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PREFACE

Because I have been interested in the poems of Robert Frost
since I first came in contact with themy, I have been glad to
have an opportunity to investigate some phases of them rather
carefully.

There is disagreement among the critics as to the classification
under which Frost is to be placed. Some say that he is strictly a
local poet because he deals so much with New England material . Others
say that he is a universal poet; for, although he does write exten-
sively of his own region, its climate, its characters, and its cul-
ture, he is, nevertheless, a universal poet who vests these local
or provincial elements with meaning as broad in scope as the exper-
ience and thought of man,

The purpose of this thesis, then, is to produce evidence pre-
sented by critics of each school and to interpret other poems which

fit into the suggested categories, to show that Robert Frost is a

poet both provincial and universal.
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"But wat about your flora of the valley?"

"You have me there, But that--you don't think
That was worth money to mg? Still I own

It goes against me not to finish it

For ?he friends it might bring me. By the way,
I had a letter from Burroughs——did I tell you -~
About my Cypreveduim reginae;

He says 1TTs not Teported 50 far north.

The lawyer emters and with the lawyer, a little girl, Amne, who has
been a companion of the Broken One before he became broken. He has
taught her the ways 2nd names of flowers; and he has trained her to pick
no bouquets, for the flowers need to stay for seed. But she has modified
his decree because he, a special person is sick, and has brought him
two Ram's Horn Orchids, having léff four or five for seed. The law-
yer becomes impatient, and the man sends Anne on her way. After she
is gore, he explains,

Get out your documentsi TYou see
I have to keep on the good side of Anne,
I'm a great boy to think of nuxber ore.
And you can't blame me in the place I'm in.
Who will take care of my necessities
Unless I do?"

This passage not only gives the key to the title of the poem, but
it also illustrates Frost!s apt use of understaterncent to attain his
PUrposeS.

One of the most charming characters Frost presents is the old fish~-
erman who has made his dory into a flower box now that he can no longer
go to sea., The poem is only a dozen lines long, yet the man is well
drawn. One experiences more than the word pictures present in the

poem; he sees the squinted eyes and leathered skin sea people have,

he smells the tang of ocean air, and he hears the not so distant

pounding of the surf.
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The Flower Boat

The fisherman's Swapping a yarn for a yarn

Under the hand of the village barber,

And here in the angle of house and barn

His deep~sea dory has found a harbor,

An anchor she rides the summy sod

As full to the gunnel of flowers growing

As ever she turned her home with cod

From Geroe's bank when winds were blowing.

And I judge from that Elysian freight

That all they ask is rougher weather,

And dory and master will sail by fate

To see for the Happy Isles together.23

"Christmas Trees®2l is a poem Frost subtitles "A Christmas Circular

Letter" which, apparently, he sent to his friends in lieu of Christmas
cardse In it he tells of an offer he had for his trees. One snowy day
not too long before Christmas, a city stranger drove into the Frost
yard, and asked if he mi_ht buy the Christmas trees. Frost had not
thought of his young fir balsams as Christmas trees 3 he had no notion
of selling them, but he did dally with the notion. He finally showed
the trees to the would-be buyer. Many were growing too close to-
gether to have kept their lorely shape, but some were vell propor-

tioned; the buyer thought they would do.

I thought so too, but wasn't there to say so.
We climbed the pasture on the south, crossed over,
And came down on the north.

He said, "A thousand.m
1A thousand Christms treesl——at what apiece?®

He felt some need of softening that to me:
"A thousand trees would come to thirty dollars." 1

23. Ibid., p. 335.
214.- Ibid.’ ppo 132—13)40
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Then I was certain I had never meant

To let him have them., Never show surprisel
But thirty dollars seemed so small beside

The extent of pasture I should strip, three cents
(For that was all they figured out apiece),
Three cents so small beside the dollar friends
I should be writing to within the hour

Would pay in cities for good tree- like those,
Regular vestry--trees whole Sunday Schools
Could hang enough on to pick off enough.

A thousand Christmas trees I didn't know I had}
Worth three cents more to give away than sell,
As may be shown by a2 simple calculation.

Too bad I couldn't lay one in a letter.

I can't help wishing I could send you one,

In wishing you herewith a lerry Christmas,

This poem displays again the feeling of Frost as a typical rural
New Englander that money is a paltry pay for the priceless growth of the
gifts of mature.

Frost has managed to portray the people of his rural New England with-
out turning el ther emotional or sentimental, but showing a keenness of

insight found only in one who both loves and understands the people of

the region, in one who is, himself, at heart one of those people.
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CHAPTER IV

PORMS WITH DEFINITELY UNIVERSAL ELFMINTS
A. POEMS DEALING WITH OMMON HUMAN EXPERIENCES

I may as well confess myself the authar

Of several books against the world in general,
To take them as against a special state

Or even nation's to restrict my meaning,l

There is a group of critics and fellow poets who consider Robert
Frost a good poet, but a local one: he is New England; he is uncon-
scious of any geographical point outside that region and of any ex-
perience in his life that occurred any place else; it is surely not
too broad a statement to say that a ,oet with a purely local appeal
will not be widely read and admired outside the region with which ne
is concerned.

But Robert Frost has been both widely read and greatly admired out-
side his beloved New England. When he leftt the United States for
England in 1912, he was an unknown poet, not because he had not tried
to find publishers for his ,oems, tut because the editors had not acc-
epted his poems for publication. It was in IEngland in 1913 that his
first volume was accepted and publisked. In s ite of the fact that the
poens which constitute & Boy's Will were peems written in New England
and concerned with New England, the book found prompt and hearty re-

ception in England. In the Review of Reviews of April, 1915, Barter

tells of that reception.
The book (X Boy's Will) brought quick recognition as the work of

a rare nature, and Frost was promptly drawm out from his rurdl . .

l, Frost, Collected Poems, p. 206.
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retirement to be heartily welcomed in bhase choide circles of
london's best imbellectual life where c¢~ste distinctions count for
nothing and the sole test is merit., Nowhere is recogmition more
gemire ; in few places does it count so fully as a measure of worth.

Early last year North of Boston was brought out. . . Here the
author came fully InTo his own. The book brought instant acclaim,
and without reserve, Frost was honored as a poet of high distinction.
e+o The reviews and the weeklies gabe the ook exceptional sgace 3
the London Nation, for instance, devoted three columns to it.

Nor has the English acclaim been limited to the short period after
the "discovery! of the poet. Had that been true, her enthusiastic
acceptance might be attributed to a spontareous burst of applause
accorded to any of the mumerous poets during a period when new schools
were rot uncommn. Sixteen years later C. Henry Warren commented upon
the manner in which Frost!s poetry found a broad appeale

Save that the landscepe of his poetry is as likely to disclose a

maple as an elm, a bear as a fox, or an oven-bird as a lark, it
might be of England that he is singing.3

In further evidence that those who would limit the scope of Frost's
poetry so that he becomes a provincial or a local poet amd that only,
there follows a discussion of a group of poems which deal with common
human experiences and with such umiversal themes as the basic emotion
of fear and love, of man's struggle to overcome aabure and mture's
irresistabili ty, and of the impersonality and infinity of time; then
there are poems which show the impact the first World Wor made upon the
poet, and there are marr.tive poems whose basis is in no way in New
England,

Any one life has within its bounds many experiences which are common

2. TWm. Baxter, "New England's New Poet," Review of Reviews, v. 51,
(April, 1915), pp. L32, L33. =

3. C. Henry Warren, "An American Poet," The Fortnightly Review,
(Chapman and Hall Limited, London), v. 135, (February, 1931), De 302.



1ok
among other beings, but not every being has the ability, the desire, and
the skill to create about these experiences poems of such beauty and
simplicity as Rdbert Frost has done., An illustrative group of these
poems will be presented in this section.

"Good Hours" tells of a lonely walk taken in the winter vhen the
cottages of the villages were buried "up to their shining eyes in
snow"; the hikdr did not feel the loreliness, however, because of the
sense of life about him within the houses.

I had such company outward bound

I went till there were no cottages found,
I turned and repented, but coming badk

I saw no window but that was black,

Over the snow my crezking feet

Disturbed the slumbering willage street
Like proicnation, by your leave,

At ten o'clock of a winter eve,

Surely it 1s not an uncommon experience to find so much pleasure in
the "outward bound" part of some event that the turn about ishot made
until so late that repentance must come with it,

It is strange how those who work with the soil ana with planting
become so engrossed with the phenomenon of growth that they take ad-
vantage of every daylight hour for their gardens. They come to have a
passion ror growing thingse. Frost tells of this miracle in "Putting in
the Seed."5

You come to fetch me from my work to-night

When supper's on the table, and we'll see

If I caen leave off burying the white

Soft petals fallen from the apple tree

(Soft petals, res, but not so barren quite,
Mingled with these, smooth bean and wrinkled peaj;)

g e R Bld B B e @ e E e e 0 S & ° & BB & 8

L. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 128.

' s

5' ;Ll):—l_-gug Do DD
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How love burns through the Putting in the Seed
On tlr(_)ugh the watching for that early birth
Wken, just as the soil tarnishes with weed,

The sturay seedling with arched o dy comes
Shonldering its way and she dding the earth crumbs.

Who has not felt the wge to hurry spring after a winter spent in-
doors? With the coming of balmy weather, man wants to forget, for a time
at least, his work and go out to feel to the utmost the pleasures of
new gpring. Frost's "Prayer in Spring"6 sends a request to the south-
west winds to hasten spring for him, to

Burst into my narrow stall;
Swing the picture on the wallj
Bun the rattling pages o'er;
Scatter poems on the floor;
Turn the poet out of door.

Sparks from a fire and burning embers that fleet into the night sky
to tangle with the trees or compete with the stars have an appeal to
man's imagination. In his "Evening in a Sugar Orchard® Frost tells of
lingering outside the sugar house one March night and calling to the
fireman to give the fire another stoke to send up more sparks with the

aaoke,

I thought a few might tangle, as they dd,
Among the bare maple boughs, and in the rare
Hill atmosphere not cease to glow,

And so be added to the moonup there,

The sparks made no attermt to be the moon.
They were content to figure in the trees

As leo, Orion, and the Pleiades.

And that was what the boughs were full of soon.

"Rose Po.cgonias"8 is among the most beautiful of the poems in Frost!s

6. Ibid., p. 17
7. Ibido’ P. 289.
8 Tbilde; pat 19
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volumes. In it he tells of having come upon a small, lovely spot set
in seclusion fram the rest of the warld. Not Frost alone has had the
experience of coming unexpectedly upon such beauty that his heart has
offered up a little prayer for the security and safety of such a spot.

A saturated meadow,
Sun-shaped and j wel-small,
A circle scarcely wider
Than the trees around were tall;
Where winds were quite excluded,
And the air was stifling sweet
With the breath of many flovers,—-
A temple of the heat,

There we bowed us in the burning,
As the sun's right worshiy is,

To pick where none could miss them,
A thousand orchises;

For though the grass was scattered
Yet every second spear

Seen tipped with wings of color,
That tinged the atmosphere.

lle raised a =imnle prayer
Before we left the spot,
That in the general mowing
That place might be forgot;
@r if not all so favoured,
Obta.n such grace of hours,
That none should mow the grass there
While so confused withfflowers.

Athough it is a rather child-like thing to do, there is ac rtain
fascination in watching the movenents of the moon as one walks; now it
rests in a tree top, now it peeks jauntily over the ridge pole o- a house;
and soon it is someplace else--all because one changes his position or
moves his head. [Frost telis of this experience in "The Freedom of the

Moon."9

I've tried the new moon tilted in the air

Above a hagy tree-and-farmhouse cluster

As you might try a jewel in your hair,

T've tried it fine with little breadth of lustre,

S ——

9o Ibid., pe 3/l.
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Alone, or in one ornament combining J
With one first-water star almost as shining.

I put 1t shining anywhere I please,

By walking slowly on some evening later,
I've pulled it from a crate of crooked tree ,
And brought it over glossy water, greater,
And dropped it in, and seen the im ge wallow,
The color run, all sorts of wonder follow,

A number of Frost's poems deal with the basic human emotions,
fear and love. That these emotions are universal, no one can deny. To
be sure, Frost, because he is Frost and because he is a New Englarmder,
writes with restraint, but thet very restraint gives a greater farce
to his poems. No group of pwems better illustrates his belief in the
use of understatement to attain his ends than this group dealing with
fear and love.

"Fire and Ice"l0 deals with the emotions of desire and hate in the
abstract.

Some say the world will end in fire,
Some say in ice,

From what I've tasted of desire

I hold with those who favor fire.
But if it had to perish twice,

I think I knlw enough of hate

To say that for destruction ice

Is also great

And would suffice.

iThe Fear 1dig a narrative poer. A woman has left her msband to
elope with Joel.

A lantern light from deeper in the barn
Shone on a2 man and woman in the door

And threw their lurching sh:dows on a house
Near by, all dark in every glossy window,
A horse's hoof pawed once the hollow floor,
And the back of the gig they stood beside

10. TIbid., p. 268.

1J. . Ibido ] Pp ) 112—116.
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Moved in a little, The man grasped a wheel,
The woman spoke out sharply, "Whoa, stand stilll
X saw it just as -lain as a white plate, ¥
She said, ®as the light on the dashboard ran
Along the bushes at the roadside—a man's face."

So the poem begins with the fear in the lurching shadows, the
creaking gig, the pawing hoof, and the edged voice of the woman. And
throughout the poem, using this same reserve, Frost meintains the emo-
tion of fear until the nerves of the reader are drawn as taut as the
nerves of the woman. She must investigate before she will go in; she
pleads with Joel to go ahead, for she must face this alone. Against
his demurring, she pushes past him, gets the lantern, and advances to-
ward the dark. Still insisting that no one is there, Joel goes with
her. She calls into the dark and is startled when ler question "What
do you went?" 1s answered by "Nothing." The sense of fear is height-
ened by the secrecy Frost leaves with the reader who is never certain
Jjust what is hap ening; yet, for that very reason, he fecels more in-
tensely what the woman is experiencing. 7The man comes forward; he
has with him a child who, he suggests, hould prove that he is no
robber--or worse. She asks him,

Mfhat's a child doing at this time of night?"
"Out walking, Every child should have the memory
0f at least one long-after-bed time walk,

What, son?¥

"Then I should think you'd try to find
Somewhere to walk--"

"The highway, as it happens—-
We're stopping for the fortnight down at Dean's.”

"But if that's all--Joel--you realirg-=
You won't think anything. You undersvand?
You understand that we have to be careful.
This is a very, very lonely place.

Joel! She spoke as if she couldn't turn,
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The swinging lantern lengthened to the ground
It touched, it str ck, it clatiered anc . ni oube

And still the reader remzins in doudbt as to whetirr the walling man
was her husband or not, an- whether one of the ion or the other rurdered
her, or whether she merely fainted, o great wos the emotional reaction
when she found that the situation was not one that she had expected to
confromnt,

Be that as it may, the emotion fear is here so excellsntly nortriyad
that there is no doubt abcut the poem's universality.

"The Lockless Door™2 also de 1s vith the emotion fear. The nan in
this, as meny men in real life, fled from fear before he f.iced reslity
and, because he did so, must alter his life and, porhaps, forsake his
chosen goale

It went many years

But at last c me a knock,
And I thought of the coar
With no lock tolock.

I blew out the light

I tip—toed the floor,
And raiised both hands

In prayer to the door.
But the knock came again
My window was wide}

I climbed on the sill
And descended outside.
Back over the sill

I bauc a "Come in"

To whatever the lmock
At the door may have been.

So at a knock

I em tied my cage

To hide in the world
And altar w.th age.
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"Bereft™3 brings a theme of loneliness and the fear of loneliness,
In this poem, as in the *two Preceding, the cause of the fear is some-
thing vague, for Frost seems to have found that the thing men fear most
is something intangible, for were it reality, they would face it and
battle it through; but it is the fear of the vague, the unformulated

that makes man a coward,

Where had I heard this wind before
Change like this to a deeper roar?
What would it take my standing there tar,
Holding open a re tive doa,

Looking down hill to a frothy shore?
Sumrer was past and day was past.
Sorbre ¢louds in the west were massed.
Out in the porch!s sagging floor,
leaves got up in a coil and hissed,
Blindly struck at my knees ana missed.
Sore thing sinister in the tone

Told me my secret must be known:

Word I.as in the house alone

Somehow must have gotten abroad,

Word I was in my life alone,

Word I had no one left but God,

Another of the poems which deals with a fear of the elements is
"Storm Fea.r."lll Wherever man may live, there are cert'in seasons when
the weather makes shelter seem more than comf rting,

When the wind works against us in the dark,
And pelts with snow

The lover chamber window on the east,

And whispers with a sort of stifled bark,
The beast,

Come out! Come outj--

It costs no inward struggle not to go.

Ah, nol

Not of fear, but of loneliness does "An 0ld Man's Winter Night“15

speak; and in that portrayal of ancient solitude, Frost pulls upon the

13. Ibid., p. 317.
lho Ibido’ Pe 13.
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heart strings of the reader, The man is so o0ld and lonely that he is
not frightened, but he does frighten the very darkness and the hollow

cellar,

All out of doors looked darkly in at him

Through the thin frost, almost in separate stars,
That gathers on the pane in empty rooms.

What kept his eyes from giving back the gaze

Was the lamp tilted near them in his hand.

That brought him to that creaking room was age.
He stood with barrels round him—at a loss.

And having scared the cellar under him

In clomping there, he scared it omce again

In clomping off:--and scared the outer night,
Which has it sounds, familiar, like the roar

Of trees and crack of branches, common things,
But nothing so like beating on a box.

* e e s o e s+ o » The log that shifted with a jolt
Once in the stove, distrubed him and he shifted,
And eased his heavy breathing, but still s. ept,
One aged man--one man—can't keep a house,

A farm, a countryside, or if he can,

It's thus he does it of a winter night.

Another psem which deals with fear, but not with loneliness
is "The Most of it."l6 Every man longs for companionship with his
own kind, for one who will answer, who will understand. Often ‘/hen
man is so lonely he can find none of his own in the universe, he will
call and then, when the reply does come, it is different from what
he expected and for that reason disappointing. Frost puts this into
the words of a poem in "The Most of It."

He thought he kept the universe alone;

For all the voice in answer he could wake
Was but the mocking echo of his owm

Fron some tree-hidden cliff across the lake.
Some morning from the boulder-broken beach
He would cry out on life, what it wants

Is not its owvn love back in copy speech,
But counter-love, original response.

And nothing ever came of what he cried
Unless it was the embodiment that crashed
In the cliff's talus on the other side,

16, Frost, A Witress Tree. p. 23.
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And then in the far distant water splash
But after a time allowed for it to swinbed’
Instead of proving humen when it neared
ﬁgd someogebslse additional to him
a grea ck it powerfu appeared
Pushing the crumpled Waterlig aﬁgad,
And landed pouring like a waterfall,
And stumbled through the rocks with horny tread,
And forced the underbrush—-and that was all,

Man is a social creature; every one wants to have friends, to be

happy. The expression of this hunger is found in the short poen

"Revelation.“17

We make ourselves a place apart

Behind light words that tease and flout,
But oh, the agitated heart

Till someone find us really out.

'Tis pity if the case required
(Or so we say) that in the end

We speak the literal to inspire
The understanding of a friend.

But so with all, from babes that play
At hide-~and-seek to God afar,

So all who hide too well away
Must speak and tell us where they are.

When Frost writes love poems, he uses the same restraint and the
same device of understatement that he uses in depicting other emotion.
"Devotion"18 illustrates this point:

The heart can think of no devotion
Greater than being shore to the ocean—-
Holding the curve of one position
Counting an endless repetition.

"Moon Compasses"ld is a metaphor of exquisite beauty in which Frost

gives another definition of love., The emotional intensity of this

17. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 27.

18. 1Ibid., Pe 308'

19. Thid., p. 393.
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poem is made more powerful by the restraint,

I stole forth dimly in the dripping pause
Between two downpours to see what there was. -
And masked moon had spread down compass rays
To a cone mountain in the midnight haze,

As if the final estimate were ners 3

And as it measured in her calipers,

The mountain stood exalted in its place,

So love will take between the hands a face. .« .

It is, however, a poem slightly longer which is the greatest of
Frost's love poems, 1In "Two Look at Two"20 g pair of lovers have been
walking up the mountain and, though it is late s have gone further than
they intended. Finding their way blocked b~ a tumbled wall, they stood
for a moment looking reluctantly, "spending what omward impulse they
still had in one last look the way they must not go 2% for mountain
clirbing after derk was dangerous when a single loosened rock might
start a landslide., "This is all," they sigh d, but it was not all, for
on the other side of the wall a doe appeared and looked at them, not
with fear, but with surprise,

"This, then, is all. What more is there to ask?!
But no, mot yet. A snort to bid them wait.

A buck from round the spruce stood loc':ing at them
Across the wall as near as they.

This was an antlered buck of lusty nostril,

Not the same doe come back “nto her place.

He viewed them quizzically with jerks of head,

As if to ask, "hy don't you make some motion?

Or give some sign of life? Bec use you can't,

I doubt if you're as living as you look."

Thus till he had them almost feeling dared

To stretch a proffering hand--and a spell-breaking.
Then he too passed unscared along the wall.

Two had seen two, whichever side you spoke from,
"A11 this must be &11." It was all, Still they stood,
A great wave from it going over them,

As if the earth in one unlooked-for favor

Had made them certain earth returred their love.

20. Ibid., pp. 282, 283.
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"The Telephone"®ldeals, in a whimisical, yet tender, way, with

lovers'! talk. He had taken a long walk during the afternoon and, while
he was resting, he leaned his head against a flower and heard his love
talk. She mustn't deny it, for she spoke from the flower on her window
sill. He asks her if she remembers what she said and she, not wanting
to chance contradicting him, suggests that he tell first what he thought
she said,

Having, found the flower and driven a bee a.ay,
I leaned my head,

And holding by the stalk,

I listened and I thought I caught the word—
What was 1t? Did you call me by my name?

Or did you say—

Someone said 'Come'--I heard it as I bowed."
"I may have thought as much, not aloud,"

"ell, so I came."

Lovers have a way of enjoying reminiscence about the first time
they met and either how they recognized the moment as an important one
or how they now wonder that such a moment should have passed with no
especial significance attached to it. In "Meeting and Passing22 he
addresses her to remind her of their meeting.

Another mrrative love poem is "In the Home Stretch,!23 in which
an older couple are making a new start. They have moved from the town
Just fifteen miles into the country, but the change is great. There is
plaintiveness in the poem. The two love one another; but neither is

quite sure whose idea it was that they turn into "good farmers." In

21, Ibid., pe 1L7.
205 Ibides De 1L8.
23, Ibid., pp. 139-1L6.
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spite of himself, he fears that he ey have brought her here contrary
to her true desires, and she will not comit herself upon the subject.
He finds her looking out the window by the kitchen sink while the noisy
men are banging furniture into place upstairs. He asks what she sees
more than the weeds growing, and she replies that it is the years

"ithat kind of years?!

Uihy, latter years—
Different from early years.“’ 7

"T see them too.
You didn't count them?n

"No, the further off
S0 ran together that I didn't try to.

It can scarce be that they would be in nurber

We'd care to know, for we are not yaung now,

.-00"

The moving men are preparing to leave; they are clirhimg into the
wagon when she suddenly remembers that the stove is mot up, and they must
have that. The stillmess of the house is again broken with the tramp-
ings of heavy feet and the loud voices of strong men. Then they are
gone again, and one realizes for the first time that the woman did mt
really want to move, but in her love for Joe she is keeping it from him,
for he is as enthusiastic as a boy about the new venture,

"Did they make something lonesome go tirough you?

It would take more than them to sicken you--

Us of our bargzin, But they left us so

As to our fate, like fools past reasoning with.

They almost shook me.n

They find food, and the lanterm, which has not been lost; there is

bread and butter. They contimue to visit as they eat. Again one sees
the devotion of these two. She says,
"Dumped down in paradise We are and happy."

nTtt's all so much what I have always wanted,
T can't believe it's vhat you = ted, too."

nShouldn't you like to know?"
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o "I'd like to know
If it is what you wanted, then how mich
You wanted it for me.n

. "A troubled consciencel
You don't want me to tell if Id n't knowl

"I don't want to 2*nd out what can't be knovm.
But who first said the words to core ?
Hw dear’
It's who first thought the thought. You're searching, Joe,
For things that don't exist; I mean beginnings.
Ends and beginnings——there are no such thing s.
There are only nmiddles,n

In his enthusiasm, he wishes to take her outside for a good night toar,
but decides they are too tired and that morni ng will be soon enough to
"go the round of apple, cherry, peach, pine » alder, pasture, mowing,
well, and brook-—of the whole farm.
The last four lines sum up the mood of the . hole poem:
When there was no more lantern in the kitchen,
The fire got out through crannies in the stove
And danced in yellow wrigglers on the ceiling,
As much at home as if they'd always damced there.
There is only the poems in his recent volume vhich deals with love,
and those in a figurative vigy. In the 1irst one, Frost seems to be
saying that one who is held by the many ties oi love is so cont:nted in

being thus held that she is not conscious of them unless one of the b es

makes undue demand of her. The poem he calls "The Silken Tent "2l

She is as in a field a en tent

At midday when a sunny :ummer breeze

Hds dried the dew and all its ropes relent,
So that in guys it gently sweis at ease,
And its supporting ce tral cedar ole,

That is its pinnacle to heavenward

And signified the sursness of the soul,
Seens to owe naught to any single cord,

But strictly held by none, is loo ely bound.

2l Frost, Witmess Tree, pe 1 .
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By countless silken ties of love and thought
To everything on earth the co ass round,
And only by one's going slightly taut
In the capriciousness of summer air
Is of the slightest bondage made aware.

There are influences atrong enough once lives are crossed by them,
the lives are never again the same, Love is one of those forces. In
his poem "Never Again Would Birds' Song be the Same25 Frost suggests
that the birds sorngs are more beautiful becavse they krew Eve and felt

love for her.

Her would declare and could himself believe
That the birds there in all the garden round
From having heard the daylong voice of Ive
Had added to their own an oversound,

Her tone of meaning but without the words.
Admittedly an eloquence so soft

Could only have had an influence on birds
When call or laughter carried it aloft.

Be that as may be, she was in their song.
Moreover her voice uron the voices crossed
Had now persisted in the woods so long
That probably it never would be lost.,
Never again would birds's song be the samc.
And to do that to birds was why she came,

\ One of the characteristics of the nature of man is that he views
with reluctance the passing of a season of bearty, or a moment of per-
fection, of an experience of delight. Frost exy esses this thought in
two poems. In "October"ﬂé he addresses th:t month, reminding her that
he realizes the leaves have all ripened to fall if the morrow's wind be
wild, and :ith the leaves goes a period of beaity; so Frost asks
October to let the fall of leaves be slov, and to let the still lovely

days be less brief,

25- Ibid., Pe 2)4..
26. TFrost, Collected Poems, p. LO.
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Release one leaf at break of day;

At noon release another leaf 3

One from our trees, one far away.

Retard the sun with gentle mist;

Enchant the land with ame thyst.

Slow, sliowl

For the grapes! sake, if they were 41,
Whose leaves already are burnt vath frost,
Whose clustered fruit must else be lost——
For the grapes!' sake along the wall,

The other poem which deals with the same subject, though in a
slightly different light is "Reluctance."27 Man is always a questioning
creature; not only does he see the beauty of a phase pass, but he questions
the passing even though he knows that his questioning will not change
matlers one jot. In sequence of time, this poem might easily follow
"October."

Out through the fields and the woods

And over the walls I have wended;
I have climbed the hills of view

And looked at the world, and descended;
I heve come by the highway home,

And low it is ended,

For the world is bared, the leaves are gone except for a few last
ores hanging on but even they will be dropped onto the crusted snow

soon; the leaves that have fallen lie in dead he ps, not in scurrving

swirls; the asters @re gone and the flowers of the witch-hazel are
withered. "The heart is still aching to seek, but the feet question,

"Whither?#!

Ah, when to the heart of man
Was it ever less than a treason
To go with the drift of things,
To yield with a grace to reason,
And to bow and acce' t the end
0f a love or a season?

S Tibilde Dk Lide
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B. POEKS DZALING WITH VAN'S RELATION:SHID X NATURE

Another of the universal themes which I'rost discusses de:!s vith
the infinity of time and tire's indifference to man., Oeccasionally
Frost uses the term "time" in dealing with this matter, and eccasionally
he uses the term "nature" and man's strug-le to overcome the elements
of nature." He shows that the elements nlwavs soom te win out in the
end; yet, strapgely enough, even in the face of such over!: ! Ly
man progresses; when he is frustrated in one direetion, e tirns his
efforts toward amther point, On the other hand, vhen man has ‘orged
ahead far enough so that he can view wi.th a degree of satisfaction what
he has done, nature, takes things in hand and shows her ultimate
superiority.

