Robert Frost ¢] Skepticism
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I hold your doctrine of Memento Mori.
And were an epitaph to be my story

I’d have a short one ready for my own.

I would have written of me on my stone:
I had a lover’s quarrel with the world.?

o sk 3ok FAGA doA B Egelsn ¢ 4+ YAch,
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1) Complete Poems of Robert Frost, (New York, 1949) p.476. (013} Aol o435t FFe & R4 4
sk,
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2 SEABRE #H3CE R 144, 1984)

My object in living is to unite

My avocation and my vocation

As my two eyes make one in sight.
Only where love and need are one,
And the work is play for mortal stakes,
Is the need ever really done

For Heaven and the future’s sakes.
(“Two Tramps in Mud Time”2] 3| Z4)

o
o

New England |¥}¢] H&3 23 43 g+ T8 EER 4, 28l 2% FulEol
AR&-3he ol PEERES BRES BAE A A FHE Ao 53 @l Eel Frost & HAH
ASE olslsrs Aol $40) A5 A5k To10 Fros o) B S WAL AL
71 @&l Frost & T HRAFALE i3t Ho] Foulsirts AE AHolt}, 4AA
= Frost 9| @Eﬁ%"ﬂ‘i BTG o]l 2r17kA] A A S £ HAFE LA 771 Y
o}, . ‘Boys Will' o] U 2= “Going for Water”, 8 ‘North of Boston’ ¢ “The Sound
of Trees”"el=7}, 8 ‘New Hampshire' o] U2 “Dust of Snow”, “To Earthward”, Z-&
X 3 ‘West-Running Brook’ ¢] “Spring Pools”, %% ‘A Witness Tree’ -] “The Silken
Tent” 5 5 4 vt. I Fo| A= Frost & 7} 43 HAREFEA & “Spring Pools” =
29 HAERE Az 64 Zadstn Yo, 23a HRY BAlS FES AZHq ofHos
i

Wobgel 3 4 St 1A 4 9

M

These pools that, though in forests, still reflect
The total sky almost without defect,

And like the flowers beside them, chill and shiver,
Will like the flowers beside them soon be gone,
And yet not out by any brook or river,

But up by roots to bring dark foliage on.

The trees that have it in their pent-up buds

To darken nature and be summer woods—

Let them think twice before they use their powers
To bolt out and drink up and sweep away

These flowery waters and these watery flowers
From snow that melted only yesterday.?

22y Frost ZH4le] M T3 BAFACl ohehi¥ela Zetx gl ZAA™, Frost
o HAB Solle A T2 Adbo] Al glvh, weba] st 2at Ak #h-g-o 7 Frost
2) Ibid., p. 303.

3) Marion Montgomery, “Robert Frost and His use of Barrir: Man vs. Nature toward God,” Robert Frcst, A
Collection of Critical Essays, ed. James M. Cox (Prentice-Hall, Inc., Englewood Cliffs, N.J, 1962),p. 138.
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Robert Frost ¢] Skepticism 3

HHY EEQ T AR BAS #wak FA9 Bl H et HAFA R EA|
=3 754 2 o] $-8] &= Frost ¢ Wordsworth &] A S AE3s}R 2% 4 ¢}, Frost
MY HiEel 9lelA Wordsworth & o $- F43 98-8 3 ek, A4 AF Frost & #03Y)
2 Frost ¢ i 71<dl= Wordsworth &) 8471 o83 F4=5 6] 9t 22 Words-
worth ol Al g1l A HRI= FEWY A G| ZAA 7R o]2x gl o} Frost oAl 18A]
ach. 2 HAY Fpel gt BAbdl dAAE ZEAHQ Aolst Ak F Frost & o] wF
Wordsworth ¢} whib7bxl 2 BRS Fipol wlsle Agqoz =g Avz g, z=v
Wordsworth o] A] ¢le] 4 =381 Al A3t A% Frost o] Al §le] 4= fancy Y+ humour 7} 53 )
= Ao}k, ® “The tree at My window”2}i= 550l 4], Frost= 19| ZBrlol4 E5g 1 =}
FAAZE 13 ZAA s JFAAE v J_E}_,_ UA o|®A =i},

e Lo

i

That day she put our heads together,
Fate had her imagination about her,
Your head so much concerned with outer,
Mine with inner, weather.
(“Tree at My Window”, 13-16)

ol9hHe HAMIE oloks]l FellAl Lk Wordsworth 8 BEEIQ FiHS LA g
Ak, AW FrostellAl A e, HARY £zt 2yt i ZEA o2 AR 2o
& Zoleh. Montgomery = &3} 3Fo] Fzte] AolE A0 sta gl

Whenever Frost talks directly to or directly of natural objects or creatures, we feel that he
is really looking at man out of the corner of his eye and speaking to him out of the corner of
his mouth. In all these poems Frost is describing the animal and vegatable natures in man,
not reading man’s nature into the animal and vegetable worlds, as Wordsworth was inclined
to do.»

Wordsworth = Platon 3832 =9 3} {?I%OH 1€ o, BRI ARY Zzsleln
s, AN KIEA, WA= 8RS FlA 2538 58 /R dgled, H$
7] PlizaRy el ZAske] A get, Zelm J152 ,1 }-& Dogmatic 3}A] 9] A}Atelc} A X475
3 9lvh, v Frost & olwhd e HFHEE TrHshe do] 371+ skxlal, Wordsworth A
o, g DS F, Xl= B EHoR ux o glv), FrostelAl glejd HR
2, Aol v Bl AHFE S84, oA 7x v AfBiel G R, 2oz AR
£ Afx AMz 2 ZAoleta B glvl, Wordsworth X% HiRo sk A Alo]

4) Ibid., p. 140
5) Ibid., p. 141.
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4 SEHKBR R (144, 1984)

2t s T B el ohieh €A o EMpiveltt. €4 o EHFINQ LBdAA H
A&k HRES 9lvk, Wordsworth & A A 34l MEEE e .o Frost & E7h3] HBEEHY
ol, A4 HABRE 54 MES ®rde 2571 drle sk 2342 A4S A4
@t AolA, AR F3l o]4E a4 Tale A2 okl welA Br oAoR 2d
X %), Frost & e =3] o u] 33 metaphor o] X2 =}, 2= Frost & i
e BASE A B9 #A4q Aolvt. Wordsworth & [EHYoIgl2}, Frost = {TEHY
o]glth. Wordsworth & Ao LER 2HEE 53 oA, BEY Bl F4 &
3 B2EE 3 Jdov, Frost & oA BfE £ AASE okEvhwd 71%E LAt
3 5= Ao}, Frost ] 33 & “Mowing” <ol 4] ‘The fact is the sweetest dream
that labor knows’ 2}3. o3t A&, ulZ Frost & HA#EY A 2= Ty 51 Yo},
Lawrance Thompson = th-&3} & =& sta glr}.

