Sylvia Plath

Born second generation with concept and understanding of French
Born to die mourir found my own voice created by the love Ted Hughes
Memories and voices are forever in my head father dear father you lost part of your leg
Walking in a hollow shell voices and verses such a crime coming out of my head
People buying what I’ve written is making me think money for nothing with shit in my head
Depression hell of a word but always walked with death as always I just wanted to be dead
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Nights, I squat in the cornucopia
Of your left ear, out of the wind,

Counting the red stars and those of plum-color.
The sun rises under the pillar of your tongue.
My hours are married to shadow.
No longer do I listen for the scrape of a keel
On the blank stones of the landing.
from "The Colossus", 
The Colossus and Other Poems, 1960

Life is a scream as my identity is getting to me one must go tally ho
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