The poem "New Ha. siiire" has bocn discussed in Lils work on page 35,

There is no necessity o? requoting here, but in connection iz th this

dise ssion it will be wall to n tice what Lujioe savs concern’ng this
poem.

It's a reasonable human at!.tude. Anyon: with an aince of humor

mist acce t ils own i finite unimiortivee in the universal scleme;

but he also has a riht to set up nis own imor ance 2s an «lenent
in that scheme... Both the state and the poet face the half-glance
of the world, and ths huge ghter of destn th oride and grit,
and without eg tivr, "l

In "The kfood.p:'Lle"2 Frost tells o or a w-lk in the frozen
swamp. A small bird caught his eve, and he ¢ uzht the =y= o! the bird,
for it flew silently a » always ke in tree between them for

safety as if he thousht the poet might be alter the white feather in

1. Monrog, o . Cit., 0. 62,

2. Thornton, 0 . Cit,, re rinted from Yul- levicw, Jobis. e 120,
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his tail "like one who takes everything said as personal to himself."
But he forgot the bird when he noticed a cord of maple, all cut and

neatly stacked; obviously it was older even than the cutting of the
year before last.

The wood was grey and the bark was warping off it
And the pile was somewhat sunken. Clematis

Had wound strings round and round it like a bundle.
What held it though on one side was a tree

Still growing, and on one a stake and prop,

These later sbout to fall. T thought that only
Someone who lived in turning to fresh tasks
Could so forget his handiwork on which

He spent himself, the labour of his axe,

And leave it there far from a useful fireplace

To warm the frozen swamp as best it could

With the slow smokeless burning of decay.

To find the relationship of this poem to the resistless forces
of nature, one may note the words of McBride Dabbs: Among the poems
which -are, in their entirety, symbolic, "The Wood-Pile" is notable. . .
Nature holds man. . . . In a shadow. In its passive mood, it is solid,
unyielding; in its active, almost resistless.!"3
"On Taking from the Top to Broaden the Base"lt has in it an
umisually vivid illustration of the struggle of man a:ainst nature, for,
Jjust when he thinks that he has conquered her and that he is safe enough
to shake a defiant fist at her, she indulges in some minor tantyum which
is a maipr tragedy to him; and in spite of his boasting he is laid low.
Roll stones down on our head.
You squat old pyramid,

Your last good avalanche
Was long since slid.

3. McBride Dabbs, "Robert Frost and the Dark Woods," Yale Review
vol. 23, ilarch 1934) p. 5l6.

L. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 38 .




Your top has sunk too low,
Your base has spread too wida,
For you to roll one ston

Down if you tried,

But even at the word

A pebble hit the rooi,
Another shot through glass
Demanding proof.

Before their panic hands
Were fighting for the latch,
The mud came in one cold
Unleavened batch.

And none was left to
Of an old mount=int
Thet st took from its t
To broaden its base.
A though Frost is fully aware of the fut: ol s
some of the elements of nature, he not ut

can still speak of her ca;:ices with a wr . )

CZl.oucl‘mlrst'5 he has this to say:

Let the down our roil and !
The worst it car
Is carry some garie
A little nearer to the sez,
But he is not vas concerned, for =
be washed avizy"; and wner is, it i8 no
farce of nature L ¢ ce ol v r - i
the low places sh s and the ! oW,
Ther 1 1 need do u
To other end o b &y
trocts - to s
aver to g
old tool of
. : :
The w¢ 0 chianged to 1€,
But to . no




¥ay my application so close

To so endless a repetition

Not make me tired and morose

And resentful of man's cord tiomn,

The very title of the poer "On Going Urmoticedn® glves tha key

to the thought developed therein. Again the there is that o ture i:
unperturbed by the srall ways of man. You go into tie forest md
find a bed of lovely flowers, coral-root. You wint on 2 O g1
fear that for taking such beauty, you will have t tone .

You grasp the bark by a rugped t,

And look up small from the forest!s £ nt.

The only leaf it drops goes wide,

Your name not written on cither side.

You linger your little hour and are gone,

Anc still the woods sweep 1y on,

Not =ven missing the coral-root flower

You took as a tropiy of the hour.

Another poem which develops this e 1a 9The ] of

Versed in Country Things."! The farm house had burned long 2w,
and all that was left standing wes the chimmey. Tt m ac: the
way s till stood though it was no longer used cxcept bt
which flew in and out the broken window:,

Their murrur more like the s sigh

Fron too rmch dv ing on t hag b "
Yot for then the lilac rene l=af,
And the : vlm tho to €3
And 1 mn £lung a1 5
tt erost ca a glrand of E .
For then there 1y 1 ne sad,
but he e viie neat L Uy
T t0 be warsed in country tt s
to b ve that the pt a

7o Ibid., P 300,




Nor are the larger forces of nature anymore disturbed by man than
are the trees and flowers, "On looking by Chance at the Constella-
tions,"d indicates that the plan on which nature rejulstes her con-
stellations makes one aware of her infinite impersonality. She is
unconcerned about the conditions existing on earth.

You'll wait a long, long time for anything much

To happen in heaven beyond the floats of cloud

And the NorthernLights that run like tingling nerves.
The sun and moon get crossed, but they never touch,
Nor strike out fire from each other, nor crash out loud.
The planets secem to interfere in their curves,

But nothing ever happens, no harm is dons.

We may as well go patiently on with our life,

And look elsewhere than to stars and moon and sun
For the shocks and changes we need to keep us sane.
It is true the longest droudit. will end in rain,

The longest peace in China will end in strife.

Still it wouldn't reward the watcher to stay a.ake

In hopes of seeing the calm of heaven treal

On his particular time and personal signt.

That calm seems certainly safe to last tonight.

Then there are scveral poems which, instead of speaking of the
resistlessness and impersonality of mture, speak of time, The ploin-
tively beautiful poem "They 'Tere Welcome to their Belief " tells that
man grows old wheth r he experiences rrief or pa‘n, or ne ther, for as
the seasons pass hi head whitens.

Grief may have thought it was rrief.
Care may have thought it was care.
They were welcome to their belief,
The over important pair.

But it took everr year that came, beginning wher the wan
young, to make his head white, but it did whilen, becoring a "shade

more the color of snow' every year.

. TIbid., p. 3k6.

Q

Os Tbidss De 590,



Grief may have thought it was grief,
Care may have thought it was care.
But neither one was the theif

0f his raven color of hair.

The infinity and changlessness of time, the brevity and in-
-significance of man is the theme of "I Will Sing You One-0."10
The poet lay wakeful in bed, wishing for time to pass when the town
clock struck one, This started a trend of thought which was not to
stop short of the constellations of the universe. TFor that one
symbolized much more than the time of the night. Uith it the winds
came to tell of the sun, the moon, the stars, the planets, the con-
stellations, beyord which is God. The winds spoke for the clock.

In that grave word
Uttered alone

The utmost star
Trembled and stirred,
Though set so far

Its whirling frenzies
Appear like standing
In one self station.
It has not ranged,
And save for the wonder
Of once expanding

To be a nova,

It has not changed
To the eye of man
One planets over
Around and under

It in creation

Since man began

To drag down man

And nation nation.

Time is everlasting even beyond the forces of nature, for given
enough time, the forces of nature through erosion charnge the con-

tours of the earth . The first two stangas of "I Could Give All To

Tim“ndeal with the impersonality of time in regard to these changes.

10, 1Ibid., . 26l-266.
11. Frost, fitness Tree, p. 17.
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To Time ::.t never seems that he is brave
To set himself against the peaks of snow
To lay them level with the rumming wave,
Nor is he overjoyed vhen they lie low
But only grave, contemplative and grave.
What now is inland shall be ocean isle,
T@en eddies playing round a sunken reef
Like the curl at the corner of a smile;
And T could share Time's lack of joy or grief
At such a planetary change of style.
That man may temporarily overcome the forces of nature Frost
shows in another group of poems. These deal with the struggle that man
makes to establish a habitation or a home and the swiftness and cer—
tainty with which nature takes over the area as soon as man has turned
his back. "The Census Taker"?2 takes this repossession by nature fur-
ther than the local placed indicated. The poet assuming the role of
census—-taker, has come to a %slab-built, black-paper-covered house of
one room, one window, and one door, the only dwelling in a waste
cut over a hundred square miles round it in the mountains." Though
there had at one timd been dwellers here, there was now only the severest
desolation.
The time was autumn, but how anyoue
Could tell the time of year when every tree
That could have dropped a leaf was down itself
And nothing but the stump of it was left
Now bringing out its rings in sugar of pitch;
And every tree up stood a rotting trunk
Without a single leaf to spend on autumm,
Or branch to whistle after what was spent.
As the census-taker stood under the spell of this desolation,
he imagined he saw the men who lived there. His meditations led him

to think what he could do about the house, about the people who were

not there.

12, Frost, Collected Poems, pp. 216, 217.
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Tl‘lis house in one year fallen to decay
Filled me with no less sorrow than the houses
Fallen 'po ruin in ten thousand years

Were Asia wedges Africa from Ewrope,

Absorbed in thought of the places where s ouls "grow fewer and fewer
eévery year,'" he reached thig conclusion: "It must be T want life to
go on living,"

But houses of strange, imaginary people are mt the only ones
which natvre reclaims if she is given the opporturity. In a poem
which gains the reader's sympathy Frost speaks of his own birthplace-~
at least his own for the duration of the poem--and its return to-
ward its native state., He calls it "The Bir thplace,"l3.

Here further up the mountain slope
Than there was ever any hope,

My father built, enclosed a spring,
Strung chains of wall round everything,
Subdved the growth of earth to grass,
And brought our various lives to pass.
A dozen girls anu boys we were.

The mountain seemed to like the stir
And made of us a liitle while-~

ith always something in her smile.
Today she wouldn't know our name.

(No girl's of course, has stayed the same. )

The mountain pushed us off her lmees.,
And now her lap is full of trees.

Man seems to have subdued nature in "A Brook in the Ci'lzy"l.uk;‘or
a new city street has taken the path that the brook omce followed,
Turred into a sewer, it would seem to be safely cemented down to the
control of man, But Frost cammot believe that the subjugation is so

comnlete as it ap.ears on the new maps wiich no lomger indicate the

course of the brook.

But I wonder
If from its being kept forever under

13. Ibido’ po 33O¢
1h. 7Ibid., p. 2Ek.




The thoughts may not have risen that so keep
This new-built city frompork and sleep,

The picture of man in his struggle against nature is not completely
dark, not even for Frost, McBride Dabbs offers an explanation of the
poet's attitude on the question of man and nature:

Yet, though mture thrsatens man with destruction, its very
challenge creates courage, and s life, within him, Nature exists—
so far as man is concerned—to be fought against; tut not to be
destroyed, even wgere that possible, for that would be the destruction
of man himself,l

Lewishohn points out this philosophy as illustrated in "On a Tree
Fallen Across the Road." He says, "Mankind has a way of striving
there is, at the least, a fundamental moral energy in human life;

'The Tree F dlen Across the Road! cannot really halt us."]'6 The
incident in the poem is this: travelers on a journey know that a
tree fallen across the road does not permanently bar the way tothe
goal; it only makes them stop to think what to do.

And yet she (the treel knows obstruction is in vain;

We will not be put off the final goal

We have it hidden in us to attain,

Not though we have to seize earth by the pole

And, tired of aimless circling in one vlace,

Steer straight off after something inco spaceei?

The theme in "Sand Dunes":LB indicates that man will strive, and
get ahead in one way or another through the power of his mindj for s

though nature may overcome man in the more material sense and By Seemn

to cut him off from his goal at every turn through the power of his mind

he finds a new way ont,

150 Dabbs, &p_u _C_i’tl., p. 123'
16. Quoted by Thorton, op. cit., p. 290,

17. :Frost, 22. Cit;, De 2960
18. Ibid., p. 330.
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Sea waves are green and wet,
But up from where they die,
Rise othsrs vaster yet,

And those are brown and dry.

They are the sea made land
To oome at the fisher town,
And bury in sclid sand

The men she ¢ ould not drown.

She may know cove and cape,
But she does not know mankind
If by any change of shape,
She hopes to cut off mind,

Man left her a ship to sink:
They can leave her a hut as well;

And be but more free to think

For the one more cast off shell,

In Frost's recent book, A Witress Tree, he seems to have a more
optimistic outlook concerming the reiationship of man and nature 3
nature mst be a fraction more benignant than she is malicious else
by this time man would have been annihilated.

It is "Our Hold on the Planet"l9 which gives expression to this
idea of a more lenient mature than has been pictured in the earlier
publicationss Although Frost usually presents only the bleaker side of
nature when representing ler as the elements in their relation to the
uman race, in this poems he devotes the first eleven lines to showing
her more maternal side.

We asked for rain, It didn't flash androar.

It didn't lose its temper at our demand

And blow a gale. It didn't misunderstand

And give us more than our spokesman bargaired for;
And just because we owned to a wish for rain,
Send us a flood and bid us be dammed and drown.,
It gently threw us a glittering shower down.

19. Frost, A Witness Tree, p. L3.
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And when we had taken that into the roots of grain,
It threw us another and then another s+ill

Till the spongy soil again was natal wet.

We may doubt the just propartion of good to 111,
There is so much in nature against us,

The rest of the poem glves adequate justification for the conclusion

that has gone before,

But we forget:
Take nature altogether since time began,
Including human nature, in peace and war,
And it must be a little more in favor of man,
Say a fraction of one percent at the very least,
Or our mumber living wuldn't be stea. ily more,
Our hold on the planet wouldn't have so increased.
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C. POEMS DEALING WITH MAN'S RELATIONSHIP TO MAN

War is an unfortumtely universal theme. Robert Frost was in
England when she entered World War I. One of his most intimate English
acquaintances, Edward Thomas, lost his life on Vimy Ridge., The im~
pact of that wer and fear of war in general left upon Robert Frost a
mrk that is shown in a pumber of his poens. VYRange-Finding"l shows
the fierceress of war even more vividly because it tells how the in-
fluence is felt beyond man and cuts into the lives of the small crea-

tures which are found in his environment.

The battle rent a cobweb diamond-strung

And cut a flower beside a ground bird's next

Before it staired a single human breast.

The stricken rlawer bent double and so tung.

And still the bird revisited her young.

A btutterfly its fall had dispossessed

A moment sought in air his flower of rest,

Then lightly stooped to it and fluttering clung,

On the bare upland pasture there had spread

O'ernight 'twixt mullein stalks a wheel of thread

A sudden passing tullet shook it dry.

The indwelling spider ran to greet the fly,

But finding nothing, suddenly withdzew,

A poem which shows the bitterness Frost feels toward war is

"The Bonfire 2 The father in the poem suggests to the children that
they go up the hill with him this particular evening to set fire to
all the brush that they had piled up for winter, The flame will shoot
so high the people will come to the windows of the ir houses to see
what is causing such a light. TWhen he suggests that they might scare
themselves, the children ask if it would scare him, too. Yes, he

tells them, for once he built a smdll fire which got out of hand for

1. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 159.

2. Ibids, pp. 163-166.



a time; it burned withered grass and flowers. In fear he nelt to
rub—-"fight such a fire b~ rubbing not b beatingi--the fire out with
his coat, the only weapon he had available. The smother of smoke was
almost past abiding, but he Eept on, the thought of the wads and
tom set on fire by him goading him to fight on the road side while
he trusted the brook to stop it on the otrer. He won; and in spite
of his weariness he felt he was walking on air, even when the neigh~
bors who had passed a green field on the wav saw it suddenly turned
black on their return. No wonder, he comments, he would be scared.
Then the children have a2 juestion:

"If it scares you, what will it do to us?"

"Scare you, But if you shrink from being scared,
What would you .ay to war if it should come?
That's what for reasons I should like to know--
If you can “omfort re b; any answer."

"Oh, but war's not ior children—-it's for ren,"

"Now we are digging almost down to China,
My dear, my dear, you thought that--we all thaight it,
So your misteke was ours. Haven't you heard, though,
About the ships where war 1as found them aut
At sea, about the towns i'here var has cone
Tirough opening clouds at night with lroning speed
Purther o'erhead than all but stars and angels,—-
And chil ren in ships and in the towns?

Haven'!t you leard what we have lived to learn?
Nothing so new--sorething we had forgotten:

ar is for everyone, for children too.

T wesn!T goIng to tell you and I mustin't.

The best may is to come up hill with me

And have our fire and laugh and be afr id."

The bitterness of disillusionment is rIound the sonnet entitled

"The Flood."3 It is both a bitterness and a disillusionment thet

3. Ibid., p. 323
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might apply today when the men of the world have learned of the seeming
inevitability of man's need to struggle one against the other even as he
mist struggle against nature. Herein Fros't speaks of the many times
that man has thought the human greed which stirs up wars has been
smothered, only to see it break through again.

Blood has been harder to dam back than water,
Just when we think we have it impourded safe
Behind new barrier walls (and let it chafel).
It breaks away in same new kind of slaughter.
e choose to say it is let loose by the devil;
But power of blood itself releases blood,

It goes by might of being such a flood

Held high at so umnatural a level.

It will have outlet, brave and not so brave,

Weapons of war and implements of peace

Are but the points at which it finds release.

And now it is once more the tidal wave

That when it has swept by leaves sumrits stained.

Oh, blood will out., It cannot be contained,

"The Peaceful Shephercl")-L is another of the poems which reveals
the bitterness at the stupidity of man which has caused him to become
involved in war. It is the only time reference is found so directly
to Christianity.

If heaven were to do aga.n,
And on the pasture bars,

I leaned to line the figures in
Between the dotted stars,

I should be tempted to forget,

I fear, the Crown of Rule,

The Scales of Trade, the Cross of Faith,
As hardly worth renewal .

For these have governed in our lives,
And see now men have warred.

The Cross, The Crown, the Scales may all
As well have been the Sword.

One of his war Poems "Not to Keep"S deals with the tragedy of

4. Ibid., p. 319.
5. Ibid., p. 28L.
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the personal element, A wife received word first that her husband was
being sent back to her from the war. Because the army retuwrns only the
living, mot the dead, she was glad; but when she saw him she looie d
for some disfigurement, spme mained limb; she could see nothing wrong;

so she asked,

et is it, dear?" And he had given all
And still he had all--they had--they the Jucky!
Wasn't she glad now? Everything seemed o,
And all the rest far them permissible e ase,
She had to ask, M#hat was it, dear?n
He had to tell her, it was only a bullet high in the chests he had ome
home for mursing at her hands so that he could return to the lines in
a week,
The sare
grin giving to do over for them both
She dared no more than ask him with her eyes
Howwas it with him for a second trial.
Ana vith his eyes he asked her ot to ask
They had given him back to her, but not to keep,

"The Trial by Existence" treats of a theme which has often been
developed in the hands of the writers of the ages. It expresss the
idea that humen kind chooses its own fate in o me way or another.
The poem tells of a scene in heaven; the angels are gathered to-
getler on a cliff-top where "the trial by existence mamed, the
obscuration upon earth." Though they see the sacrifice that birth
upon earth will necessitate, they are more than villing to o, for
they see the opportun ty of doing sone good, and the tale of earth's

unhonored things sounds nobler there than 'neath the sun and

The State of earth's unhonored thirgs

Sounds nobler there than 'neath the sun;
And the mind whirls and the heart sings,
And a shout greets the daring ons.
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But always God speaks at the end;
"One thought in agony of strife
The bravest would have by for friend,
The memory that he chose the life;
But the pure fate to which you go
Adwits no memory of choice,
Or the woe were not earthly woe
To which you give the assenting voice,"

And so the choice must be again,
But the last choice still the same 5
And the awe passes wonder then,
And a hush falls for all acclainm,
And God has taken a flower of gold
And broken it, and used therefrom
The mystic link to bind and hold
Spirit to matter till death come.

'Tis of the essence of life here,
Though we choose greatly, still to lack
The lasting memory at all clearer,
That life has for us on the wrack
Nothing but what we somehow chose;
Thus are we wholly stripped of pride
In the pain that has but one close,
Bearing it crushed and mystified.
In discussing this poem, Gorham B. Nunson quotes another critic:
"As Llewellyn Jones has stated it, it is 'A recognition that suffering is
always in terms of what we are, not an alien something hitting us by chance

from without but somehow or other implicit in our very cons‘bi‘bution.("6
Frost, with unusual optimism, sets out to prove, in spite of the
things he hears the sages say, that this age of man is no darker than
any age which has gone before. His method of proof is an imaginary
conversation with some poet who lived generations ago. He entitles

this poem "The Lesson for Today. "7 The whole point of the conversation

6. lmunson, op. ¢it., p. 113.

7. Frost, A Witness Tree, pp. L6-52.
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is to see which can produce evidence to prove that his age will go
domn in history as the darker. This is the only time that Frost
specifically says that he is dealing in universals.

Both must admit that it is difficult to appraise a time in which
one is living; but they can pretend they know enough of what the long
view will say to select the worst points of their respective ages.
They find a common ground to begin upon:

There's always something to be sorry for,

A sordid peace or an outrageous war.

Yes, yes, of course, we have the same convention.
The groundwork of all faith is human woe.

It was well worth the preliminary mention.

There's nothing but injustice to be had.

But let's get on to where our cases part,
If they do part. Let me propose a start.

e el e e e e S s 8 e e A e R.w & e e @ e W

Space ails us moderns: we are stuck with space,
Its contemplation makes us out as small

As a brief epidemic of microbes

That in a good glass may be seen to crawl

The patina of this the least of globes.

But have we there the advantage after all?

You were belittled into vilest v.orms

God hardly tolerated with his feet;

Which comes to the same thing in different terms.
We both are the belittled human race,

One as compared with God and one with space,

I had thought ours the more profound disgrace.

] L] . . . . - . - . e . . . . . - o o o . .
So science and religion really meet.

But these are universals, not confined
To amyone time, place, or human kind.
We'lre either nothing or a God's regret.
As ever when philosophers are met,

No matter where they stoutly mean to get,




Hor what particulers the reason from,
They are ohilosonhers, and from ol. habit
They end u» in the universal /hois

As wnorizinal as oy rrabbit,

Then Frost reaches “he conclusion that Vone ame 1is 1ilte another

for the soul, for a2ll ares shine +riti equal dar:ness.” He ' oints

out that he lLics gone o the grave ward to tao > it lls and has

noticed that 1ife voari s in lenmth from a few hours to over 2 hundred

N
i

» -.xdversal, not onl:- nankind, but the race,
the nation, and rosribl- the e~rth "are doored to brolon-olf CATCETS .

So after all, onc 252 is not in reality darler thon ancbther J.02, tfor

the scrme vnivorsais 2 1 to all,
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D. POEMS WITH SETTINGS DEFINITELY OUTSIDE NEW ENGLAND

In further evidence of the fact that Frostt!s scope is broader than
the provincial setting of his New England home, there are a rumber of
poems which are definitely set outside that region. The poet spent the
first ten years of his life in California in a period shortly following
the gold rush days. There is nothing to indicate that the lad took all
the intensity of such living very closely to heart, but there is evi-
dence that he did not tear it from his memory so completely as some
would have his readers believe. One of the poems of his boyhood is
"A Peck of Gold."d Aithough the refrain is not a common device in the
works of this poet, it is used here in a modified form.

Dust always blowing about the town
Except when sea-fog laid it down,
And I was one of the children told
Some of the blowing dust was gold.
A1l the dust the wind blew high
Appeared like gold in the sunset sky,
But T was one of the children told
Some of the dust was really gold.
Such was life in the Golden Gate:
Gold dusted all we drank and ate,
And I was one of the children told
e all mist eat our peck of gold.™

Though Frost left California when he was ten years old and, to
this time, has not returned to that state, at least one of his exper-
iences wrth the ocean left a profound impression on him. The name of

the poem in which he reveals the thoughts———which must have come to him

much later--induced by one ocean View is simply "Once by the Pacific.™

1. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 312.
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The shattered water made a misty din,
CGreat waves looked over others commng in,
And thought of doing something to the share
That water never did to land before.
The clouds were low and hairy in the skie Sy
Like locks blown for ard in the gleam o0 © eyes,
You could not tell, and yet it looked as if
The shore was lucky in beirng backed by B
The ¢ 1ff in being backed by continent;
It looked as if a might of dark intent
las coming, and not only a might, an age.
Someone had better be prepared for rage.
Trere would be more than ocean-water broken
Before God's last Put out the Light wagspoken.2

There is a second part of "The Wind and the Rain® discussed on
page thirty seven of this work. Because the setting is an arid region-~
probably a desert srea of the Southwe:t, this poem also may be classed
with those placed outside of New England.

In one of the poems which expressed Frost's philosophy of letting
wat will be, be, tiere is another outside reference, though the
reader must decide .or himself whether the locationis Califomia or
Engl:w';s however, he can be sure, since the sun sets in a gulf, that

it is not Frost's home state. The poem is called "Acceptance."3

When the spent =sun throws up its r:;s on clamd
And goes - omn burning into the gu” f below,

No wice in nature is heard to cry lad

4t vhat has happened.

One of the sections of his book of Colliected Poems, Frost en-—
titles "The Outland" perhans some of the earlier critic:l jibes at
his comylete disregard of amy part of the . orld or his experience
other than New England led him to believe that he must of necessity

write samething more obviously of the ouuside worl:, and so label it.

2, Ibid., p. 31k
3. Ibid., . 313'
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Be that as it may, two of the three "Outlands® poems are histarical

narratives. The first one is WTue Vindictives," which deals with a
phase of the fall of the Ine: kingdom. It was the ;re: Yst old
which the comjuerors fir % sought, They took the kirs i one s Lhen

demarded all the gold his subjects could gather ior his ranso:,
But wen there seemed no more to bring
His ca tors convicted the kirg
Of orce having started a war,
And str ngled the wretch with a s trdag,

Whereupon the subjugated people determined thrt, since rolc was tle
thing the conqueror wanted, no nore gold shoull they have. The Incas
in their hate began hiding th gold.

That self-sack and s lf-overthrow.
That was the splendidest sack
Since the forest Germns sacked Rome .
And ook the gold candlesticls hoic,
Even the rack ocaild not tear from them the secrets of their treasure .
But the conquered grew meek and still
They slowly and silentl ag .
They kept their :ecrets and died,
Maliciously satistied,
The most coveted treasure of all was a thousar -1 nked chain of gold,
each link of which weighed a hundred t; 1t bad served =5 the palace
gate by being loo ed ten times from | ole to pol:, It was hiiden in an
old burial hole in a tribal cave, where its splendor shone amon: the
deca;ing bones of human and beast, and ever: Inc d cocerning
that treasure had a different story to tell in hi- hite: it had gone
to the coast; it had been sent over the mountrins to the e st; a sun-

priest hac led a =ingle file expedition into the north < th it. But
the gold lay in the £ilth, bri ht and untarnished, while the secret

of its disposal and the slow seething of hate died with the peoples
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for they had a philosorhy which backed them vp in their non-violent
resistance.

"Thg best way to hate is the worst.

'Tis to find what the hated reed,

Never mind of actual worth,

And wipe that out of the earth.

Let them die of unsatisfied greed,

Of unsatisfied love of display,

Of unsatisfied love of the high,

Unvulgar, unsoiled, and ideal.

let their trappings be taken away.

let them suffer starvation and die

Of being brought down to the real.n

"The Bearer of Evil Tidings," the second poem of this group,

is a reminder that in the olden days the messenger who was so un-
fortunate as to be selected to carry baa tidings to his emperor was put
to death in reward for his efforts. This particular bearer was half
way to his destination when he remembered how dangerous to himself his
news was, so he took the fork of the road that turned into the unknowm.
His running led him into the land of Pamir, where he met a girl of
his own age, a member of an isolated tribe, who told him the story of
her tribe's arigin and religion. A Chinese princess had been enroute
to wed a Persian rince when she was found to be with child. She and
ber army came to a troubled halt. "And though a god was the father
and nobody else at fault, it had seamed discreet to remain there and
neither go on nor backe Because this child was of divine parentage,
he was given the rule of this tribe which grew from the halted people.
The Bearer was so pleascd with the situation that he decided to take

up their religion and become a member of this Himalayan tribe.