[eeee-Wordsworth & & A 248 = ol 714, BERY £AL RBIK oA i ALzt
g U sk B £l BE FEd delA Wordsworth 7 MEHES F AL,
Ao H Wl A4 e zie Rt FHE Adele Aol slv}. Frost &
HEe o)A ERE L =la 9lvl. Frost & #E2H ¥ REW A4, T4 #FE F
Alsked 71 8¢ Fshrh, 288 BRd 5F E £34 ¢ Aol AR AL A
ol gAdl 7R h FE= Aol dsiA, A o FHI Aol Ha Kk vsiAlE Al 7l
B& A =l RAolvk. ZE| A Frost 7k A9 €748, M4 Avts BERZA &7dve
RA-& Emerson 4 ol kel gloiA el 77 Sl e} 19

28]3 Frost ¢ FHES Aoz Azs] Ew, New England ¢ Puritanism, & =
Emerson 3} Thoreau =3 7+2 Concord Group ¢ EiHe] Al£=x 9ot A S &L
BEY 4 ¢lvh. Frost o olepre At 52 HifliHd Aol 54 53 7 New
Hampshire' o] %38 F3 o] vehtAl =}, Frost & HAs FEHA 93 B L #H—
< QA7 sk R BRY §3¢ dolulsl 7Ax , WHES K correspondence ¥ T
AR A, T3 o 2L S B RS HelsA A

N

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 know enough of hate

6) Lawerence Thompson, Fire and Ice—The Art and Thought of Robert Frost.(Henry Holt, New York, 1942).
pp. 30-31.
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Robert Frost ¢] Skepticism 5

To say that for destruction ice

Is also great
And would suffice.
(“Fire and Ice”)

42 ‘New Hampshire' o] ;o= 2¢] #, “Fire and Ice”oF -2 Frost & #:fgs BEHASE
A A Al T3 gdow, 18 F3l o|AdS dwbA o s Zx3A fx, A WFHAA
BB oeiAl, BB BE-E AR, 99 A ste AAH BBl vl WAk 2 W
| A Frost o] gt Rel Veby B} HES BR—7 A 2elaia, AFs) o2, F#sl
By, BiEs- Bk, Esk A8 BES BE Mibs WE—owtx sl MR v MEN
contrast” 0] RS FH T 24 Forst & ol el skepticism & B3] 2z e},

I. g HEel EX

Rl A SR ukel 7o) Frost o #fiFyel HHFE T4 elzt 2AS + e H
K, 2o WWsA HFol H Y 7§ FAMN AR RE Aoz vstn deks A4
oltl. & contrast 8] ERolct. HA ARMS ¥y, BRY £ 2=z &5 HEY
Rolzhx & 4 vt
Frost & @& AAd g xkile] AR 8 & BHR B S RiEstE o

Z2vtn QA Ho| ek, 2y 29 FiFFES A2 Akl o5 HAS F
b 2AE 2 e, 28 GER(ARS HEN 25) o R Blks A Fod 7l o
T Frlx BHER MR Abeldl R—3e Awks AH o Zz:sl Z& wEolgivh. =3k A4
Frost o] #iFael e AF =HFolalA Awrlzel¥ A= ghe] irony ¢ ambiguity &
B eta gow, o|RAEL A Frost o /A ol Piksl 22 = RWEAIQL ZSol
g FEM WA= EEEBOQ BPolstn AT 4 vk 2eln = ood W, 219
Hob A G SR BRY BEMES B#EMolx =3 obd AEHA ¥R redity & T4
o2 nlSolAn &L ¢Al Dul, $lE Bk B9 kiLE Q4 s =t “The Door
in the Dark”z}= HEAS] fholE ol Aol A ol F3 Frost o] ] 2¢ f&8e] whFE=| L glct.

| ¥l2y =k

In going from room to room in the dark,
I reached out blindly to save my face,
But neglected, however lightly, to lace
My fingers and close my arms in an arc.

7) Cf. Lawrence Thompson, Fire and Ice—The Art and Thought of Robert Frost.(Henry Holt, New York, 1942)
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6 SEREEE F3CE (144, 1984)

A slim door got in past my guard,

And hit me a blow in the head so hard

I had my native simile jarred.

So people and things don’t pair any more
With what they used to pair with before.

Frost 9| #% 944 ¥+ AL F7u °éu}v} 24 TR e Aol ZodlAl o= 7t
7 g T WiRE AFsn destEs A 2 Aolvt wkd Adl A SO
FH Lol HAS ARke], AR &L ﬁﬁ%’%ﬂ gt sk &S 944 she
Pg sl glvka gbelwl, Frost & ol2dt FXel A7 Slal4 mFdolsd 443 4
o] HE A WA 2 ek, 2Elx o] el A ZE oS AR EEEE BEl

fakel, .9 £ 3 Sonnet ¢ “Design”-& wl2 o3k [ @f’FJ‘” o] 52 glv}, Frost
dlAl QoA = £33 BE AES BHEPQ MEAA welrdz st HEE sy 4k
P2 AHE 18en T2E 2dos & Aol o3 #4019 BRE La = a4 Ao,

by

&

I found a dimpled spider, fat and white,
On a white heal-all, holding up a moth
like a white piece of rigid satin cloth—
Assorted characters of death and blight

Mixed ready to begin the morning right,
Like the ingrediants of a witches’ broth—
A snow-drop spider, a flower like froth,
And dead wings carried like a paper kite.

What had that flower to do with being white,

The wayside blue and innocent heal-all?

What brought the kindred spider to that hight,
Then steered the white moth thither in the night?
What but design of darkness to appall?—

If design in a thing so small.

ol el 3t FHH S 7%l o] Somnet + kLo 2 Wrlglx: Frosto] o}2 w2 39 Rl A &
T A= Axch FF o LA o) T WM BRE /X g}, o
contrast o] t}, 4:2] symbol 24 H & (white) ¢] image 5 -&¢] symbol o] 2}32§3 4~ l& night

Y
o
i
HF
X
=
1o

9} darkness 9] image »t} B ©l v}, Frost: oF2slw 422 BES o4 5]

Brie 2318 abgel AL EMAIQL Bl A HEAS kS Bl & Zsiet.

