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Introduction

Robert Frost was perhaps the most beloved poet in
America. Even at the age of 85, his public reading of his
own poetry in a tremulous, barely audible voice still at-
tracted thousands of young listeners satisfied with just
being there and hearing the cadence of the verses. He had
become the un-official poet laureate of America. In the
mind of his readers he was the country poet, the farmyard
poet, not of the great farms of the West but of the man-
size farm of New England, only slightly mechanized in
fact, and not at all so in Frost’s poetry: He was the wise
old man who had lived a long life in communion with
nature and could still look at her with fresh eyes, a sense
of her beauty, and an uncanny penetration of her teachings.

To the 20th century man, industrialized, urbanized, and
divorced from nature, Frost’s poetry: brings a renewed
contact with her. Guided by the poet, he learns to observe
her and draw lessons from her; it is a kind of return to
the good old days when life was simple and its problems
could be solved with common sense, a life close to nature
following the rhythm of her seasons rather than the rhythm
of complex economics.

Frost’s success did not come easily. In 1912, when he
was 38, his poems had all been rejected by publishers. He
could hardly make a living at various jobs —- teaching,
newspaper work, shoemaking, and farming. His farm
yielded more poetry than profit. He then decided to try his
luck in England. He sold his farm and sailed for Europe



with his growing family where he met Ezra Pound and
succeeded in having A Boy’s Will and North of Boston, two
collections of poems, published in London. Surprisingly,
these poems full of New England imagery were well
received by the public and the critic. In 1915 he came back
to America and was astonished to find himself already
famous. From then on he was read, appreciated, and loved,
receiving all sorts of prizes for his later collections of
poems——New Hampshire (1924), West-Running Brook (1928),
A Further Range (1937), A Witness Tree (1942), A Masque
of Reason (1945), Steeple Bush and A Masque of Mercy
(1947), In the Clearing (1962). He was the guest poet at the
Inauguration of President Kennedy in 1960. In 1962, aged
88, he was sent on a cultural mission to Russia where he
read “Mending Wall” in all innocence, so he said, although
many thought he was making an indirect reference to the
infamous Berlin Wall.

Frost preserved his public image with great care until
his death at 89 in 1963. Since then, probes have been made
into his private life and a recent work by his long time
friend, Lawrance Thompson, entitled Robert Frost: The
Early Years, 1974-1915, has created a stir among admirers
of Frost by damaging the well established myth of the
wise, old, and kind country poet. Thompson shows that
Robert Frost was in fact a neurotic, tormented by guilt
over the death of two of his children, haunted by fears
and nightmares, twice threatening murder, given to temper
tantrums and spells of jealousy, often sulking and brooding
on suicide. In The Figure a Poem Makes (1939), Frost had
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already confessed that for him composing a poem was
momentary stay against confusion. For all poets, of course,
poetry brings order to the disordered reality of the world
and of life. But for Frost it seems to have meant also
order in the turmoil of his feelings.

Frost’s public image of the serene old man to whom a

life-long communion with nature had brought wisdom was
perhaps, to use T. S. Eliot’s reflection on calm old age, "a
receipt for deceit. ” It hid the emotion storms of the real
man behind the image. This duality is reflected in Frost’s
poetry. The beautiful countryside images of nature and of
man attuned to her expressed in a language that is a subtle

rhythmic re-ordering of the actual speech of New England-
ers have been the elements of Frost’s poetry which

endeared him to so many readers. Butthe most perceptive
critics had probed bencath the peaceful, pastoral surface
of Frost’s poems so refreshing to industrialized, depart-
mentalized modern man, and discovered the age old disturbing
preoccupations of man--the meaning of life; questionings
about life after death; the despair of the swift, destructive
passing of time; a sense of decay. Death was one of Frost’s
greatest obsessions. In “Departmental” it appears as a huge
moth, a giant in the eyes of ants. Particularly, there is
almost omnipresent in Frost’s poetry a basic death-wish,

which psychologists find is the deepest subconscious desire
of contemporary man living in a time of cultural decadence.