At least he had this in common

With the race he chose to &ddopt;

They had both of them had their reasons
For stopping where they hadstopped,
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As for his evil tiding,
Belshazzar's overthrow,
¥Why hurry to tell Belshaszzar
What soon enocugh he would know,

The third "Outlands" poem, "Iris hy Night," has been discussed
among those wthich deal with the personal eclements in Frost's poetry,
but in the sectionnow under discussion it will be well to paint out
that the setting of this poem is Englami:

One misty even.ng, one another!s gride,

We two were groping down a Malvern side
The last wet fields and dripp: g hedges home,

In his recent book there is another of the narrative poems based
u:on legend, "The Discovery of the ]s.la.clce:'Lras."5 That the basic story
is in good repute is evinced by its being mentioned in the Encyclo-
pedia Britannica:

There is a romentic story to the effect that two lovers, Rdert
Mashim, a Machin or Macham, and Ann D'Arfet, fleecing from England to
France (cl370) were driven out of their course by a violent storm
and cast on the coast of Madeira at a place subsequently named lachica

6

in memory of one of them,

A stolen lady was coming on board,

But whetler stolen from her wedded lord

ur from her own self against her will

7as not sev 1orth in the lading bill.
However she came, her courage was weak when the irrevocable mm it
of departurs cae, for "hex lavesr to mslie ti LTl ol =
her the £inal lifb." The first days of the journey were so rough that

the lady had to stay below deck; but when the weather turned fair

ho Ibido, p. )-‘18.
5. Frost, Witness Tree. pp. 32-37.

6. The Encyclopaidia Britannica, London, (1937), Fourteenth
Edition, v. 15, pe 009,
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"she was carried out beside the mast," where she and her lover sat and
corwersed with one another more in looks and head shakings than in words,
Ogcasionally the lover, to keep the captain's favor, would go to talk
with hin. The ship had rormerly been a slaver and the captain liked
to tell staries of those days, One he told the lover concerned a couple
of captive lovers on beard a slaver who, in their love for one another,
were oblivious of surrounding conditions. Unfortunately the fever
struck the boat, and the "migger" man was among the first who took it.
The crew decided to throw him overboard alive to prevent the spread of
the disease, but the girl made such a savage scene in her fighting
to prevent this step that the crew were angered. Some one md an idea,

Apparently these two ought to marry,

We get plenty furnerals at sea

How for a change would a wedding be ?—=

Or a combination of the two,

How would a fure ral-wedding do?

It's gone so far shels probably caught

flhatever it is the niggee's got."

They bound them naked so they faced

With a length of cordage about the wailst,

O-..l.".l...'ltt.o.

They added clasps about the n k

And went embraced to the cold and dark

To be their own marriage feast for the shark,
When the lover returnmed to the woman he had left by the mast, he re-
peated some of the conversation, but she sensed there was more, Upon
her demand, he told her the tale. She sought denial of its truth, but
no denial was forthcoming. The story seemed to break her spirit;

she could not flee physically, so she withdrew to herself. She daily

faded more until the lover finally asked the captain to put them off
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at the nearest land, hoping that an "untossed ~_-ce" wou effect a
cure., The ship 1ar in the bay for awhile waitin- for her recoves 3

but she grew worse rather than better.

Her lover saw them sail away,

But dared not tell her all one uay.,
For slowly even her sense of him
And love itself were growing dim,
He no more drew the smile he sou te
The story is she died of thought .

And vwhen her lover was left alone

He stayed long enoush to carve on stone
The name of the lady with his owm

To be her only marriage line,

And carved tliem round with a seroll of vires.
Then he gouged a clumsy sailing trough
From a fallen tree and pushing off

Safel; made the African s. re,

fhere he fell a prisoner to the loor,

But the Moor strangely enough believed
The tale of the voyage he had achiev d,
And sent him to the king to admire.

He came at last to hi: mative shore.

The island he found was verified.,

And the bay here his stolen lady died
Was named for him instead of her.

But so is history like to err.

And soon it is neither here nor there
Whether time's rewards are fair or unfair.

It is not at all a dangerous generalization to say that any ncet
who writes 'dth a consciousness of so many un versal e’ as have
been illustrat:d in this chapter is not to be characterized as being
local or provincial, and only that. His theme: are not onl; those
which have an zppeal to the understanding ana sypathy of mankirnc, bub

also those which f nd a common kejnote in the emotions and intere ts

of the men of the world and of the ages,
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CHAPTER V

POEMS WITH UNIVERSAL MEANING FOUND IN PROVINCIAL SETTING y
A. OPINIONS OF THE CRITICS

How anyone can fail to see

Where perfectly in form und tint

The meta hor, the symbol liest

Why will I not analogize?

(I do too much in sone men's eyes.)l

Previous chapter have de 1t with poems of Robert Frost which

ow elements that are purely loedl and elements that are distinctly
universal; there is still another group of poems characteristic of
this author, This third division of poetry has received mre attention
from the critics than the other two, perhaps because it constitutes
a larger body of his work and possibly because of the rare skill whith
which he accomplishes his aim. Not upon his universal poems alone has
Frost won his reputation as a universal poet, but upon those which clothe
the universal in the garments of a local setting. Simce there are
ceritics who analyze both his style and ability in this matter, further

explanation of the term "the universal in the local" is quoted from them.

Blankenship has this to say:

In the history of American literature it has usually been accounted
something to transmute into literary form the peculiar flavor, the
atmosphere, the speech of a particular locdl.ty. For more tha.n_a
century men heve labored to descr_be the chill of New England m.n?ers,
the pine woods under a deep snow, the beauty of the spring, the riot
of antumn colars, and, above all, the taciturn inhabitants, ro9ted

to the soil, and distinguished from all other Americans by their
canny ways and clipped speech. Local colorists ‘WOl.lld have thought
thers elves successful if they had been able to depict only these

1., Frost, Collected Poems, p. L36.
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things. But it remaired for Robert Frost to desa 'be lovin-l+ and
accurately the partimlarizine qualities of the Naw i land land

and peple, and then to achisve a unicue distincticrn in our | 1tters
by penetrating far enouh below local peculiarities to reves! univer-
sal aspects of life and human natwe.

Frost is certainly not the last: erson in the world tc¢ sens &
t.hat_he 1s more than a poet of New England, for in his "New Ha v shire!
he mildly objects to a locael classific: tion, The ob: cticn is
rather noteworthy, ‘or he is generally the most reticent of men
about his own -iork.

And vwhen I asked to know what ailed th peo=la,
She said, Go rzad your own books and fin oub.
I may as well confess myself the zuthor

Of several ools agaimst the world in remersl.
To make them as against a s ecial state

Or even the nation's to restrict my meaning.

Because I wrote my movels in New [Hampshire
Is no proof that I armed them at Ne. Harr shire.

In speaking of the sane subject, l'onroe says of I'rost:

This poet, however loyally local, is bigger than his environment:
and his art, plunging bereath surfaces and accidents, seizes upon
the essential, the typical, in the rceition o men anc women wi.th e:uch
otler, and all that 1l:ves and moves between them. Such art passes
local boundaries as lightly as an air  ane, and swinis out into
wider circles of time and space.

Lamberth credits Frost with unusual skill in revealing univer:sal
truth,

He has caught in his net of words the whole of a living exper ence
clothed in its mere accidentals of time and place. And at the heart
of such an experience is that universal truth which recices at Lhe
center of every particular truth, but which is visible only to thoue
who have learned to see,

Schwartz expresseghis admiration for Frost's art in these words:
He is one of the great poets of our day; his work treats of his

country and its peop e, be ng, like no other, bound to them by destiny
and intermtion. Above all else, however, drawing his strcngth frum

2. Blankenship, op. cit., p. 58 .
3. ‘moted by Thornton, op. cit., p. 1L2.



LU0

this source, he reaches out into the range of that which concerns

us &ll. For he is a poet of his comtry. awl Gb ih i
of the r tural sages of ]i_nd.h L) e sane time, one

Blankenship also has something to say concerning the way Frost deals;
with truth:

With the touch of g creative artist and the swift insight of a
bor;n poet, he has transmteq rustic provinc%alism into some thing of
universal truth and spiritual significance,

A. C. Ward speaks a little more conservatively:

_ A great e}eal of the essential America is in his poetry, but it

is alweys interpreted in universal terms. A foreign reader of Frost's
work cannot fail to know the American spirit better afterwards than
before, though at no time is its imterest solely American,b

Van Doren uses a much more sweeping statement to cover the same

thought:

If he is not all things to all men he is some thin.g to almost any-
body--to posterity, one supposes s> as well as to us,

James Southall Wilson elaborates a 1it lle more upon the subject.

Frost's philosovhy always derives from personal experience and
his poems in detail are personal and objective, They are, as has
been indicated, human, conversational, humorous, quietly dramatic
(sometimes in an almost comronplace way)--and very local. Yet he
is the most American poet and he universalizes everything that he
touches. Truth is often hidden in a bParacoX. So with Frost. He
seems interested only in the particular but the particular is for
him the universal., He finds the center of the universe in every
grain of sand that blows b his Vermont farm gate: the center of
the universe is the focus from which the poet, who is also g.he
philosopher, locks out in all directions upon the universe,

Van Doren also speaks of the world appeal found in Frost:

He is a New England poet, perhaps the New England poet, and reaps
all the advantage there is in being true to a particular piece of

Lo Ibid., p. 283.

5. Blankenship, op. cit., pp. 593.

6. Quoted by Thornton, op. cite, p. 26k,
T. Ibid., p. 5.

8. Ibid., p. 2L1.



_eartp—-true to its landscape, its climate > 1ts histery, its morality,
its tongue. But he 1s in the same breath a poet of and for the world,
One needs not have lived in New England to understand h.m, . . his
recognizable for the much that it has to Say. He has his roots, as

ln:.tera?ure mist alwsys have them; but he grows at the top into the
wide air that flows around the world where men and women listen.Y

Sergeant, borrowing Frost's own term, "Vorld in general," to re-
fer to the poets field, by saying that he gives clarity to
» « o man lives in this thin northern atmosphere of his, shmt in by
moral and physical solitude » yet escaping through their barriers to

grapple together in situations of love and hate and suf fering typi-
cal and inevitable of New England but also of Ithe world in general!,l0

One more quotation will suffice in this pres:ntation of the evi-
dence from the pens of the critics that Frost is an artist in present~
ing the universal by portraying its elements found in the local, Lewis-
John spec.ifies several poems which he feels illustrate this characteris-
tic which has been under discussion.

He is at best when from phenomena in life and nature, seen with

the highest sobriety and poeticalness at once, he wrings a me aning
which is both pers nal and universal, concrete and therefore general.

He does that again and again in the !Grace Notes! of the New =
shire volume, in 'Fragmentary Blue,! in !The Runaway,! 'BTue r-

Ty Day! 'Good-Bye and Keep Cold,' 'A Brook in the City,? 'Gather—
ing leaves,! 'The Kitchen Chimney, ' 'The Iockless Door.' These are
extraordinarily satisfactory poems, profound and lucid.ll

9. Ibid, pp. 12, 13,

10. Sergeant, op. cit., p. 294.

1l. Iudwig Lewisjohn, quoted by Thornton, op. cit., pp. 216, 217,
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B. ANALYSES OF PORMS CIT&D BY THE CRITICS
AS PRESENTING THE UNIVERSAL IN THE LOCAL,

The critics have not stopped at saying that Frost is a universal
poet who uses the techniques of the localist; they have used some of
his poems to illustrate their points,

Perhans only one other of Frost's poens has been quoted in whole
or in part more than "Mending a Wall®jl its epigramatic line "“Good
fences make good ne ghbors" is one of the touchstones of Froet!s
poetry, sven though he warns against too general an ap lication of its
philoscphy. He begins by saying, "Something there is that doesn't
lve a wall, that sends the frozen-ground-swell unier it., « "

Hunters make gaps, too, but theirs are difrerent, for they practically
tear the stone wall down to get the prey out of hiding; but this

force of nature which does not love a wall takes a stane off here or
there or makes a gap large enough for two to pass abreast at different
places along the whole length of the wall. The poet finds his neighbor
in the spring at mending-time, and they walk the line,

We keep the wall between us as we go.
To each the boulders that have fzlla=n to each,

The work is arduous, for some of the boulders are so round the en

mist say a charm to make them stay in place.

There where 1t is we do not meed the wall;

He 1s all pine and I am aprle orchard.

My apple trees will never get across

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him.
He only says, "Good Fences mzke good neighbors."

Spring is the mischief in men, and I wonder
If I could put a notion in his head;

1. Frost, Collected Poems, p.. 47, L8.




"Why do they make good neirhiors? I n't it
Where there argcows? But here there =2re no cous.
Before I built a wall I'd ask to know

Wt I was walling in or walline- out,

And ’co.w’nom I was like to give ofience.
Something there is that doesn't lve a wall,

That wants it down," I could sgy "Elves" to him,
But iig's not elves exactly, =nd .'c rather
He.sa:].d it for himself. I see him there
Bringing a stone grasped fi rmly by the top

In ea h hand, like an 0ld stone save o 2ried.

He moves in darkness as it seeis to me,

Hot of woods only and the shade of treas.

He will not go behind his father's aying,

An? he likes having thoutht of it so well

He says again, "Good fences make gooc neighbors."

Al though the universal elements in this poem de ling with botl
local character and local cir sumstance, not tomenwon loc 1 troo ition,
are obvious enough that t ey need not be po nted out, it is int re t

to note what Louis Untermeyer says of it. In his imerican o try

Sirce 1900, published in 1919 he writes:

It is after one has finished the noem that its p wer persists and
grows. It takes on the quality of symboli m of two elemental and
opposed forces. In its disy te about border lii-s, we ‘mve the
essence of nationalism vs the intermation:1i t. Bercath the whiln nd
social anarchy of the one and the blind, literal insistence of the
otler, one senses the endless struggle between a pagan irre: onsibility
and a strict accountability. It is not just a2 conflict between the
old and the New England; it is an echo of natwios 28 primitive as
Law and Revolution.2

Athough it is startling to find Frost called a social anarchist
and an irresponsible pagan, the coment bes show Untermeyer!s carly
interest in the poem. This critic's warks offer 'n unusual opportunity
to observe the degree to which rrost has held his position over o decde

and a half; for seventeen year. later, Unte!n cornilea another

2. Untermeyer, American Poetry Since 1900, 1. 23.




collection of American - ietr inwhiceh he apait ol
Frost. He hzs som hat moriiNed his onirnion o Hand in v

In "Mending 2li," we sec two ol ntal a piased for
Herewehavethees-...eorn.*.l v .
the struggle, though the maet would be the 1o Lo o
between blind obedience to ~usto nd ques d r 1n

The poam of Frost!'s nuoted equeliy with "Martn 1t is
"Stopping by Woods on a Snwy iveninc.®i The elemnt . n
in this is no less pre ent than in the ome Jjust : I3 bul that
element is a little more difficult to o ine, P 0
poem will show,

Whose woods these ars 1 think I oo
His house is in the vill t hi
He will not e sto ne hare

To watch h's woods £ up with »

My litile horse must think 1t av
To stop v thout a frrmhoust T
Between the woods and fro en

The darlocst evemning of the vear.

He gives his ness bells h

To ask if there is some pistake .
The only other sound's the

0f easyn and down -

The woods are lovely, ¢ A
But I hauve pror 5 to ’

an’ miles to go befor leep,

And ¢ s to 70 before 1 islean,

YicBride Dabbs has found the words i well t v b

of the poem.

I know of no othar bol frostls poc tiat, can
of the appropriate n » 5 e 17 e A k
Woods on a Snowy ver ! we hear t 1 0
ical human sita , ‘the dinsi

fe. TFor we 1 truvel = 11 lo
country. vo.ce : to 5 ]
call us back to men, 'Mmichever ¢ f 1 . AT
often toczy, in tr | on pilk conilieting volces,

Je Unte f ’ ' - ’ Bi e,

lo Frost, ops ¢ib., p. 215,
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we fall asleep Burmuring of the miles we have to -o.
"The Runawsyt® is g poem of too perfect balance and perfection
to parmit distortion or mutilation by quoting less th=n all of it,

Once when the snow of the vear was beginning to {ul Ly
© stopped by a mountain pasture to a1, "jhose colt'n
A little Morgan had one forefoot on the wal Ly

The other curled .t nhis treast. He dipoed hi: head
And snorted at us. And then he had to bolt,

#e heard the mini:ture thunca: where he fled,

And we saw hiu, or thought we saw him, dim snd : ray,
la.ke_ shadow against the curta n of keI Lakat,

I think the little fellow's airaid of the snow

He isn't winter-broken, It isn't play

Tith the little fellow at 1l. He's ruming Ve
I doubt if even his mother oould tell him, "Sakes,
it's only weatier." He'd think she d .dn't know}
And now he comes again with clatter of s tore ’

And mounts the wall again i th whited eyes

And all his tail that isn't hair up dtraght,

He shudders his coat as if to throw off flies,
Thoever it is that leave: him out =0 late

¥hen other creature: have gone to stall and lin,
Ought to be tolc to come and teke hum in,

Van Doren points out the universal truth illustrated in tris

poer.,

The poem called 'The Runavz! is a perfect pictur: of a roung
colt escrned from its other in a snowstorn., It .!s alwm, though there
are no words in which it says this, a ca plete reminder of a universe
full ox ;oun,y lost thiug., of = universe in rch every cre:zture,
indesd, lives touchingl+ and amusingl, alone. And there is no human
being alive who would miss this noei .|

"The Black Co‘c.'l‘.a,ge"8 is different in type from the three wore be-
fore. Its interest lies chisfly in the char-cter of  n old New England
woren ¥ho is typical of many old worsn the world over. One day when

5. McBride Dabbs, "Frost and the !rk lioods," Yale Review, v, 23,
(Ma-~ch 193L), p. 50. —S————

6. Frost, op._cit., n. 273,
7. moted by Thormton, op. cit., p. 10.
8. Trost, op. cit., pp. TL=T77.
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Frost and the minister were out walking, they passed a little cottage
set back among the cherry trees, The minister invited the poet inj
then, in a Browning-like monologue, related thelstory of the house.
The place was just as the o0ld woman had left it wken she died, for her
sons refused to have it disturbed. This attitude was a2 token of their
affection for their mother, whose apparent simplieity and naivete were
backed by a wisdom profound enough to retain that affection untarn-
ished., The boys lived in California, but, the minister told the
poet parenthetically,

(Nothing could draw her after fhose two sons.
She valued the considerate neglect
She had at some cost taught them after years.)

The two went into the house as the minister talked. On a wall
of the living room was a crayon portrait of her husband who had been
killed in the Civil War, This pic . ure seemed to represent something
of the 1life of that old women,

She had her own ideal of things, the old lady.
And she liked talk. She had seen Garrison
And Whittier, and had her story of them.

One wasn't long in learning that she thought
Whatever else the Civil War was for,

It wasn't just to keep the States togetler,
Nor just to free the slaves, though it did both.
She wouldn't have believed those ends enough
To have given outright for them all she gave.
Her giving somehow touched the principle

That all men are created free and equal,

For she believed that the Civil War produced racial equality, and tmt
thence it was thoroughtly established. She was such a naively innocent

and trusting soul that, the minister confesses,

Do you know but for her there was a time
When to please younger members of the chwr &,
Or rather say non-members in the church,
Whom we all have to think of nowadays,

I would have changed the Creed a very little?
Not that she ever had to ask me not toj;

It rever got so as that; but the bare thought
Of her old tremulous bonnet in the pew,

Angd of her half asleep was too much for me.
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Why, I might wake her up and startle her
It was the words "descended into HadesH
That seemed too pagan 1o our liberal youth.

It is at this point that Kreymborg takes up the theme to show

the universal-in-the~local interpretation,

_ An observation follows whose ap;lication is universal to men swing-
ing back and forth between conservatism and romanticism. It applies
even to poetry movemernts: '

I'm just as glad she made me keep hands off
For, dear re, why abandon a belief

Merely because it ceases to be true.

Cling to it long enough, and not a daubt

It will turn true again, for so it goes.
Most of the change we think we see in life
Is due to truth being in and out of favor.d

The poem does not contime far from there, except that as the minister
continues with his little conclusion he expresses amther universal
desire: that of finding unquestioned truth so that one's outlook and
philosophy might have a degree of stability and certainity.

As I sit lere, and o.tentimes, I wish

I could be monarch of a desert land

I could devote and dedicate forever

To the truths we keep coming back and back to.

Another narrative poem in which the critics find universal mean-
ing is Blueberriest® Two are discussing a patch of ripe blueberries
they have seen in a spot that only two years ago was burred over; they
would like to go pick them, but "Loren® will probably beat them to it
since he saw them looking at the berries. The saying of the community
has it that he las braught "all those oung Lorens" up on wild berries,
"like birds." What they don't eat, they sell in the stores. The two

almost envy the family the knowledge of wild berries and of the names

9. Kreymborg, op. cit., pe 325.
10, Frost, op. cit., pp. 80, 81.
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of flowers and th;:ir labits. One of the men reczlls an earlier incident.

I've told you how once not long after we came,

I almost provoked poor Loren to Mirth

By going to him of all people on earth

To ask if he knew of any fru.t to be had

For the picking. The rascal, he said he'd be glad
To tell if he knew., But the year had been bad.
There had been some berries——but those were all gone.,
He didn't say where they had been. He went on:
I'm sure—I'm sure——as polite as could be.

He spoke to his wife in the door, !'let me see,
Mame, we doh!t know any good berrying place?

It was all he could do to keep a straight face.™

The two decide to pick the patch in the morning to show Loren that
the fruit doemn't grow wild just for him.

We shan't have the place to ourselves to enjoy--

Not likely, vhen all the young Lorens deploy.

They'll be there to-morrow, or even to-night.

They won't be too friendly--they may be polite--

To people they look on as having no right

To pick where tley're picking. t we wa 't complain,

Alfred Kreymdorg rentions this poem as one which especially
illustrates the power of Robert Frost to depict a universal incident
in a purely local setting.

The landscape is rever described for its ovn sake; nor are the

human records, coloring the landscape, merely ot interest because

of their country character. The natural order of things and comments
and delicious connotations, the essential humaness and seemingly
careless music contribute to a concentrated intemsity.

Then he turns specifically to "Blue Berries," of which he says this:
"Though the idiom is personal, the experience is so wniversal as to make
the reader worder why he missed telling it hir s=1f, and telling it just
SO% . .,,IL'L

This demonstration of the universal is not limited to poems which
deal with New England geography or character; there are also those local

in the sense that they are concerned with the personal life or

11. Kreymborg, op. Cite, pe 32L.
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experiences of the author. One of these is "Canis Magor.nR

The great Overdog,

That heavenly beast

With a star in one eye,
Gives a lesp in the east.

He dances upright

All the way to the we.t

And never once drops

On his forefeet to rest.
I'm a poor underdcg,

But tonight I will bark

Jith the great Overdog

That romps through the dark,

When one is weary, he my find rest in an escape from reality, and this
escape may come through the identification with some tming larger amd
freer than oneself; in this poem, the poet identifies himself with the
starry Overdog.
Wegandt points out the universal elements found in "Canis Major."
There are none of us who feel at all that have not had our spirits
1ift and soar as we watched the march of the stars on a winter's
night. There are none of us with vigo . ho have not felt even in

later years the urge to run wild in ‘ljge dark as chi. dren and all
other an:imals run wild at nightfall,

Another of the personal experiences of Frost which has a signi-
ficance for every one is "After—ﬂa.kes."l}" De Sel:ncourt says of
Frost, "Frost is a oet of delicatest degrees, but universal in the

sense that he sees in these degrees the ¥ery secret of tm th.l5
Specifically of "After-flakes" he says, "If all is wrong, each one of

us can at any rate deal with our own blacknesses and see how they can

12, Frost, op. cit., p. 331.
13. Quoted by Thorton, op. cit., p « 75, 76.

1, Frost, o . cit., p. 398.

15. Quoted by Thorton, op. cit., p. 25l.
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be put right,nlé
Another of the personal experience poems with a wider significance

is "Locked Out, as Told to a Childs" 17 in this one, McBride Dabbs sees

that "this is childhood; with its wonder 5 1ts eace; its breV‘I.iar."l8

16. Ibid., p. 253,

AL Frost, op. cit., . 169.

18. Quoted by Thorton, op. cit., p. 169.
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C. ANALYSES OF ADDITTONAL POENS SELECTED BY THE AUTHOR OF THIS THESTS

Perhaps Frost has written no narrative poen which has attracted
wider attention than "The Death of a Hired lian,"l for its comtents i ts
diction, and its character development are unsurpassed. Also, it is
one of Mr, Frost's favorites, one which he especially enjoys quoting
when the occasion arises, The most important character, the hired
man, does not ap ear directly in the poem, but it is his story and his
character upon which the interest of the reader is centered, Both the
characters and the setting are New England, yet they are representative
of characters any one might kw w,

Mary was waiting for arren, and whep he came she tiptoed to meet
him at the doorway and pushed him back onto the porch, closing the door
behind her. "Silas is back; be kind," she said to him as they sat
upon the wooden steps of the porch. Warren replied that he had always
been kind to him, but that he would not take Silas back again as the
hired men because it was customary with him to stay with Warren during
the dull season when he hardly earned the little tobacco money he mist
have besides his keep, then, in haying time, when some neighbor offered
him more in wages, to leave. Mary warned him to speak more quietly,
lest he awaken Silas. He had been so tired out when he came back that
she had hardly known him, He would not tell wherehe had been, only
that he had come back to ditch the meadow for Warren—that was, they
easily saw, to save his self-respect——and to do otler odd jobs he had

left unfinished. His mind had wandered, too, for he kept recalling

1. Frost, op. cit., pp. L9-55.
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incidents which had occurred Yyears earlier during the time he had worked
on the farm. By the n, Mary had Warren cajoled into a more kindly mood,
so that even he mus+t admit the excellency-of Silas! one accomplishment,
haying:

I know thatts Silas! one accomplishment,

He bundles every forkful in its place,

And tags and numbers it for future reference,

S0 he can find and easily dislodge it

In the unloading., Silas does that well.

He takes it out in munches like big birds!' nests.
You never see him standing on the hay

He's trying to 1ift, straining to 1ift hims elf,

One summer a college boy had worked with Silas for :arren, and during
his recent wanderings Silas had seen the boy, now teaching in his own
college. That, Mary said, kept coming into his corwersation; he wanted
Warren to get the boy again this summer so that he might teach him

proper haying.

He thinks if he cocld teach him that, he'd be
Some good perhaps to someone in the world.

He lntes to see a boy the fool of books.

Poor Silas, 30 concerned for other folk,

And nothing to look backward to with pride,
And nothing to look forward to with hope,

S0 now and never any different.

Mary sat silently in the moonlighte.

She put out her hand
Among the harp-like morning-glory strirgs,
Taut with the dew from garden bed to eaves,
As if she played unheard some tenderness
That wrought on him beside her in the night.
"Warren," she said, "he has come home to die:
You needntt be afraid he'll leave you this time."

"Home, " he mocked gently.

"Yes, what else but home ?
It all depends on what you mean by home.
0f course he's nothing to us, any more
Than was the hound that came a strarger to us
Out of the woods, warn out upon the trail,"
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"Home is the Place were, “then you have t
They heve to toke you ln: u ¥ Py SL ey

i "I should have called it
Sore thing you somshow haven't to deserve.n

Those definitions of home it is which prove the theme, the uni-
versality of the poem; for if one -111s the poem domji’o its most me ager
Ieaning, the story of the hired man and of his relationship to Mary
and “jarren is but the illustration of the definition at which the two
arrive,

But to continue with Frost!'s story : The two re: erbeijthat Silas had
a brother thir cen mile .own the road; Silas had never told them, b ¢
tiey krew ite larier wondered what w s betweesn them. Nkary thought
she knew.

"I can tell you.

Silas is what he is--we wouldn 't mind hig--

But just the kind that kinsfolk can't baide.

He never uid a thing so very bad,

He don't know why he 1sn't quite as good

As anyl dy. Worthless thowzh he is,

He won't be made ashamed to please his brother.
It is obvious to the reader that lary has hit uponpnother of the
universsl characteristics of the human race,

Then Mary .ent the softened, but still a trifle skeptical, Warren

to see Silas.

"it1l sit and see if that small sailing cloud
Will hit or miss the moon."

It hit the moon,
Then there were three the e, making a dim TOW,
The moon, the little silver cloud, and she.

Warren returned --too soon, it seemed to her,
Slipped to her side, caught up her hand and waited.

Mifarren?" she questicned,

"Mead, " was all he answered.
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Another of the poems dealing with death is "Out, Out."? If the
setiing were not g+ven as Vermont, there would be no excuse for class-
ifying this as local, for everywhere death comes unexpectedly, and the
living must go on. The men had been sawing wood on the buzz-saw all
day, and the day was nearly done., They might well have quit half an
hour earlier, but they co:timed until the boy's sister came to tell
them supper was ready.