9) Cf, Lawrence Thompson: Robert Frost(Univ. of Minnesota Pamphelts, 1959).
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Robert Frost ¢] Skepticism 7

Frost o] ifel o4l olshhe TME slchaleh, LaE 29 contrast o] BXE F o %
T3 sk 2 ek 4 29 @R A “Into My Own” o2l Fsb Slch,

One of my wishes is that those dark trees,

So old and firm they scarcely show the breeze,
Were not, as ‘twere, the merest mask of gloom,
But stretched away unto the edge of doom.

I should not be withheld but that some day

Into their vastness I should steal away,

Fearless of ever finding open land,

Or highway where the slow wheel pours the sand.

I do not see why I should e’er turn back,
Or those should notset forth upon my track
To overtake me, who should miss me here
And long to know if still I held them dear.

They would not find me changed from him they knew—
Only more sure of all I thought was true.

“Into My Own” o]z} o] 5l JAAE 2 HAY AMY ‘Contrast’ 7} FAl7F Ha Y
ok Aol ol 7% ol T 7HAE AR A48 ARMES A71H3 A5 £et. 25 o]
e ] WEsh RS s AR R S AE KBRS TERS 5l 2L W
O I g' AHQL cdEste] B Wt 459 ¥ fA Ede] s Y1

2y AR QFT kel o] RN ox, FE, TR B S ¥F o AU
#Hpes vebiAl et 2R3 ol Bd L e FE Ede] ohzh T mRE
A% AolH, Agedle M AEE S04, 2z hioll= iLEH BEE 742l AESH
719k BATs THE FAA eAH L vl

29] Wl “Come In”olzht #7k vk, dA AMst o F¢ €9 ‘contrast’ & 24 E
ek o] & A lethal béauty & &AM sk ek

As I came to the edge of the woods,
Thrush music—hark!

Now if it was dusk outside,
Inside it was dark.

10) Robert Penn Warren, “The themes of Robert Frost” The writer and his Craft, edt, by Roy W. Cowden (Ann
Arbor Paperbacks, The University of Michigan Press, 1957), p. 224.
11) Ibid., p. 224.
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8 SEABRE FsCHE (H14%7], 1984)

Too dak in the woods for a bird
By sleight of wing

To better its perch for the night,
Thought it still could sing.

The last of the light of the sun
That had died in the west

Still lived for one song more
In a thrush’s breast.

Far in the pillared dark
Thrush music went —
Almost like a call to come in
To the dark and lament.

But no, I was out for stars:
I would not come in.

I meant not even if asked,
And I hadn’t been.

o] FHe =& e TAALILS ol oA el A B4 & ¥lE metaphor W= & symbol
2A stz Yk, d2lA o] FHE BN FAE sHA FiEEHFE nolokd Ao|tk, Thrush
E HAY 9E ol 2B E iaﬂﬁl ’ﬁ’il"]i}il B 4 Jdeod, £ WEH HRY

zgs 3 9o 01547&01 Frost 8] #fell glolAl, HAS HEoR sl JleAzts HF
< WA A 2ol AR BEE 4 € £ 4fFo]l A48 fFig nkeo
I 9lc}. o] el ulak wslak &)™ S Warren & v‘r%;} Zro] Asta v,

The trush in the woods cannot now do anything to alter its position. Practical achieve-
ment is at the end—the sleight of wing (a fine'phrase) can do no good. But it still can sing.
That is, the darkness can still be conquered in the very lament. In other words, the poet is
prepared to grant here that a kind of satisfaction, a kind of conquest, is possible by the ex-
pression, for the expression is, in itself, a manifestation of the light which has been with-
drawn. Even in terms of the lament, in terms of the surrender to the delicious blackness, a
kind of ideal resolution—and one theory of art, for that matter—is possible. (We remember
that it was a thing for a man to do and not for a horse to do, to stop by the other dark

woods.)!?

Frost & FB48S- A A stA stedslr] a4+ 27k BR-S netaphor 24 AF&-3tn Qlohe

12) Ibid., p. 225.
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Robert Frost ] Skepticism 9

A€ DAt oA B Z2s e, Frostd] 7] #Fe vdehd 29 image £ F2 $oll4
Fol gkow, o] & :‘F—‘,l FA ALY AR BRolglom, Aol o2 Fol=t AL
A ALY BB BRI Aolek, FAY W-E] WRE wl Stolste BEM 78he
24 Edve A2 HEA Fed Jol AL ol T ksl BREA §
BE A H7] sl gole, W

olepzto] 2] &L “‘Come In"ol2le FHAlAE ARz HASY contrast #rkehiz}, F7kx]
T obEvhE | contrast, F Bzl EAfle] AR TR o5& contrast & LA
sHAl =let,

Y2tz A F7HA Frost 8 Fek A7 €0l SHeAde FE T4 L2 contrast 8] FAIE B
T8 %ok, 22 o2 AES FAIR 3 Frost ] #% 5314 ©hAl contrast o A E
T 2] 2 3kl “After Apple-Picking” 3+ “Birches”z}= 2ZHgEo] 9lth. 4 “After Apple-
Picking” o2l HE B8l4] Frost ¥ “Gamiyel ALHBo| ofw contrastZ $#R= o] A=
M B2 3

E=T

My long two-pointed ladder’s sticking through a tree
Toward heaven still,

And there’s a barrel that I didn’t fill
Besides it, and there may be two or three
Apples I 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: I am drowsing off.

I cannot rub the strangeness from my sight
I got from looking through a pane of glass
I skimmed this morning from the drinking trough
And held against the world of hoary grass.
It melted, and I let it fall and break.

But I was well

Upon my way to sleep before it fell,

And I 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.

13) Cf. James G. Southworth, “Robert Frost”, Some Modern American poets, (Basil Blackwell, Oxford, 1950), p.76
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10 SEABRR FR3CE (W 145, 1984)

I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend.

And I 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: I am overtired

Of the great harvest I 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 I describe its coming on,

Or just some human sleep.

o] 54 v SAE T ukel Zo] ZHAISL BHEREHY tone o] 2] vk, HHA] a4
Frost ¢| Skepticism ] Zaolelx & Figdeh. dvst 0%, 45 F4, 2en FL9
okt o] F Al okl A gleb. 1] o|fFell A -2l & T H FFAY image ¢ contrast
E $A 7B 4 ok, AL T Frost o] #EES HES EXe] 2 £= o, =
29 NETEY KB Aolvh. ¥ Extwl, Bl BHE, Harvest o} rest, ARz B
2o E, 559 Yubdel 27 sk 55 #Es THRE BES 3 33 9% 5
= 4 9}, £33 AA = realistic 3t 5A] o] symbolic s}e}, 28] 323+ A4 9] imagery =
S8 Aelet. 749 “Toward heaven”olete &7 & oloklste At dwg @8 Fx
9low] “Egsence of winter sleep is on the night”¢] §8)-& Fakol] W& okl ¢} Fio ol gt
32 R&sta e P

22} Woodchuck 9] &K F= #HAdAlE obfal =2o] A ¥ewt. vt
“The fact is the sweetest dream that labor knows” 2} 4 <ol 5 & 7t wlc},

“Birches” 2} 7+t “After Apple-Picking”®] W& o]y} vhFo] @ieb. o] F9] HPpHabe
A A 5471 = et

14) Dona,d J. Greiner, “The Indispensable Robert Frost”, Critical Essays on Robert Frost, edt., Philip L. Gerber,
(GXK. Hall & Co. Boston, Massachusetts, 1982), p. 230.
15) Ibid., p. 230

rlo

!‘ih-ll

A
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Robert' Frost ¢] Skepticism 11

So was I once myself a swinger of birches.

