Robert Frost

March 26, 1874 — January 29, 1963

Robert Frost was born in San Francisco, California
on March 26, 1874. He moved to Lawrence,
Massachusetts with his family when he was eleven
years old.

He graduated from high school in 1892 and
started attending Dartmouth College, but he only
lasted a few months before he had to drop out due
to financial issues. Later he enrolled at Harvard
University, but left after two years because of an
illness.

In 1894, he sold his first poem, "My Butterfly: An
Elegy"to The New York Independent. He was so
excited that he proposed to his high school
sweetheart, Elinor White, and the two were
married a year later.

Frost eventually returned to teaching after working a variety of jobs including being a reporter and
an editor of a weekly newspaper. In 1912, the couple moved to England, where Frost met and was
influenced by such contemporary poets as Rupert Brooke and Ezra Pound. He also befriended the
poet Edward Thomas with whom he shared a love of rural New England.

Around that same time, he published his first book of poems, A Boy's Will. It was followed by a
second book of poems entitled North of Boston in 1914. These two books earned Frost a reputation
as one of the leading modern poets.

Frost returned to the United States in 1915 and settled on a farm in New Hampsbhire. It was here that
he wrote many of his most famous poems, including "The Road Not Taken” and "Stopping by
Woods on a Snowy Evening." During this time he launched his career as a writer, and also taught
English and lectured at various colleges. He is also credited with assisting the development of
school writing programs.

Frost won the Pulitzer Prize for Poetry four times and is considered one of America's greatest poets.
He died on January 29, 1963, in Boston, Massachusetts.
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Robert Frost Selections

Gathering Leaves

Spades take up leaves
No better than spoons,
And bags full of leaves
Are light as balloons.

I make a great noise
Of rustling all day
Like rabbit and deer
Running away.

But the mountains | raise
Elude my embrace,
Flowing over my arms
And into my face.

I may load and unload
Again and again

Till I fill the whole shed,
And what have | then?

Next to nothing for weight,
And since they grew duller

From contact with earth,
Next to nothing for color.

Next to nothing for use,
But a cropisacrop,
And who's to say where
The harvest shall stop?
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After Apple Picking

My long two-pointed ladder's sticking through a tree
Toward heaven still,
And there's a barrel that | didn't fill
Beside it, and there may be two or three
Apples | didn't pick upon some bough.
But I am done with apple-picking now.
Essence of winter sleep is on the night,
The scent of apples: | am drowsing off.
I cannot rub the strangeness from my sight
I got from looking through a pane of glass
| skimmed this morning from the drinking trough
And held against the world of hoary grass.
It melted, and | let it fall and break.
But | was well
Upon my way to sleep before it fell,
And | could tell
What form my dreaming was about to take.
Magnified apples appear and disappear,
Stem end and blossom end,
And every fleck of russet showing clear.
My instep arch not only keeps the ache,
It keeps the pressure of a ladder-round.
| feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend.
And | keep hearing from the cellar bin
The rumbling sound
Of load on load of apples coming in.
For I have had too much
Of apple-picking: | am overtired
Of the great harvest | myself desired.
There were ten thousand thousand fruit to touch,
Cherish in hand, lift down, and not let fall.
For all
That struck the earth,
No matter if not bruised or spiked with stubble,
Went surely to the cider-apple heap
As of no worth.
One can see what will trouble
This sleep of mine, whatever sleep it is.
Were he not gone,
The woodchuck could say whether it's like his
Long sleep, as | describe its coming on,
Or just some human sleep.
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Robert Frost Selections

October

O hushed October morning mild,
Thy leaves have ripened to the fall;
Tomorrow’s wind, if it be wild,
Should waste them all.

The crows above the forest call;
Tomorrow they may form and go.

O hushed October morning mild,
Begin the hours of this day slow.
Make the day seem to us less brief.
Hearts not averse to being beguiled,
Beguile us in the way you know.
Release one leaf at break of day;

At noon release another leaf;

One from our trees, one far away.
Retard the sun with gentle mist;
Enchant the land with amethyst.
Slow, slow!

For the grapes’ sake, if they were all,
Whose leaves already are burnt with frost,
Whose clustered fruit must else be lost—
For the grapes’ sake along the wall.

awakentodelight.com

The Road Not Taken

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

And be one traveler, long | stood

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

Then took the other, as just as fair,

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

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
| doubted if | should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and |—
| took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.
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