At the word, the saw,
As if to prove saws knew what supper m ant,
Ieaped out at the boy's hand, or secmed to leap—
He must have given the hand; hovever it was,
Neither refused the reeting. But the handl!
The boy's first outcry was a rueful laugh,
As he swung toward them holding up the hand
Half in appeal, but half as if to keep
The life from spilling, Then the boy saw all-——
Since he was 0ld enough to know, big boy
Doing a man's work, though a child at heart—
He saw all spoiled. "Don't let him cut ry hand off--
The doctor, when he comes. Don't let him, siste:.”
So. But the hand was ¢ one already.
The doctor put him in the dark of cther.
He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.
And then—the watcher at his pulse took fright.
No one believed. They listened at his heart.,
Little—less—nothingl--and that ended it.
No more to build on there. And they. s nce they
Were not the one dead, turned to t™eir affeirs,

This swift unexpectedness of death is to be noticed also in "The
Impulse," one of the poems of "The Hill Wife" sequence. Since this
poem has been discussed on page eighty six of this work, here only the
last stanza, which is suificient to Bhow the sumilarity of thought

in it and "Out, Out~—~," will be quoted.

2« Ibid.y pple Lily I72n
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Sudden and swift and light as that
The ties gave,

And he learned of finalities
Beside the grave.

"Home Burial " ( see page of eighty-eight) suggests in the
character of the man that the living mist go on with their affairs,
since "they are not the one dead" 5 the manner in which he has alienated
his wife is by turning to commonplace conversation with other men im-
mediately after digging the grave for their child's body.

Frost strikes another universal note in "Hyla Brookn3 when he says
"We love the things we love for what they are." Once that truth is
pointed out to the reader, its application to many of the things with
which he comes in contact is so obvious that no further elaboration is
necessary,

By June our brook's run out of song and speed.
Sought for much after that, it will be found
Either to have gone groping underground

(And taken with it all that Hyla breed

That shouted in the mist a month ago,

Like ghost of sleigh~bells in a ghost of snow)—
Or flourished and come up in jewel-weed,

Weak foliage that is blowm upon and bent

Even against the way its waters went.

Its bed is left a faded paper sheet

Of dead leaves stuck together by the heat--

A brook to none but who remember long.

This as it will be seen is other far

Than with brooks taken otherwhere in song.

We love the things we love for what they are.

"The Strong Are Saying Nothing"h tells of the simple farm process
of planting in the spring, but from the method of planting and the size

of the plots, one knows the setting must be New England. The first

o1 Qé-gog Pe )49'

h. Ibidc, Pe. 391.
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three stanzas are entirely local; it is in the fourth, in a typically
Robert Frost Tenrer, which adds the -wmiversal.,

Wind goes from farm to farm in wave on wave >

But carries no cry of what is hoped to be.

Trere may be little or much beyond the grave >
But the strong are saying nothing until they see,

In this particular case the "little or much beyond the graven may
refer to the unpredictable fate of the seeds, for their growth de ends
upon the weather; but even the wind which probably knows if anything
does, has no message of the future. Or the grave m2y be taken 1iter-
ally, and the _.oem have that universal reference concerning the un-
certainty man has abou. the fate he meets after death,

Paul was a lumberman; he was a big burly fellow afraid of nothing,
but let anyone ask him "How is the wife?" and he would leave that camp
to find a new job. The story of this is told in "Paul's '\;"4':!'..‘[@."5
There were current nmumerous stories about her, and Murphy's was the
one rost nearly accepted, for "To match a hero > She would have had to
be a heroine." The tale of her supernatural origin was not much more
unlikely than the baser tales which might concern the waman who was
Paul's wife., Once Paul and a sawer had been working hard and fast
when an unusual log came through the carriage, for a hollow pine was
very much out of the ordinary. They all treated it as Paul's and
suggested that he take it home, spread the opening, and use the log
for a dug-out to go fishing in. Even Paul could not imagine what had

caused such a clean opening. He decided to investigate carefully by

5. Ibid., pp. 235-239,
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using his jacknife, tqcu‘b into it to see if it was empty.

He made out in there
4 slender length of pith, or was it pith?
It might have been the skin a snake had cast
And left stood up on end inside the tree
The lmndred years the tree must have been growing,
More cutting and he had this in both honds,
And, Rooking from it to the pond near by,
Paul wondered o1 it would respond to water,
Not a breeze stirred, but Just the breathof air
He mede in walking slowly to the beach
Blew it once off his hands and almost broke it.
He laid it at the edge where it could drink.
At the first arink it rustled and grev limp.
At the next drink it gre invisible.,
Paul dragged the shallows for it with his fingers,
And thou ht it must have melted. It was gane.
And tren beyond the open water, dim with midges,
Wihere tle log drive lay pressed agaimst the boom,
It slowly rose a person, rose a irl,
¢ s e ¢ s e e s oo oThen she climbed slowly to her feet,
And walked off talking to herself or Paul
Across the logs like backs of alligators,
raul taking after her around the pond.

Murphy has been watching them from the share s> but they were obliviouus
of anyone else. The next evening, Mmrphy and some of his drunken com—
panions saw the couple on a bare cliff up Catamount.,

They sat together half-way up a cliff

In a small niche let into it, the girl

Brightly, as if a star played on the place,

Paul darkly, like her shadow., All the light

Was from the girl herself, though, not from a star,
As was apparent from what happened rext.

A1l those great ruffians put their throats together,
And let out a loud yell and threw a bottle,

As a brute tribute of respect to beauty..

Of cmurse the bottle fell short by a mile,

But the shout reached the girl and put her light out.
She went out like a firefly, and that was all.

It is Unbermejer who poi ts out the universal element in this poem.

Possibly there is a 'igrim" commentary on the way in which the world
usually receives magic in the passage Murphy and his pals see the
two young lovers honeymoon on the cliff and, with instinctive
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uwnanimity, they put their throats together, "And let out a loud
yell. . « as a brute tribute of respect to beauty, "6

Another universal element is expressed by the old mountain char-
acter in "The Mountain"7T who says, .

"It doesn't seem too much to clirb a mountain
You've worked around the foot of all your life,n

It is characteristic of men in general that what he las at his own back
door does not prove an adventure though that very scen: or act may be
one which otlers come miles to see or to experience. It is man's
placid acceptance of what is near at hand though it constitutes the
wonders of the earth.

The poet had spent the night in the towm, and, at davm, had gore
toward the mountain which, with the usual deception of distance found
in mountainous regions, was much farther than it looked. Nearer, he
met a man moving unbelievably slowly with his ox-cart. From him Frost
learned that the village was Lunenburg, but that it was not a village
at all, only scattered farms,

"le were but sixty voters last election.
Je can't in nature grow too many more:

That thing takes all the roomi™

Frost asked the fellow the way up.
"I don't advise your trying from this side.

There is no proper path, but those that have
Been u:, I understand, have climbed from Ladd's.

® @ o ¢ 8 9§ ¢ & s ¢ 6 ° & 6 & ¢ o s O e 9 cee

"Youlve never climbed it?n

6. Untermeyer, Americen Poetry Sinee 1900, p. 37.

7. Frost, op. cit., pp. 56-60.
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"I've been on the sides,
Deer~hunting and trout-fishing, There's a brook
Tl_'xat starts up on it somewere~-I've heard say
Right on the top, tip-top—a curious thing
But what could imterest you about the brook,
It's old in Summer, warm in winter®

.0.0-."..00........‘.

"There ought to be a view around the wvorld
From such a mountain--it i1t wooded
Clear to the top.". .+ . o o . . > » i

"As to that I can't say. But there's the sring,
Right on the summit, alrost like a laintain,
That ought to be worth seeing, !

WIf it's there,
You never saw iteon

"I guess there's no doubt
About its being there. I rever sawit.
It may not be right on the very top:
It wouldn't have to be a long way dom
To have some head of water from Zbove,
And a good distance aown might not be noticed
By anyone who'd cone a long wav up.

"I've alwgys meant to go
And look myself, but you know how it is:
It doesn't seem so much to c..b a mountain
You've worked around the foot of all your 1life.

1at would I do? Go in my overalis,

With a big stick, the same as when the cows
Haven't come down to the bars at ilkdng tire,
Or with a shotgun for a stray b ack bear?
'Twouldn't seem real to climb for clinbing it.n

T chouldn't clizb it if I didn't want to=-
Not for the sake of climbing, ithat's its name 2"

Me call it Hor: I don't know if thatls rint.n

"Warm in December, cold in June, you say?"

"T don't sup ose the water's ‘hanged at all.,
You and I know enough to know its warm

Corpared with cold, and cold compared «/ith warm.,
But all the fun's in how you say a thing."
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mankind. "The Road Not Teken"’ is one of the latter group; probably
noman or woman has ever reached the period oi middle age without
having said to himself, "What if I had chosen differently -dhen I started
on my career? What if I had taken that chance with its possikility of
a better position? What if-—-ou Frost, too, wnsiders the difference
his choice in roads had made; he does not regret or rejoice, he

merely recognizes that the choice was a determining factor,.

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stodl

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 ‘erhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear,

® % ® W B B € ® 6.6 @ @ © oW O & @

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Sorewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.
A poem which might be considered to follow "The Road Not Taken!

in thought is "An Erpty Threat, "0 for in it the poet makes the tireat

that he may some day take the other road, or escape to another choice.
There is witlin the nature of every one the desire for an escare from
life!'s victories of doubt that need endless talk to make them oute”

It is this type of mental escape through which many men obtain release
though they have neither the courage nor the conviction of the advisa-

bility that would lead them to turn such a step into reality,.

9- Ibidn, Pe 1310
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I stay;

But it isn't as if

There wasn't always Huds n's Bay
And the fur trade,

A small skiff

And a paddie blade.

Then the poet paints a mental picture of what this Hudson Bay
esca e region would hold for him., There would be only he and his
French Indian Esquimaux, John=Joe, a fur trap er, and the seals yelping
on the ice cakes. The expanse oflbleak territory is great.
There!s not 2 soul

For a wind-break
Between me and the North Pole—

Give a head shake

Over so much bay

Thrown aray

In snow and mist

That doesn't exist,

I was going to say,

For God, man or beast!s,

Yet does perhaps for all three.

The philoso hy to sustain such a person is this:
"Better defeat almost,
If seen clear,
Than 1ife's victor.es of doubt
That need endless talk t ik
To make them out."
But the tlreat never becomes a reality; it remains empty.
An experience common to everyone is the positive after image which
followrs a task toward which one has long bent his e fforts. One who has
washed dishes for hours on ends finds imges of the dishes passing befor

his eyes when he would sleep; one who has warked with figures all day
sees figures when the work is no longer before himj; and Robert Frost

tells all of this in one local experience in the poem "After Ap le-

picking." 11 411 the apples except a stray one or two in the top of the

Lk~ Ibid.’ Pl e 256, 257.
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tree have been picked; the season is over, for the frost has leit
thin glass of ice on the water trough the night beftre. He is
to drowse to sleep,

Magnified aprplss appear and disip ear,
Stem end and blossom end,

And every fleck of russct showirs clear.
My instep arch not only keeps the ache,
It kee's the ;[ ressure of a ladder rourd.
I feel the ladder sway as the b uzhs bend,
And I keep hearie from the cel. r bin
The rumbling sound

Of load on load of apples c in,
For I have had too much

Of apple-picking: I am overtired

Of the great harvest I myself aesired,

The storms that occur within the personality and character of an
individual are parolleled by storns that occur in mature; the individ-
ual who is storm tossed is aware of this si oits and oiten sains
some confort from it. In "TPree at Mv W¥indowtl2Frost tells o one of his

experiences in which hislstorm mood and nature's met at onces

Tree at my window, window tree,

My sash is lowered when nisht co onj
But let there never be c 'rtain drawn
Between you and me,

Vague dream~he:d lifted out 1 the ground,
And thing next most difise Lo cloud,

Not all your 1i ht tongues tailing almd
Could be proiound,

But tree, I have seen you talen tossed,
And if you have seen me when I dlo 1,

You have seen me wwhen I was t:iken and swept
And all but lost,

That day she put our heads together,
Fate had her inagination abouu her,

]2. Ibido’ I. 318'
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Fate had her imasgination about her,
xqur head so much concerned with outer,
Mine with innfer, weather.
Perhaps one of the reasons that man has come to look with melancholy
upon the last of the falling leaves in the autumn is that poets have
been so fond of comparing these leaves to death that they have influenced
the thought of man., Be that as it may, the theme has come to be a
universal one; Robert Frost touches upon it in "A Ieaf Treader, 13
yet he realizes that man need not die with the leaves, for he is not
of so seasonal a nature,
I have been treading on leaves all day until I am autumn-tired.
God knows all the color and form of leaves I have trodden on and mired.
Perhaps I have put forth too much strength and been too fierce from fear.
I have safely trodden underfoot the leaves of another year.
All summer long they were overhead, more lifted w than I.
To come to their final place in earth they had to pass me bye.
A1l summer long I thought I heard them threatening under their breath.
And when they came it seemed with a will to carry me with them to death.
They spoke to the fugitive in my heart as if it were leaf to leaf.

They tapped at my eyelids and touched my lips with an invitation to
grief.

But it was no reason I had to go because they had to go.
Now up to my knee to keep on top of another year of snow.

There can be no doubt that one of Frc t's greatest skills is to be
found in his ability to portray universal themes through his presenta-
tion of local setting and character. It was this ability that awakened
the English to the quality of his work even before the Americans recog-
nized him; it was this same ability which soon endeared him to the

hearts of the people of his homelande. He has become the universal

neighbor.

13, Ibid., p. 388.
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CHAPTER VI

CONCLUSICNS

After one has surveyed the poems of flobert Frost, he must admit
that the poet is New England; the region is found in the writer!'s
character , in his settings, in his philosophy. One cannot read a
score of Frost's poems without coming to the realization that here is
a man rho is presenting New England with a skill and an understanding
that only an artist and a native son can have. Thereis the tang
and bruskness of the region; it is inescapable,

Besides picturing the region itself, Frost has portrayed the
character of the people. Perhaps no other author has more vividly
put on paper that characteristic New England reserve and emotional
restraint which my pass among outsiders as rudeness anc bluntness.
The lmbit of using only one word if one word will suffice, of calmly
accepting obstacles, then just -s calmly planning to surmount them
is a well-krnown New England trait; it is the personality of these
people which Frost has given an understanding and sympathetic treat-
ment.

Had Frost done no more than depict his own New England so well,
he would be an outstanding poet; but he has done more. He has
written poetry which deals with basic humen emotions: with love
and fearj; with loneliness and war; with man's struggle against
nature and with the faith that he somehow retains in the ultimate

magnaminity of nature in spite of his own susceptibility to her

whimns.
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Nor has he been unconscious of his ovwm time, for with a keen
stroke born of intelligent insight Frost uncovers weaknesses of
contemporary society: the tendency to exalt the machine above
the man who makes it; the extreme interpretations that man is
inclined to give to the theories of such people as Freud and Dar-
win; the inequality in the distribution of wealth; the "suitcase!
farmer who would wring all from the soil instead of putting all
into it; and, in his philosophy of neighborliness, international re-
lations.

Neither in his ability as a local poet, as a universal poet, nor
as a poet of the times is Frost's greatest and most nearly unique
ability to be found: it is his skill in presenting the universal in
the provincial that has won for him the greatest fame. Even though
he may name birds and flowers characteristic of New England, the
reader feels that the thought or incident of many of the poems is,
only by chance, not set within the reader's own environment. This
universality is so apparent that the poet never adds a line, or even
a word, to indicate that he is not restrict ng his meaning to New
England. To be sure, some of the critics, as has been pointed out in
earlier chapters, would not see beyond the written words of the poems
until Frost dropped the suggestion that, just because he was writing
in and about New England and especially New Hampshire, his works were
not necessarily meant just for her. The only reason the critics had
been so long blind was that Frost has broken a tradition: he was not
a provincial or a universal poet; he was a provincial and a universal

poet. And now, later in his career, a third term has been added to

describe his abilities; he is also a universal-in-the-provincial poete
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Frost mentions characters in this poem, too, but since they are

dealt with so much more adequately in other Places, it will be well
to turn to those. His volume North of Boston has been called "A

Book of People," for, of the sixteen poems therein, all but three
deal directly with characters, but not all of them will be treated
in this chapter since, in spite of their local settings, some of
them have universal elements. There are poems in the other volumes
dealing with character of definitely New England types; these, too,
will be included in the present discussion.

No poems are more thoroughly steeped in what the world has come
to accept as New England tradition than "Two Witches" with its divi-
sion into "The Witch of Coos"? and "The Pauper Witch of Grafton."
In the first, Frost has stopped overnight for shelter at a farm where
he learns from the conversation, carried on by the mother and son with-
out any aid or encouragement from the poet, that the mother is a
witch, After the mother introduces the subject by saying that some
people think it is as easy to call up spirits as to say "button,
button,” the son leads her on to tell about the skeleton in the
attic. The son, however, reassures Frost that the skeleton will stay

there, for

. « o the headboard of mother!s bed is pushed
Against the attic door: the door is nailed.

Itts harmless, MNother hears it in the night
Halting perplexed behind the barrier

Of door and headboard. Where it wants to get
Is back into the cellar where it came from,

it.left.the cellar forty years ago
And carried itself like a pile of dishes

9., Frost, Collected Poems, pp. 2L7-252.
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Up one flight from the cellar to the kitcher

Another from the kitchen to the bedrof:;?cnej’

Axfxother from the bedroom to the attic s

Right past both father and mother, and neither stopped it.
I was a baby: I don't know where I was. )

Then the mother takes up the tale and explains. One cold winter night,
her husband had gone on to bed, leaving the door to the room open so
that the chill would hurry his wife along. She had been dozing in
her chair and, just as she roused, she heard some one in the cellar;
at first she thought it was Toffile, her husband, but she heard him
upstairs. Then someone began to mount the cellar stairs; all the
outside entrances were too thoroughly snowed under for it to be a
stranger. She knew it was the bonese.

My first impulse was to get to the knob

And hold the door, But the bones didn't try

The door; they halted helpless on the landing,

Waiting for things to happen in their favor.

The faintest restless rustling ran all through them.

I never could have done the thing I did

If the wish hadn't been too strong in me

To see how they were mounted for this walk.

I had a vision of them put together

Not like a man, but like a chandelier.
So suddenly I flung the door wide on him,

Then he came at me with one hand outstretched,

The way he did in life once; but this tiue

I struck the hand off brittle on the floor,

And fell back from him on the floor myself.,

The finger-pieces slid in all directions.

Shg looked in her button box for a finger bone by which to verify

her story, but could not find it. Then she returned to her story.
She heard the bones mounting the stairs toward Toffile's room. She
pulled herself weakly after the bones into the lighted room. Toffile
would not listen to her complaint until she told him it was the bones.
Then, frantically, they opened the door to the attic, and heardthe bones

go up the steps; for in the light of the room, the skeleton was not

|
Al
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visible and Toffile, in spite of his wife's pleadings, wuld not
put out the light to see it. They nailed the dor shut and pushed
the headboard of the bed against it, and there it still was. Even
yet the bones come down to the foot of the attic stairs and wait
perplexedly at the door, but the wife says that she promised Toffile
before he died that she would not release then.

The son enters the conversation again to say, '"We never could
find out whose bones theywere." But the old woman is tired of pre=-
tending:

Yes, we could too, son. Tell the truth for once
They were a man's his father killed or me.

I man a man he killed instead of ne.

The least I could do was to help dig their grave.
We were about it one nitht in the cell:'r,

Son knows the story: but 'twas not ror him
To tell the truth, sup-ose the time had come,
But tonight I don't care enough to lie—-
I don't remember why I ever cared.
Tofille, if he were here, I don't believe
Could tell you why he ever cared himself.

I verified the name the next morning: Toffile.
The rural letter-box said Toffile Lajway.

The witch of Grafton 10 is less dramatic, less o. to win any
gympathy from the reader. She is old, now, and destitute, but she
finds some balm for her soul in the remembrance that her witching
once made her the center of attention and in the realization that if
she dchanges her story some, the whole argument as to which community
she blongs will recommence; for neither one wants her, because she

will be a financial burden., The affair has been under discussion
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for a year; records have been studied in an attempt to settle the res-
ponsibility, Now it is settlec, and the witch is ready to tell them

that they are wrong.

So now they've dragged it through the law courts once
I guess they'd better drag it through again,
Wentworth and Warren's both good towns to live in s
Only I hapren to prefer to live

In Wentworth from now onj snd when all's said,
Right's right, and the temptation to do right

When I can hurt someone by doing it

Has always been too much for me, it has.

There is something or tired scorn in the attitude of the witch.
Perhaps it is because she cannot become accis tomed to doing without
the rather awed attention she had been given in her younger days,
or perhaps she is just old and weary of having her name and her
affairs dragged through the courts.

I know of some folks that'd be set up

At having in their towm a noted witch:

But most would have to think of the expense

That even I would be. They ouczht to know

That as a witch I'd often milk a bat

And that'd be enough to last for days.

It'd mmke my position stronger, think,

If I was to consent to give some sign

To make it surer that I was a witch?
But all of her younger days she had done things, sne says, that should
have been signs; however, one feels that her reputation was made chiefly
by the banter of a couple of young men., She married one of them later,
and he continued to build her reputation. She enjoyed the pretense

and entered intc the game by making him perform certain deeds for her.

Up where the trees grow short, the mosses tall,
I made him gather me wet snow berries

On slippery rock beside a :ater fall.

I mde him do it for me in the dark.

And he liked everything I made him do.
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Then, from this pleasant memory of her younger d ¥ys, she once more
returns to her unhap i condition at present.

I hope if he is where he sees me now

He's so far off he can't see what I've come to.

You can come down from everything to nothing.

All is, if I'd known when I was young

And full of it, that this would be the end,

It doesn't seem as if I'd had the courage

To mzke so free and kick up in folks! faces.

I might have, but it doesn't seem as if.

"Brown's Descent"ll shows a side of character far removed from
the supernatural illustrated in the witch poems. It illustrates the
New England acceptance of fact, the "let what must be, be!" and the
meking the most of whatever circumstances one finds without any show
of heroics.

Brown was a farmer who lived on a high hill; it was his custom
to do the chores at half past three in the morning. One night, vhen
the earth was encrusted in ice and the wind was blowing a gale, the
wind caught him just right as he was going from the house to the barn,
and down the hill he sailed., The earth was so buried beneath snow
that there was nothing by which he might catch hinself., He tried to
stove a hole in somewhere, but that, too was impossible.

Sometime s he came with arms outspread
Like wings, revolving in the scene
Upon his longer axis, and
With no small dignity of nden.
Faster or slower as he chanced,
Sitting or standing as he chose
According as he feared to risk
His neck, or thought to spare his clothes.

A1l the while he managed to keep his lantern alight, and that wild-

11. Ibid| s pp . 173"175.
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ly gyrating light caught the attention of the neighbors, but they
did not investigate. Half way down, he kept uf; the struggle; then
gave in to it and came on down like a coasting child. At last he
reached the river road, and stopped; two miles he had come dowmn,
After he tells the story it is that Frost makes an umisually
direct corment, for as a general rule, any coment the poet would
make comes by indirection; but here he points out the gqualities that
make the New England character the sturdy one it is.
Sore times as an authority
On motor-cars, I'm asked if I
Should say our stock was petered out,
And this is my sincere reply:
Yankees are what they always were,
Don't think Brown ever gave up hope
Of getting home again because
He couldn't climb that slippery slope;
Or even thought of standing there
Until the Jammary thaw
Should take the polish off the crust.
He bowed with grace to natural law,

And then went round it on his feet,
After the manner of our stock;
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But now he snapped his eyes three times;
Then shook his lantern, saying, "Ile's
'Bout outi" and took the long way home
By road, a matiter of several miles.
In his recent book, Frost has a poem called "Wilful Homing®l2
in which the man might be the Browm of the earlier poem, so well is
the New England character delineated in both of them. This poem,

however, is written in a more serious tone which leads one to

. Frost, A Witness Tree, p. 28.




attribute to Brown the quality which accents fate calmly, and to the

other a more stern determination to reach his goal,

It is getting dark and time he drew to a house,
But the blizzard blinds him %o any house ahesd
The storm gets down his neck in an icy souse

That sucks his breath like a wicked cat in bed.

The snow slows on him «nd off him, exerting force
Downymrd to make him sit astride a drift,

Imprint a saddle ang calmly consider a course.

He peers out shrewdly into the thick and swift,

Since he means to come to a door he will coe %0 a door,

Mthough so compromised of aim and rate
lie may fumble wide of the knob a yard or more,
And to those concerned he may seem a little late,

In "New Hampshire! Frost gives over half a dozen linesl3 in

reference to a farmer, eccentric in his way. The same incident he

uses for an entire poem called "The Star Splitter.uwll

I knew a man who failing as a farmer

Burned down his farmhouse for the fire insurance,

And spent the proceeds on a telescope
To satisfy a life-long curiosity
About our place among the infinities,
And how was that for other-worldiness?

In the seme poem he adds more of character development.

Out of a house and so out of a £ »m

At one stroke (of a match), Brad had to turn
To earn a living on the Concord Railroad,

As under-ticket~agent at a station

Where his job, when he wasn't selling tickets,
Was setting out up track and dovm, not plants
As on a farm, but planets, evening stars

That varied in their hue from red to green,

One of the types of New England character which Frost treats is
the women who cannot bear the loneliress of the region, who cannot

find sympathy or understanding among those near her, mot even from
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her husband, whose more sturdy acceptance of "what will be" seems to

13. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 208.

14. Ibid., p. 220.



save him from such a fate, This insanity br ught on from loneliness
and fear is characteristic of rural New England; but there mist be
-2 few parallels to it to be found in other lonely regions.

"The Hill Wife"5 is one of the women who are driven to insanity
by the region. When she and her husband came to their lonely house
late at night, theéy rattled the lock to give whatever might chance
to be inside a warning and time to be off in flight; they never closed
the door until the lamp was lit, With that background, it is no
wonder that the poor womsn vested even in the beggar who came to the
door sinister possibilities, if not evil intentions. Another of the
things which bothered her was the dark pine just outside their bed-

room window,

The tireless but ineffectual hands
That with every futile pass

lade the great tree seem as a little bird
Before the mystery of glass}

It never had been inside the room
And only one of the two

Was afraid in that oft~repeated dream
Of what the tree might do.

Because she was so lonel;, and because there was little to do in
the house, she often followed her husband to whe: 2 he worked. Usually
she sat idly by, humming to herseif or tossing the wood chips, but
once she wandered too far; when he called her, she became frightened,
and went to hide in cthe fern., Although he looked for her, he never
found her.

Sudden and swift and light as that
The ties gave,

And he learned of finalities
Besides the grave.

15. Ibid., pp. 160-162,
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The poem "A Servant to Servants"16is a sadder one than that just
discussed; perhaps because it is presented in the form of a dramatic
monologue, and perhaps because the insanity that is creeping upon the
woman is less insiduous: she knows it is coming and would fight it if
she could, but the only thing she sees to do is to accept it as her fate.
Some strangers who have camped near the lake on her husbard's land
have come to the house for a few moments. The wife is so glad to see
then she chatters on about the thing that is worrying her. She is
tired, tired. She knows she shouldn't feel so with the beautiful lake
and scenery to look at, She and Len had moved to the present location
hoping that a change would help her, for certainly she wasn't as well
as she should be. ILen thinks medicine will cure her.
But it's not medicine—
Dow is the only doctor's dared to say so—-—
It's rest I want——there, I have said it out—
From cooking meals for hungry hired men
And washing dishes after them-—from doing
Things over and over that just won't stay done.
By good rights I ought not to have so much
Put on me, but tnere seems no other way.
Len says one steady pull more ought to do it.
He says the best way out is always through.
And I agree to that, or in so far
As that I can see no way out but chrough-—-
Leastways for me-—-and then they'll be convinced.
There are too many men around to be cooked far. They sprawl about
the kitchen, but they are no company whatsoever for her, for they pay
no more heed to her presence than if she weren!t in the room at all,

She doesn't even bother to learn their ncmes, but she does have her

fancies. And with that statement she comes even more nearly

16. Ibid-, pp. 82"87.
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to the heart of her trouble. Her uncle had had fancies, too, and they
had kept him locked wn in the barn ror ears; she has been to 'he
asylum once. That is much better, ior her uncle's presence during the
years he was kept locked up in a cage made of hickery poles had preyed
upon her mind so that she often felt she must be the next one to live
in the cage. That uncle had even been caged in the house vhen her
father had brought her mother there a bride. Though she had never
seen the man herself, she had seen the cage with its bars worn smooth
by his hands, and she had heard the ‘'stories of him until her mind be-
came colored. She and Len had lived there awhile and, after they moved,
she seemed to et better, but after the ne mess wore off, she was back
to where she had been before.,

And there's more to it than just window-views
And living by a lake., I'm past such help—
Unless len took the notion, which he won't,
And I won't ask him--it's not sure enough.

I suppose I've got to go the road !'m going:
Other follis have to, and why shoulan't I?

¢ @& '® & & & 5 B o ® § o " @ ¢ e e ® G @ @

Bless you, of course, your're kee . - me from work,
But the thing of it is, I need to be ! :pt.
There's vork enough to do--there's s that;

But behind's behind. The orst that you can d
Is set me ba i a little more behind,

I shan't catch up in the world, an .