And so I dream of going back to be.

It’s when I’'m weary of considerations,

And life is too much like a pathless wood

Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs
Broken across it, and one eye is weeping

From a twig’s having lashed across it open.

I'd like to get away from earth awhile

And then come back to it and begin over.

May no fate wilfully misunderstand me

And half grant what I wish and snatch me away
Not to return. Eath’s the right place for love:

I don’t know where it’s likely to go better.

I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree,

And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk
Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more,
But dipped its top and set me down again.

That would be good both going and coming back.
One could do worse than be a swinger of birches.

o] FFll dAAE J4, AHst B, she3t K, B HESS contrast 7+ vERY
Ak, o] FHe RAY-HelAw BIH HiF sl Frost o] 523 309 HIHE Fa4 H—Kiba
R} ‘/]-E]- o=, Fabiel A= BRI 5 Bz Vel 3ok Frost & o]®
Al wela glv}k. “A Poem begins in delight and ends in wisdom,”1® 2|1} ¢lx] & &l
7ht FollA Eds 3 glh, & Frost & #7]2}41¢ Brich &) U F/AE HEE
Moz gzsta d& Aol dvad, HisxE 2&

A GF7ER] el 2220, AME s okat shE S-S AU Yr] @ Eolvl, zE|lw

AfE dgle Aold, 993 A7 ohete 2419 BEN 25%

wEeleh, o] Frt B Q& BIRSE Aol AR Y& FHM Fikelzte Fx
=

Warren -& =3+ c}-&3} o] A%t o},

For the meaning, in so far as it is abstractly para phrasable as to theme: Man is set off
from nature by the fact that he is capable of the dream, but he is also of nature, and his best
dream is the dream of the fact, and the fact is his position of labor and fate in in nature
though not of her. For the method: The poet has undertaken to define for us both the dis-
tinction between and the interpretation of two worlds, the world of nature and the world of
the ideal, the heaven and the earth, the human and the nonhuman (oppositions which appear

16) Louis Untermeyer, edt., Modern American Poetry, Midcentury Edition, p. 182.
17) Robert Penn Warren, op., cit., p. 232.
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12 SHERBE g @145, 1984)

in various relationships), by developing images gradually from the literal descriptive level
of reference to the symbolic level of reference.!”

U 99 F FE sFEul A Frost 7F 7F4 dlEldk OS =l g T4 ARY
TR A oEolet. ARzt ARFTR i3t Uncertainty = Frost & #jizkel 3le1A 9
7b4 #AA4 Ql @G en, Frost £ metaphor & 7143 1.¢] skepticism & kst & A
o], |

Fo 2 M2+ Frost ¢ skepticism & 72| 54 West-Running Brook (1928) ¢] titlepoem -&
FMA T 22 qek, 22 Rl ohgsk 2 FH{Tol it

The universal cataract of death

That spends to nothingness.
(West Running Brook, 56-57)

EinEe o A4S 589 #l2 s}23t metaphor o]}, The Master Speed'® o] ¢le] A

28 st g}, $El= T. S. Eliot = 4] The Waste Land o] A o]A 3} »] %<3 3

A crowd flowed over London Bridge, so many,

I had not thought death had undone so many.!®

AF7A wol & ZAAH Frost o] ol x| o} sfdtell Al FHE £FHole FAAQ ofFE

el shehg sla 9leh, Ze|a Frost+ 29 759 E=A6A BA= AR, ftFel AR,
2l At FEell WE o T B AEE st U

2.2 West-Running Brook of] glol4 A 2= IE89 #Hifilol contrast 7/} 5= =4
Ql MEme] HMlE vhst ol B3k vk,

Our life runs down in sending up the rock.

The brook runs down in sending up our life.

The sun runs down in sending up the brook.

And there is something sending up the sun.

It is this backward motion toward the source,
Against the stream, that most we see ourselves in,

18) Complete Poems of Robert Frost,(New York, 1949), p. 327
19) T.S. Eliot, The Complete Poems and Plays, (Harcourt, Brace & World, Inc. New York, 1962), p.39
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Robert Frost 2] Skepticism 13

The tribute of the current to the source.
It is from this in nature we are from.
(West-Running Brook, 64-71)

582 FF1eF MM #MfEles F71¢ metaphor ¢ contrast 23 3+ 4 9lt}, Frost &
Wedst-Running Brook 2t= 25 <6l A Lucretius 258 7AW & image & LZ35kA] 87]4]5)
= 4], Heracleitos &| EWiiiE 1—H/‘<]T‘:— Shadow of death 2} metaphor ot} EEFT Y= =
#4& Yo 3]'—!—: £ F5L AR 45 54
3}z, k%gl éx’fi —r°t1 st &4 F&2 Kdelch #& Heq3tel, olglzte]
B lolA] 4z F53 A #EiEe 28t €38 {2 stz dE Ao,
o] A AR g4 stz Y= FARIQ A Ko7 = 3o}, o]ek & WERMQ it
RRFE gt dohs BRAA, 5% Fifilc I metaphor o]z} 3ebdd, M4

fre] #fi)= Frost B¢l metapehor 2t & 4 314 A olt}, Frost = Henri Bergsono] IRl
Eiblzl ke o % Yl o] & sFEul A Lucretius ¢ Heracleitos®] & A}gho 2 B ] uko

vl -2} image g Fo] Hvhe A& ¢ AS5E A2 4 vl Bergsonz} Frostd] 5 Aleo] <)
Analogy &, %2 50| Bergson 9] F4¢ AAstd ¢A A= Ao}k, RE EE #BR HE
o i vl dAsteE, AMY AAAq Ex BEN Bds 25444 H4, = &
e 9.2, My AAS REFHOE UsAl st FAdl v5 AlERNQ Zi0e ikl
o 24 AFstedl Lo Aeolu.

