Archetypes 
The desperate little lady

Many examples to pick and choose

One thing’s for certain, she’s afraid to lose

Just what she has, she clings for dear life

Afraid she won’t see that thing twice

And that is true enough, what is here is gold 

But all of lamenting just makes her old 

It lines her face, it creases her brow

She’s years behind her own self now 

Pitiful, pitiful a shaking wreck 

Have I come to this, a listing deck 

Crawling and craving and begging from the sky

Please don’t crush me, don’t let me die 

See myself spun like a parasite 

All of this clinging just isn’t right 

And when I’m removed, even gingerly so

No lengths to which my anger will go 

Am I this person, do I have to be 

Act out all this insanity 

Play this role, play this part real good 

Compulsory? I don’t think I should 

It toils inside like an inferno of black 
Asking me to get them back 

Must I really? Am I powerless?

Am I moved by this distress? 

This suit is dirty and clogged with soot 

Too tight, these shoes don’t fit my foot 
Am I possessed, must I be detained 

Sores inside thus enflamed 

All the storymaking, all of the tales 
All of it, all of it, all of it fails

As it sinks into me like me into myself 

I feel the worst of it start to melt 

The Poor Me

Please don’t hurt me because I am weak 

Those are the words I speak 

Absurdity to win the day 

Please don’t go away 

Throw me a bone, dog on a leash 

Wrap me up inside of a fleece

Because it is so cold to sit in my soul 

I need someone who can hold 

Don’t you pity me, feel sorry at all 

How could you hurt something so small 

Don’t you feel shame to bring all this hate 

On someone who cannot control their fate 

Don’t you see I need you, can you not see that 

I have nothing, can you please give it back 

Yes all that love that you hold inside 

I need it to help keep me alive 

Oh how I cower and cower in vain 

Only too willing to inflict the pain 

I toil and I spin and I beg for my life 

At the hands of someone, at another’s might 

Gods of clay, heroes paper thin 

I prostrate myself and bet everything 

And lose each time and crow at the hurt 

But keep on at it until it gets worse 

Pattern of my life, pattern of the day 

Pattern that is not for me to stay 

A person so little, so miniscule 

She would drown in a rock pool 

Guilt don’t you feel it, I ask you to 

And that is the work I want to do? 

Encasing myself in porcelain 
A great spirit I try to contain 

Sylvia Plath 

Now I’m Sylvia Plath

I want to drown

Substituting 
Blonde for my brown 

Encased in dark 

Built up in black 

This kind of thing

No going back 

As ochre as

A scorching hue 

There is nothing 

I can do 

But be devilish 

On the stairs 

No answer to 

My far flung prayers 

But face to face 

My fragile fear 

Of being close

So very near 

It a sight 

I can’t avoid 

Deliberating 

Null and void 

A night that is 

So full and there 

Blowing breath 

Into my hair 

Wakes me from 

A slumbered mood 

A cat and mouse

Rat race ensued 

Chasing tail 

Around the room 

Til giving up

Supersede subsume

I gave up 

My fragile bones