I'd rather you'd not go unless you must,

"Home Burial®l7 is another of the poems which relates the fear and
grief and loneliness that the women of this New England region can Know;
however, in this case, grief and the filure to 1d a common ground of
understanding with her husband over thet grief a.e the elements that

drive the wife to distraction. The husband is a clumsy fellow in this

17. Ibid., pp. 69-73.



situation; his f:cing the :rief the tio h-ve known in the loss of their
only child helps him rei-in rrtional sbout what has haopmed, It

not that he does not feel so despl ' his wile; it is just that he is
silent on the subject and finds relicf in the comon chor s and btolk

of normal life.

The grave of the child is on their home burial lot i2 locuted

on a plot vhich may be se:n “ror the Landi hali un th irs,
The last straw comes to the vorn vhen her husb s t whet she
is looking and she re:lises that } 1 't until now noticed thut the
window panes of that -m:1l window enco the 1y praveyavd of
his people. He mentions i1 stone he see BT, b to wutart

her by sayinsz,

Wie haven't to m nd tho:ie,.
But I under d: it is not t )
But the child!'s mound=-"

"Don't, don't, dontt, donti," ds
I.{e. .id {;wicé <;vér before 1 1 } ]
u 14 a man ik of his own cnl tg lomt M
"Not youl Oh, where! hat? Oh, I 't ox t
I must get out of lare. I muut 7ot -
I don't kno 14l g
"amerl  Don't go to % t .
Liltiten to ne, I won't come down 't} t§.i.zs."
He sat and fited "is chin betwecn fists.
tThere's thing I shouvld like to ou, ¢ o

"You don't know how to =3k it."

"He!p me, then,"

Her finja - the latch for all reply

So it is ahe s him into tience th . DNo matter what he )
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nor how he tries to close the breach, she will have nothing of it.
Finally she tells him that what arove her to this hatred of him in
the first place was that just after he and the neighbors had come in
from digging the child's grave, they sat in the kitchen, and he talked
of such commonplace things as birch fences. In the kimest sympathy,
he feels that now she has said what has been festering; the truth is
out; she will feel better.

"There, you have said it all and you feel better.
You won't go now. TYoutre crying. Close the door,
The heart's gone out to it: why keep it up.

Ayl There's someone coming down the roadi!

"You--oh, you think the talk is all. I must go-—
Somewhere out of this house., How can I make ou. . .M

"If—you—dol" She was opening the door wider.
Mhere do you mean to go? First tell me that.
I'1l follow and bring you back by force., I Ml)l--*

As in so many of Frost's poems, the true ending is left with what
the reader will think is the natural outcome of the situation he has
presented; but there is no doubt at all that the grief and the inability
to find a common ground of understanding have driven the woman, and
sossitily the man, to distraction if not to complete insanity.

In "The Hou.'sekeeper"18 another phase of the New England character
is illustrated: the rzluctance to show emotion before any who might be
intimately concerned, or to over up sympathy by a bluff exteriar. In
this story of an unmarried triangle is shown the uncomplaining accept-
ance of what has come to be. The old lady is protectively understanding
and synpathetic toward John—-as long as he is not in the house, but as

soon as he coies, she raises her voice to yell at him., #ohn will never

18, Ibid., pp. 103-111.
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know that she holds him in honest affection.

The visitor, presumably the poet, calls to see John, but he finds
only the heavy old woman beading pumps. She answers his unspoken
guestion about Estelle, her daughter. She has run off two weeks
previously; even she, her mother, does not know where she is.

Estelle had come to do the housekeeping for John years before to earn
a home for herself and her mother, but the relationship had soon come
to be much more than that; now Estelle has run away. True, she had
thought a lot of John, but her mother explains it the best she knows
how,

"The strain's been too much for her all these years:

I can't explain it any other way.

It's different with a man, at least with Jonn:

He knows he's kinder than the run of men.

Better than married ought to be as good

As married--that'!s what he has always said.

I know the way he's felt--but all the samel"

The visitor suggests that John will be dangerous when he learns
what has really happened as he is sure to do while he is in town;
he thinks the gun had better be put out of sight. The old woman,
forced by age and weight to sit in her chair, assures him that there
is no danger, for, though John is a slothful farmer, he is one of the
most gentle of souls. His hobby is raising pedigreed chickens which
are displayed at fairs. Before fair season, the kitchen is full of
half-drowned birds in separate coops, having their feather burnished,

John always insists that the hens have the tenderest of care; never

more than two are to be carried at once, and those right side up.

The visitor easily sees into what sort of condition both John and the
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already untidy house will deteriorate with both of the women gone.
He begs the woman to request her daughter to come back; she agrees
that the home is very satisfactory to her and that she would rather
that Estelle had stayed on since they had become accustomed to living
in this strange manner, but Estelle has married,

"Nonsense! See what she's donel But who, but who--"
"Whofd marry her strgight out of such a mess?

Say it right out—~-no matier for her mother,

The man was found. I'd better name no nanes.

John himself won't imagine who he is."

The visitor would leave when he sees John coming, for fear he will
find himself in an embarrassing situation, but he is too late and
faces John at the door. John greets him:

"How are you neighbor? dJust the man I'm after.

Isn't it Hell," he said, "I want to know,

Come out here if you want to hear me talk,

I'1l talk to you, old woman, afterward.

I've got some news that maybe isn't news.

What are they trying to do to me, these two?"
And the old woman has only words to yell at him words in which
lurk no shadow of the sympathy she feels for him,

"Do go along with him and stop his shouting."

She raised her voice against the closing door.

"tho wants to hear your news, you —-dreadful fool?"

From this closing speech no one would gather the sympathy the
0ld woman feels for John as he faces his lonely future.

Frost is especially skillful at drawing character through con-
versation. No poem shows this better than does "Snow,"l? in which,
after the introduction, the entire story is told through the speeches

of the three characters. Of this, Frost says that he was not satisfied

19. Ibid., pp. 180-19L.

i
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with it until each character spoke so completely in his own person

that there could be no chance of confusion in determining to whom

the speech belonged. Meserve, though one does not like him as a
person, typifies the New England philosophy of accepting fate or weather
as 1t is and assuming that one may as well continue in the course he
has set for himself, for if he is meant to reach his goal, he will
reach it in spite of wind or weather.

Meserve is on the way home from town in a severe snow storm. He
stops at the home of Fred and Helen Cole » arousing them from their
night's sleep, to telephone his wife, letty, that he is on his way
and should arrive in an hour. From the one side of the conversation
it is obvious that she is protesting, but lieserve insists he will be
coming as soon as the horses have a rest. They have been on the road
for three hours, but that has been uphill. Fred and Helen try to
persuade him not to go on, but he ignores their suggestions that
he stay, carrying on a one-sided conversation about a book on the table,
about earlier snow storms, and all the while the couple tires to
remind him that the snow is dangerously bad; he remains imperturbably
calm and, just as they have become convinced that he is going to
stay, he announces, 'Well, now I leave you, people." Lliore words
avail nothing. He has his answer ready. He is a preacher for some
minor sect, which Helen hates, and it has been to fill a pulpit for

them that he has been out on such a night.

"Our snow-storms as a rule .
Aren't looked on as man-killers, and although
I'd rather be the beast that sleeps the sleep
Under it all, his door sealed up and lost,
Than the man fighting it to keep above it,
Yet think of the small birds at roost and not
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In pests. Shall I be counted less than they are?
Their bulk in water would be frozen rock
In no time out to-night., And yet tomorrow
They will come budding boughs from tree to tree
Flirting their wings and saying Chickadee,
As if not knowing what you meant by the word storm.!
“But why when no one wants you to go on?
Your wife--she doesn't want you to. We dont't,
And you yourself don't want to. Who else is there?!
"Save us from being cornered by a woman.
Well, there's"--She told Fred afterward that in
The pause right there, she thought the dreaded word
Was coming, "God," But no, he only said,
"ell, there'!s~-the storm. That says I must go on.
That wants me as a war might if it care.
Ask any man.®
The Coles go back toc bed since they can expect no word for some
time, The next thing they know, Meserve's wife is calling, two hours
later. 7hen she verifies the fact that her husband has left, her
voice comes like a threat. !"Ch, you, why did you let him go?"
Helen would blame herself, but Fred reminds her that they tried to
dissuade the man. Helen wants to talk to the woman at the other end
of the line, but finds that she cannot get through since that woman
has left her receiver off the hood. The Coles take turns listening
and trying to make their shouted "Hello! get attention, but for reply
they hear only the clock, the windows rattling in the wind, and finally,
Helen says:
"Fred, see if you can hear what I hear.!
jp clock maybe."
"Don't you hear something else?"
uNot talking."
IINO."
"Why, yes, I hear—-what is it?"

"What do you say it is?®
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] "A babv'!s crying!
Frantic it sound , though muffled and far off,
Its mother wouldn't let it ery like that,

Not if she's there.®

"What do you mske of iten

"There!'s only one thing po-sible to mke,

That is, assuming——that she has gone out,

Of course she hasn't thought.” They both sat down
Helpless. Y"There's nothing we can do till morning."

"Fred, I shan't let you think of going out."

“Hold on." The double bell began to chirp.

They started up. Fred took the telephone

"Hello, Meserve. You're there, thenl——And your wife?
Goodl Why I asked--she didn't seem to answer,

He says she went to let him in the barn.—

We're glad. Oh, say no more about it man.

Drop in and see us when you're passing.”

Perhaps Meserve's New Bngland way is right after all, for, in
spite of the mervous tension the Coles felt, there was a matter of
fact ending.

The rural New Englander is well known for his deliberateness of
thought. Typical of these farmers is the one in "Build Soil" who has
been engaged in a political discussion with his poet friend., After
the peet has mde cert«in recommendations which he has asked the
farmer to commit himself to support, the farmer asks for a month in

which to think the matter over:

You're far too fast and strong
For my mind to keep working in your presence.
I can tell better after I get home,
Better a month from now when cutting posts
Or mendi g fence it all comes back to me,
What I was thinking when you interrupted
My life and train of thoughte20

20. Ibido; Po I-I-BU'
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The same characteristic determination to think things through is
found in "The Code,"l in which is included the tale of the hired hand
who contimed working half an hour after the thing at which he took
offense had been said before he left the field in anger,
There were three in the meadow by the brook
Gathering up windrows, ' iling cokks of hay,
With an eye always lifted toward the west
Where an irregular s si-bordered cloud
Daz:kly advanced with a perpetual dagger
Flickering across its bosom. Suddenly
One helper, thrusting pitchfork in the ground,
Mardied himself off the field and home. One stayed.
The town-bred farmer failed to understand.
The remaining hand explained to the perplexed farmer: it was that
the farmer had said that they had better take pains bec use it was
going to rain. The hand had "chewed it over" for wlf an hour, decided
that the farmer was finding fault with his work, and had left. The

farmer was rather resentful.

Don't let it bother you. You've found out something
The hand that knows his business won't be told

To do work better or faster--those are two things.
I'm as particular as anyone:

Most likelyl'd have served you just the same,

But I know you didn't understand our ways.

You were just talking vhat as in your and,

What was in all our minds, and you e.en't hinting.

Then this hand tells the farmer the story of what he had dne once
when he was working for a driving boss. The man had no mercy either
for himself or for his hands. He was guilty of what the hand called
fbulling" tricks, or keeping at the worker's hei is in m;ming so that if
he didn't move fast enough he would lose his legs in the machine. On

one occasion, the bo.s paired himself off with this hand, who built

210 Ibido, PP. “0_93.
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the load and topped it off. A1l went well until the pair reached the
barn with the loaded wagon. The man on too had the easy job, for it
was he who would throw the hay down; surely no man in such a position
would need urging to do his job well, but Sanders, the boss, shouted,
"let her comel" The be sure he had heard aright, the hand had him re-
peat the call.

"He said it over, but he said it softer.

Never you say a thing like that to a men,

Not if he values what he is. God, I'd as soon
Murdered hinm as left out his m ddle neme,

I'd built the lead and knew right where to find it.
Two or three forkfuls I picked lightly round for
Like meditating, and then I just dug in

And dumped the rackful on him in terflots.®

The hand left the barm thinking he had S-nders buried under all
that hay. When the rest of the crew divined what had happened, they
rushed to the barn to uncover Sanders before he smothered to death.
Tey farked and forked, frantically, but they could not find him; then
they sent someone to the house to keep his wife from coming out to
learn of the tragedy; the messenger looked in the kitchen window, and
there Sanders wase

"He looked so clean disgusted from behind

There was no one that dared to stir him up,

Or let him know he was being looked ate.
Apparently I hadn't buried him ) ;
(I ey have knocked him down): it my just trying
to bury him had hurt his dignity."

Mferen't you relieved to find he wasn't dead?"

"Noi} and yet I d n't know--its bard to say.
I went about to kill him fair enough."

"You took an awkward wgy. Did he discharge you 2"

"Discharge = ? Nol He knew I did just right.®
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Thus the peem ends on a note of self-adminis tered democracy.

Again in "The Self-Seeker" 22one finds the philosophy in which the
New Englander calmly accepts what is bec:tuge it is, and the reluctance
to put a monetary value on personal items whose value is far above what
could be paid by mere coin.

The Broken One is in the hospital, his feet and legs having been
mangled in an accident in the saw mill. The lawyer is coming this day
to pay him five humired dollars. Willis, who calls on the Broken Ore,
is indignant with the imvalid for acce; ting so small a sum, not so much
for his injury as for the hobby which is ruined for him, for the man
has been collecting flowers, and has set his goal at fimding forty
orchids mtive to the region, None of Willis's persuading avails;
the Broken One ignores his pleadings as effectually as Meserve had
ignored that of the Coles, Willis is more mnhapy about the flowers
than anything else.

"But your flowers, man, you're selling out your flowers,!
"Yes, that's one way to put it--all the flowers
Of every kind everywhere in this region

For the next forty sumsers-—call it forty.

But I'm not selling those, I'm giving them,
They never earned me so much as one cent:
Money can't pay me for the loss of them.

No, the five hundred was the sum they named

To pay the doctor's bill and tide me over,

It's that or fight, and I don't want to fight—
I just want to get settled in wy life,

Such as it's going to be, and know the worst,

Or best--it mzy not be so bad. The i‘iz"m
Promise me all the shooks I want to nail.m

220 Ibido, pp. 117-125c
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"But wat about your flora of the valley?"

"You have me there, But that--you don't think
That was worth money to mg? Still I own

It goes against me not to finish it

For ?he friends it might bring me. By the way,
I had a letter from Burroughs——did I tell you -~
About my Cypreveduim reginae;

He says 1TTs not Teported 50 far north.

The lawyer emters and with the lawyer, a little girl, Amne, who has
been a companion of the Broken One before he became broken. He has
taught her the ways 2nd names of flowers; and he has trained her to pick
no bouquets, for the flowers need to stay for seed. But she has modified
his decree because he, a special person is sick, and has brought him
two Ram's Horn Orchids, having léff four or five for seed. The law-
yer becomes impatient, and the man sends Anne on her way. After she
is gore, he explains,

Get out your documentsi TYou see
I have to keep on the good side of Anne,
I'm a great boy to think of nuxber ore.
And you can't blame me in the place I'm in.
Who will take care of my necessities
Unless I do?"

This passage not only gives the key to the title of the poem, but
it also illustrates Frost!s apt use of understaterncent to attain his
PUrposeS.

One of the most charming characters Frost presents is the old fish~-
erman who has made his dory into a flower box now that he can no longer
go to sea., The poem is only a dozen lines long, yet the man is well
drawn. One experiences more than the word pictures present in the

poem; he sees the squinted eyes and leathered skin sea people have,

he smells the tang of ocean air, and he hears the not so distant

pounding of the surf.
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The Flower Boat

The fisherman's Swapping a yarn for a yarn

Under the hand of the village barber,

And here in the angle of house and barn

His deep~sea dory has found a harbor,

An anchor she rides the summy sod

As full to the gunnel of flowers growing

As ever she turned her home with cod

From Geroe's bank when winds were blowing.

And I judge from that Elysian freight

That all they ask is rougher weather,

And dory and master will sail by fate

To see for the Happy Isles together.23

"Christmas Trees®2l is a poem Frost subtitles "A Christmas Circular

Letter" which, apparently, he sent to his friends in lieu of Christmas
cardse In it he tells of an offer he had for his trees. One snowy day
not too long before Christmas, a city stranger drove into the Frost
yard, and asked if he mi_ht buy the Christmas trees. Frost had not
thought of his young fir balsams as Christmas trees 3 he had no notion
of selling them, but he did dally with the notion. He finally showed
the trees to the would-be buyer. Many were growing too close to-
gether to have kept their lorely shape, but some were vell propor-

tioned; the buyer thought they would do.

I thought so too, but wasn't there to say so.
We climbed the pasture on the south, crossed over,
And came down on the north.

He said, "A thousand.m
1A thousand Christms treesl——at what apiece?®

He felt some need of softening that to me:
"A thousand trees would come to thirty dollars." 1

23. Ibid., p. 335.
214.- Ibid.’ ppo 132—13)40
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Then I was certain I had never meant

To let him have them., Never show surprisel
But thirty dollars seemed so small beside

The extent of pasture I should strip, three cents
(For that was all they figured out apiece),
Three cents so small beside the dollar friends
I should be writing to within the hour

Would pay in cities for good tree- like those,
Regular vestry--trees whole Sunday Schools
Could hang enough on to pick off enough.

A thousand Christmas trees I didn't know I had}
Worth three cents more to give away than sell,
As may be shown by a2 simple calculation.

Too bad I couldn't lay one in a letter.

I can't help wishing I could send you one,

In wishing you herewith a lerry Christmas,

This poem displays again the feeling of Frost as a typical rural
New Englander that money is a paltry pay for the priceless growth of the
gifts of mature.

Frost has managed to portray the people of his rural New England with-
out turning el ther emotional or sentimental, but showing a keenness of

insight found only in one who both loves and understands the people of

the region, in one who is, himself, at heart one of those people.
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CHAPTER IV

PORMS WITH DEFINITELY UNIVERSAL ELFMINTS
A. POEMS DEALING WITH OMMON HUMAN EXPERIENCES

I may as well confess myself the authar

Of several books against the world in general,
To take them as against a special state

Or even nation's to restrict my meaning,l

There is a group of critics and fellow poets who consider Robert
Frost a good poet, but a local one: he is New England; he is uncon-
scious of any geographical point outside that region and of any ex-
perience in his life that occurred any place else; it is surely not
too broad a statement to say that a ,oet with a purely local appeal
will not be widely read and admired outside the region with which ne
is concerned.

But Robert Frost has been both widely read and greatly admired out-
side his beloved New England. When he leftt the United States for
England in 1912, he was an unknown poet, not because he had not tried
to find publishers for his ,oems, tut because the editors had not acc-
epted his poems for publication. It was in IEngland in 1913 that his
first volume was accepted and publisked. In s ite of the fact that the
poens which constitute & Boy's Will were peems written in New England
and concerned with New England, the book found prompt and hearty re-

ception in England. In the Review of Reviews of April, 1915, Barter

tells of that reception.
The book (X Boy's Will) brought quick recognmition as the work of

a rare nature, and Frost was promptly drawn out from his rurdl . .

l, Frost, Collected Poems, p. 206.
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retirement to be heartily welcomed in bhase choide circles of
london's best imbellectual life where c¢~ste distinctions count for
nothing and the sole test is merit., Nowhere is recogmition more
gemire ; in few places does it count so fully as a measure of worth.

Early last year North of Boston was brought out. . . Here the
author came fully InTo his own. The book brought instant acclaim,
and without reserve, Frost was honored as a poet of high distinction.
e+o The reviews and the weeklies gabe the ook exceptional sgace 3
the London Nation, for instance, devoted three columns to it.

Nor has the English acclaim been limited to the short period after
the "discovery! of the poet. Had that been true, her enthusiastic
acceptance might be attributed to a spontareous burst of applause
accorded to any of the mumerous poets during a period when new schools
were rot uncommn. Sixteen years later C. Henry Warren commented upon
the manner in which Frost!s poetry found a broad appeale

Save that the landscepe of his poetry is as likely to disclose a

maple as an elm, a bear as a fox, or an oven-bird as a lark, it
might be of England that he is singing.3

In further evidence that those who would limit the scope of Frost's
poetry so that he becomes a provincial or a local poet amd that only,
there follows a discussion of a group of poems which deal with common
human experiences and with such umiversal themes as the basic emotion
of fear and love, of man's struggle to overcome aabure and mture's
irresistabili ty, and of the impersonality and infinity of time; then
there are poems which show the impact the first World Wor made upon the
poet, and there are marr.tive poems whose basis is in no way in New
England,

Any one life has within its bounds many experiences which are common

2. TWm. Baxter, "New England's New Poet," Review of Reviews, v. 51,
(April, 1915), pp. L32, L33. =

3. C. Henry Warren, "An American Poet," The Fortnightly Review,
(Chapman and Hall Limited, London), v. 135, (February, 1931), De 302.
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among other beings, but not every being has the ability, the desire, and
the skill to create about these experiences poems of such beauty and
simplicity as Rdbert Frost has done., An illustrative group of these
poems will be presented in this section.

"Good Hours" tells of a lonely walk taken in the winter vhen the
cottages of the villages were buried "up to their shining eyes in
snow"; the hikdr did not feel the loreliness, however, because of the
sense of life about him within the houses.

I had such company outward bound

I went till there were no cottages found,
I turned and repented, but coming badk

I saw no window but that was black,

Over the snow my crezking feet

Disturbed the slumbering willage street
Like proicnation, by your leave,

At ten o'clock of a winter eve,

Surely it 1s not an uncommon experience to find so much pleasure in
the "outward bound" part of some event that the turn about ishot made
until so late that repentance must come with it,

It is strange how those who work with the soil ana with planting
become so engrossed with the phenomenon of growth that they take ad-
vantage of every daylight hour for their gardens. They come to have a
passion ror growing thingse. Frost tells of this miracle in "Putting in
the Seed."5

You come to fetch me from my work to-night

When supper's on the table, and we'll see

If I caen leave off burying the white

Soft petals fallen from the apple tree

(Soft petals, res, but not so barren quite,
Mingled with these, smooth bean and wrinkled peaj;)

g e R Bld B B e @ e E e e 0 S & ° & BB & 8

L. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 128.
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How love burns through the Putting in the Seed
On tlr(_)ugh the watching for that early birth
Wken, just as the soil tarnishes with weed,

The sturay seedling with arched o dy comes
Shonldering its way and she dding the earth crumbs.

Who has not felt the wge to hurry spring after a winter spent in-
doors? With the coming of balmy weather, man wants to forget, for a time
at least, his work and go out to feel to the utmost the pleasures of
new gpring. Frost's "Prayer in Spring®"6 sends a request to the south-
west winds to hasten spring for him, to

Burst into my narrow stall;
Swing the picture on the wallj
Bun the rattling pages o'er;
Scatter poems on the floor;
Turn the poet out of door.

Sparks from a fire and burning embers that fleet into the night sky
to tangle with the trees or compete with the stars have an appeal to
man's imagination. In his "Evening in a Sugar Orchard® Frost tells of
lingering outside the sugar house one March night and calling to the
fireman to give the fire another stoke to send up more ®parks with the

aaoke,

I thought a few might tangle, as they dd,
Among the bare maple boughs, and in the rare
Hill atmosphere not cease to glow,

And so be added to the moonup there,

The sparks made no attermt to be the moon.
They were content to figure in the trees

As leo, Orion, and the Pleiades.

And that was what the boughs were full of soon.

"Rose Po.cgonias"8 is among the most beautiful of the poems in Frost!s

6. Ibid., p. 17e
7. Ibido’ P. 289.
8" Tbilde; pat 19«
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volumes. In it he tells of having come upon a small, lovely spot set
in seclusion fram the rest of the warld. Not Frost alone has had the
experience of coming unexpectedly upon such beauty that his heart has
offered up a little prayer for the security and safety of such a spot.

A saturated meadow,
Sun-shaped and j wel-small,
A circle scarcely wider
Than the trees around were tall;
Where winds were quite excluded,
And the air was stifling sweet
With the breath of many flovers,—-
A temple of the heat,

There we bowed us in the burning,
As the sun's right worshiy is,

To pick where none could miss them,
A thousand orchises;

For though the grass was scattered
Yet every second spear

Seen tipped with wings of color,
That tinged the atmosphere.

lle raised a =imnle prayer
Before we left the spot,
That in the general mowing
That place might be forgot;
@r if not all so favoured,
Obta.n such grace of hours,
That none should mow the grass there
While so confused withfflowers.

Athough it is a rather child-like thing to do, there is ac rtain
fascination in watching the movenents of the moon as one walks; now it
rests in a tree top, now it peeks jauntily over the ridge pole o- a house;
and soon it is someplace else--all because one changes his position or
moves his head. [Frost telis of this experience in "The Freedom of the

Moon."9

I've tried the new moon tilted in the air

Above a hagy tree-and-farmhouse cluster

As you might try a jewel in your hair,

T've tried it fine with little breadth of lustre,

S ——

9o Ibid., pe 3/l.
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Alone, or in one ornament combining J
With one first-water star almost as shining.

I put 1t shining anywhere I please,

By walking slowly on some evening later,
I've pulled it from a crate of crooked tree ,
And brought it over glossy water, greater,
And dropped it in, and seen the im ge wallow,
The color run, all sorts of wonder follow,

A number of Frost's poems deal with the basic human emotions,
fear and love. That these emotions are universal, no one can deny. To
be sure, Frost, because he is Frost and because he is a New Englarmder,
writes with restraint, but thet very restraint gives a greater farce
to his poems. No group of pwems better illustrates his belief in the
use of understatement to attain his ends than this group dealing with
fear and love.

"Fire and Ice"l0 deals with the emotions of desire and hate in the
abstract.

Some say the world will end in fire,
Some say in ice,

From what I've tasted of desire

I hold with those who favor fire.
But if it had to perish twice,

I think I knlw enough of hate

To say that for destruction ice

Is also great

And would suffice.

iThe Fear 1dig a narrative poer. A woman has left her msband to
elope with Joel.

A lantern light from deeper in the barn
Shone on a2 man and woman in the door

And threw their lurching sh:dows on a house
Near by, all dark in every glossy window,
A horse's hoof pawed once the hollow floor,
And the back of the gig they stood beside

10. TIbid., p. 268.

1J. . Ibido ] Pp ) 112—116.
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Moved in a little, The man grasped a wheel,
The woman spoke out sharply, "Whoa, stand stilll
X saw it just as -lain as a white plate, ¥
She said, "as the light on the dashboard ran
Along the bushes at the roadside—a man's face."

So the poem begins with the fear in the lurching shadows, the
creaking gig, the pawing hoof, and the edged voice of the woman. And
throughout the poem, using this same reserve, Frost meintains the emo-
tion of fear until the nerves of the reader are drawn as taut as the
nerves of the woman. She must investigate before she will go inj; she
pleads with Joel to go ahead, for she must face this alone. Against
his demurring, she pushes past him, gets the lantern, and advances to-
ward the dark. Still insisting that no one is there, Joel goes with
her. She calls into the dark and is startled when ler question "What
do you went?" 1s answered by "Nothing." The sense of fear is height-
ened by the secrecy Frost leaves with the reader who is never certain
Jjust what is hap ening; yet, for that very reason, he fecels more in-
tensely what the woman is experiencing. 7The man comes forward; he
has with him a2 child who, he suggests, hould prove that he is no
robber--or worse. She asks him,

Mfhat's a child doing at this time of night?"
"Out walking, Every child should have the memory
0f at least one long-after-bed time walk,

What, son?¥

"Then I should think you'd try to find
Somewhere to walk--"

"The highway, as it happens—-
We're stopping for the fortnight down at Dean's.”

"But if that's all--Joel--you realirg-=
You won't think anything. You undersvand?
You understand that we have to be careful.
This is a very, very lonely place.

Joel! She spoke as if she couldn't turn,
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The swinging lantern lengthened to the ground
It touched, it str ck, it clatiered anc . ni oube

And still the reader remzins in doudbt as to whetirr the walling man
was her husband or not, an- whether one of the ion or the other rurdered
her, or whether she merely fainted, o great wos the emotional reaction
when she found that the situation was not one that she had expected to
confromnt,

Be that as it may, the emotion fear is here so excellsntly nortriyad
that there is no doubt abcut the poem's universality.

"The Lockless Door™2 also de 1s vith the emotion fear. The nan in
this, as meny men in real life, fled from fear before he f.iced reslity
and, because he did so, must alter his life and, porhaps, forsake his
chosen goale

It went many years

But at last c me a knock,
And I thought of the coar
With no lock tolock.

I blew out the light

I tip—toed the floor,
And raiised both hands

In prayer to the door.
But the knock came again
My window was wide}

I climbed on the sill
And descended outside.
Back over the sill

I bauc a "Come in"

To whatever the lmock
At the door may have been.

