T kT AN DE
— BB R AR —

T T

7 e w7 A v (Anne Sexton, 1928—1974) 11, 196048 A 4h &
L EFBICHAL LTOEE L LT, 720 IOKKZIATHS,
19745F10 AT, A O BERK R - 70 2 O3 AL, iwmﬂﬁ@#%%
BERLL, ThOIKRDOBITh2,

1. To Bedlam and Part Way Back 1960
2. All My Pretty Ones 1962
3. Live or Die 1966
4. Love Poems 1969
5. Twransformations 1971
6. The Book of Folly 1972
7. The Death Notebooks 1974
8. The Awful Rowing Toward God 1975
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I will speak of the little childhood cruelties,

being a third child,

the last given

and the last taken —

of the nightly humiliations when Mother undressed me,
-of the ljfe of the daytime, locked in my room —
being the unwanted, the mistake

that Mother used to keep Father

from his. divorce.

Divorce ! , (From * Those Times...” in Live or Die)
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At six

I lived in a graveyard full of dolls,

avoiding myself,

my body, the suspect

in its grotesque house.

I was locked in my room all day behind a gate,
a prison cell. |

I was the exile

who sat all day in a knot.
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Snow,

blessed snow,

comes out of the sky
like bleached {lies.

The ground is no longer naked.

29
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The ground has on its clothes.
The trees poke out of sheets

and each branch wears the sock of God

There is hope.

There is hope everywhere.
I bite it.

Someone once said:

Don’t bite till you know
if it’s bread or stone, -
What I bite is all bread,

rising, yeasty as a cloud.

There is hope.

There is hope everywhere.

Today . God gives milk

~and I have the pail. - (From: “Snow” in The Awful Rowing
Toward God LJF A. R.T.G. L0g)
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Nature is full of teeth

that come in one by one, then

decay,

fall out.

‘In nature nothing is stable,

all is change, bears, dogs, peas, the willow,
all disappear. Only to reborn.

(From “The Wall” in A.R.T. G.)
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This is my tale which I have told,
if it be sweet, if it be not sweet,
take somewhere else and let some return to me.

(From: “Rowing” in A. R.T.G.)
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The Joy that isn’t shared, I've heard
dies young. (From: “Welcome Morning” in A R.T.G.)
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I was stamped out like a Plymouth fender

into this world.

(From “Rowing” in A. R.T.G.)
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Eve came out of that rib like an angry bird:
She came forth like a bird that got loose.
suddenly from its cage. -

(From: “ Rats Live On No Evil Star ”” in The Death Notebooks)
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Death,
you lie in my arms like a cherub,
as heavy as bread dough.. . |

(From: “Baby ” in The Death Notebooks)
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Mr. Death, you actor, you have many masks.
Once you were sleek, a kind of Valentino
with my father’s bathtub gin in your flask.
(From “For Mr. Death Who Stands With
His Door Open” in The Death Notebooks)
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Be careful of words,
Words and eggs must be handled with care.
Once broken they are impossible

things to repair.

(From: “Words” in A. R.T.G.)
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The Starry Night
That does not keep me from having a terrible need
of —shall I say the word-—religidn. Then I go
out at night to paint the stars.

Vincent Van Gogh in a letter to his brother

The town does not exist

except ‘where one black-haired tree slips

up like a drowned woman into the hot sky.

The town is silent. The night boils with eleven stars.
Oh starry starry night! This is how

I want to die.

It moves. They are all alive.-

Even the moon bulges in its orange irons

to push children, like a god, from its eye'.
The old unseen serpent swallows up the stars.
Oh -starry starry night ! This is how

I want to die:

into that rushing beast of the night,
~sucked.up by that great dragon, to split
from my life with-no flag,
no belly, . -
no cry. | (From: All My Pretty Ones)
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)
Said The Poet To The Analyst

My business is words. Words are like labels,

or coins, or better, like swarming bhees.

I confess I am only broken by the sources of thingg;3>

as if words were counted like dead bees in the attic,
unbuckled frdm their yellow eyes and their dry wings. :-
I must always forget how one word:is able to pick

out another, to manner another, until I have got

something I might have said -

but did not.

Your business is watching my words. But I

admit nothing. I work with my best, for instance,

when 1 can write my praise for a nickel machine,

that one night in Nevada: telling how the magic jackpot
come clacking three bells out, over the lucky screen..

