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Robert Frost (1874-1963) 
Selected Poems 
 
“My November Guest” (from A Boy’s Will) 
 
My Sorrow, when she’s here with me,       1 
     Thinks these dark days of autumn rain  
Are beautiful as days can be;  
She loves the bare, the withered tree;  
     She walks the sodden pasture lane.               5 
  
Her pleasure will not let me stay.  
     She talks and I am fain to list:  
She’s glad the birds are gone away,  
She’s glad her simple worsted gray  
     Is silver now with clinging mist.               10 
  
The desolate, deserted trees,  
     The faded earth, the heavy sky,  
The beauties she so truly sees,  
She thinks I have no eye for these,  
     And vexes me for reason why.                15 
  
Not yesterday I learned to know  
     The love of bare November days  
Before the coming of the snow,  
But it were vain to tell her so,  
     And they are better for her praise.       20 
 
 
“Home Burial” (from North of Boston) 
 
He saw her from the bottom of the stairs       1 
Before she saw him. She was starting down, 
Looking back over her shoulder at some fear. 
She took a doubtful step and then undid it 
To raise herself and look again. He spoke      5 
Advancing toward her: ‘What is it you see       
From up there always—for I want to know.’ 
She turned and sank upon her skirts at that, 
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And her face changed from terrified to dull. 
He said to gain time: ‘What is it you see,’      10 
Mounting until she cowered under him.        
‘I will find out now—you must tell me, dear.’ 
She, in her place, refused him any help 
With the least stiffening of her neck and silence. 
She let him look, sure that he wouldn’t see,      15 
Blind creature; and awhile he didn’t see.        
But at last he murmured, ‘Oh,’ and again, ‘Oh.’ 
 
‘What is it—what?’ she said. 
 

   ‘Just that I see.’ 
 
‘You don’t,’ she challenged. ‘Tell me what it is.’      20 
 
‘The wonder is I didn’t see at once.        
I never noticed it from here before. 
I must be wonted to it—that’s the reason. 
The little graveyard where my people are! 
So small the window frames the whole of it.      25 
Not so much larger than a bedroom, is it?       
There are three stones of slate and one of marble, 
Broad-shouldered little slabs there in the sunlight 
On the sidehill. We haven’t to mind those. 
But I understand: it is not the stones,       30 
But the child’s mound—’          
 

‘Don’t, don’t, don’t, don’t,’ she cried. 
 
She withdrew shrinking from beneath his arm 
That rested on the banister, and slid downstairs; 
And turned on him with such a daunting look,      35 
He said twice over before he knew himself:       
‘Can’t a man speak of his own child he’s lost?’ 
 
‘Not you! Oh, where’s my hat? Oh, I don’t need it! 
I must get out of here. I must get air. 
I don’t know rightly whether any man can.’      40 
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‘Amy! Don’t go to someone else this time.       
Listen to me. I won’t come down the stairs.’ 
He sat and fixed his chin between his fists. 
‘There’s something I should like to ask you, dear.’ 
 
‘You don’t know how to ask it.’        45 
 

        ‘Help me, then.’      
 
Her fingers moved the latch for all reply. 
 
‘My words are nearly always an offense. 
I don’t know how to speak of anything 
So as to please you. But I might be taught      50 
I should suppose. I can’t say I see how.        
A man must partly give up being a man 
With women-folk. We could have some arrangement 
By which I’d bind myself to keep hands off 
Anything special you’re a-mind to name.      55 
Though I don’t like such things ’twixt those that love.      
Two that don’t love can’t live together without them. 
But two that do can’t live together with them.’ 
She moved the latch a little. ‘Don’t—don’t go. 
Don’t carry it to someone else this time.       60 
Tell me about it if it’s something human.        
Let me into your grief. I’m not so much 
Unlike other folks as your standing there 
Apart would make me out. Give me my chance. 
I do think, though, you overdo it a little.       65 
What was it brought you up to think it the thing      
To take your mother-loss of a first child 
So inconsolably—in the face of love. 
You’d think his memory might be satisfied—’ 
 
‘There you go sneering now!’        70 
 

      ‘I’m not, I’m not!       
You make me angry. I’ll come down to you. 
God, what a woman! And it’s come to this, 
A man can’t speak of his own child that’s dead.’ 
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‘You can’t because you don't know how to speak.     75 
If you had any feelings, you that dug        
With your own hand—how could you?—his little grave; 
I saw you from that very window there, 
Making the gravel leap and leap in air, 
Leap up, like that, like that, and land so lightly      80 
And roll back down the mound beside the hole.      
I thought, Who is that man? I didn’t know you. 
And I crept down the stairs and up the stairs 
To look again, and still your spade kept lifting. 
Then you came in. I heard your rumbling voice      85 
Out in the kitchen, and I don’t know why,       
But I went near to see with my own eyes. 
You could sit there with the stains on your shoes 
Of the fresh earth from your own baby’s grave 
And talk about your everyday concerns.       90 
You had stood the spade up against the wall       
Outside there in the entry, for I saw it.’ 
 
