TASK 7 – Sylvia Plath


I’ll Never Speak to God Again

Of course, she is mad
And sad.
God has a lot to answer for
The little girl lost in grief,
To the thief
Who stole her dad.


The Seven Year Itch

His large wedding ring,
Rolled along the floor.
Sylvia could take no more.
Of course, she is mad
And sad.
The woman lost in grief to the thief
[bookmark: _GoBack]Who came into their life.
And out walked the wife, he found her voice.
It was 1963, what other choice
Did she have but go to her grave.

Listening to interviews in lectures from the people who knew Sylvia Plath and reading poems from Ariel by Sylvia Plath.
My favourite is Edge. 