So at a knock

I em tied my cage

To hide in the world
And altar w.th age.
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"Bereft™3 brings a theme of loneliness and the fear of loneliness,
In this poem, as in the *two Preceding, the cause of the fear is some-
thing vague, for Frost seems to have found that the thing men fear most
is something intangible, for were it reality, they would face it and
battle it through; but it is the fear of the vague, the unformulated

that makes man a coward,

Where had I heard this wind before
Change like this to a deeper roar?
What would it take my standing there tar,
Holding open a re tive doa,

Looking down hill to a frothy shore?
Sumrer was past and day was past.
Sorbre ¢louds in the west were massed.
Out in the porch!s sagging floor,
leaves got up in a coil and hissed,
Blindly struck at my knees ana missed.
Sore thing sinister in the tone

Told me my secret must be known:

Word I.as in the house alone

Somehow must have gotten abroad,

Word I was in my life alone,

Word I had no one left but God,

Another of the poems which deals with a fear of the elements is
"Storm Fea.r."lll Wherever man may live, there are cert'in seasons when
the weather makes shelter seem more than comf rting,

When the wind works against us in the dark,
And pelts with snow

The lover chamber window on the east,

And whispers with a sort of stifled bark,
The beast,

Come out! Come outj--

It costs no inward struggle not to go.

Ah, nol

Not of fear, but of loneliness does "An 0ld Man's Winter Night“15

speak; and in that portrayal of ancient solitude, Frost pulls upon the

13. Ibid., p. 317.
lho Ibido’ Pe 13.
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heart strings of the reader, The man is so o0ld and lonely that he is
not frightened, but he does frighten the very darkness and the hollow

cellar,

All out of doors looked darkly in at him

Through the thin frost, almost in separate stars,
That gathers on the pane in empty rooms.

What kept his eyes from giving back the gaze

Was the lamp tilted near them in his hand.

That brought him to that creaking room was age.
He stood with barrels round him—at a loss.

And having scared the cellar under him

In clomping there, he scared it omce again

In clomping off:--and scared the outer night,
Which has it sounds, familiar, like the roar

Of trees and crack of branches, common things,
But nothing so like beating on a box.

* e e s o e s+ o » The log that shifted with a jolt
Once in the stove, distrubed him and he shifted,
And eased his heavy breathing, but still s. ept,
One aged man--one man—can't keep a house,

A farm, a countryside, or if he can,

It's thus he does it of a winter night.

Another psem which deals with fear, but not with loneliness
is "The Most of it."l6 Every man longs for companionship with his
own kind, for one who will answer, who will understand. Often ‘/hen
man is so lonely he can find none of his own in the universe, he will
call and then, when the reply does come, it is different from what
he expected and for that reason disappointing. Frost puts this into
the words of a poem in "The Most of It."

He thought he kept the universe alone;

For all the voice in answer he could wake
Was but the mocking echo of his owm

Fron some tree-hidden cliff across the lake.
Some morning from the boulder-broken beach
He would cry out on life, what it wants

Is not its owvn love back in copy speech,
But counter-love, original response.

And nothing ever came of what he cried
Unless it was the embodiment that crashed
In the cliff's talus on the other side,

16, Frost, A Witress Tree. p. 23.
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And then in the far distant water splash
But after a time allowed for it to swinbed’
Instead of proving humen when it neared
ﬁgd someogebslse additional to him
a grea ck it powerfu appeared
Pushing the crumpled Waterlig aﬁgad,
And landed pouring like a waterfall,
And stumbled through the rocks with horny tread,
And forced the underbrush—-and that was all,

Man is a social creature; every one wants to have friends, to be

happy. The expression of this hunger is found in the short poen

"Revelation.“17

We make ourselves a place apart

Behind light words that tease and flout,
But oh, the agitated heart

Till someone find us really out.

'Tis pity if the case required
(Or so we say) that in the end

We speak the literal to inspire
The understanding of a friend.

But so with all, from babes that play
At hide-~and-seek to God afar,

So all who hide too well away
Must speak and tell us where they are.

When Frost writes love poems, he uses the same restraint and the
same device of understatement that he uses in depicting other emotion.
"Devotion"18 illustrates this point:

The heart can think of no devotion
Greater than being shore to the ocean—-
Holding the curve of one position
Counting an endless repetition.

"Moon Compasses"ld is a metaphor of exquisite beauty in which Frost

gives another definition of love., The emotional intensity of this

17. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 27.

18. 1Ibid., Pe 308'

19. Thid., p. 393.
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poem is made more powerful by the restraint,

I stole forth dimly in the dripping pause
Between two downpours to see what there was. -
And masked moon had spread down compass rays
To a cone mountain in the midnight haze,

As if the final estimate were ners 3

And as it measured in her calipers,

The mountain stood exalted in its place,

So love will take between the hands a face. .« .

It is, however, a poem slightly longer which is the greatest of
Frost's love poems, In "Two Look at Two"20 g pair of lovers have been
walking up the mountain and, though it is late s have gone further than
they intended. Finding their way blocked b~ a tumbled wall, they stood
for a moment looking reluctantly, "spending what omward impulse they
still had in one last look the way they must not go 2 for mountain
clirbing after derk was dangerous when a single loosened rock might
start a landslide, "This is all," they sigh d, but it was not all, for
on the other side of the wall a doe appeared and looked at them, not
with fear, but with surprise,

"This, then, is all. What more is there to ask?!
But no, mot yet. A snort to bid them wait.

A buck from round the spruce stood loc':ing at them
Across the wall as near as they.

This was an antlered buck of lusty nostril,

Not the same doe come back “nto her place.

He viewed them quizzically with jerks of head,

As if to ask, "hy don't you make some motion?

Or give some sign of life? Bec use you can't,

I doubt if you're as living as you look."

Thus till he had them almost feeling dared

To stretch a proffering hand--and a spell-breaking.
Then he too passed unscared along the wall.

Two had seen two, whichever side you spoke from,
"A11 this must be &11." It was all, Still they stood,
A great wave from it going over them,

As if the earth in one unlooked-for favor

Had made them certain earth returred their love.

20. Ibid., pp. 282, 283.
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"The Telephone"@ldeals, in a whimisical, yet tender, way, with

lovers'! talk. He had taken a long walk during the afternoon and, while
he was resting, he leaned his head against a flower and heard his love
talk. She mustn't deny it, for she spoke from the flower on her window
sill. He asks her if she remembers what she said and she, not wanting
to chance contradicting him, suggests that he tell first what he thought
she said,

Having, found the flower and driven a bee a.ay,
I leaned my head,

And holding by the stalk,

I listened and I thought I caught the word—
What was 1t? Did you call me by my name?

Or did you say—

Someone said 'Come'--I heard it as I bowed."
"I may have thought as much, not aloud,"

"ell, so I came."

Lovers have a way of enjoying reminiscence about the first time
they met and either how they recognized the moment as an important one
or how they now wonder that such a moment should have passed with no
especial significance attached to it. In "Meeting and Passing22 he
addresses her to remind her of their meeting.

Another marrative love poem is "In the Home Stretch,!23 in which
an older couple are meking a new start. They have moved from the town
Just fifteen miles into the country, but the change is great. There is
plaintiveness in the poem., The two love one another; but neither is

quite sure whose idea it was that they turn into "good farmers." In

21, Ibid., pe 1L7.
205 Ibides De 1L8.
23, Ibid., pp. 139-1L6.
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spite of himself, he fears that he ey have brought her here contrary
to her true desires, and she will not comit herself upon the subject.
He finds her looking out the window by the kitchen sink while the noisy
men are banging furniture into place upstairs. He asks what she sees
more than the weeds growing, and she replies that it is the years

"ithat kind of years?!

Uihy, latter years—
Different from early years.“’ 7

"T see them too.
You didn't count them?n

"No, the further off
S0 ran together that I didn't try to.

It can scarce be that they would be in nurber

We'd care to know, for we are not yang now,

.-00"

The moving men are preparing to leave; they are clirkimg into the
wagon when she suddenly remembers that the stove is mot up, and they must
have that. The stillmess of the house is again broken with the tramp-
ings of heavy feet and the loud voices of strong men. Then they are
gone again, and one realizes for the first time that the woman did mt
really want to move, but in her love for Joe she is keeping it from him,
for he is as enthusiastic as a boy about the new venture,

"Did they make something lonesome go tirough you?

It would take more than them to sicken you--

Us of our bargzin, But they left us so

As to our fate, like fools past reasoning with.

They almost shook me.n

They find food, and the lantern, which has not been lost; there is

bread and butter. They contimue to visit as they eat. Again one sees
the devotion of these two. She says,
"Dumped down in paradise We are and happy."

nTt!'s all so much what I have always wanted,
T can't believe it's vhat you = ted, too."

nShouldn't you like to know?"
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o "I'd like to know
If it is what you wanted, then how mich
You wanted it for me.n

. "A troubled consciencel
You don't want me to tell if Id n't knowl

"I don't want to 2*nd out what can't be knovm.
But who first said the words to core ?
Hw dear’
It's who first thought the thought. You're searching, Joe,
For things that don't exist; I mean beginnings.
Ends and beginnings——there are no such thing s.
There are only nmiddles,n

In his enthusiasm, he wishes to take her outside for a good night toar,
but decides they are too tired and that morni ng will be soon enough to
"go the round of apple, cherry, peach, pine » alder, pasture, mowing,
well, and brook-—of the whole farm.
The last four lines sum up the mood of the . hole poem:
When there was no more lantern in the kitchen,
The fire got out through crannies in the stove
And danced in yellow wrigglers on the ceiling,
As much at home as if they'd always damced there.
There is only the poems in his recent volume vhich deals with love,
and those in a figurative vigy. In the 1irst one, Frost seems to be
saying that one who is held by the many ties oi love is so contznted in

being thus held that she is not conscious of them unless one of the b es

makes undue demand of her. The poem he calls "The Silken Tent "2l

She is as in a field a en tent

At midday when a sunny :ummer breeze

Hds dried the dew and all its ropes relent,
So that in guys it gently sweis at ease,
And its supporting ce tral cedar ole,

That is its pinnacle to heavenward

And signified the sursness of the soul,
Seens to owe naught to any single cord,

But strictly held by none, is loo ely bound.

2l Frost, Witmess Tree, pe 1 .
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By countless silken ties of love and thought
To everything on earth the co ass round,
And only by one's going slightly taut
In the capriciousness of summer air
Is of the slightest bondage made aware.

There are influences atrong enough once lives are crossed by them,
the lives are never again the same, Love is one of those forces. In
his poem "Never Again Would Birds' Song be the Same25 Frost suggests
that the birds sorngs are more beautiful becavse they krew Eve and felt

love for her.

Her would declare and could himself believe
That the birds there in all the garden round
From having heard the daylong voice of Ive
Had added to their own an oversound,

Her tone of meaning but without the words.
Admittedly an eloquence so soft

Could only have had an influence on birds
When call or laughter carried it aloft.

Be that as may be, she was in their song.
Moreover her voice uron the voices crossed
Had now persisted in the woods so long
That probably it never would be lost.,
Never again would birds's song be the samc.
And to do that to birds was why she came,

\ One of the characteristics of the nature of man is that he views
with reluctance the passing of a season of bearty, or a moment of per-
fection, of an experience of delight. Frost exy esses this thought in
two poems. In "October"ﬂé he addresses th:t month, reminding her that
he realizes the leaves have all ripened to fall if the morrow's wind be
wild, and :ith the leaves goes a period of beaity; so Frost asks
October to let the fall of leaves be slov, and to let the still lovely

days be less brief,

25- Ibid., Pe 2)4..
26. TFrost, Collected Poems, p. LO.
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Release one leaf at break of day;

At noon release another leaf 3

One from our trees, one far away.

Retard the sun with gentle mist;

Enchant the land with ame thyst.

Slow, sliowl

For the grapes! sake, if they were 41,
Whose leaves already are burnt vath frost,
Whose clustered fruit must else be lost——
For the grapes!' sake along the wall,

The other poem which deals with the same subject, though in a
slightly different light is "Reluctance."27 Man is always a questioning
creature; not only does he see the beauty of a phase pass, but he questions
the passing even though he knows that his questioning will not change
matlers one jot. In sequence of time, this poem might easily follow
"October."

Out through the fields and the woods

And over the walls I have wended;
I have climbed the hills of view

And looked at the world, and descended;
I heve come by the highway home,

And low it is ended,

For the world is bared, the leaves are gone except for a few last
ores hanging on but even they will be dropped onto the crusted snow

soon; the leaves that have fallen lie in dead he ps, not in scurrving

swirls; the asters @re gone and the flowers of the witch-hazel are
withered. "The heart is still aching to seek, but the feet question,

"Whither?#!

Ah, when to the heart of man
Was it ever less than a treason
To go with the drift of things,
To yield with a grace to reason,
And to bow and acce’ t the end
0f a love or a season?

S Tibildey Dk Lide
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B. POEKS DZALING WITH VAN'S RELATION:SHID X NATURE

Another of the universal themes which I'rost discusses de:!s vith
the infinity of time and tire's indifference to man., Oeccasionally
Frost uses the term "time" in dealing with this matter, and eccasionally
he uses the term "nature" and man's strug-le to overcome the elements
of nature." He shows that the elements nlwavs soom te win out in the
end; yet, strapgely enough, even in the face of such over!: ! Ly
man progresses; when he is frustrated in one direetion, e tirns his
efforts toward amther point, On the other hand, vhen man has ‘orged
ahead far enough so that he can view wi.th a degree of satisfaction what
he has done, nature, takes things in hand and shows her ultimate
superiority.

The poem "New Ha. siiire" has bocn discussed in Lils work on page 35,

There is no necessity o? requoting here, but in connection iz th this

dise ssion it will be wall to n tice what Lujioe savs concern’ng this
poem.

It's a reasonable human at!.tude. Anyon: with an aince of humor

mist acce t ils own i finite unimiortivee in the universal scleme;

but he also has a riht to set up nis own imor ance 2s an «lenent
in that scheme... Both the state and the poet face the half-glance
of the world, and ths huge ghter of destn th oride and grit,
and without eg tivr, "l

In "The kfood.p:'Lle"2 Frost tells o or a w-lk in the frozen
swamp. A small bird caught his eve, and he ¢ uzht the =y= o! the bird,
for it flew silently a » always ke in tree between them for

safety as if he thousht the poet might be alter the white feather in

1. Monrog, o . Cit., 0. 62,

2. Thornton, 0 . Cit,, re rinted from Yul- levicw, Jobis. e 120,
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his tail "like one who takes everything said as personal to himself."
But he forgot the bird when he noticed a cord of maple, all cut and

neatly stacked; obviously it was older even than the cutting of the
year before last.

The wood was grey and the bark was warping off it
And the pile was somewhat sunken. Clematis

Had wound strings round and round it like a bundle.
What held it though on one side was a tree

Still growing, and on one a stake and prop,

These later sbout to fall. T thought that only
Someone who lived in turning to fresh tasks
Could so forget his handiwork on which

He spent himself, the labour of his axe,

And leave it there far from a useful fireplace

To warm the frozen swamp as best it could

With the slow smokeless burning of decay.

To find the relationship of this poem to the resistless forces
of nature, one may note the words of McBride Dabbs: Among the poems
which -are, in their entirety, symbolic, "The Wood-Pile" is notable. . .
Nature holds man. . . . In a shadow. In its passive mood, it is solid,
unyielding; in its active, almost resistless.!"3
"On Taking from the Top to Broaden the Base"l has in it an
umisually vivid illustration of the struggle of man a:ainst nature, for,
Just when he thinks that he has conquered her and that he i1s safe enough
to shake a defiant fist at her, she indulges in some minor tantyum which
is a maipr tragedy to him; and in spite of his boasting he is laid low.
Roll stones down on our head.
You squat old pyramid,

Your last good avalanche
Was long since slid.

3. McBride Dabbs, "Robert Frost and the Dark Woods," Yale Review
vol. 23, illarch 1934) p. 516,

L. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 38 .




Your top has sunk too low,
Your base has spread too wida,
For you to roll one ston

Down if you tried,

But even at the word

A pebble hit the rooi,
Another shot through glass
Demanding proof.

Before their panic hands
Were fighting for the latch,
The mud came in one cold
Unleavened batch.

And none was left to
Of an old mount=int
Thet st took from its t
To broaden its base.
A though Frost is fully aware of the fut: ol s
some of the elements of nature, he not ut

can still speak of her ca;:ices with a wr . )

CZl.oucl‘mlrst'5 he has this to say:

Let the down our roil and !
The worst it car
Is carry some garie
A little nearer to the sez,
But he is not vas concerned, for =
be washed avizy"; and wner is, it i8 no
farce of nature L ¢ ce ol v r - i
the low places sh s and the ! oW,
Ther 1 1 need do u
To other end o b &y
trocts - to s
aver to g
old tool of
. : :
The w¢ 0 chianged to 1€,
But to . no




¥ay my application so close

To so endless a repetition

Not make me tired and morose

And resentful of man's cord tiomn,

The very title of the poer "On Going Urmoticedn® glves tha key

to the thought developed therein. Again the there is that rnture i
unperturbed by the srall ways of man. You go into tie forest mnd
find a bed of lovely flowers, coral-root. You wint on 2 O g1
fear that for taking such beauty, you will have t tone .

You grasp the bark by a rugped t,

And look up small from the forest!s £ nt.

The only leaf it drops goes wide,

Your name not written on cither side.

You linger your little hour and are gone,

Anc still the woods sweep 1y on,

Not =ven missing the corzl-root flower

You took as a tropiy of the hour.

Another poem which develops this e 1a 9The ] of

Versed in Country Things."! The farm house had burned long am,
and all that was left standing wes the chimmey. Tt m ac: the
way s till stood though it was no longer used cxcept bt
which flew in and out the broken window:,

Their murrur more like the s sigh

Fron too rmch dv ing on t hag b "
Yot for then the lilac rene l=af,
And the : ylm tho to "8 3
And ! mp flung aw 3
tt erost ca a glrand of E .
For then there 1y 1 ne sad,
But ik J1e 4 (¥ neat L 17
T t0 be warsed in country ti s
to b ve that the pt a

Te Ibid., P 300,




Nor are the larger forces of nature anymore disturbed by man than
are the trees and flowers, "On looking by Chance at the Constella-
tions,"d indicates that the plan on which nature rejulstes her con-
stellations makes one aware of her infinite impersonality. She is
unconcerned about the conditions existing on earth.

You'll wait a long, long time for anything much

To happen in heaven beyond the floats of cloud

And the NorthernLights that run like tingling nerves.
The sun and moon get crossed, but they never touch,
Nor strike out fire from each other, nor crash out loud.
The planets secem to interfere in their curves,

But nothing ever happens, no harm is dons.

We may as well go patiently on with our life,

And look elsewhere than to stars and moon and sun
For the shocks and changes we need to keep us sane.
It is true the longest droudit. will end in rain,

The longest peace in China will end in strife.

Still it wouldn't reward the watcher to stay a.ake

In hopes of seeing the calm of heaven treal

On his particular time and personal signt.

That calm seems certainly safe to last tonight.

Then there are scveral poems which, instead of speaking of the
resistlessness and impersonality of mture, speak of time, The plain-
tively beautiful poem "They 'Tere Welcome to their Belief " tells that
man grows old wheth r he experiences rrief or pa‘n, or ne ther, for as
the seasons pass hi head whitens.

Grief may have thought it was rrief.
Care may have thought it was care.
They were welcome to their belief,
The over important pair.

But it took everr year that came, beginning wher the wan
young, to make his head white, but it did whilen, becoring a "shade

more the color of snow' every year.

. TIbid., p. 3k6.
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Grief may have thought it was grief,
Care may have thought it was care.
But neither one was the theif

0f his raven color of hair.

The infinity and changlessness of time, the brevity and in-
-significance of man is the theme of "I Will Sing You One-0."10
The poet lay wakeful in bed, wishing for time to pass when the town
clock struck one, This started a trend of thought which was not to
stop short of the constellations of the universe., TFor that one
symbolized much more than the time of the night. Uith it the winds
came to tell of the sun, the moon, the stars, the planets, the con-
stellations, beyord which is God., The winds spoke for the clock.

In that grave word
Uttered alone

The utmost star
Trembled and stirred,
Though set so far

Its whirling frenzies
Appear like standing
In one self station.
It has not ranged,
And save for the wonder
Of once expanding

To be a nova,

It has not changed
To the eye of man
One planets over
Around and under

It in creation

Since man began

To drag down man

And nation nation.

Time is everlasting even beyond the forces of nature, for given
enough time, the forces of nature through erosion charnge the con-

tours of the earth . The first two stangas of "I Could Give All To

Tim“ndeal with the impersonality of time in regard to these changes.

10, 1Ibid., . 26l-266.
11. Frost, fitness Tree, pe 17.
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To Time ::.t never seems that he is brave
To set himself against the peaks of snow
To lay them level with the rumming wave,
Nor is he overjoyed vhen they lie low
But only grave, contemplative and grave.
What now is inland shall be ocean isle,
T@en eddies playing round a sunken reef
Like the curl at the corner of a smile;
And T could share Time's lack of joy or grief
At such a planetary change of style.
That man may temporarily overcome the forces of nature Frost
shows in another group of poems. These deal with the struggle that man
makes to establish a habitation or a home and the swiftness and cer—
tainty with which nature takes over the area as soon as man has turned
his back. "The Census Taker"?2 takes this repossession by nature fur-
ther than the local placed indicated. The poet assuming the role of
census—-taker, has come to a %slab-built, black-paper-covered house of
one room, one window, and one door, the only dwelling in a waste
cut over a hundred square miles round it in the mountains." Though
there had at one timd been dwellers here, there was now only the severest
desolation.
The time was autumn, but how anyoue
Could tell the time of year when every tree
That could have dropped a leaf was down itself
And nothing but the stump of it was left
Now bringing out its rings in sugar of pitch;
And every tree up stood a rotting trunk
Without a single leaf to spend on autumm,
Or branch to whistle after what was spent.
As the census-taker stood under the spell of this desolation,
he imagined he saw the men who lived there. His meditations led him

to think what he could do about the house, about the people who were

not there.

12, Frost, Collected Poems, pp. 216, 217.
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Tl‘lis house in one year fallen to decay
Filled me with no less sorrow than the houses
Fallen 'po ruin in ten thousand years

Were Asia wedges Africa from Ewrope,

Absorbed in thought of the places where s ouls "grow fewer and fewer
eévery year,'" he reached thig conclusion: "It must be T want life to
go on living,"

But houses of strange, imaginary people are mt the only ones
which natvre reclaims if she is given the opporturity. In a poem
which gains the reader's sympathy Frost speaks of his own birthplace-~
at least his own for the duration of the poem--and its return to-
ward its native state., He calls it "The Bir thplace,"l3.

Here further up the mountain slope
Than there was ever any hope,

My father built, enclosed a spring,
Strung chains of wall round everythirng,
Subdved the growth of earth to grass,
And brought our various lives to pass.
A dozen girls anu boys we were.

The mountain seemed to like the stir
And made of us a liitle while-~

ith always something in her smile.
Today she wouldn't know our name.

(No girl's of course, has stayed the same. )

The mountain pushed us off her lmees.,
And now her lap is full of trees.

Man seems to have subdued nature in "A Brook in the Ci'lzy"l.uk;‘or
a new city street has taken the path that the brook omce followed,
Turred into a sewer, it would seem to be safely cemented down to the
control of man, But Frost cammot believe that the subjugation is so

comnlete as it ap.ears on the new maps wiich no lomger indicate the

course of the brook.

But I wonder
If from its being kept forever under

13. Ibido’ po 33O¢
1h. 7Ibid., p. 2Ek.




The thoughts may not have risen that so keep
This new-built city frompork and sleep,

The picture of man in his struggle against nature is not completely
dark, not even for Frost, McBride Dabbs offers an explanation of the
poet's attitude on the question of man and nature:

Yet, though mture thrsatens man with destruction, its very
challenge creates courage, and s life, within him, Nature exists—
so far as man is concerned—to be fought against; tut not to be
destroyed, even wgere that possible, for that would be the destruction
of man himself,l

Lewishohn points out this philosophy as illustrated in "On a Tree
Fallen Across the Road." He says, "Mankind has a way of striving;
there is, at the least, a fundamental moral energy in human life;

'The Tree F dlen Across the Road! cannot really halt us."]'6 The
incident in the poem is this: travelers on a journey know that a
tree fallen across the road does not permanently bar the way tothe
goal; it only makes them stop to think what to do.

And yet she (the treel knows obstruction is in vain;

We will not be put off the final goal

We have it hidden in us to attain,

Not though we have to seize earth by the pole

And, tired of aimless circling in one vlace,

Steer straight off after something inco spaceei?

The theme in "Sand Dunes":LB indicates that man will strive, and
get ahead in one way or another through the power of his mindj for s

though nature may overcome man in the more material sense and By Seemn

to cut him off from his goal at every turn through the power of his mind

he finds a new way ont,

150 Dabbs, &p_u _C_i’tl., p. 123'
16. Quoted by Thorton, op. cit., p. 290,

17. :Frost, 22. Cit;, De 2960
18. Ibid., p. 330.
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Sea waves are green and wet,
But up from where they die,
Rise othsrs vaster yet,

And those are brown and dry.

They are the sea made land
To oome at the fisher town,
And bury in sclid sand

The men she ¢ ould not drown.

She may know cove and cape,
But she does not know mankind
If by any change of shape,
She hopes to cut off mind,

Man left her a ship to sink:
They can leave her a hut as well;

And be but more free to think

For the one more cast off shell,

In Frost's recent book, A Witress Tree, he seems to have a more
optimistic outlook concerming the reiationship of man and nature 3
nature mst be a fraction more benignant than she is malicious else
by this time man would have been annihilated.

It is "Our Hold on the Planet"l9 which gives expression to this
idea of a more lenient mature than has been pictured in the earlier
publicationss Although Frost usually presents only the bleaker side of
nature when representing ler as the elements in their relation to the
uman race, in this poems he devotes the first eleven lines to showing
her more maternal side.

We asked for rain, It didn't flash androar.

It didn't lose its temper at our demand

And blow a gale. It didn't misunderstand

And give us more than our spokesman bargaired for;
And just because we owned to a wish for rain,
Send us a flood and bid us be dammed and drown.,
It gently threw us a glittering shower down.

19. Frost, A Witness Tree, p. L3.
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And when we had taken that into the roots of grain,
It threw us another and then another s+ill

Till the spongy soil again was natal wet.

We may doubt the just propartion of good to 111,
There is so much in nature against us,

The rest of the poem glves adequate justification for the conclusion

that has gone before,

But we forget:
Take nature altogether since time began,
Including human nature, in peace and war,
And it must be a little more in favor of man,
Say a fraction of one percent at the very least,
Or our mumber living wuldn't be stea. ily more,
Our hold on the planet wouldn't have so increased.
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C. POEMS DEALING WITH MAN'S RELATIONSHIP TO MAN

War is an unfortumtely universal theme. Robert Frost was in
England when she entered World War I. One of his most intimate English
acquaintances, Edward Thomas, lost his life on Vimy Ridge., The im~
pact of that wer and fear of war in general left upon Robert Frost a
mrk that is shown in a number of his poens. VYRange-Finding"l shows
the fierceress of war even more vividly because it tells how the in-
fluence is felt beyond man and cuts into the lives of the small crea-

tures which are found in his environment.

The battle rent a cobweb diamond-strung

And cut a flower beside a ground bird's next

Before it staired a single human breast.

The stricken rlawer bent double and so lung.

And still the bird revisited her young.

A btutterfly its fall had dispossessed

A moment sought in air his flower of rest,

Then lightly stooped to it and fluttering clung,

On the bare upland pasture there had spread

O'ernight 'twixt mullein stalks a wheel of thread

A sudden passing tullet shook it dry.

The indwelling spider ran to greet the fly,

But finding nothing, suddenly withdrew,

A poem which shows the bitterness Frost feels toward war is

"The Bonfire 2 The father in the poem suggests to the children that
they go up the hill with him this particular evening to set fire to
all the brush that they had piled up for winter, The flame will shoot
so high the people will come to the windows of the ir houses to see
what is causing such a light. When he suggests that they might scare
themselves, the children ask if it would scare him, too. Yes, he

tells them, for once he built a smdll fire which got out of hand for

1. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 159.

2. Ibids, pp. 163-166.



a time; it burned withered grass and flowers. In fear he nelt to
rub—-"fight such a fire b~ rubbing not b beatingi--the fire out with
his coat, the only weapon he had available. The smother of smoke was
almost past abiding, but he Eept on, the thought of the wads and
tom set on fire by him goading him to fight on the road side while
he trusted the brook to stop it on the otrer. He won; and in spite
of his weariness he felt he was walking on air, even when the neigh~
bors who had passed a green field on the wav saw it suddenly turned
black on their return. No wonder, he comments, he would be scared.
Then the children have a2 juestion:

"If it scares you, what will it do to us?"