But if you should say this is something it is not, . -

then I grow weak, remembering how my hands felt funny
and ridiculous and crowded with all

the believing money.

(From: To Bedlam and Part-Way Back)
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Walking In Paris

a4y
I come back to your youth, my Nana,

as if I might clean off

the mad woman you became,

withered and constipated,

howling into yoﬁr‘ own earphone.

I come, in middle age,

to find you at twenty in high hair and long Victorian skirts
trudging shanks’ mare fifteen miles a day in Paris

because you could not afford a carriage. |

I have walked sixteen miles today."

I have kept up.

I read your Paris letters of 1890.

Each night I take them to my thin bed

and learn them as an actress learns her Iines.
‘“ Dear homefolks” you wrote,

not knowing I would be your last home,

not knowing that I'd peel your life back to its start.
'What is so real as walking your streets !

1 too have the sore toe you tend with cotton.
In Paris 1890 was yesterday

and 1940 never happened —

the soiled uniform of the Nazi

has been unravelled and reknit and resold.
To be occupied or conquered is nothing —

to remain is all!
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Having come this far

I will go farther.

You are my history (that stealer of children)
and I have entered you. | |

I have deserted my husband and my children,
the Negro issue, the late news'and the' hot baths.
My room in Paris, no more than a cell,

is crammed with 58 Ibs. of books.

They are all that is American and forgoften.

I read your letters instead,

putting your words into my life.

Come, old woman,
we will be sisters !
We will price the menus in the small cafés, count francs,
observe the tower where Marie Antoinette awaited her beheading,
kneel by the rose window of Notre Dame,
~and let cloudy weather bear us home early
to huddle by the weak stove in Madame’s kitchen.
We will set out tomorrow in stout shoes
to buy a fur muff for our blue fingers.
I take your arms boldly,
each day a new excursion.
Come, my sister,
we are two virgins,
our lives oncé more perfected

and unused. (From: Live or Die)
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)
Rowing

A story, a story !

(Let it go. Let it come.)

I was stamped out like a PIymoutﬁ fender
into this world.

First came the crib
with its glacial bars.

Then dolls
aﬁd the devotion to their plastic mduths.
Then there was school, .
The little straight rows of chairs,
blotting my name over and over,
but undersea all the time,
a stranger whose elbows wouldn’t work.
Then there was life
with its cruer housés
| and people who seldom touched —
though touch is all —
but I grew,
like a pig in a trench coat 1 grew,
and then there were many strange épparitions,
the nagging rain, the sun turhing in'to.poison
and all of that, saws workiﬁg through my heart,
but I grew, I grew, |
and God was there like an island I had not rowed to,

still ignorant of Him, my arms and my legs wofked,
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and I grew, I grew,

I wore rubies and bought tomatoes

and now, in my middle age,

about nineteen in the head I'd say,

I am rowing, I am rowing

though the oarlocks stick and are rusty
and the sea blinks and rolls

Iike a‘worried eyeball,

but I am rowing, I am rowing,

though the wind pushes me back

and I know that that island will not be perfect,
it will have the flaws of life,

the absurdities of the dinner table,

but there will be a door

and I will open it

and 1 will get rid of the rat inside of me,
the gnawing pestilential ;g%

God will take it with his two hands

and embrace it.

As the African says:

This is my tale which Ilhave toId,

if it be sweet, if it be not sweet,

take somewhere else and let some return to me.
This story ends .With me still rowing.

(From: The Awful Rowing Towavd God)
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Welcome Morning
There is joy
in all:
in the hair I brush each morning,
in the Cannon towel, newly washed,
that I rub my body with each morning,
in the chapel of eggs I cook |
each morning,
in the outcry from the kettle
that heats my coffee
each morning,
in the spoon and the chair
that cry “hello there, Anne”
each morning,
in the godhead of the table
that I set my silver, plate, cup upon

each morning.

All this is God, -

right here in my pea—greeri house

each morning

and I mean,

though ofté.n forget,

to give thanks,

to faint down by the kitchen table

in a prayer of rejoicing

as the holy birds at the kitchen window

peck into their marriage of seeds.
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So while I think of it,

let me paint a thank-you on my palm

for this God, this laughter of the morning,
lest it go unspoken.

The Joy that isn’t shared, I've heard

dies young.

(From: The Awful Rowing Toward de)
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