The speaker in Frost’s poems is often a tired old man

wishing for release from the pain of living. “Stopping by
Woods” with the speaker’s attraction to darkness, the snow
covering the earth like a winding-sheet in the dead of
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winter (the darkest day of the year), the life-giving water
dead-frozen, and sleep itself taken all together form an
almost overt statement of the death-wish. “After Apple-
Picking” presents the same tired old man desiring a kind
of sleep that is much like the sleep of death. "“The Death
of the Hired Man” is the death of a defeated old man trying
to preserve some dignity to the last, “Birches” with all its
pleasant imagery of boyhood pleasures on the farm reveals
finally the desire of the old speaker to get away from
earth at least for a while. In “Departmental” the speaker
is srhocked that the obsession with death is not the obsession
of every man but is left in ant-like society to the care of
a specialized group.

The speaker in Frost’s poems seems to be facing a
difficult choice between dying and continuing to live, work,
and suffer. He chooses life but not out of attraction to
beautiful nature, but rather with reluctance, dreaming about
the choice he did not make, the road not taken. In “Birches”
the old speaker dreams of swinging birches; in “After
Apple-Picking” he dreams of magnified apples. Both these
dreams are views of life beyond nature. In a dream-like
illusion, the old man of “The Death of the Hired Man”
thinks he has saved his dignity in death.

Frost does not state this particular feeling directly. He
is the master of the implied statement as well as of the
understatement. What he wants most to say he says indirect-
ly, in lines full of ambiguities, leaving to the reader the
task of discovering it if he cares to penetrate beneath the
beauty of mother nature and perceive her cruelty. Frost
the lovable wise old man reveals himself in his poetry as
a disturbed and disturbing artist.
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Robert Frost (1874—1963)



STOPPING BY WOODS
ON A SNOWY EVENING

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village, though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer 5
To stop without a farmhouse near

Between the woods and frozen lake

The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake

To ask if there is some mistake. 10
The only other sound’s the sweep

Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark, and deep.

But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep, 15
And miles to go before 1 sleep.



Line Word or phrase Annotation

1. woods . (REARBWR) -
3. see a8 "“understand’” fRH o
4. snow B HZREAMAN > RBREBEM
& o
9. harness bells EH BN
12. easy wind KB, -
downy flake ERWEHR o
14. promises g s RE o BEIE R BN E
B o

— 5% (Genre)

EERVERAEE 5 ¥H - Bl fEE . HARES
NEORENER o TRARENEE > BBER B3 AABHL
Ji o BABERE TR KEE SR AR RNER - WRES RN
KRz BRKETE  (BHXTETREN  SKDRTE

BHFNERAMBEF: (pastoral poetry) BB - NATE
BATERANOPT BB RLEESLTURA T BEINT
1#3% (pastoral lyric poem) o #EEWFHHIRENVERLEXR B
H—ERE BB (a poem of idea) > HBH IR AN EREA
HBE: ) HERBBERM (didactic) By -

=+ X8 (Theme)

HHL RPARBEIRARRERREHRSLEBHEE > BHE
AT ERHEE o BERMEBERERRNKERNIER &
WELETEOME - BRARIFKE > —HEHERHRS] > HE
R RO s — S EERETERENER o« HhIXARBR
M. ETHRERBER “To watch the woods fill up with

e




snow” o EMALHBRTE ETERIHMHYE ! R 2 “But 1 have
promises to keep” o fHiE 2 » Tk AMEXR LT T F &S
HIRES: o FESRBREVELEE LK BE HSMEREERRT  AREMRA
Db/ E%E (small conflict) HEHE ANAEBBLIFEOREE
(large conflict ) o F AIFEFERST “promises” REE » I,
PmREORTTBAE LR PIIURE NS LERREE
Mo {HAE KRB YR A K o

= syt (Symbols and Contrast)