"Scare you, But if you shrink from being scared,
What would you .ay to war if it should come?
That's what for reasons I should like to know--
If you can “omfort re b; any answer."

"Oh, but war's not ior children—-it's for ren,"

"Now we are digging almost down to China,
My dear, my dear, you thought that--we all thaight it,
So your misteke was ours. Haven't you heard, though,
About the ships where war 1as found them aut
At sea, about the towns i'here var has cone
Tirough opening clouds at night with lroning speed
Purther o'erhead than all but stars and angels,—-
And chil ren in ships and in the towns?

Haven'!t you leard what we have lived to learn?
Nothing so new--sorething we had forgotten:

ar is for everyone, for children too.

T wesn!T goIng to tell you and I mustin't.

The best may is to come up hill with me

And have our fire and laugh and be afr id."

The bitterness of disillusionment is rIound the sonnet entitled

"The Flood."3 It is both a bitterness and a disillusionment thet

3. Ibid., p. 323
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might apply today when the men of the world have learned of the seeming
inevitability of man's need to struggle one against the other even as he
mist struggle against nature. Herein Fros't speaks of the many times
that man has thought the human greed which stirs up wars has been
smothered, only to see it break through again.

Blood has been harder to dam back than water,
Just when we think we have it impourded safe
Behind new barrier walls (and let it chafel).
It breaks away in same new kind of slaughter.
e choose to say it is let loose by the devil;
But power of blood itself releases blood,

It goes by might of being such a flood

Held high at so umnatural a level.

It will have outlet, brave and not so brave,

Weapons of war and implements of peace

Are but the points at which it finds release.

And now it is once more the tidal wave

That when it has swept by leaves sumrits stained.

Oh, blood will out, It cannot be contained,

"The Peaceful Shephercl")-L is another of the poems which reveals
the bitterness at the stupidity of man which has caused him to become
involved in war. It is the only time reference is found so directly
to Christianity.

If heaven were to do aga.n,
And on the pasture bars,

I leaned to line the figures in
Between the dotted stars,

I should be tempted to forget,

I fear, the Crown of Rule,

The Scales of Trade, the Cross of Faith,
As hardly worth renewal .

For these have governed in our lives,
And see now men have warred.

The Cross, The Crown, the Scales may all
As well have been the Sword.

One of his war DPoems "Not to Keep"S deals with the tragedy of

4. Ibid., p. 319.
5. Ibid., p. 28lL.
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the personal element, A wife received word first that her husband was
being sent back to her from the war. Because the army retuwrns only the
living, mot the dead, she was glad; but when she saw him she looie d
for some disfigurement, spme mained limb; she could see nothing wrong;

so she asked,

et is it, dear?" And he had given all
And still he had all--they had--they the Jucky!
Wasn't she glad now? Everything seemed o,
And all the rest far them permissible e ase,
She had to ask, M#hat was it, dear?n
He had to tell her, it was only a bullet high in the chests he had ome
home for mursing at her hands so that he could return to the lines in
a week,
The sare
grin giving to do over for them both
She dared no more than ask him with her eyes
Howwas it with him for a second trial.
Ana vith his eyes he asked her ot to ask
They had given him back to her, but not to keep,

"The Trial by Existence" treats of a theme which has often been
developed in the hands of the writers of the ages. It expresss the
idea that humen kind chooses its own fate in o me way or another.
The poem tells of a scene in heaven; the angels are gathered to-
getler on a cliff-top where "the trial by existence mamed, the
obscuration upon earth." Though they see the sacrifice that birth
upon earth will necessitate, they are more than villing to o, for
they see the opportun ty of doing sone good, and the tale of earth's

unhonored things sounds nobler there than 'neath the sun and

The State of earth's unhonored thirgs

Sounds nobler there than 'neath the sun;
And the mind whirls and the heart sings,
And a shout greets the daring ons.
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But always God speaks at the end;
"One thought in agony of strife
The bravest would have by for friend,
The memory that he chose the life;
But the pure fate to which you go
Adwits no memory of choice,
Or the woe were not earthly woe
To which you give the assenting voice,"

And so the choice must be again,
But the last choice still the same 5
And the awe passes wonder then,
And a hush falls for all acclainm,
And God has taken a flower of gold
And broken it, and used therefrom
The mystic link to bind and hold
Spirit to matter till death come.

'Tis of the essence of life here,
Though we choose greatly, still to lack
The lasting memory at all clearer,
That life has for us on the wrack
Nothing but what we somehow chose;
Thus are we wholly stripped of pride
In the pain that has but one close,
Bearing it crushed and mystified.
In discussing this poem, Gorham B. Nunson quotes another critic:
"As Llewellyn Jones has stated it, it is 'A recognition that suffering is
always in terms of what we are, not an alien something hitting us by chance

from without but somehow or other implicit in our very cons‘bi‘bution.("6
Frost, with unusual optimism, sets out to prove, in spite of the
things he hears the sages say, that this age of man is no darker than
any age which has gone before. His method of proof is an imaginary
conversation with some poet who lived generations ago. He entitles

this poem "The Lesson for Today. "7 The whole point of the conversation

6. lmunson, op. ¢it., p. 113.

7. Frost, A Witness Tree, pp. L6-52.
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is to see which can produce evidence to prove that his age will go
domn in history as the darker. This is the only time that Frost
specifically says that he is dealing in universals.

Both must admit that it is difficult to appraise a time in which
one is living; but they can pretend they know enough of what the long
view will say to select the worst points of their respective ages.
They find a common ground to begin upon:

There's always something to be sorry for,

A sordid peace or an outrageous war.

Yes, yes, of course, we have the same convention.
The groundwork of all faith is human woe.

It was well worth the preliminary mention.

There's nothing but injustice to be had.

But let's get on to where our cases part,
If they do part. Let me propose a start.

e el e e e e S s 8 e e A e R.w & e e @ e W

Space ails us moderns: we are stuck with space,
Its contemplation makes us out as small

As a brief epidemic of microbes

That in a good glass may be seen to crawl

The patina of this the least of globes.

But have we there the advantage after all?

You were belittled into vilest v.orms

God hardly tolerated with his feet;

Which comes to the same thing in different terms.
We both are the belittled human race,

One as compared with God and one with space,

I had thought ours the more profound disgrace.

] L] . . . . - . - . e . . . . . - o o o . .
So science and religion really meet.

But these are universals, not confined
To amyone time, place, or human kind.
We'lre either nothing or a God's regret.
As ever when philosophers are met,

No matter where they stoutly mean to get,
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Nor what particulars they reason from,
They are philosophers s and from old habit
They end up in the universal Whole
As unoriginal as any rabbit.,
Then Frost reaches the conclusion that "one age is like another
for the soul, for all ages shine with equal darkness." He points
out that he has gone to the grave yard to read the epitaphs and has
noticed that life varies in length from a few hours to over a hundred
years. There is another universal, not only mankind, but the race,

the nation, and possibly the earth "are doomed to broken-off careers."

So after all, one age is not in reality darker than another one, for

the same universals apply to all.
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D. POEMS WITH SETTINGS DEFINITELY OUTSIDE NEW ENGLAND

In further evidence of the fact that Frostt!s scope is broader than
the provincial setting of his New England home, there are a rumber of
poems which are definitely set outside that region. The poet spent the
first ten years of his life in California in a period shortly following
the gold rush days. There is nothing to indicate that the lad took all
the intensity of such living very closely to heart, but there is evi-
dence that he did not tear it from his memory so completely as some
would have his readers believe. One of the poems of his boyhood is
"A Peck of Gold."d Aithough the refrain is not a common device in the
works of this poet, it is used here in a modified form.

Dust always blowing about the town
Except when sea-fog laid it down,
And I was one of the children told
Some of the blowing dust was gold.
A1l the dust the wind blew high
Appeared like gold in the sunset sky,
But T was one of the children told
Some of the dust was really gold.
Such was life in the Golden Gate:
Gold dusted all we drank and ate,
And I was one of the children told
We all mist eat our peck of gold.™

Though Frost left California when he was ten years old and, to
this time, has not returned to that state, at least one of his exper-
iences wrth the ocean left a profound impression on him. The name of

the poem in which he reveals the thoughts———which must have come to him

much later--induced by one ocean View is simply "Once by the Pacific.'

1. Frost, Collected Poems, p. 312.
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The shattered water made a misty din,
CGreat waves looked over others commng in,
And thought of doing something to the share
That water never did to land before.
The clouds were low and hairy in the skie Sy
Like locks blown for ard in the gleam o0 © eyes,
You could not tell, and yet it looked as if
The shore was lucky in beirng backed by B
The ¢ 1ff in being backed by continent;
It looked as if a might of dark intent
las coming, and not only a might, an age.
Someone had better be prepared for rage.
Trere would be more than ocean-water broken
Before God's last Put out the Light wagspoken.2

There is a second part of "The Wind and the Rain® discussed on
page thirty seven of this work. Because the setting is an arid region-~
probably a desert srea of the Southwe:t, this poem also may be classed
with those placed outside of New England.

In one of the poems which expressed Frost's philosophy of letting
wat will be, be, tiere is another outside reference, though the
reader must decide .or himself whether the locationis Califomia or
Engl:w';s however, he can be sure, since the sun sets in a gulf, that

it is not Frost's home state. The poem is called "Acceptance."3

When the spent =sun throws up its r:;s on clamd
And goes - omn burning into the gu” f below,

No wice in nature is heard to cry lad

4t vhat has happened.

One of the sections of his book of Colliected Poems, Frost en-—
titles "The Outland" perhans some of the earlier critic:l jibes at
his comylete disregard of amy part of the . orld or his experience
other than New England led him to believe that he must of necessity

write samething more obviously of the ouuside worl:, and so label it.

2, Ibid., p. 31k
3. Ibid., . 313'
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Be that as it may, two of the three "Outlands® poems are histarical

narratives. The first one is WTue Vindictives," which deals with a
phase of the fall of the Ine: kingdom. It was the ;re: Yst old
which the comjuerors fir ¢ sought, They took the kirs i one s Lhen

demarded all the gold his subjects could gather ior his ranso:,
But wlen there seemed no more to bring
His ca tors convicted the kirg
Of orce having started a war,
And str ngled the wretch with a s triag,

Whereupon the subjugated people determined thrt, since rolc was tle
thing the conqueror wanted, no nore gold shoull they have. The Incas
in their hate began hiding th gold.

That self-sack and s lf-overthrow.
That was the splendidest sack
Since the forest Germns sacked Rome .
And ook the gold candlesticls hoic,
Even the rack ocaild not tear from them the secrets of their treasure .
But the conquered grew meek and still
They slowly and silentl ag .
They kept their :ecrets and died,
Maliciously satistied,
The most coveted treasure of all was a thousar -1 nked chain of gold,
each link of which weighed a hundred t; 1t had served =5 the palace
gate by being loo ed ten times from | ole to pol:, It was hiiden in an
old burial hole in a tribal cave, where its splendor shone imon: the
deca;ing bones of human and beast, and ever: Inc d cocerning
that treasure had a different story to tell in hi- hite: it had gone
to the coast; it had been sent over the mountsins to the e st; a sun-

priest hac led a =ingle file expedition into the north < th it. But
the gold lay in the £ilth, bri ht and untarnished, while the secret

of its disposal and the slow seething of hate died with the peoples
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for they had a philosorhy which backed them vp in their non-violent
resistance.

"Thg best way to hate is the worst.

'Tis to find what the hated reed,

Never mind of actual worth,

And wipe that out of the earth.

Let them die of unsatisfied greed,

Of unsatisfied love of display,

Of unsatisfied love of the high,

Unvulgar, unsoiled, and ideal.

let their trappings be taken away.

let them suffer starvation and die

Of being brought down to the real.n

"The Bearer of Evil Tidings," the second poem of this group,

is a reminder that in the olden days the messenger who was so un-
fortunate as to be selected to carry baa tidings to his emperor was put
to death in reward for his efforts. This particular bearer was half
way to his destination when he remembered how dangerous to himself his
news was, so he took the fork of the road that turned into the unknowm.
His running led him into the land of Pamir, where he met a girl of
his own age, a member of an isolated tribe, who told him the story of
her tribe's arigin and religion. A Chinese princess had been enroute
to wed a Persian rince when she was found to be with child. She and
ber army came to a troubled halt. "And though a god was the father
and nobody else at fault, it had seamed discreet to remain there and
neither go on nor backe Because this child was of divine parentage,
he was given the rule of this tribe which grew from the halted people.
The Bearer was so pleascd with the situation that he decided to take

up their religion and become a member of this Himalayan tribe.

At least he had this in common

With the race he chose to &ddopt;

They had both of them had their reasons
For stopping where they hadstopped,
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As for his evil tiding,
Belshazzar's overthrow,
¥Why hurry to tell Belshaszzar
What soon enocugh he would know,

The third "outlands" poem, "Iris hy Night,"™ has been discussed
among those wthich deal with the personal clements in Frost's poetry,
but in the sectionnow under discussion it will be well to paint out
that the setting of this poem is Englami:

One misty even.ng, one another!s gride,

We two were groping down a Malvern side
The last wet fields and dripp: g hedges home,

In his recent book there is another of the narrative poems based
u:on legend, "The Discovery of the ]s.la.clce:'Lras."5 That the basic story
is in good repute is evinced by its being mentioned in the Encyclo-
pedia Britannica:

There is a romentic story to the effect that two lovers, Rdbert
Mashim, a Machin or Macham, and Ann D'Arfet, fleecing from England to
France (cl370) were driven out of their course by a violent storm
and cast on the coast of Madeira at a place subsequently named lachica

6

in memory of one of them,

A stolen lady was coming on board,

But whetler stolen from her wedded lord

ur from her own self against her will

7as not sev 1orth in the lading bill.
However she came, her courage was weak when the irrevocable mm it
of departurs cae, for "hex laver to mslie ti jei], SiElet bed =
her the £inal lifb." The first days of the journey were so rough that

the lady had to stay below deck; but when the weather turned fair

ho Ibido, p. )-‘18.
5. Frost, Witness Tree. pp. 32-37.

6. The Encyclopaidia Britannica, London, (1937), Fourteenth
Edition, v. 15; p. 009«
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"she was carried out beside the mast," where she and her lover sat and
corwersed with one another more in looks and head shakings than in words,
Ogcasionally the lover, to keep the captain's favor, would go to talk
with hin. The ship had rormerly been a slaver and the captain liked
to tell staries of those days, One he told the lover concerned a couple
of captive lovers on beard a slaver who, in their love for one another,
were oblivious of surrounding conditions. Unfortunately the fever
struck the boat, and the "migger" man was emong the first who took it.
The crew decided to throw him overboard alive to prevent the spread of
the disease, but the girl made such a savage scene in her fighting
to prevent this step that the crew were angered. Some one md an idea,

Apparently these two ought to marry,

We get plenty furnerals at sea

How for a change would a wedding be ?—=

Or a combination of the two,

How would a fure ral-wedding do?

It's gone so far shels probably caught

flhatever it is the niggee's got."

They bound them naked so they faced

With a length of cordage about the wailst,

O-..l.".l...'ltt.o.

They added clasps about the n k

And went embraced to the cold and dark

To be their own marriage feast for the shark,
When the lover returnmed to the woman he had left by the mast, he re-
peated some of the conversation, but she sensed there was more, Upon
her demand, he told her the tale. She sought denial of its truth, but
no denial was forthcoming. The story seemed to break her spirit;

she could not flee physically, so she withdrew to herself. She daily

faded more until the lover finally asked the captain to put them off
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at the nearest land, hoping that an "untossed ~_-ce" wou effect a
cure., The ship 1ar in the bay for awhile waitin- for her recoves 3

but she grew worse rather than better.

Her lover saw them sail away,

But dared not tell her all one uay.,
For slowly even her sense of him
And love itself were growing dim,
He no more drew the smile he sou te
The story is she died of thought .

And vwhen her lover was left alone

He stayed long enoush to carve on stone
The name of the lady with his own

To be her only marriage line,

And carved tliem round with a seroll of vires.
Then he gouged a clumsy sailing trough
From a fallen tree and pushing off

Safel; made the African s. re,

fhere he fell a prisoner to the lloor,

But the Moor strangely enough believed
The tale of the voyage he had achiev d,
And sent him to the king to admire.

He came at last to hi: mative shore.

The island he found was verified,

And the bay here his stolen lady died
Was named for him instead of her.

But so is history like to err.

And soon it is neither here nor there
Whether time's rewards are fair or unfair.

It is not at all a dangerous generalization to say that any ncet
who writes 'dth a consciousness of so many un versal e’ as have
been illustrat:d in this chapter is not to be characterized as being
local or provincial, and only that., His theme: are not onl; those
which have an zppeal to the understanding ana sypathy of mankinc, bub

also those which f nd a common kejnote in the emotions and intere ts

of the men of the world and of the ages,
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CHAPTER V

POEMS WITH UNIVERSAL MEANING FOUND IN PROVINCIAL SETTING y
A. OPINIONS OF THE CRITICS

How anyone can fail to see

Where perfectly in form und tint

The meta hor, the symbol liest

Why will I not analogize?

(I do too much in sone men's eyes.)l

Previous chapter have de 1t with poems of Robert Frost which

ow elements that are purely loedl and elements that are distinctly
universal; there is still another group of poems characteristic of
this author, This third division of poetry has received mre attention
from the critics than the other two, perhaps because it constitutes
a larger body of his work and possibly because of the rare skill whith
which he accomplishes his aim. Not upon his universal poems alone has
Frost won his reputation as a universal poet, but upon those which clothe
the universal in the garments of a local setting. Simce there are
ceritics who analyze both his style and ability in this matter, further

explanation of the term "the universal in the local" is quoted from them.

Blankenship has this to say:

In the history of American literature it has usually been accounted
something to transmute into literary form the peculiar flavor, the
atmosphere, the speech of a particular locdl.ty. For more tha.n_a
century men heve labored to descr_be the chill of New England m.n?ers,
the pine woods under a deep snow, the beauty of the spring, the riot
of antumn colars, and, above all, the taciturn inhabitants, ro9ted

to the soil, and distinguished from all other Americans by their
canny ways and clipped speech. Local colorists ‘WOl.lld have thought
thers elves successful if they had been able to depict only these

1., Frost, Collected Poems, p. L36.
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things. But it remaired for Robert Frost to desa 'be lovin-l+ and
accurately the partimlarizine qualities of the Naw i land land

and peple, and then to achisve a unicue distincticrn in our | 1tters
by penetrating far enouh below local peculiarities to reves! univer-
sal aspects of life and human natwe.

Frost is certainly not the last: erson in the world tc¢ sens &
t.hat_he 1s more than a poet of New England, for in his "New Ha v shire!
he mildly objects to a locael classific: tion, The ob: cticn is
rather noteworthy, ‘or he is generally the most reticent of men
about his own -iork.

And vwhen I asked to know what ailed th peo=la,
She said, Go rzad your own books and fin oub.
I may as well confess myself the zuthor

Of several ools agaimst the world in remersl.
To make them as against a s ecial state

Or even the nation's to restrict my meaning.

Because I wrote my movels in New [Hampshire
Is no proof that I armed them at Ne. Harr shire.

In speaking of the sane subject, l'onroe says of I'rost:

This poet, however loyally local, is bigger than his environment:
and his art, plunging bereath surfaces and accidents, seizes upon
the essential, the typical, in the rceition o men anc women wi.th e:uch
otler, and all that 1l:ves and moves between them. Such art passes
local boundaries as lightly as an air  ane, and swinis out into
wider circles of time and space.

Lamberth credits Frost with unusual skill in revealing univer:sal
truth,

He has caught in his net of words the whole of a living exper ence
clothed in its mere accidentals of time and place. And at the heart
of such an experience is that universal truth which recices at Lhe
center of every particular truth, but which is visible only to thoue
who have learned to see,

Schwartz expresseghis admiration for Frost's art in these words:
He is one of the great poets of our day; his work treats of his

country and its peop e, be ng, like no other, bound to them by destiny
and intermtion. Above all else, however, drawing his strcngth frum

2. Blankenship, op. cit., p. 58 .
3. ‘moted by Thornton, op. cit., p. 1L2.
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this source, he reaches out into the range of that which concerns

us &ll. For he is a poet of his comtry. awl Gb ih i
of the r tural sages of ]i_nd.h L) e sane time, one

Blankenship also has something to say concerning the way Frost deals;
with truth:

With the touch of g creative artist and the swift insight of a
bor;n poet, he has transmteq rustic provinc%alism into some thing of
universal truth and spiritual significance,

A. C. Ward speaks a little more conservatively:

_ A great e}eal of the essential America is in his poetry, but it

is alweys interpreted in universal terms. A foreign reader of Frost's
work cannot fail to know the American spirit better afterwards than
before, though at no time is its imterest solely American,b

Van Doren uses a much more sweeping statement to cover the same

thought:

If he is not all things to all men he is some thin.g to almost any-
body--to posterity, one supposes s> as well as to us,

James Southall Wilson elaborates a 1it lle more upon the subject.

Frost's philosovhy always derives from personal experience and
his poems in detail are personal and objective, They are, as has
been indicated, human, conversational, humorous, quietly dramatic
(sometimes in an almost comronplace way)--and very local. Yet he
is the most American poet and he universalizes everything that he
touches. Truth is often hidden in a bParacoX. So with Frost. He
seems interested only in the particular but the particular is for
him the universal., He finds the center of the universe in every
grain of sand that blows b his Vermont farm gate: the center of
the universe is the focus from which the poet, who is also g.he
philosopher, locks out in all directions upon the universe,

Van Doren also speaks of the world appeal found in Frost:

He is a New England poet, perhaps the New England poet, and reaps
all the advantage there is in being true to a particular piece of

Lo Ibid., p. 283.

5. Blankenship, op. cit., pp. 593.

6. Quoted by Thornton, op. cite, p. 26k,
T. Ibid., p. 5.

8. Ibid., p. 2L1.



_eartp—-true to its landscape, its climate > 1ts histery, its morality,
its tongue. But he 1s in the same breath a poet of and for the world,
One needs not have lived in New England to understand h.m, . . his
recognizable for the much that it has to Say. He has his roots, as

ln:.tera?ure mist alwsys have them; but he grows at the top into the
wide air that flows around the world where men and women listen.Y

Sergeant, borrowing Frost's own term, "Vorld in general," to re-
fer to the poets field, by saying that he gives clarity to
» « o man lives in this thin northern atmosphere of his, shmt in by
moral and physical solitude » yet escaping through their barriers to

grapple together in situations of love and hate and suf fering typi-
cal and inevitable of New England but also of Ithe world in general!,l0

One more quotation will suffice in this pres:ntation of the evi-
dence from the pens of the critics that Frost is an artist in present~
ing the universal by portraying its elements found in the local, Lewis-
John spec.ifies several poems which he feels illustrate this characteris-
tic which has been under discussion.

He is at best when from phenomena in life and nature, seen with

the highest sobriety and poeticalness at once, he wrings a me aning
which is both pers nal and universal, concrete and therefore general.

He does that again and again in the !Grace Notes! of the New =
shire volume, in 'Fragmentary Blue,! in !The Runaway,! 'BTue r-

Ty Day! 'Good-Bye and Keep Cold,' 'A Brook in the City,? 'Gather—
ing leaves,! 'The Kitchen Chimney, ' 'The Iockless Door.' These are
extraordinarily satisfactory poems, profound and lucid.ll

9. Ibid, pp. 12, 13,

10. Sergeant, op. cit., p. 294.

1l. Iudwig Lewisjohn, quoted by Thornton, op. cit., pp. 216, 217,
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B. ANALYSES OF PORMS CIT&D BY THE CRITICS
AS PRESENTING THE UNIVERSAL IN THE LOCAL,

The critics have not stopped at saying that Frost is a universal
poet who uses the techniques of the localist; they have used some of
his poems to illustrate their points,

Perhans only one other of Frost's poens has been quoted in whole
or in part more than "Mending a Wall®jl its epigrammatic line "“Good
fences make good ne ghbors" is one of the touchstones of Froet!s
poetry, sven though he warns against too general an ap lication of its
philoscphy. He begins by saying, "Something there is that doesn't
lve a wall, that sends the frozen-ground-swell unier it., « "

Hunters make gaps, too, but theirs are difrerent, for they practically
tear the stone wall down to get the prey out of hiding; but this

force of nature which does not love a wall takes a stane off here or
there or makes a gap large enough for two to pass abreast at different
places along the whole length of the wall. The poet finds his neighbor
in the spring at mending-time, and they walk the line,

We keep the wall between us as we go.
To each the boulders that have fzlla=n to each,

The work is arduous, for some of the boulders are so round the en

mist say a charm to make them stay in place.

There where 1t is we do not meed the wall;

He 1s all pine and I am aprle orchard.

My apple trees will never get across

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him.
He only says, "Good Fences mzke good neighbors."

Spring is the mischief in men, and I wonder
If I could put a notion in his head;

1. Frost, Collected Poems, p.. L7, L8.




"Why do they make good neirhiors? I n't it
Where there argcows? But here there =2re no cous.
Before I built a wall I'd ask to know

Wt I was walling in or wallin- out,

And ’co.w’nom I was like to give ofience.
Something there is that doesn't lve a wall,

That wants it down," I could sgy "Elves" to him,
But iig's not elves exactly, =nd .'c rather
He.sa:].d it for himself. I see him there
Bringing a stone grasped fi rmly by the top

In ea h hand, like an 0ld stone save o 2ried.

He moves in darkness as it seeis to me,

Hot of woods only and the shade of treas.

He will not go behind his father's aying,

An? he likes having thoutht of it so well

He says again, "Good fences make gooc neighbors."

Although the universal elements in this poem de ling with botl
local character and local cir sumstance, not tomenwon loc 1 troo ition,
are obvious enough that t ey need not be po nted out, it is int re t

to note what Louis Untermeyer says of it. In his imerican o try

Sirce 1900, published in 1919 he writes:

It is after one has finished the noem that its p wer persists and
grows. It takes on the quality of symboli m of two elemental and
opposed forces. In its disy te about border lii-s, we ‘mve the
essence of nationalism vs the intermation:1i t. Bercath the whiln nd
social anarchy of the one and the blind, literal insistence of the
otler, one senses the endless struggle between a pagan irre: onsibility
and a strict accountability. It is not just a2 conflict between the
old and the New England; it is an echo of natwios 28 primitive as
Law and Revolution.2

Athough it is startling to find Frost called a social anarchist
and an irresponsible pagan, the comrent bes show Untermeyer!s carly
interest in the poem. This critiec's warks offer 'n unusual opportunity
to observe the degree to which rrost has held his position over o decde

and a half; for seventeen year. later, Unte!n cornilea another

2. Untermeyer, American Poetry Since 1900, 1. 23.




collection of American - ietr inwhiceh he apait ol
Frost. He hzs som hat moriiNed his onirnion o Hand in v

In "Mending 2li," we sec two ol ntal a piased for
Herewehavethees-...eorn.*.l v .
the struggle, though the maet would be the 1o Lo o
between blind obedience to ~usto nd ques d r 1n

The poam of Frost!'s nuoted equeliy with "Martn 1t is
"Stopping by Woods on a Snwy iveninc.®i The elemnt . n
in this is no less pre ent than in the ome Jjust : I3 bul that
element is a little more difficult to o ine, P 0
poem will show,

Whose woods these ars 1 think I oo
His house is in the vill t hi
He will not e sto ne hare

To watch h's woods £ up with »

My litile horse must think 1t av
To stop v thout a frrmhoust T
Between the woods and fro en

The darlocst evemning of the vear.

He gives his ness bells h

To ask if there is some pistake .
The only other sound's the

0f easyn and down -

The woods are lovely, ¢ A
But I hauve pror 5 to ’

an’ miles to go befor leep,

And ¢ s to 70 before 1 islean,

YicBride Dabbs has found the words i well t v b

of the poem.

