinating one and we could see series of images that are linked together. Notice how she characterized the father; we have four figures of the father. One is the black shoe; second the god like Frisco, the panzer man and then the devil imagery. The male figure take four major forms, the statue, the German officer, the professor and the vampire. Take in consideration the imaginative killing is like a repair for the speaker. 

The technicality of the poem: the poem starts with nursery rhyme and then changed to more confident tone of the speaker. We could see wavering between the past of the speaker and the one who speaks as an adult. Notice how she used the technique of borrowing, borrowing German words and using them in her poem. How she uses intense rhythm, the rhythm is very heighten by repetition (back, back, back/ wars, wars, wars). Notice, the short meters of lines that she is using. The poem is a fascinating one; it received a lot of appreciation.       
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