
"Daddy"  by  Sylvia Plath

she is speaking of herself.  This is one of the poems that can be considered as a mirror of her life experience. She lived a life of distorted relations. She is emotional and romantic. 

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.

black shoe=  the color black and the shoe- her father's own shoe.  Black is sadness, sense of insecurity, sense of being entrapped.

  She suffered the sickness of her father. She suffered from the mysterious activities her father used to do.  It caused her a kind of questioning of her father's activities.

  Black shoe is like a prison. He will not be able to imprison her. Imprison does not necessarily means to be kept behind walls. It is the idea of the presence of a domineering father.  She used to live like a foot in his shoe. she could not dismiss the idea of her need of protection. she is thinking of a shoe being protected in a shoe. she is busy minded with the idea that her father is wearing a black shoe all the time. he used to wear one shoe as he lost one foot. her feelings towards her father is a mixture of fear and a desire to be close to her father, love, need for protection and awareness of his state.  it is complexity in her mind. The poem is the product of a complex mind and feeling of a lady. It is mixture of feelings, love, fear, hatred, desire, inability to achieve real protection. she can not be close as she needed as a young girl 
For thirty years, poor and white,= innocence, weakness, emptiness
She can not speak in his presence. Once she tries to speak, she turns white.  

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
She has to get rid of her memory, the influence of the experience she had a long time ago.  If she had meant to do so, she would have a better life. Her experience with her father emphasized, made worse after her marriage. Things were repeated over and over again by being entrapped, living a life of fear rather than love with her husband, with wariness, rather than care. 
Her father is dead but still he is alive torturing her, imprisoning her in experience.  He was supposed to be caring, loving and protecting but he was hallowed. We can hardly differentiate between the father and the husband in her life. it was her destiny. 

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.
Due to the wariness in the presence of her father, she is sometimes unconscious. it causes dizziness. 

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
she speaks about the history of the family.  The name of the family and the place they come from is known. 

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.
She starts doubting his aggressive attitude towards others because of other's treatment of her father for being always dismissed. She started to question their family background.
She plays with the word foot. She looks at herself in the image of foot, being entrapped. her father's origin is mysterious for her.  She has never been able to discuss this matter with him.  

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
snare= it is like a net- an iron curtain behind which she is being kept. It is an obstacle against any attempt to go and ask questions. It is clear reference for her father's activity, being subjected to be a Jew, or being treated as a Jew.   She refers to the torture that the Jew received.  She could hardly speak in the presence of her father. she was unable to finish a word because of her fear.  the relation between her and her father was like the relation between a Jew and a German= nonsense.  she is the Jew that was tortured by a German. She was oppressed by her father like any Jew who was tortured by a German

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.
an engine= to be used in the holocaust where Jews were burnt.  she is drawing an mage of a tyrant father and oppressed daughter, like a German and oppressed 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.
She doubts her roots. The gypsy has no roots.  Being a gypsy is enough to be a Jew. She connects herself to the oppressed nation. 

I have always been scared of you,
With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo.
And your neat mustache
And your Aryan eye, bright blue.
Panzer-man, panzer-man, O You ---
she is speaking of his appearance. He is huge with heavy moustache. He was a harsh- not loving father.  He was tough aggressive, heartless. 

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.

He is not a god. She is mad at him because he left. She still loves him although she feared him.  

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

 he has the features of a German.  She is obsessed with the idea of his foot being cut.  He is like devil. She has a distorted relationship with her father. 

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.

Her heart is fresh, full of love.  She wanted to die to join him, to be as close as possible to him.  She is obsessed with her past, her family. 

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

She was dreaming, wishing to the bones to die with her father.  If not die to join him, she will make an image, a model of him. When she decided to marry, she was thinking of her husband as a father. 

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.
rack and the screw= a table designed for torture.  Because he is not in her life, she created another one to take his place. She thought that she got rid of his memory in her life. 
Her father used to receive mysterious calls
Black telephone is his memory in her life, reminding her of his mysterious background.   

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.  = duration of her marriage.
Daddy, you can lie back now.

she finally managed to dismiss him from her life.  


There's a stake in your fat black heart
And the villagersnever liked you.
They are dancing and stamping on you.
They always knew it was you.
Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I'm through.

Now she can speak clearly of their background. 
He was a Nazi, vampire, a devil, a Jew, a swastika, a heartless machine that tortured her during her life. What is said of her father is applicable to her husband.   