FEeh R AR R BEE LM “woods” H1 “snow” o FRIKAIAE
HEERPITIRL 5 TR RBAMER > BREE o REZM LA
IR o B—@ih - EMAGM FTHRE “To watch the
woods fill up with snow” s & WHFHEELGHFEMMHOBR
FERHEE-BEOEMPYRA  #H LBEEKRE lovely” » HE
LE#RE “dark and deep” (H-+=17) o “lovely” #1*dark and
deep” fREHE #F] HEW MBI B MEdE] SElk - &
R AR AR RS AR B RS0 R “dark and deep” rPRUTHELEA
KAThe » AR A EBWEHEERARSET -

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,

But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go hefore I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.
B#HE—1TH “sleep” FIREARBE L1 » EHELEHFTR B
HIES o AR TR R A RNREE o

BB EX (Sound and Sense)

—HHFEFBRNELEERE TSR o 2 HEHEAS
RBRERT - JEHAERMS o 25530l (stanzas) - BHiAMNUT
(lines) » F—THRRRA BB ILPHHE (lambic tretrameter)
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o #f# (rhyme) BRE:#—@iNhERMA RN > B [aaba/bbeb/
ccde/dddd/ #iZE B AT LR ARE R HEEBEORSRME
o ERLIFREAREN— T [aaba/bbeb/ccde/dded/ RITE
A REFRTRASFERLERIRS > EfERARBOEET L
TR WHEERATBOANOCELE T ERHME - S EEREE—
By BRHREPHENZ— -




THE ROAD NOT TAKEN

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that, the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
1 took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.
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Line Word or phrase Annotation

1. diverged ik > SBA o

5. undergrowth A RAE X TR E AR o
8. wanted wear AR o 4 ABRH o

Robert Frost {EiA— MEFEHEEE2 NE A RTBUPRES
KBRS AR EERRN BESEE - BE L - RRNER RN
B LR BSRAIRS - (FH S B PNETTOREE - AFFEE— BRI
BB o

ERFFY - FABRBKELD - EoALNERPREERBENE
B WETBIRAER > T8 - RRBEREER - Ak
o PLBRA S BBEE s HRKP RO RERBARE KA LR
HBEEME  BEAY > REELETERERDATENE - 1
Bfth—xz > RRE R T o BEE L TERE > BEEERBEEH
B EXBEALRRECATLRZ: - B8ITE - k- AERT—
HERER AU - WEBANTAHEINE - hEZ M o

FERAK SO0 BB RS ER > BrETER
A& B S BRER -

AU EBIHBER 0 (EH0EH S R R T E R R
o FATBEE A WREATMABENS BN —ER e s
WA —LT o EERAATER B A S e EB g - fEXmBn
HR AHNEERHATERRE - AT33E > 5808 - S5
HRIR T4 > 83 x O x x O5EBRRVBEIR R ©




MENDING WALL

Something there is that doesn’t love a wall,
That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it
And spills the upper boulders in the sun,

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.
The work of hunters is another thing:

I have come after them and made repair

Where they have left not one stone on a stone,
But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,
To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean,
No one has seen them made or heard them made,
But at spring mending-time we find them there.
I let my neighbor know beyond the hill

And on a day we meet to walk the line

And set the wall between us once again.

We keep the wall between us as we go.

To each the boulders that have fallen to each.
And some are loaves and some so nearly balls
We have to use a spell to make them balance:
“Stay where you are until our backs are turned!”
We wear our fingers rough with handling them.
Oh, just another kind of outdoor game,

One on a side. It comes to little more:

There where it is we do not need the wall:

He is all pine and I am apple orchard.

My apple trees will never get across

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him.

He only says, “Good fences make good neighbors. ”

10

15

25



Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder

f I could put a notion ir; his head:

“Why do they make good neighbors? Isn’t it

Where there are cows? But here there are no cows.
Before I built a wall I'd ask to know

What I was walling in or walling out,

And to whom I was like to give offense.
Something there is that doesn’t love a wall,

That wants it down. ” I could say “Elves” to him,
But it’s not elves exactly, and I'd rather

He said it for himself, I see him there,

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top

In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed.

He moves in darkness as it seems to me,

Not of woods only and the shade of trees.

He will not go behind his father’s saying,

And he likes having thought of it so well

L]

He says again, “Good fences make good neighbors.
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