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A reaction to Sylvia Plath
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I don’t remember my life before the bees took over 
but it’s of no consequence now 
I died years ago
As you all know my final attempt                        
to escape the noise 
the infernal buzz and hiss of the hive
was orderly quiet and final
Frieda and Nicholas happy in the front room
imagining unexplored worlds the beauty of youth
unsullied and divine
I tried oh my god I tried 
not to leave them as I was left bereft
Young now they will forget 
the day’s trauma as I never could
transitory confusion eased by
love of an absent father returned
As I faded the smell of their
Teutonic blonde inheritance mingled
with the sour taste of gas
It was always too late to change my mind
I was born spent and struggling 
desperate to return to the comfort of the womb
or the dark of earth
but not for the here and now
They coaxed and cajoled a life force
to enter shut down lungs
unwilling to inflate then
as they were to deflate at the end
The bees yes the ever present bees
flying through my oh so long life
Daddy that first day the hives arrived
I believed they were companions of goddesses
Cybele Demeter Artemis Diana and now Sylvia
books always spoke the truth I thought then
Peering through into the symmetrical combs I saw
boudoirs coloured in orange and red signalling
fire and the stamens of hollyhock and tulip
swaying in the evening breeze
Did you see the embodiment of the holy spirit 
in the black and yellow vestments as
they swarmed past the trees 
honey with grace and a sting the suffering of Christ
Or was it rebirth of a Hindu deity as they rested blue winged on the path
The hive palaces set in a circle in the orchard
stole my domain freedoms curtailed stealthily
by the presence of workers and guards protecting the 
ever reproducing Queen
That kingdom for ever denied me when you left
my childish enthusiasm and care as nurse not enough to
entice you to stay the cut down uniform discarded well worn
I wanted to replicate the world of the bestiary then
to anchor life in community as they do
know my role and look for a king while I collected the dew
I grew my words with care and hid them in the hive
sweet and precious to savour at a different time
The city I survived until my mind turned to another place
and death denied me a third time
My skin always tingled as if their sound was tattooing skin
with the rhythm of a beating bee heart
where I stroked a limb the braille imprint of the bees was undeniable I smelt sweet 
So as one born from the tears of the sun god Ra I had to leave 
Oxford with buildings ancient and oozing with light as if lit 
from within the very stone
There I stood as imperious as any Queen bee the centre of my court
academia’s Betty Grable golden aloof supreme
my eloquence honeyed and clean
I thought he was my King
lean and hungry with magic in his pen the ink staining the page
with erudition and truth
Those massive hands gentle then cherished and caressed me 
reassured and lifted me to life 
The reflection in that wide gold wedding band that of a willing wife
but in reality just signifying ownership of 
my body my words all subsumed in his persona
I own you my little bee he said 
did he know Mohammed’s allegory of the bee and the soul
Yes yes yes because he stole it
Asir was his choice then 
the children and I were free to live and thrive as we pleased
From the hidden depths of the hive I retrieved my words
honed and perfected on the page pleasing to me
sold then published Miss Plath not Hughes
But the need was too strong to ignore 
I had to return to the earth to the safety of the dark underground
My crime was to eclipse the magnificence of the King
punishment not decreed by him but the lore of the bees
the gas turned on stinging yourself to death was not so bad
Lady Lazarus told me dying is an art like anything else
and I was always the ultimate artist
The last thing I saw was my father with the bee cupped in his hand
and the vision of his black leather shoe
The buzzing grew loud before it stopped for ever
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Notes
Bee keeping article available at < http://keepingbee.org/bee-symbol/> accessed 11.11.2018.
The Medieval Bestiary available at < http://bestiary.ca/beasts/beast260.htm > accessed 11.11.2018
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