A} AF Frost 71 Bergson ¢] Lucretius A 9] FFAo] =}A1¢] BERMAR} » £3lc}n A4

7S Af B e WES F2 253 RETRLR Fee %, F &£

A = HE FollA 2225 FZx sk dvke HiEA A3 @Bk # ol gict. Bergson o
Ao A o] HRHFES] image &=, w3 WHES EZFd A3 AR ALaiel= AlEReH,

U FEY A3 image 24, A4Ho2 dehim Yt otk [Fzd AshY
image = n}2 o] 23 Ay 5 2] image §1 RAoltl, wel4A £ 5L Lucretius, Heracleitos,
Bergson S-0] 33l image & HFAH#!Y FHEL steksia g
I 29 ol v, M EMS FERE A oald + A
dl A, stehek-& wkglel 5Fe] Ae 3 stz He $2 7
sl A= A Zss abE vlasle YA, ¢l 2 5

ﬂ

e, o
pu)
L
=
g,
o
-
o
4
Lo

_‘
N
N

ot
o
& K
e
wlo
A
tlo
_\.;_L
'“1-'

o] 14w,

Here we, in our impatience of the steps,
Get back to the beginning of beginnings,
The stream of everything that runs away.

20) Cf. Lawrence Thompson, Robert Frost, op, cit.,
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14 SHERBE FRsCERI145, 1984)

Some say existence like a Pirouot

And Pirouette, forever in one place,

Stands still and dances; but it runs away;

It seriously, sadly, runs away

To fill the abyss’s void with emptiness.

It flows beside us in this water brook,

But it flows over us. It flows between us

To separate us for a panic moment.

It flows between us, over us, and with us.
And it is time, strength, tone, lihgt, life and love—
And even substance lapsing unsubstantial;
The universal cataract of death _

That spends to nothingness—and unresisted,
Save by some strange resistance in itself,
Not just a swerving, but a throwing back,

As if regret were in it and were sacred..

It has this throwing backward on itself

So that the fall of most of it is always
Raising a little, sending up a little.

Our life runs down in sending up the clock.
The brook runs down in sending up our life.
The sun runs down in sending up the brook.
And there is something sending up the sun.
It is this backward motion toward the source,
Against the stream, that most we see ourselves in,
The tribute of the current to the source.

It is from this in nature we are from.

It is most us.

o]o] ol F3t ule} o] Frost ¢] skepticim -& 9] metaphor 2t ¥ x}= w3t u} g}, 2

2y Frost &= X3k X-E metaphor of] a4 = BEEMol vl o]A-L Frost & —itiko] 3]
WHaiylul A odfsla 917 wistolth, & chul Kzt HEY AAANA 4@ 2SS

A vieluz g& wEolrh, sk metaphor £ contrast A7l & A& FFE 1814 Eukoh
2h, AES 93 =Yo7l I Aolv}. ZIE metaphor ¢] contrast Z Es]4 A7 = irony
€ humour 24 73 glv}, k2 o 7]o] Frost &) ¢ 22|71 vl ¥ubd o2 Humour
T 2 &8 ol AU g e LER RFold AfFRE Ko FiEoR A=
A3 gleh, 2l =2 Frost 8] ol 9lelA] Skepticism 3} Humour = ¥41¢| Ffstz 7

0] 2} 72 metaphor Z Frost = =}A1¢] & <0l 4] contrastA]7] 22 9= A o]t}, 2]’k contrast
9] ko] EfliE 241 2] Frost &) 2459l A olvl, EfliF 24 =X skeptic ©. 24 Frost = =}4l
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o a4 & uhe 32 ¢¢i=t}, o}wl Hide away s}3 mbe}, JmiA] Eobw Frost = 739k

b Avkste, A 2HaE RFEe] skeptic o] xha] AR =

[~
L
2
1#
e
&
&
e
.?E
K
3o
o &
N
bt
e
ru
o

. B JR

FiFE oA B2} Frost o el Vel BEES] BEXE 29 BR, 53 €3 Kitzle HA
o] stel el g B4 e Byrl. $AE L3t ukel Ze] Frost = 7§, “West-Running
Brook’ ¢} ‘A Further Range’ 1] ‘A witness Tree’ 9} ‘Stéeple Bush' 2|1 = HE
#¥4: ‘In the Clearing’ 2.2 & zboll wel 29 Fre AF Baryel E@e] daistz e,
oA wbababw, BAsE ARGl dlq fffEelzEsh A AR realism & 2Ys4 HEAM B
o A, MW ER, SEW, WM o] FEeXAl welxla vk, weld o] F#Y X
Be BAE AR st w4 BRYE xS 2A22 HAZY, 29 BAIHE T
gt Horatius f99) {AANZ EHAIQ XKL ohicl, =3 g1+3t puritanism o] ohzl 3T
REY s 7122 sk g RAMERY skeptic o]k, webA 28] B K= FHAILL K
O R & o EAFH stz drk, 2|z 29 el YERy metaphor, symbol, image 5
o] FBlolzlE sl Wit vk Humor £ 33 vl 553 Hilidl o] 23 gl

Frost o] #F#e] KW ORA, 19 FFALEAS uHzl 2B i FiRd ol dt HEK
ANE 2% &3 2L Fb ek oA 3 New Hampshire 9| title poem %o
Vo= —iel .

I may as well confess myself the author

Of several books against the world in general.

To take them as against a special state

Or even nation’s to restrict my meaning.

I'm what is called a sensibilist,

Or otherwise an environmentalist.

I refuse to adapt myself a mite

To any change from hot to cold, from wet

To dry, from poor to rich, or back again.

I make a virtue of my suffering

From nearly everything that goes on round me.

In other words, I know wherever I am,

Being the creature of literature I am,

I shall not lack for pain to keep me awake.
(‘New Hampshire’, 228-241)
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o] # 7HEwlAl Frost & [—fihql 7] & =9 wgichizle 23l skx U oA
& 29 B sugiel 7 29 Asst 5SS A wolelw & 4 v},
Lt ‘regionalist’ 24, S kst AL Sl ge BAS AHE dEva #AelE, 2
Fozde uAA4E YAY F ke Folv}h, webd Foldst msddolzla sk ‘Con-
trast’ & $e]E E3FF ore| 4 WAsIA HArh, 22 Frost & ol YolALt, S5

e FTE FHA A5 24 A2 F so vk R AHM WES
T Yrh oA E gE T2 alFe] ZalsAwl 29 e AL AW B A EE
fyQl Zol2 &A sk ek o) e

