




The Bell Jar, a metaphysical yawp for every

seventeen-year-old depressive. Read in bed with

the covers thrown over, read like something

stolen. On the inside, Esther’s story feels as

impermanent as adolescence, making it that

more precious, how she succinctly she tells the

story of ourselves to ourselves. As a teen with

trauma, Plath sang privately to me: dark and

dreadful, molten with a type of starlight only

geniuses possess. Her anger is its own religion,

fuming hard against her glint of intellect, which

she wore like some demigoddess’s metal diadem.

In her essay, “'God's Lioness'—Sylvia Plath, Her

Prose and Poetry,” Wendy Martin writes: “Male

writers are permitted to articulate their

aggression, however violent or hostile; women

writers are supposed to pretend that they are

never angry. Sylvia Plath refuses to honor this

concept of feminine decorum and dares to

express her negative emotions. ‘Beware …
Beware … Out of the ash … I rise with my red

hair … And I eat men like air’ ("Lady Lazarus").

Plath chooses to be true to her experience and to

her art rather than to the traditional norms of

feminine experience.” In her prose, Plath, with

poet’s scalpel and asylum-hardened wit, tackled a

roughened, British iteration of the patriarchy. I

write this with full knowledge that she’d hate

that sentence about the diadem, likely hate this

entire issue. Greg Johnson in “The Eloquent

Wrath of Sylvia Plath”, writes on Plath’s,

“posthumous exaltation as a feminist martyr (a

phenomenon the caustic Plath would likely have

scorned) is only part of the mystique

surrounding this charismatic poet.” Others have

tried before us to capture the mass and weight

of her—this flash-in-the-pan quality that parallels

the exquisite obsession with dark, terrible stars

in her poetry. They wink out everywhere, if

you’re looking properly.

In 2017, Glamour España set forth in a bungling

attempt at capturing her likeness with a

sampling of Sylvia Accessories, including a pink

stove and polish, like something out of the Barbie

movie. One could reasonably argue that our

issue’s crime is similar. What are the ethical

drawbacks to devising a dead-woman-themed

issue besides fetishization?
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 Who, exactly, do we think we are? As grossly

inappropriate as it may sound, I’d say we deserve

the chance. Plath is a prism through which we’re

scrutinizing outsider art; she’s our reluctant

patron saint of the brutality of disease. The beauty

of a Bipolar MRI scan replicates the patterns of

weather cells on a Doppler radar system--crude

and prismatic, county-hopping, hot and viral—

leading me to believe we’ve all got weather

systems for minds. Plath preferred Northern

England’s weather, as I prefer Mississippi’s, and

the differences only begin there. But that’s the

gift of Plath to all women: the relatability quotient,

how compulsively readable she was and remains

despite the decades between us and her.

 Dan Chiasson writes in his New Yorker review,

“Sylvia Plath’s Last Letters,” of her tendency to

masquerade as different facets of herself in

letters home, trying on for size a dizzying range

of moods. “Her mind was brilliantly off-kilter, its

emphasis falling in surprising places.” He

recounts a correspondence between herself and

Ruth Beuscher wherein Plath refers to both as

“Professional Woman”—another instance of Plath’s

nearly pathological need to nail down an identity

for herself, as if her existence was slippery

enough to require continual textual proof. She

was, as she had been for years, writing herself to

life. To quote Chiasson: “These onerous

preconditions for writing and mothering and

being a wife had to be brokered all by herself, all

for herself. Plath had none of the leisure for

contemplation that we associate with male

writers. Her muses were economy, thrift, and the

clock.” You don’t need to be a scholar--only

requires the briefest of peeks at Plath’s letters--to

recognize the scope of her tenacity, the hot iron

drive that had possessed her since girlhood. 
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In her paper, “The Right Mind of Sylvia Plath:

Magic, Myth and Metamorphos”, Carole Brooks-

Platt, PhD writes, “Sylvia Plath lived a life

seemingly ruled by ‘more-than-coincidences,’ as

though destiny itself had brought her to poetry,

to Cambridge, to Hughes, to Graves, to Yeats's

house to live and to die. Her poetry lives on not

because of devotion to a muse…but because of

her intelligence, linguistic erudition and

superior poetic prowess, whether cerebral or

nearly autonomous. Her words are magical

because they reflect the adored predecessors

and are infused with the pain of her own

wounds.”

 My sincerest hope for this issue has to do with

homage. Through pain, Plath paved a mighty

road for us. Culture has thanked Plath by

making her a caricature that glamorizes her

deepest agonies. In many ways, it’s fitting,

completely unsurprising. We live in a world that

saddles women to stereotypes they’ve long ago

outgrown, that never fit them in the first place.

Why does it take a woman’s death to bring

change? Through Plath, let’s celebrate our

cerebral weather together—give thanks for the

sacrifice of her life.

 

“A brief respite from fear

 Of total neutrality. With luck,

 Trekking stubborn through this season

 Of fatigue, I shall

 Patch together a content

 Of sorts.”

from Sylvia Plath’s 

“Black Rook In Rainy Weather”
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