I know of no othar bol frostls poc tiat, can
of the appropriate n » 5 e 17 e A k
Woods on a Snowy ver ! we hear t 1 0
ical human sita , ‘the dinsi

fe. TFor we 1 truvel = 11 lo
country. vo.ce : to 5 ]
call us back to men, 'Mmichever ¢ f 1 . AT
often toczy, in tr | on pilk conilieting volces,

Je Unte f ’ ' - ’ Bi e,

lo Frost, ops ¢ib., p. 215,
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we fall asleep Burmuring of the miles we have to -o.
"The Runawsyt® is g poem of too perfect balance and perfection
to parmit distortion or mutilation by quoting less th=n all of it,

Once when the snow of the vear was beginning to {ul Ly
© stopped by a mountain pasture to a1, "jhose colt'n
A little Morgan had one forefoot on the wal Ly

The other curled .t nhis treast. He dipoed hi: head
And snorted at us. And then he had to bolt,

#e heard the mini:ture thunca: where he fled,

And we saw hiu, or thought we saw him, dim snd : ray,
la.ke_ shadow against the curta n of keI Lakat,

I think the little fellow's airaid of the snow

He isn't winter-broken, It isn't play

Tith the little fellow at 1l. He's ruming Ve
I doubt if even his mother oould tell him, "Sakes,
it's only weatier." He'd think she d .dn't know}
And now he comes again with clatter of s tore ’

And mounts the wall again i th whited eyes

And all his tail that isn't hair up dtraght,

He shudders his coat as if to throw off flies,
Thoever it is that leave: him out =0 late

¥hen other creature: have gone to stall and lin,
Ought to be tolc to come and teke hum in,

Van Doren points out the universal truth illustrated in tris

poer.,

The poem called 'The Runavz! is a perfect pictur: of a roung
colt escrned from its other in a snowstorn., It .!s alwm, though there
are no words in which it says this, a ca plete reminder of a universe
full ox ;oun,y lost thiug., of = universe in rch every cre:zture,
indesd, lives touchingl+ and amusingl, alone. And there is no human
being alive who would miss this noei .|

"The Black Co‘c.'l‘.a,ge"8 is different in type from the three wore be-
fore. Its interest lies chisfly in the char-cter of  n old New England
woren ¥ho is typical of many old worsn the world over. One day when

5. McBride Dabbs, "Frost and the !rk lioods," Yale Review, v, 23,
(Ma-~ch 193L), p. 50. —S————

6. Frost, op._cit., n. 273,
7. moted by Thormton, op. cit., p. 10.
8. Trost, op. cit., pp. TL=T77.
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Frost and the minister were out walking, they passed a little cottage
set back among the cherry trees, The minister invited the poet inj
then, in a Browning-like monologue, related thelstory of the house.
The place was just as the o0ld woman had left it wken she died, for her
sons refused to have it disturbed. This attitude was a2 token of their
affection for their mother, whose apparent simplieity and naivete were
backed by a wisdom profound enough to retain that affection untarn-
ished., The boys lived in California, but, the minister told the
poet parenthetically,

(Nothing could draw her after fhose two sons.
She valued the considerate neglect
She had at some cost taught them after years.)

The two went into the house as the minister talked. On a wall
of the living room was a crayon portrait of her husband who had been
killed in the Civil War, This pic . ure seemed to represent something
of the 1life of that old women,

She had her own ideal of things, the old lady.
And she liked talk. She had seen Garrison
And Whittier, and had her story of them.

One wasn't long in learning that she thought
Whatever else the Civil War was for,

It wasn't just to keep the States togetler,
Nor just to free the slaves, though it did both.
She wouldn't have believed those ends enough
To have given outright for them all she gave.
Her giving somehow touched the principle

That all men are created free and equal,

For she believed that the Civil War produced racial equality, and tmt
thence it was thoroughtly established. She was such a naively innocent

and trusting soul that, the minister confesses,

Do you know but for her there was a time
When to please younger members of the chwr &,
Or rather say non-members in the church,
Whom we all have to think of nowadays,

I would have changed the Creed a very little?
Not that she ever had to ask me not toj;

It rever got so as that; but the bare thought
Of her old tremulous bonnet in the pew,

Angd of her half asleep was too much for me.
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Why, I might wake her up and startle her
It was the words "descended into HadesH
That seemed too pagan 1o our liberal youth.

It is at this point that Kreymborg takes up the theme to show

the universal-in-the~local interpretation,

_ An observation follows whose ap;lication is universal to men swing-
ing back and forth between conservatism and romanticism. It applies
even to poetry movemernts: '

I'm just as glad she made me keep hands off
For, dear re, why abandon a belief

Merely because it ceases to be true.

Cling to it long enough, and not a daubt

It will turn true again, for so it goes.
Most of the change we think we see in life
Is due to truth being in and out of favor.d

The poem does not contime far from there, except that as the minister
continues with his little conclusion he expresses amther universal
desire: that of finding unquestioned truth so that one's outlook and
philosophy might have a degree of stability and certainity.

As I sit lere, and o.tentimes, I wish

I could be monarch of a desert land

I could devote and dedicate forever

To the truths we keep coming back and back to.

Another narrative poem in which the critics find universal mean-
ing is Blueberriest® Two are discussing a patch of ripe blueberries
they have seen in a spot that only two years ago was burred over; they
would like to go pick them, but "Loren® will probably beat them to it
since he saw them looking at the berries. The saying of the community
has it that he las braught "all those oung Lorens" up on wild berries,
"like birds." What they don't eat, they sell in the stores. The two

almost envy the family the knowledge of wild berries and of the names

9. Kreymborg, op. cit., pe 325.
10, Frost, op. cit., pp. 80, 81.
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of flowers and th;:ir labits. One of the men reczlls an earlier incident.

I've told you how once not long after we came,

I almost provoked poor Loren to Mirth

By going to him of all people on earth

To ask if he knew of any fru.t to be had

For the picking. The rascal, he said he'd be glad
To tell if he knew., But the year had been bad.
There had been some berries——but those were all gone.,
He didn't say where they had been. He went on:
I'm sure—I'm sure——as polite as could be.

He spoke to his wife in the door, !'let me see,
Mame, we doh!t know any good berrying place?

It was all he could do to keep a straight face.™

The two decide to pick the patch in the morning to show Loren that
the fruit doemn't grow wild just for him.

We shan't have the place to ourselves to enjoy--

Not likely, vhen all the young Lorens deploy.

They'll be there to-morrow, or even to-night.

They won't be too friendly--they may be polite--

To people they look on as having no right

To pick where tley're picking. t we wa 't complain,

Alfred Kreymdorg rentions this poem as one which especially
illustrates the power of Robert Frost to depict a universal incident
in a purely local setting.

The landscape is rever described for its ovn sake; nor are the

human records, coloring the landscape, merely ot interest because

of their country character. The natural order of things and comments
and delicious connotations, the essential humaness and seemingly
careless music contribute to a concentrated intemsity.

Then he turns specifically to "Blue Berries," of which he says this:
"Though the idiom is personal, the experience is so wniversal as to make
the reader worder why he missed telling it hir s=1f, and telling it just
SO% . .,,IL'L

This demonstration of the universal is not limited to poems which
deal with New England geography or character; there are also those local

in the sense that they are concerned with the personal life or

11. Kreymborg, op. Cite, pe 32L.
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experiences of the author. One of these is "Canis Magor.nR

The great Overdog,

That heavenly beast

With a star in one eye,
Gives a lesp in the east.

He dances upright

All the way to the we.t

And never once drops

On his forefeet to rest.
I'm a poor underdcg,

But tonight I will bark

Jith the great Overdog

That romps through the dark,

When one is weary, he my find rest in an escape from reality, and this
escape may come through the identification with some tming larger amd
freer than oneself; in this poem, the poet identifies himself with the
starry Overdog.
Wegandt points out the universal elements found in "Canis Major."
There are none of us who feel at all that have not had our spirits
1ift and soar as we watched the march of the stars on a winter's
night. There are none of us with vigo . ho have not felt even in

later years the urge to run wild in ‘ljge dark as chi. dren and all
other an:imals run wild at nightfall,

Another of the personal experiences of Frost which has a signi-
ficance for every one is "After—ﬂa.kes."l}" De Sel:ncourt says of
Frost, "Frost is a oet of delicatest degrees, but universal in the

sense that he sees in these degrees the ¥ery secret of tm th.l5
Specifically of "After-flakes" he says, "If all is wrong, each one of

us can at any rate deal with our own blacknesses and see how they can

12, Frost, op. cit., p. 331.
13. Quoted by Thorton, op. cit., p « 75, 76.

1, Frost, o . cit., p. 398.

15. Quoted by Thorton, op. cit., p. 25l.
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be put right,nlé
Another of the personal experience poems with a wider significance

is "Locked Out, as Told to a Childs" 17 in this one, McBride Dabbs sees

that "this is childhood; with its wonder 5 1ts eace; its breV‘I.iar."l8

16, Ibid., p. 253,

AL Frost, op. cit., . 169.

18. Quoted by Thorton, op. cit., p. 169.




157
C. ANALYSES OF ADDITTONAL POENS SELECTED BY THE AUTHOR OF THIS THESTS

Perhaps Frost has written no narrative poen which has attracted
wider attention than "The Death of a Hired lian,"l for its comtents i ts
diction, and its character development are unsurpassed. Also, it is
one of Mr, Frost's favorites, one which he especially enjoys quoting
when the occasion arises, The most important character, the hired
man, does not ap ear directly in the poem, but it is his story and his
character upon which the interest of the reader is centered, Both the
characters and the setting are New England, yet they are representative
of characters any one might kw w,

Mary was waiting for arren, and whep he came she tiptoed to meet
him at the doorway and pushed him back onto the porch, closing the door
behind her. "Silas is back; be kind," she said to him as they sat
upon the wooden steps of the porch. Warren replied that he had always
been kind to him, but that he would mot take Silas back again as the
hired men because it was customary with him to stay with Warren during
the dull season when he hardly earned the little tobacco money he mist
have besides his keep, then, in haying time, when some neighbor offered
him more in wages, to leave. Mary warned him to speak more quietly,
lest he awaken Silas. He had been so tired out when he came back that
she had hardly known him, He would not tell wherehe had been, only
that he had come back to ditch the meadow for Warren—that was, they
easily saw, to save his self-respect——and to do otler odd jobs he had

left unfinished. His mind had wandered, too, for he kept recalling

1. Frost, op. cit., pp. L9-55.
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incidents which had occurred Yyears earlier during the time he had worked
on the farm. By the n, Mary had Warren cajoled into a more kindly mood,
so that even he mus+t admit the excellency-of Silas! one accomplishment,
haying:

I know thatts Silas! one accomplishment,

He bundles every forkful in its place,

And tags and numbers it for future reference,

S0 he can find and easily dislodge it

In the unloading., Silas does that well.

He takes it out in munches like big birds!' nests.
You never see him standing on the hay

He's trying to 1ift, straining to 1ift hims elf,

One summer a college boy had worked with Silas for :arren, and during
his recent wanderings Silas had seen the boy, now teaching in his own
college. That, Mary said, kept coming into his corwersation; he wanted
Warren to get the boy again this summer so that he might teach him

proper haying.

He thinks if he cocld teach him that, he'd be
Some good perhaps to someone in the world.

He lntes to see a boy the fool of books.

Poor Silas, 30 concerned for other folk,

And nothing to look backward to with pride,
And nothing to look forward to with hope,

S0 now and never any different.

Mary sat silently in the moonlighte.

She put out her hand
Among the harp-like morning-glory strirgs,
Taut with the dew from garden bed to eaves,
As if she played unheard some tenderness
That wrought on him beside her in the night.
"Warren," she said, "he has come home to die:
You needntt be afraid he'll leave you this time."

"Home, " he mocked gently.

"Yes, what else but home ?
It all depends on what you mean by home.
0f course he's nothing to us, any more
Than was the hound that came a strarger to us
Out of the woods, warn out upon the trail,"
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"Home is the Place were, “then you have t
They heve to toke you ln: u ¥ Py SL ey

i "I should have called it
Sore thing you somshow haven't to deserve.n

Those definitions of home it is which prove the theme, the uni-
versality of the poem; for if one -111s the poem domji’o its most me ager
Ieaning, the story of the hired man and of his relationship to Mary
and “jarren is but the illustration of the definition at which the two
arrive,

But to continue with Frost!'s story : The two re: erbeijthat Silas had
a brother thir cen mile .own the road; Silas had never told them, b ¢
tiey krew ite larier wondered what w s betweesn them. Nkary thought
she knew.

"I can tell you.

Silas is what he is--we wouldn 't mind hig--

But just the kind that kinsfolk can't baide.

He never uid a thing so very bad,

He don't know why he 1sn't quite as good

As anyl dy. Worthless thowzh he is,

He won't be made ashamed to please his brother.
It is obvious to the reader that lary has hit uponpnother of the
universsl characteristics of the human race,

Then Mary .ent the softened, but still a trifle skeptical, Warren

to see Silas.

"it1l sit and see if that small sailing cloud
Will hit or miss the moon."

It hit the moon,
Then there were three the e, making a dim TOW,
The moon, the little silver cloud, and she.

Warren returned --too soon, it seemed to her,
Slipped to her side, caught up her hand and waited.

Mifarren?" she questicned,

"Mead, " was all he answered.
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Another of the poems dealing with death is "Out, Out."? If the
setiing were not g+ven as Vermont, there would be no excuse for class-
ifying this as local, for everywhere death comes unexpectedly, and the
living must go on. The men had been sawing wood on the buzz-saw all
day, and the day was nearly done., They might well have quit half an
hour earlier, but they co:timed until the boy's sister came to tell
them supper was ready.

At the word, the saw,
As if to prove saws knew what supper m ant,
Ieaped out at the boy's hand, or secmed to leap—
He must have given the hand; hovever it was,
Neither refused the reeting. But the handl!
The boy's first outcry was a rueful laugh,
As he swung toward them holding up the hand
Half in appeal, but half as if to keep
The life from spilling, Then the boy saw all-——
Since he was 0ld enough to know, big boy
Doing a man's work, though a child at heart—
He saw all spoiled. "Don't let him cut ry hand off--
The doctor, when he comes. Don't let him, siste:.”
So. But the hand was ¢ one already.
The doctor put him in the dark of cther.
He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.
And then—the watcher at his pulse took fright.
No one believed. They listened at his heart.,
Little—less—nothingl--and that ended it.
No more to build on there. And they. s nce they
Were not the one dead, turned to t™eir affeirs,

This swift unexpectedness of death is to be noticed also in "The
Impulse," one of the poems of "The Hill Wife" sequence. Since this
poem has been discussed on page eighty six of this work, here only the
last stanza, which is suificient to Bhow the sumilarity of thought

in it and "Out, Out~—~," will be quoted.

2« Ibid.y pple Lily I72n




161

Sudden and swift and light as that
The ties gave,

And he learned of finalities
Beside the grave.

"Home Burial " ( see page of eighty-eight) suggests in the
character of the man that the living mst go on with their affairs,
since "they are not the one dead" 5 the manner in which he has alienated
his wife is by turning to commonplace conversation with other men im-
mediately after digging the grave for their child's body.

Frost strikes another universal note in "Hyla Brookn3 when he says
"We love the things we love for what they are." Once that truth is
pointed out to the reader, its application to many of the things with
which he comes in contact is so obvious that no further elaboration is
necessary,

By June our brook's run out of song and speed.
Sought for much after that, it will be found
Either to have gone groping underground

(And taken with it all that Hyla breed

That shouted in the mist a month ago,

Like ghost of sleigh~bells in a ghost of snow)—
Or flourished and come up in jewel-weed,

Weak foliage that is blowm upon and bent

Even against the way its waters went.

Its bed is left a faded paper sheet

Of dead leaves stuck together by the heat--

A brook to none but who remember long.

This as it will be seen is other far

Than with brooks taken otherwhere in song.

We love the things we love for what they are.

"The Strong Are Saying Nothing"h tells of the simple farm process
of planting in the spring, but from the method of planting and the size

of the plots, one knows the setting must be New England. The first

o1 Qé-gog Pe )49'

h. Ibidc, Pe. 391.
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three stanzas are entirely local; it is in the fourth, in a typically
Robert Frost Tenrer, which adds the -wmiversal.,

Wind goes from farm to farm in wave on wave >

But carries no cry of what is hoped to be.

Trere may be little or much beyond the grave >
But the strong are saying nothing until they see,

In this particular case the "little or much beyond the graven may
refer to the unpredictable fate of the seeds, for their growth de ends
upon the weather; but even the wind which probably knows if anything
does, has no message of the future. Or the grave m2y be taken 1iter-
ally, and the _.oem have that universal reference concerning the un-
certainty man has abou. the fate he meets after death,

Paul was a lumberman; he was a big burly fellow afraid of nothing,
but let anyone ask him "How is the wife?" and he would leave that camp
to find a new job. The story of this is told in "Paul's '\;"4':!'..‘[@."5
There were current nmumerous stories about her, and Murphy's was the
one rost nearly accepted, for "To match a hero > She would have had to
be a heroine." The tale of her supernatural origin was not much more
unlikely than the baser tales which might concern the waman who was
Paul's wife., Once Paul and a sawer had been working hard and fast
when an unusual log came through the carriage, for a hollow pine was
very much out of the ordinary. They all treated it as Paul's and
suggested that he take it home, spread the opening, and use the log
for a dug-out to go fishing in. Even Paul could not imagine what had

caused such a clean opening. He decided to investigate carefully by

5. Ibid., pp. 235-239,
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using his jacknife, tqcu‘b into it to see if it was empty.

He made out in there
4 slender length of pith, or was it pith?
It might have been the skin a snake had cast
And left stood up on end inside the tree
The lmndred years the tree must have been growing,
More cutting and he had this in both honds,
And, Rooking from it to the pond near by,
Paul wondered o1 it would respond to water,
Not a breeze stirred, but Just the breathof air
He mede in walking slowly to the beach
Blew it once off his hands and almost broke it.
He laid it at the edge where it could drink.
At the first arink it rustled and grev limp.
At the next drink it gre invisible.,
Paul dragged the shallows for it vith his fingers,
And thou ht it must have melted. It was gane.
And tren beyond the open water, dim with midges,
Wihere tle log drive lay pressed agaimst the boom,
It slowly rose a person, rose a irl,
¢ e e s e e s oo oThen she climbed slowly to her feet,
And walked off talking to herself or Paul
Across the logs like backs of alligators,
raul taking after her around the pond.

Murphy has been watching them from the share s> but they were obliviouus
of anyone else. The next evening, Mmrphy and some of his drunken com—
panions saw the couple on a bare cliff up Catamount.,

They sat together half-way up a cliff

In a small niche let into it, the girl

Brightly, as if a star played on the place,

Paul darkly, like her shadow., All the light

Was from the girl herself, though, not from a star,
As was apparent from what happened rext.

A1l those great ruffians put their throats together,
And let out a loud yell and threw a bottle,

As a brute tribute of respect to beauty..

Of cmurse the bottle fell short by a mile,

But the shout reached the girl and put her light out.
She went out like a firefly, and that was all.

It is Unbermejer who poi ts out the universal element in this poem.

Possibly there is a 'igrim" commentary on the way in which the world
usually receives magic in the passage Murphy and his pals see the
two young lovers honeymoon on the cliff and, with instinctive
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uwnanimity, they put their throats together, "And let out a loud
yell. . « as a brute tribute of respect to beauty, "6

Another universal element is expressed by the old mountain char-
acter in "The Mountain®? who says, .

"It doesn't seem too much to clirb a mountain
You've worked around the foot of all your life,n

It is characteristic of men in general that what he las at his own back
door does not prove an adventure though that very scen: or act may be
one which otlers come miles to see or to experience. It is man's
placid acceptance of what is near at hand though it constitutes the
wonders of the earth.

The poet had spent the night in the towm, and, at davm, had gore
toward the mountain which, with the usual deception of distance found
in mountainous regions, was much farther than it looked. Nearer, he
met a man moving unbelievably slowly with his ox-cart. From him Frost
learned that the village was Lunenburg, tut that it was not a village
at all, only scattered farms,

"le were but sixty voters last election.
Je can't in nature grow too many more:

That thing takes all the roomi™

Frost asked the fellow the way up.
"I don't advise your trying from this side.

There is no proper path, but those that have
Been u:, I understand, have climbed from Ladd's.

® @ o ¢ & 9§ ¢ & s ¢ & ° & 6 & ¢ o 5 O o 9 cee

"Youlve never climbed it?n

6. Untermeyer, Americsn Poetry Sinee 1900, p. 37.

7. Frost, op. cit., pp. 56-60.
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"I've been on the sides,
Deer~hunting and trout-fishing, There's a brook
Tl_'xat starts up on it somewere~-I've heard say
Right on the top, tip-top—a curious thing
But what could imterest you about the brook,
It's old in Summer, warm in winter®

.0.0-."..00........‘.

"There ought to be a view around the wvorld
From such a mountain--it i1t wooded
Clear to the top.". .+ . o o . . > » i

"As to that I can't say. But there's the sring,
Right on the summit, alrost like a laintain,
That ought to be worth seeing, !

WIf it's there,
You never saw iteon

"I guess there's no doubt
About its being there. I rever sawit.
It may not be right on the very top:
It wouldn't have to be a long way dom
To have some head of water from Zbove,
And a good distance aown might not be noticed
By anyone who'd cone a long wav up.

"I've alwgys meant to go
And look myself, but you know how it is:
It doesn't seem so much to c..b a mountain
You've worked around the foot of all your 1life.

1at would I do? Go in my overalis,

With a big stick, the same as when the cows
Haven't come down to the bars at ilkdng tire,
Or with a shotgun for a stray b ack bear?
'Twouldn't seem real to climb for clinbing it.n

T chouldn't clizb it if I didn't want to=-
Not for the sake of climbing, ithat's its name 2"

Me call it Hor: I don't know if thatls rint.n

"Warm in December, cold in June, you say?"

"T don't sup ose the water's ‘hanged at all.,
You and I know enough to know its warm

Corpared with cold, and cold compared «/ith warm.,
But all the fun's in how you say a thing."
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mankind. "The Road Not Teken"’ is one of the latter group; probably
noman or woman has ever reached the period oi middle age without
having said to himself, "What if I had chosen differently -dhen I started
on my career? What if I had taken that chance with its possikility of
a better position? What if-—-ou Frost, too, wnsiders the difference
his choice in roads had made; he does not regret or rejoice, he

merely recognizes that the choice was a determining factor,.

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stodl

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 ‘erhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear,

® % ® W B B € ® 6.6 @ @ © oW O & @

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Sorewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.
A poem which might be considered to follow "The Road Not Taken!

in thought is "An Erpty Threat, "0 for in it the poet makes the tireat

that he may some day take the other road, or escape to another choice.
There is witlin the nature of every one the desire for an escare from
life!'s victories of doubt that need endless talk to make them oute”

It is this type of mental escape through which many men obtain release
though they have neither the courage nor the conviction of the advisa-

bility that would lead them to turn such a step into reality,.

9- Ibidn, Pe 1310

has. o E1000 oy DRa. 256y 257
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I stay;

But it isn't as if

There wasn't always Huds n's Bay
And the fur trade,

A small skiff

And a paddie blade.

Then the poet paints a mental picture of what this Hudson Bay
esca e region would hold for him., There would be only he and his
French Indian Esquimaux, John=Joe, a fur trap er, and the seals yelping
on the ice cakes. The expanse oflbleak territory is great.
There!s not 2 soul

For a wind-break
Between me and the North Pole—

Give a head shake

Over so much bay

Thrown aray

In snow and mist

That doesn't exist,

I was going to say,

For God, man or beast!s,

Yet does perhaps for all three.

The philoso hy to sustain such a person is this:
"Better defeat almost,
If seen clear,
Than 1ife's victor.es of doubt
That need endless talk t ik
To make them out."
But the tlreat never becomes a reality; it remains empty.
An experience common to everyone is the positive after image which
followrs a task toward which one has long bent his e fforts. One who has
washed dishes for hours on ends finds imges of the dishes passing befor

his eyes when he would sleep; one who has warked with figures all day
sees figures when the work is no longer before himj; and Robert Frost

tells all of this in one local experience in the poem "After Ap le-

picking." 11 411 the apples except a stray one or two in the top of the

Lk~ Ibid.’ Pl e 256, 257.
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tree have been picked; the season is over, for the frost has leit
thin glass of ice on the water trough the night beftre. He is
to drowse to sleep,

Magnified aprplss appear and disip ear,
Stem end and blossom end,

And every fleck of russct showirs clear.
My instep arch not only keeps the ache,
It kee's the ;[ ressure of a ladder rourd.
I feel the ladder sway as the b uzhs bend,
And I keep hearie from the cel. r bin
The rumbling sound

Of load on load of apples c in,
For I have had too much

Of apple-picking: I am overtired

Of the great harvest I myself aesired,

The storms that occur within the personality and character of an
individual are parolleled by storns that occur in mature; the individ-
ual who is storm tossed is aware of this si oits and oiten sains
some confort from it. In "TPree at Mv W¥indowtl2Frost tells o one of his

experiences in which hislstorm mood and nature's met at onces

Tree at my window, window tree,

My sash is lowered when nisht co onj
But let there never be c 'rtain drawn
Between you and me,

Vague dream~he:d lifted out 1 the ground,
And thing next most difise Lo cloud,

Not all your 1i ht tongues tailing almd
Could be proiound,

But tree, I have seen you talen tossed,
And if you have seen me when I dlo 1,

You have seen me wwhen I was t:iken and swept
And all but lost,

That day she put our heads together,
Fate had her inagination abouu her,

]2. Ibido’ I. 318'
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Fate had her imasgination about her,
xqur head so much concerned with outer,
Mine with innfer, weather.
Perhaps one of the reasons that man has come to look with melancholy
upon the last of the falling leaves in the autumn is that poets have
been so fond of comparing these leaves to death that they have influenced
the thought of man., Be that as it may, the theme has come to be a
universal one; Robert Frost touches upon it in "A Ieaf Treader, 13
yet he realizes that man need not die with the leaves, for he is not
of so seasonal a nature,
I have been treading on leaves all day until I am autumn-tired.
God knows all the color and form of leaves I have trodden on and mired.
Perhaps I have put forth too much strength and been too fierce from fear.
I have safely trodden underfoot the leaves of another year.
All summer long they were overhead, more lifted w than I.
To come to their final place in earth they had to pass me bye.
A1l summer long I thought I heard them threatening under their breath.
And when they came it seemed with a will to carry me with them to death.
They spoke to the fugitive in my heart as if it were leaf to leaf.

They tapped at my eyelids and touched my lips with an invitation to
grief.

But it was no reason I had to go because they had to go.
Now up to my knee to keep on top of another year of snow.

There can be no doubt that one of Frc t's greatest skills is to be
found in his ability to portray universal themes through his presenta-
tion of local setting and character. It was this ability that awakened
the English to the quality of his work even before the Americans recog-
nized him; it was this same ability which soon endeared him to the

hearts of the people of his homelande. He has become the universal

neighbor.

13, Ibid., p. 388.
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CHAPTER VI

CONCLUSICNS

After one has surveyed the poems of flobert Frost, he must admit
that the poet is New England; the region is found in the writer!'s
character , in his settings, in his philosophy. One cannot read a
score of Frost's poems without coming to the realization that here is
a man rho is presenting New England with a skill and an understanding
that only an artist and a native son can have. Thereis the tang
and bruskness of the region; it is inescapable,

Besides picturing the region itself, Frost has portrayed the
character of the people. Perhaps no other author has more vividly
put on paper that characteristic New England reserve and emotional
restraint which my pass among outsiders as rudeness anc bluntness.
The lmbit of using only one word if one word will suffice, of calmly
accepting obstacles, then just -s calmly planning to surmount them
is a well-krnown New England trait; it is the personality of these
people which Frost has given an understanding and sympathetic treat-
ment,

Had Frost done no more than depict his own New England so well,
he would be an outstanding poet; but he has done more. He has
written poetry which deals with basic humen emotions: with love
and fearj; with loneliness and war; with man's struggle against
nature and with the faith that he somehow retains in the ultimate

magnaminity of nature in spite of his own susceptibility to her

whimns.
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Nor has he been unconscious of his ovwm time, for with a keen
stroke born of intelligent insight Frost uncovers weaknesses of
contemporary society: the tendency to exalt the machine above
the man who makes it; the extreme interpretations that man is
inclined to give to the theories of such people as Freud and Dar-
win; the inequality in the distribution of wealth; the "suitcase!
farmer who would wring all from the soil instead of putting all
into it; and, in his philosophy of neighborliness, international re-
lations.

Neither in his ability as a local poet, as a universal poet, nor
as a poet of the times is Frost's greatest and most nearly unique
ability to be found: it is his skill in presenting the universal in
the provincial that has won for him the greatest fame. Even though
he may name birds and flowers characteristic of New England, the
reader feels that the thought or incident of many of the poems is,
only by chance, not set within the reader's own environment. This
universality is so apparent that the poet never adds a line, or even
a word, to indicate that he is not restrict ng his meaning to New
England. To be sure, some of the critics, as has been pointed out in
earlier chapters, would not see beyond the written words of the poems
until Frost dropped the suggestion that, just because he was writing
in and about New England and especially New Hampshire, his works were
not necessarily meant just for her. The only reason the critics had
been so long blind was that Frost has broken a tradition: he was not
a provincial or a universal poet; he was a provincial and a universal

poet. And now, later in his career, a third term has been added to

describe his abilities; he is also a universal-in-the-provincial poete
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