Mathew Arnold #9Ql FAIFEHKE w1 o= A, Frost+ 222 T4 =T 24 sta gl
= Aoleth, webA o] FF Foll A= AolA 27 Bl& Lo Contrast 71 91§ ¥uk o2}, Humor
¢k Wit, Irony o} Satire & T4af 7helA] FES 2ffbela, 2HE TRl 44, X
Blozxs HWES FLFEME Contrast A7) = 7|2 Felx 9}, Frost = Sensibilist 4.0
26 FE55he fAel ohdzha & 3 A4S Rfkbkel] dld dgejztm metAlw),

m}m )

Nothing not built with hands of course is sacred.
But here is not a question of what’s sacred;
Rather of what to face or run away from.
I’d hate to be a runaway from nature.
. And neither would I choose to be a puke
Who cares not what he does in company, »
And, when he can’t do anything, falls back
On words, and tries his worst to make words speak
Louder than actions, and sometimes achieves it.
It seems a narrow choice the age insists on.
(‘New Hampshire’, 344-353)

o] #ol W& FE=E 27 vt2v}. Jamies Southworth = 7}& Frost 9] etz ¥ +:
ok, 70 4344 R ohieb)®Pela glom, Lawrence Thompson - Frost 9]
ol A 29 Rolgta Fet. 2

LAhe A% EHO2A REAS BRIl T4 HA¢ 9 U 2 Contrast A
A Fkck, Aukska AL o T AL A 94 Contrast o] MdL AL 4 glo
=, 2.¢] Skepticism 3} 29| o MEMLS WA 4 Yt W gls] w Folc}, Frost & A
TRk IRl Vel BEARME, Zelm o] BMAMS EndE 1o iR ER e shtel Aol
k. mebA REelA WAk 29 BEd Fel dehd @5&91 BAS FEa wo2 g

21) James Southworth, op, cit.,, p. 61
22) Lawrence Thompson, op. cit., P. 156.

ﬂi
&
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G5 o FE upe} o), Frost &) F71¢k whd 9] 3 Lol WA Z2Rif& S image 7+ BN
WERoZ Winslz gvl. 4  ‘West-Running Brook’ 72wl “The Freedom of the
Moon” o)zt 7}, “Canis Major” T “On Looking up by chance at the Constellations” 5-2

57 Solgleh, o]A & F Frost o] FHoll Vel ARM FiH WX+ Ki¥ K229 Contrast
gha m oAl e},

|

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.
(**On Looking up by chance at the Constellation”, 8-10)

Kzgd| o fEtk el A, K22 ffs)t fFais A4 A sk go, oA ke B
e WEEY s BEEES M4 Bl A & Frost 549 i} Contrast 4 RAolvy,
2] 3 Frost ¢] K724 skl BE i LAY HES FEE S Contrast & “Desert Places” ol
Ax ohgak o] xesta gt

Snow falling and night falling fast, oh, fast

In a field I looked into going past,

And the ground almost covered smooth in snow,
But a few weeds and stubble showing last.

The woods around it have it—it is theirs.
All animals are smothered in their lairs.
I am too absent-spirited to count;

The loneliness includes me unawares.

And lonely as it is that loneliness

Will be more lonely ere it will be less—
‘A lanker whiteness of benighted snow
With no expression, nothing to express.

They cannot scare me with their empty spaces
Between stars—on stars where no human race is
I have it in me so much nearer home

To scare myself with my own desert places.

A9 A FHol Vehd B FHZEMd A Bt 74 mannerism o whl X3t
Frost & ffifAolct. F2& U5 §lo], Frost & &3 5 I3 P4 T=x¢
HES Aohlle A=et Ko 23S Contrast A7l glek, el 34 ki€
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Frost 8] Skepticism & 25 HEY BE, HA Zaxtd #HEoez A3 Yo, 22z §
£ image & W3l & Ao 2 vehdrh, K729 image & W24 F5Ed i3l Contrast 2
18 5HA] JeFude)l. “All Revelation” o) 2t= 5 Srol = ¥ 9] image 7} -2t}

Eyes seeking the response of eyes
Bring out stars, bring out the flowers,
Thus concentrating earth and skies
So none need be afraid of size.

All revelation has been ours.

(**All Revelation”, 16-20)

o] FjollA =il W ARlo]l 7kXla Y= {54 W=+ The mental thrustef] o} 3k Frost ¢
FEfE dAl ok, FHE Bffiztd = SHelx, [RE Bre S84 Aol 5o Ukl
ke T2, ARl EEE Fdl4, Bl AUz gle od BHRAAE AT 4+ Yok
BR7E |2 gle

“Skeptic”o] 2k Foll A%, 19| BUAH) FHEEEE ekt ook, Bk ohie) of el %
Hizl B BURRYelA, fEEEAYeIt. Zeivt w54 BEERI S2 e,

—/

N

The universe may or may not be very immense.

As a matter of fact there are times when I am apt
To feel it close in tight against my sense

Like a caul in which I was born and still am rapped.

(“Skeptic”, 9-12)

Frost ¢] BEAH-2 wk<3k Horatius f9¢l = A2 ohich. HiR=l Fid, KR sl HEM
2oL ERN R R ko FES Bktke] A ARl d& BHAM T&%‘Q
w93 g BAY fFelrt, WelA 2l Frost o #HHiFEa veld Bl =g )
T Msk 22 Zloletx = B&RIQ nletaphor 24 EiEsIvd & ¢k, oA =
Frost & Ef#ol| o] ]/ X R=2E M, “The Lesson for Today” ofatz BIfLE 4o}
7t e A WS A8 2 F3 deAE e

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.

(*“The Lesson for Today”’, 55-59)

23) Lawrence Thompson, Robert Frost, op. cit., pp. 26-7.
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o] A FollA FAol s Yt A& ‘human shape”el] w3t HHIES] AERE )
“Philosophical distention” of] &3 F-&¢] fEMral Aok, L2 =2 Frost & [EE £4¢ B
AL AHS RFgoletlela NEREe, Zelx =ob4] F5Inat 2179 F#E Frost & $-2)
oAl me{Er},

Space ails us moderns: we are sick with space.
Its contemplation makewsu 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?
Your were belittled into vilest worms
God hardly tolerated with his feet;
Which comes to the samething in different terms.
(“The Lesson for Today, 68-76"")

Frost ¢ AR EHFH =gd A3 @BFe B2 AAse Msk 2 Ald g3t
image & zehe] I BIE /Rl dom LSt JUESE Al ux] goted, o
Aol Vel TZef)e 24 5 B FE#s Az e, M2 $2E BRAL 3§38
2 YchizbE =& Frost o] Eroh2 o] Riol=, 238 BEW HEE sz dgiz
Aolch, kst “Kitty Hawk’ebe &iF FollAx Frost & 94 FHE#HE Loz T
EAL s d sl 9y Wl Folth, AME 94 dualistic & FfEels RS Frost = Z% ]-
o}, o5& FAE FA SR A AHE KitE W uA Zev. ARl A« FER
oA 2EEA @ XA AMHE AAs] EAstr & Aolvk, oA’ 3L Kitty