‘I shall laugh the worst laugh I ever laughed. 
I’m cursed. God, if I don’t believe I’m cursed.’ 
 
‘I can repeat the very words you were saying:      95 
“Three foggy mornings and one rainy day       
Will rot the best birch fence a man can build.” 
Think of it, talk like that at such a time! 
What had how long it takes a birch to rot 
To do with what was in the darkened parlor?      100 
You couldn’t care! The nearest friends can go       
With anyone to death, comes so far short 
They might as well not try to go at all. 
No, from the time when one is sick to death, 
One is alone, and he dies more alone.       105 
Friends make pretense of following to the grave,      
But before one is in it, their minds are turned 
And making the best of their way back to life 
And living people, and things they understand. 
But the world’s evil. I won’t have grief so      110 
If I can change it. Oh, I won’t, I won’t!’        
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‘There, you have said it all and you feel better. 
You won’t go now. You’re crying. Close the door. 
The heart’s gone out of it: why keep it up. 
Amy! There’s someone coming down the road!’     115 
 
‘You—oh, you think the talk is all. I must go—       
Somewhere out of this house. How can I make you—’ 
 
‘If—you—do!’ She was opening the door wider. 
‘Where do you mean to go?  First tell me that. 
I’ll follow and bring you back by force.  I will!—’     120 
 
 
 
“The Road Not Taken” (from Mountain Interval) 
 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,       1 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth;       5 
 
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,       10 
 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back.       15 
 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere 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.       20 
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“Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening” (from New Hampshire) 
 
Whose woods these are I think I know.          1 
His house is in the village though;    
He will not see me stopping here    
To watch his woods fill up with snow.    
 
My little horse must think it queer          5 
To stop without a farmhouse near    
Between the woods and frozen lake    
The darkest evening of the year.    
 
He gives his harness bells a shake    
To ask if there is some mistake.           10 
The only other sound’s the sweep    
Of easy wind and downy flake.    
 
The woods are lovely, dark and deep,    
But I have promises to keep,    
And miles to go before I sleep,           15 
And miles to go before I sleep.        16 
 
 
 
“The Need of Being Versed in Country Things” (from New Hampshire) 
 
The house had gone to bring again       1 
To the midnight sky a sunset glow.  
Now the chimney was all of the house that stood,  
Like a pistil after the petals go.  
  
The barn opposed across the way,               5 
That would have joined the house in flame  
Had it been the will of the wind, was left  
To bear forsaken the place’s name.  
  
No more it opened with all one end  
For teams that came by the stony road               10 
To drum on the floor with scurrying hoofs  
And brush the mow with the summer load.   
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The birds that came to it through the air  
At broken windows flew out and in,  
Their murmur more like the sigh we sigh              15 
From too much dwelling on what has been.  
  
Yet for them the lilac renewed its leaf,  
And the aged elm, though touched with fire;  
And the dry pump flung up an awkward arm;  
And the fence post carried a strand of wire.              20 
  
For them there was really nothing sad.  
But though they rejoiced in the nest they kept,  
One had to be versed in country things  
Not to believe the phoebes wept.        24 
 
 
 
“Acquainted with the Night” (from West-Running Brook) 
 
I have been one acquainted with the night.      1 
I have walked out in rain—and back in rain. 
I have outwalked the furthest city light. 
 
I have looked down the saddest city lane. 
I have passed by the watchman on his beat      5 
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain. 
 
I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet 
When far away an interrupted cry 
Came over houses from another street, 
 
But not to call me back or say good-bye;       10 
And further still at an unearthly height, 
One luminary clock against the sky 
 
Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.  
I have been one acquainted with the night.      14 
 
 
 



 8 

“The Gift Outright” (from A Witness Tree: Two or More) 
 
The land was ours before we were the land’s.      1 
She was our land more than a hundred years 
Before we were her people. She was ours 
In Massachusetts, in Virginia, 
But we were England’s, still colonials,       5 
Possessing what we still were unpossessed by, 
Possessed by what we now no more possessed. 
Something we were withholding made us weak 
Until we found out that it was ourselves 
We were withholding from our land of living,      10 
And forthwith found salvation in surrender. 
Such as we were we gave ourselves outright 
(The deed of gift was many deeds of war) 
To the land vaguely realizing westward, 
But still unstoried, artless, unenhanced,       15 
Such as she was, such as she would become.      16 