]
Hawk el FEA-2 2ot et

32,

We know of no world,
Being whirled and whirld
Round and round the rink
Of a single sun

(so as not to sink),

Not a single one

That has thought to think.

o]9}zre] Frost & #FAZH= AMRHZLS T2 ot BEY #H ABHY B S AM
o mHFe AR 2A, WEHXH Ad FAAE ARA T Do AL Kffio] s}
g A4S Fxsta ek, eI o] i B A v = o]¥A Fata g,
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And this flight we wave
At the stars and moon
Means that we approve
* Of things on the move,
Be they stars or moon.
Ours is to behave
Like a kitchen spoon
Of a size Titanic
To keep all things stirred
In a blend mechanic,
Saying that’s the tune
That’s the pretty kettle!
Matter mustn’t curd
Seperate and settle.
Motion is the word.

o] ol = $-el& Contrast & MRS Zol £ 4 b, Kitty Hawk ehe= ¥ /g ik
Me(Kitty Hawk & %%& Wrigh 7t 1286 #R &% #ge] 4Z3H North Caro-
lina ¢ S w19 o] Folct) s ¥iEl, WH Wih AMsE HA AMs FHESY 23
olv}, mk4 Frost 7} b} gleba sivielz 28] BARL ol 59 BAXY FAA= vt
TR A= kS Aol #FHE ‘In the Clearing' 718l E “Kitty Hawk”2 X33 FH{Fo]
2l EFH o] Y& Tl A o HEM A vebi ek 2v 29 BES 44
3] olm] o {3 ukel e HEgESL HES ERE Wb 3¢ wEolvk. “Escapist—Never”
the 29 FrobRE o2t Frost o 7o) ERS SEMo= wa) Fx gt

He is no fugitive—escaped, escaping.
No one has seen him stumble looking back.
His fear is not behind him but beside him

On either hand to make his course perhaps
A crooked straightness yet no less a straightness.

S ol slolAe] ARIS) fefe 2ue) we#ot obdAE mEch sdusid, AWML
FA%an v FAA2AY weHQ Agolsh, A=w o FFe] AT 9t Rhyth-
mical variety &} 2F-H 3t S Frost o] ¢ AA L o) Fx g}, W.G. O'Donnell -2 ©}-2
3 o] o] BT $44E RFaa e,

**A Cabin in the Clearing” and “Escapist—Never”’ demonstrate once again Frost’s con-

tinuing masterly of a highly original, constantly evolving blank verse. The rhythmical
variety that Frost achieves here in the most traditional verse form in the language is one
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of the volume’s success. Frost’s ability to control the deeper subtilities of blank verse, an
ability he shares with the later Elizabethan and the Jacobean dramatists, is unequalled by
any British or American writer in the twentieth century: . . o

Yeats, Wallace Stevens, and Edwin Arlington Robinson struggled with the great form—
stumbling block for many a poet since the seventeenth century—but rarely attained the
marvellous flexibility of these lines from “Escapist—Never”’, with their assured freedom
inside a strict convention and their curiously shifting accents and added syllables.?®

Frost ¢ Biftthe FlEBolv} & WfRe] image & TAMIvts Aoz d¥d 5 St
IR 2 BEEevhe AL A el 283 FHARM A= FE BEC e 2
oA}, A9 #AE—Horatius, Thomas Grey, Wordsworth, Tennyson 5—¢| [EAHE
Aol AN BEo 2 IpKk—Hs gl Frostoll gl s B JEel HFE
o) FEkol o] o2 AR, ohE AMERES melw el 2o g FE] ERE S
A 2o el EH-E FIHeE NS E£Blsla Aokl ET 2o #iY, ARK M%Ee
gt =317 ohzl Bt E S FsiAl viskd + = HHEE BEERE AXE + A
Qrled ok, welA 27b AHEE image, Symbol, metaphor, Parable 552 u}lZ Frost
2] Dualism 3} Skepticism ¢] EREEo]gwl A o]r},

V. &

kA1 of, 2l Bokel flelAl, Frost o] F¢] AHZ HRA
3 ARl A Q& "5&.'% 553 288 A 4 M AE sk SdkdtEl sl
2},
Robert Frost & =}A1¢] 84S B ol4te Aoz Aste 42 A9 $g4rt. Roman-
ticism 9| {Hffie wWAoR stx ez w5 FHEIHEH] 4 FollA o]
Poetic’ 3 el A 555 ke AH43h 2ok 5 B AR shol whel %3 EEHY
Ql FA 9 WY akell4 22X A FEEREOR W AE M2 o] 2 5 YukE sk
o AR BRES 24T 4+ ddrde AL ek 4% 4 §ivl. Yeats, Eliot, Pound
Sol Biffi ke M2 g A4 WA FAR A4S AW WEES] fBEE &Sl E
st AT Ase KEE Frost & wha&d W& H3bshAl sha, RIS Milks &4
sl A skl AFakgl e ? whebA Frost & #Hle] 23 shA 484 eodAx, A4l

24) Philip L. Gerber, Critical Essay on Robert Frost, op, cit., p. 165.
25) Lawrence Thompson, Robert Frost, op, cit., pp. 40-41
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] wj] Fol] Colerdge,  Wordsworth, Emerson 5-¢ A2 zwdx B

Wk 538 Fe BRI R, =% image Bzl REE 4Abol 9 ﬁ’(ﬁ:ﬂ@ FfRel A4 A4S
o] =}Al2] A7l PSSR 7;3% g =% ek, 2o KEM BT ERS Kol o
3 A mkdd Aelglon, fFEF U4 °P°ﬂ'<1 B Rids=t S8

Beaeted Ao, 2 a ok image mko et F2 E O
o]

2%
L% ohim W%l el Mkl el WHma A
= %

o Lo

image 2 Zulglo 24, L
2839w SRl ALE 24 T35 oldls) s Hel, zEla = oS Bk w4
£ AlZ3 = Aole}.®

= RAo| Frost 9 Eist MBS T4 F2e] sl 3
“When I see birches bend to left and right, I like to think:-”2}& Z-& n}Z Frost & &
o Eiliy AE A 71 nE KE S U

T wFAEY AL A Frost o Foll A3t #sdg sk 3ler 25 Frost

oAl vhe3} 78 label & BEoF 1 v}, &, ‘nature poet’, ‘New England Yankee',

{

‘Symbolist’, ‘humanist’, ‘Skeptic’, ‘Synecdochist’, ‘anti-platonist’, 5-*? L1} o714 7}
A Z FA HE AL 27t oful FFY label 24 b A& o gElw FAQS Ehe Aol
el 27k oldd F7 FHE Alvkete A d Aoldh, 2EAoE a4, 14 27 Fol
Yo o]n] A 2Z3ka} 9l 9l Sonnet ¢ “Mawing”o]eh: 3ol = vl o]} 3t EAIR o ot
w3 3het s o] o3 vl & Frost & izt HEell gloiA, image o} fTHjolle} kA1 A o
2 mataphorical 3}4] F Symbolical 3}A] FikE Folgtowx A3 AMY IFHES Y
FZEE 4] a8k 2.9] vision Alole] J+& EF‘—— HhE-Ad o 7 Z& sled dgwl Aol

olu]: o1 F-3k uj2l o] Frost = FF &9 @Telw sk, welA Frost oAl Yol A=
A 7EA] el A3 BRel e, & ?5( o] 8] &4 A F2olEol /A I
E ARl w7 FE THAE A g BE 2En ek B wgt Fiaelet
EHikel oat 54 Al W3 F& 23 gl A Ehelelxn ke o AAA B
L e A DA dRA-E 2A =ek FEA Frost o 7o GREL olAA ol A&
o] o227 13 RiF B A3 e ubolgig Aol

o
=
M

oy

There’s only love of men and women, love
Of children, love of friends, of men, of God,
Divine love, human love, parental love,
Roughly discriminated for the rough.

Poetry, itself once more, is back in love.
(*Build Soil—A Political pastoral”’ 85-86)

26) Ibid, p. 40-41
27) Robert Penn Warren: The Themes of Robert Frost, op. cit,, p. 218.
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EHez A 74g o, 98l Frost & w3 Humanitarian ¢ 2 27 4lv}, 2 219
Frel Aol w3 E&e FEEY Aol WEstx & Bxlk ohizl B B
+ Zolc}, Frost ¢ Fel AR Frost o] AEMIQ AL 38713 F34 8. 24 219
B8 gesture BHE7L, FHHY pose, FHRY BXG9] Straddling 5] g4 2an gl #-Eo]
t}. Ivor Winters?® = Frost 2 ‘Spiritual drifter’ W x]= ‘Romantic Sentimentalist’ 2}k »]
) o], Horace Gregory ¢+ Marya Zatsurenska &] $:3#¢l [2EBCEB5 ol A= Frost 2 Yeast
o} vhdskAl 2 WA 9] mask § &3 glvl¥zla ‘315’43]—31 rh, =& Frost ZF{Ee oA
7HA BEstL 9 AL David Perkins ¢] o] 5]-

Whether these or any other observations and arguments necessarily mean that Frost was
aminor poet, could be debated endlessly. Looking at it Frost’s point of view, I think he might
have said, perhaps with only a slight trace of irony, that the wisdom of his poetry lies not
so much in what he says as in the way he says it. The form is the major content. He keeps
his balance, not coming down on one side or the arguments that cannot be settled He moves
forward, and momentary clarifications of an attitude or point of view rise to the surface,
shimmer, and are submerged in the ongoing flow. He gives order and unity not to existence,
but to an episode, a firure, and the figure has some “uiteriority” about it, a meaning beyond

.. what is said. There is no conclusion, merely a bowing out at the end of the performance . . .
Other major writers of the twentieth century—Eliot, Joyce, Yeats, Lawrence—wer
mitted to beliefs, but the beliefs to which they were committed do not always give one much
confidence in the balance of their minds. If Frost was skeptical, or at least remarkably pro-
visional and wary, he is also one of the few significant writers of the twentieth century whose
work seems consistently to preserve poise and sanity of mind.3®

Frost & A5 M) BE% = ohlglom, SHHER mask el cleizba A el
A pose & WASHE BAL ohigich & AMsh B, Telm Rk ] o R
Bt Ritalol AlA g BiEl sk skt Contrast &) RS a4 (HAE 8o %
W Aelth, BT 2k 200 X0 wEel MHsEA 1o HEMRA ALY @E4
o] MAEEWol et sl ekx 4] Humanitarian & q1 {4 IUS‘}’ MARERY QL FAREY
Beshs o}k glo] M (E4S FESLE 2 o|glth. Frost o] Skepticism-& w}2 19| E4: i
o2 sHe # 19 Stepstone o] giut,

28) Cf, Ivor Winters, Robert Frost or the Spiritual Drifter as Post, The Function of Criticism, p. 162.

29) Horace Gregory and Marya Zatsurenska, A History of American Poetry, 1900-1940. (Harcourt, Brace, 1942),
p. 160.

30) David Perkins, A History of Modern Poetry, (The Belknap Press of Harvard University Press, 1979) p. 250-
251.
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The Skepticism in the Poetry of Robert Frost

Lee, Kyong-Shik

A fairly large body of critics has called Robert Frost as nature poet, New England
Yankee, symbolist, humanist, skeptic, synecdochist, or anti-Platonist, and so on. What-
ever he may be called—in fact, these labels have their utility, true or half true as they
may be—the most important thing about Frost is what kind of poetry he writes.

In this thesis the writer tried to pursue the skepticism in the poetry of Robert Frost
according to the schema of “contrast’: such as man vs nature in early poetry, locality vs
universality, man vs space in later poetry. Frost has always been a truely intellectual poet:
thoughtful, not bookish; independent of others’ thoughts. His intellectual qualities are
as apparent in his images, rhythms, and forms as in the rational content. Frost said that
poetry is metaphor. So that Frost expressed various kinds of contradictions, absurdities,
fears, irrational things in the world metaphorically. Adequately to grasp the reaches of
Frost’s thought, We must understand his use of nature as metaphor. Indeed his fear for
nature means love of nature. His despair means longing to idealism like a star in Heaven.

With the passing years he has depended less and less on nature for his subject matter.
In the early work his subjects are drawn largely from woods, earth, and man belonged to
places. However, from the latest collection, *‘Steeple Bush”, his metaphors from the
woods have almost wholly given way to those drawn from the stars. The poet became
more political, philosophical, and more skeptical. He has turned from the problems of the
personal to those of the universal and abstract. Robert Frost never flinched from facing
reality and adjusted himself to it, and he is more free from pessimism than any other
modern poet. His skepticism has contained always optimistic tendency. Consequantly he
has fought his lover’s quarrel with man and nature. He has explored wide and manifold
ranges of being by viewing reality within the mirror of the natural and unchanging
world of rural world. He was a poet of love.
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